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The epos, as we know it, falls into three main divisions according to
 author and subject-matter. It is a vehicle for the heroic saga, 
written by ' Homêros'; for useful information in general, especially 
catalogues and genealogies, written by ' Hêsiodos'; and thirdly, for 
religious revelation, issuing originally from the mouths of such 
figures as 'Orpheus,' 'Musæus,' and the 'Bakides.' This last has 
disappeared, leaving but scanty traces, and the poems of ' Homer and 
Hesiod' constitute our earliest literary monuments.

All verse embodiments of the saga are necessarily less old than the saga itself. And more than that, it is clear that our Iliad, Odyssey, Erga, and Theogony
 are not the first, "nor the second, nor yet the twelfth," of such 
embodiments. These ostensibly primitive poems show a length and 
complexity of composition which can only be the result of many 
generations of artistic effort. They speak a language out of all 
relation to common speech, full of forgotten meanings and echoes of 
past states of society; a poet's language, demonstrably built up and
 conditioned at every turn by the needs of the hexameter metre. There 
must therefore have been hexameter poems before our Iliad. 
Further, the hexameter itself is a high and complex development many 
stages removed from the simple metres in which the sagas seem once to 
have had shape in Greece as well as in India, Germany, and 
Scandinavia. But if we need proof of the comparative lateness of our 
earliest records, we can find it in ' Homer' himself, when he refers 
to the wealth of poetry that was in the world before him, and the 
general feeling that by his day most great themes have been outworn.1 

The personalities of the supposed authors of the various epics or 
styles of epos are utterly beyond our reach. There is for the most 
part something fantastic or mythical in them. Orpheus, for instance, 
as a sagafigure, is of Greek creation; as a name, he is one of the 
'Ribhus,' or heroic artificers, of the Vedas, the first men who were 
made immortal. Another early bard, 'Linos,' is the very perfection of 
shadowiness. The Greek settler or exile on Semitic coasts who listened
 to the strange oriental dirges and caught the often-recurring wail 'Ai-lenû' ('Woe to us'), took the words as Greek, aι




The books of the Iliad are denoted by the capital letters of the Greek alphabet, those of the Odyssey by the small letters ('Woe for Linos'), and made his imaginary Linos into an unhappy 
poet or a murdered prince. Homer's ancestors, when they are not gods 
and rivers, tend to bear names like 'Memory-son' and 'Sweet-deviser'; 
his minor connections -- the figures among whom the lesser epics 
were apt to be divided -- have names which are sometimes transparent, 
sometimes utterly obscure, but which generally agree in not being 
Greek names of any normal type. The name of his son-in-law, 
'Creophŷlus,' suggests a comic reference to the 'Fleshpot-tribe' of 
bards with their 'perquisites.' A poet who is much quoted for the 
saga-subjects painted on the 'Leschê' or 'Conversation Hall' at 
Delphi, is called variously 'Leschês,' 'Lescheôs,' and 'Leschaios'; 
another who sang of sea-faring, has a name 'Arctinos,' derived, as no 
  other Greek name is, from the Pole-star. The author of the Têlegoneia,* which ended the Odysseus-saga in a burst of happy marriages (see p. 48  ), is suitably named 'Eugamon' or 'Eugammon.'2 

As for 'Homêros' himself, the word means 'hostage': it cannot be a 
full Greek name, though it might be an abbreviated 'pet name,' e.g for
 'Homêrodochos' ('hostage-taker'), if there were any Greek names at 
all compounded from this word. As it is, the fact we must start from 
is the existence of 'Homêridæ,' both as minstrels in general and as a 
clan. 'Homêros' must by all analogy be a primeval ancestor, invented 
to give them a family unity, as 'Dôros,' 'Iôn,' and 'Hellên' were 
invented; as even the League of the 'Amphictyones' or 'Dwellers-round 
[Thermopylæ]' had to provide themselves with a common ancestor called 
  'Amphictyôn' or 'Dweller-round.' That explains 'Homêros,' but still leaves 'Homêridæ' unexplained. It may be what it
 professes to be, a patronymic (' Homer-sons'). It is easy to imagine a
 state of society in which the Sons of the Hostages, not trusted to 
fight, would be used as bards. But it may equally well be some 
compound meaning 'fitters together,' with the 
termination modified into patronymic form when the minstrels began to 
be a guild and to feel the need of a common ancestor.

It is true that we have many traditional 'lives' of the prehistoric 
poets, and an account of a 'contest' between Homer and Hesiod, our 
version being copied from one composed about 400 B.C. by the sophist 
Alkidamas, who, in his turn, was adapting some already existing 
romance. And in the poems themselves we have what purport to be 
personal reminiscences. Hesiod mentions his own name in the preface to
 the Theogony. In the Erga (l. 633 ff.), he tells how his father emigrated from Kymê to Ascra. The Homeric Hymn to Apollo ends in an appeal from the poet to the maidens who form his audience, to remember him, and "when
 any stranger asks who is the sweetest of singers and who delights 
them most, to answer with one voice: 'Tis a blind man; he dwells in 
craggy Chios; his songs shall be the fairest for evermore." Unfortunately, these are only cases of personation. The rhapsode who recited those verses first did not mean that he was a blind Chian, and his
 songs the fairest for evermore; he only meant that the poem he 
recited was the work of that blind Homer whose songs were as a matter 
of fact the best. Indeed, both this passage and the preface to the 
Theogony are demonstrably later additions, and the reminiscence in the
 Erga must stand or fall with them. The real bards of early Greece were all nameless and impersonal; and we know definitely
 the point at which the individual author begins to dare to obtrude 
himself -- the age of the lyrists and the Ionian researchers. These 
passages are not evidence of what Hesiod and Homer said of themselves;  
 they are evidence of what the tradition of the sixth century fabled 
about them.

Can we see the origin of 
this tradition? Only dimly. There is certainly some historical truth 
in it. The lives and references, while varying in all else, approach 
unanimity in making Homer a native of Ionia. They concentrate 
themselves on two places, Smyrna and Chios; in each of these an Æolian
 population had been overlaid by an Ionian, and in Chios there was a
 special clan called 'Homêridæ.' We shall see that if by the 'birth of
 Homer' we mean the growth of the Homeric poems, the tradition here is
 true. It is true also when it brings Hesiod and his father over 
from Asiatic Kymê to Bæotia, in the sense that the Hesiodic poetry is 
essentially the Homeric form brought to bear on native Bœotian 
material.

Thus Homer is a Chian or 
Smyrnaean for historical reasons; but why is he blind? Partly, 
perhaps, we have here some vague memory of a primitive time when the  
 able-bodied men were all warriors; the lame but strong men, smiths 
and weapon-makers; and the blind men, good for nothing else, mere 
singers. More essentially, it is the Saga herself at work. She loved 
to make her great poets and prophets blind, and then she was haunted
 by their blindness. Homer was her Demodocus, "whom the Muse greatly loved, and gave him both good and evil; she took away his eyes and gave him sweet minstrelsy." (θ, 63, 4). It is pure romance -- the romance which creates the noble bust of Homer in the Naples Museum; 
the romance which one feels in Callimachus's wonderful story of the Bathing of Pallas,
 where it is Teiresias, the prophet, not the poet, who loses his 
earthly sight. Other traits in the tradition have a similar origin -- 
the contempt poured on the unknown beggar-man at the Marriage Feast 
till he rises and sings; the curse of ingloriousness he lays on the 
Kymeans who rejected him; the one epic (Cypria*) not up to his own standard, with which he dowered his daughter and made her a great heiress.

THE HOMERIC POEMS

If we try to find what poems were definitely regarded as the work of 
Homer at the beginning of our tradition, the answer must be -- all that 
were 'Homeric' or 'heroic'; in other words, all that express in epos 
the two main groups of legend, centred round Troy and Thebes 
respectively. The earliest mention of Homer is by the poet Callinus 
(ca. 660 B.C.), who refers to the Thebais* as his 
work; the next is probably by Semonides of Amorgos (same date), who 
cites as the words of 'a man of Chios' a proverbial phrase which 
occurs in our Iliad, "As the passing of leaves is, so is the passing of men." It is possible that he referred to some particular Chian, and that the verse in our Iliad
 is merely a floating proverb assimilated by the epos; but the 
probability is that he is quoting our passage. Simonides of Keos ( 
556-468 B.C.), a good century later, speaks of " Homer and Stesichorus telling how Meleagros conquered all youths in spear-throwing across the wild Anauros." This is not in our Iliad or Odyssey, and we cannot trace the poem in which it comes. Pindar, a little 
later, mentions Homer several times. He blames him for exalting 
Odysseus -- a reference to the Odyssey -but pardons him because he has told "straightly by rod and plummet the whole prowess of Aias"; especially, it would seem, his rescue of the body of Achilles, which was described in two lost epics, the Little Iliad* and the Æthiopis.* He bids us "remember Homer's word: A good messenger brings honour to any dealing" -- a word, as it chances, which our Horner never speaks; and he mentions the "Homêridæ, singers of stitched lays."

If Æschylus ever called his plays3 
 "slices from the great banquets of Homer," the banquets he referred 
to must have been far richer than those to which we have admission. In
 all his ninety plays it is hard to find more than seven which take 
their subjects from our Homer, including the Agamemnon and Choëphoroi,4 and it would need some spleen to make a critic describe these two as 'slices' from the Odyssey.
 What Æschylus meant by ' Homer'was the heroic saga as a whole. It is 
the same with Sophocles, who is called 'most Homeric,' and is said by 
Athenæus (p. 277
 ) to "rejoice in the epic cycle and make whole dramas out of it." 
That is, he treated those epic myths which Athenaeus only knew in the 
prose 'cycles' or handbooks compiled by one Dionysius in the second 
century B.C., and by Apollodôrus in the first. To Xenophanes ( sixth
 century) ' Homer and Hesiod' mean all the epic tradition, sagas and 
theogonies alike, just as they do to Herodotus when he says (ii. 53), 
that they two "made the Greek religion, and distributed to the gods 
their titles and honours and crafts, and described what they were like." There 
Herodotus uses the conventional language; but he has already a 
standard of criticism which is inconsistent with it. For he conceives 
Homer definitely as the author of the Iliad and Odyssey. He doubts if the Lay of the Afterborn* be his, and is sure (ii. 117) that the Cypria* cannot be, because it contradicts the Iliad. This is the first trace of the tendency that ultimately prevailed. Thucydides explicitly recognises the Iliad, the Hymn to Apollo, and the Odyssey as Homer's. Aristotle gives him nothing but the Iliad, the Odyssey, and the humorous epic Margîtes.* Plato's quotations do not go beyond the Iliad and the Odyssey;
 and it is these two poems alone which were accepted as Homer's by the
 great Alexandrian scholar Aristarchus (ca. 160 B.C.), and which 
have remained ' Homeric' ever since.


How was it that these two were originally selected as being ' Homer' 
in some special degree? And how was it that, in spite of the essential
 dissimilarities between them, they continued to hold the field 
together as his authentic work when so many other epics had been 
gradually taken from him? It is the more surprising when we reflect 
that the differences and inconsistencies between them had already been 
pointed out in Alexandrian times by the 'Chorizontes' or 'Separators,'
 Xenon and Hellanicus.

ILIAD AND ODYSSEY: THE PANATHENAIC RECITATION

A tradition comes to our aid which has been differently interpreted by various critics -- the story of the recension by Pisistratus, tyrant of Athens, in the middle of the 
sixth century. Late writers speak much of this recension. "Vox totius antiquitatis"
 is the authority Wolf claims for it. It is mentioned in varying terms
 by Cicero, Pausanias, Ælian, Josephus; it is referred to as a 
well-known fact in a late epigram purporting to be written for a 
statue of "Pisistratus, great in counsel, who collected Homer, formerly 
sung in fragments." Cicero's account is that Pisistratus "arranged in 
their present order the books of Homer, previously confused." The 
Byzantine Tzetzes -- the name is only a phonetic way of spelling 
Cæcius -- makes the tradition ludicrous by various mistakes and 
additions; his soberest version says that Pisistratus performed this 
task "by the help of the industry of four famous and learned men -- 
Concylus, Onomacritus of Athens, Zopyrus of Heraclea, and Orpheus of 
Crotona." Unfortunately, the learned Concylus is also called 
Epiconcylus, and represents almost certainly the 'Epic Cycle,' ἐπτκν 
κύκλου, misread as a proper name! And the whole commission has a 
fabulous air, and smacks of the age of the Ptolemies rather than the 
sixth century. Also it is remarkable that in our fairly ample records 
about the Alexandrian critics, especially Aristarchus, there is no 
explicit reference to Pisistratus as an editor.

It used to be maintained that this silence of the Alexandrians proved
 conclusively that the story was not in existence in their time. It 
has now been traced, in a less developed form, as far back as the 
fourth century B.C. It was always known that a certain Dieuchidas of 
Megara had accused Pisistratus of interpolating lines in Homer to the 
advantage of Athens -- a charge which, true or false, implies that the
 accused had some special opportunities.



      It was left for Wilamowitz to show that Dieuchidas was a writer much 
earlier than the Alexandrians, and to explain his motive.5 
 It is part of that general literary revenge which Megara took upon 
fallen Athens in the fourth century. "Athens had not invented comedy; it
 was Megara. Nor tragedy either; it was Sikyon. Athens had only 
falsified and interpolated!" Whether Dieuchidas accepted the 
Pisistratus recension as a fact generally believed, or whether he 
suggested it as an hypothesis, is not clear. It appears, however, that
 he could not find any un-Attic texts to prove his point by. When he 
wished to suggest the true reading he had to use his own ingenuity. It
 was he who invented a supposed original form for the interpolated 
passage in B, 671; and perhaps he who imagined the existence of
 a Spartan edition of Homer by Lycurgus, an uncontaminated text copied
 out honestly by good Dorians!

The 
theory, then, that Pisistratus had somehow 'interpolated Homer' was 
current before Alexandrian times. Why does Aristarchus not mention it?
 We cannot clearly say. It is possible that he took the fact for 
granted, as the epigram does. It is certain, at any rate, that 
Aristarchus rejected on some ground or other most of the lines which 
modern scholars describe as 'Athenian interpolations'; and that ground
 cannot have been a merely internal one, since he held the peculiar 
belief that Homer himself was an Athenian. Lastly, it is a curious 
fact that Cicero's statement about the recension by Pisisstratus seems 
to be derived from a member of the Pergamene school, whose founder, 
Crates, stood almost alone in successfully resisting and opposing the 
authority of Aristarchus. It is quite possible that the latter tended to belittle a method of explanation which was in particular favour with a rival school.

Dieuchidas, then, knows of Pisistratus having done to the poems 
something which gave an opportunity for interpolation. But most 
Megarian writers, according to Plutarch (Solon, 10), say it was
 Solon who made the interpolations; and a widespread tradition credits
 Solon with a special law about the recitation of ' Homer' at the 
Festival of the Panathenæa. This law, again, is attributed to 
Hipparchus in the pseudo-Platonic dialogue which bears his name -- a 
work not later than the third century. Lycurgus the orator ascribes it
 simply to 'our ancestors,' and that is where we must leave it. When a 
law was once passed at Athens, it tended to become at once the 
property of Solon, the great 'Nomothetês.' If Pisistratus and 
Hipparchus dispute this particular law, it is partly because there are
 rumours of dishonest dealings attached to the story, partly because 
the tyrants were always associated with the Panathenæa.

But what was the law? It seems clear that the recitation of Homer 
formed part of the festal observances, and probable that there was a 
competition. Again, we know that the poems were to be recited in a 
particular way. But was it 'by suggestion' -- at any  
 verse given? That is almost incredible. Or was it
 'one beginning where the last left off'? Or, as Diogenes Laertius 
airily decides, did the law perhaps say εξ υποβολης, and mean εξ υποληψεως?6 

Our evidence then amounts in the first place to this: that there was a practice in Athens, dating at latest from early in 
the fifth century, by which the Homeric poems were recited publicly in
 a prescribed order; and that the origin of the practice was ascribed 
to a definite public enactment. We find further, that in all 
non-Athenian literature down to Pindar, ' Homer' seems to be taken 
as the author of a much larger number of poems than we possess -- 
probably of all the Trojan and Theban epics -- whereas in Attic 
literature from the fifth century onwards he is especially the author of
 the Iliad and the Odyssey, the other poems being first 
treated as of doubtful authorship, afterwards ignored. When we add that 
in the usage of all the authors who speak of this Panathenaic 
recitation, ' Homer' means simply, and as a matter of course, the Iliad and the Odyssey,
 the conclusion inevitably suggests itself that it was these two poems 
alone which were selected for the recitation, and that it was the 
recitation which gave them their unique position of eminence as the 
'true' Homer.

Why were they selected?
 One can see something, but not much. To begin with, a general 
comparison of the style of the rejected epics with that of our two 
poems suggests that the latter are far more elaborately 'worked up' 
than their brethren. They have more unity; they are less like mere 
lays; they have more dramatic tension and rhetorical ornament. One 
poem only can perhaps be compared with them, the first which is quoted
 as ' Homer's' in literature, the Thebais:* but the 
glory of Thebes was of all subjects the one which could least be 
publicly blazoned by Athenians; Athens would reject such a thing even 
more unhesitatingly than Sikyon rejected the ' Homer' which praised 
Argos.7 




      We get thus one cardinal point in the history of the poems; it 
remains to trace their development both before and after. To take the 
later history first, our own traditional explanation of Homer is 
derived from the Alexandrian scholars of the third and second 
centuries B.C., Zenodotus of Ephesus (born 325 ?), Aristophanes of 
Byzantium (born 257 ?), and Aristarchus of Samothrace (born 215); 
especially from this last, the greatest authority on early poetry 
known to antiquity. Our information about him is mostly derived from 
an epitome of the works of four later scholars: Didymus On the Aristarchean Recension; Aristonîcus On the Signs in the Iliad and Odyssey -i.e. the critical signs used by Aristarchus; Herodian On the Prosody and Accentuation of the Iliad, and Nicanor On Homeric Punctuation.
 The two first named were of the Augustan age; the epitome was made in
 the third century A.D.; the MS. in which it is preserved is the 
famous Venetus A of the tenth century, containing the Iliad but not the Odyssey.

We can thus tell a good deal about the condition of Homer in the 
second century B.C., and can hope to establish with few errors a text 
'according to Aristarchus,' a text which would approximately satisfy 
the best literary authority at the best period of Greek criticism. But
 we must go much further, unless we are to be very unworthy 
followers of Aristarchus and indifferent to the cause of science in 
literature. In the first place, if our comments come from Aristarchus,
 where does our received text come from? Demonstrably not from him, 
but from the received text or vulgate of his day, in correction of 
which he issued his two editions, and on which neither he nor any one 
else has ultimately been able to exercise a really commanding influence.
 Not that he made violent changes; on the contrary, he seldom or never 'emended' 
by mere conjecture, and, though he marked many lines as spurious, he 
did not omit them. The greatest divergences which we find between 
Aristarchus and the vulgate are not so great as those between the 
quartos and the folios of Hamlet.

Yet we can see that he had before him a good many recensions which 
differed both from the vulgate and from one another. He mentions in 
especial three classes of such MSS. -- those of individuals, showing 
the recension or notes of poets like Antimachus and Rhiânus, or of 
scholars like Zenodotus; those of cities, coming from Marseilles, 
Chios, Argos, Sinôpe, and in general from all places except Athens, 
the city of the vulgate; and, lastly, what he calls the 'vulgar' or 
'popular' or 'more careless' texts, among which we may safely reckon 
'that of the many verses'.

The quotations from Homer in pre-Alexandrian writers enable us to 
appreciate both the extent and the limits of this variation. They show
 us first that even in Athens the vulgate had not established itself 
firmly before the year 300 B.C. Æschines the orator, a man of much 
culture, not only asserts that the phrase φημη δ'ες στρατον ηλθε 
occurs 'several times in the Iliad,' whereas in our texts it 
does not occur at all; but quotes verbally passages from Θ and ψ with 
whole lines quite different. And the third-century papyri bear the 
same testimony, notably the fragment of Λ in the 
Flinders-Petrie collection published in 1891 by Prof. Mahaffy, and the 
longer piece from the same book published by M. Nicole in the Revue de Philologie,
 1894. The former of these, for instance, contains the beginnings or 
endings of thirty-eight lines of Λ between 502 and 537. It omits one 
of our lines; contains four strange lines; and has two others in a different shape 
from that in our texts: a serious amount of divergence in such a small 
space. On the other hand, the variations seem to be merely verbal, and
 the same applies to the rest of the papyrus evidence. There is no 
variation in matter in any fourth-century text.

The summing up of this evidence gives us the last two stages of the 
Homeric poems. The canonical statements of fact and the order of the 
incidents were fixed by a gradual process of which the cardinal point 
is the institution of the Panathenaic recitations; the wording of the 
text line by line was gradually stereotyped by continued processes of 
school repetition and private reading and literary study, culminating 
in the minute professional criticism of Zenodotus and his successors 
at the Alexandrian library.

If we go 
further back, it is impossible not to be struck by the phenomenon, 
that while the Homeric quotations in most fourth and fifth century 
writers, even in Aristotle, for instance, differ considerably from our
 text, Plato's quotations8 agree with 
it almost word for word. One cannot but combine with this the 
conclusion drawn by Grote in another context, that Demetrius of 
Phalêrum, when summoned by Ptolemy I. to the foundation of the 
library at Alexandria, made use of the books bequeathed by Plato to 
the Academy.9 

This analysis brings us again to the Panathenaic recitation. We have seen that its effects were to establish the Iliad and the Odyssey as ' Homer' par excellence; to fix a certain order of incidents in them; and, of course, to make them a public and sacred possession of Athens.


Let us try to see further into it. When was it instituted? Was there 
really a law at all, or only a gradual process which the tradition, as
 its habit is, has made into one definite act?

As for the date, the establishment of the custom is sure not to be 
earlier than the last person to whom it is ascribed; that is, it took 
place not before, but probably after, the reign of Hipparchus. Now, to
 make the works of the great Ionian poet an integral part of the most 
solemn religious celebration of Athens, is a thing which can only have  
 taken place in a period of active fraternising with Ionia. That 
movement begins for Athens with the Ionian revolt; before 500 B.C. she
 had been ashamed of her supposed kinsmen; even Cleisthenes had 
abolished the Ionian tribe names. The year 499 opens the great 
Pan-Ionic period of Athenian policy, in which Athens accepts the 
position of metropolis and protectress of Ionia, absorbs Ionian 
culture, and rises to the intellectual hegemony of Greece. Learning 
and letters must have fled from Miletus at the turn of the sixth 
century B.C., as they fled from Constantinople in the fifteenth A.D., 
and Athens was their natural refuge. We shall see later the various 
great men and movements that travelled at this time from Asia to 
Athens. One typical fact is the adoption of the Ionian alphabet at 
Athens for private and literary use.


The native Athenian alphabet was an archaic and awkward thing, 
possessing neither double consonants nor adequate vowel-distinctions. 
The Ionian was, roughly, that which we now use. It was not officially 
adopted in Athens till 404 -- the public documents liked to preserve 
their archaic majesty -- but it was in private use there during the 
Persian Wars;10 that is, it came over at the time when Athens accepted and asserted her position as the 
metropolis of Ionia, and adopted the Ionian poetry as a part of her 
sacred possessions. But a curious difficulty suggests itself. Homer in
 Ionia was of course already written in Ionic. Our tradition, however,
 backed by many explicit statements of the Alexandrians and by 
considerations of textual criticism,11 
expressly insists that the old texts of Homer were in the old Attic 
alphabet. If Homer came into the Panathenæa at the very same time as the
 new Ionian alphabet came to Athens, how was it that the people 
rewrote him from the better script into the worse? The answer is not
 hard to find; and it is also the answer to another question, which we
 could not solve before. Copies of Homer were written in official 
Attic, because the recitation at the Panathenæa was an official 
ceremony, prescribed by a legal enactment.

There was then a definite law, a symptom of the general Ionising 
movement of the first quarter of the fifth century. Can we see more 
closely what it effected?

It 
prescribed a certain order, and it started a tendency towards an 
official text. It is clear that adherence to the words of the text was
 not compulsory, though adherence to the 'story' was. It seems almost 
certain that the order so imposed was not a new and arbitrary 
invention. It must have been already known and approved at Athens; 
though, of course, it may have been only one of various orders current
 in the different Homeric centres of Ionia, and was probably not rigid
 and absolute anywhere. At any rate one thing is clear -- this law 
was among the main events which ultimately took the epos for good out of the hands of the rhapsodes.

We know that the epos' in Ionia was in the possession of 'Homèridai' or
 'rhapsôdoi'; and we have reason to suppose that these were organised 
in guilds or schools. We know roughly how a rhapsode set to work. He
 would choose his 'bit' from whatever legend it might be, as the bards
 do in the Odyssey.12 He would 
have some lines of introduction -- so much Pindar tells us, and the 
Homeric hymns or preludes show us what he meant -- and probably some 
lines of finish. He would, if an ordinary human being, introduce 
bright patches and episodes to make his lay as attractive as others.
 He would object to a fixed text, and utterly abhor the subordination 
of parts to whole.

Now, our poems are
 full of traces of the rhapsode; they are developments from the 
recited saga, and where they fail in unity or consistency the recited 
saga is mostly to blame. For instance in E, the superhuman exploits of Diomêdes throw Achilles into the shade and upset the plot of the Iliad.
 But what did that matter to a rhapsode who wanted a good declamation,
 and addressed an audience interested in Diomêdes? The Doloneia (K),
 placed where it is, is impossible; it makes a night of such 
portentous length that Odysseus well deserves his three suppers. In a 
detached recitation it would be admirable. To take a different case, 
there is a passage describing a clear night, "when all the high 
peaks stand out, and the jutting promontories and glens; and above the
 sky the infinite heaven breaks open." This occurs in H, where the Trojan watch-fires are likened to the stars; it occurs also in II, where the Greeks' despair is rolled back like a cloud leaving the night clear. Commentators 
discuss in which place it is genuine. Surely, anywhere and everywhere.
 Such lovely lines, once heard, were a temptation to any rhapsode, and
 likely to recur wherever a good chance offered. The same 
explanation applies to the multiplied similes of B, 455 ff. They are 
not meant to be taken all together; they are alternatives for the 
reciter to choose from.

And even where there is no flaw in the composition, the formulæ for connection between "the incidents -"Thus then did they fight," "Thus then did they pray" -and the openings of new subjects with phrases like "Thus rose Dawn from her bed,"
 and the like, suggest a new rhapsode beginning his lay in the middle 
of an epic whole, the parts before and after being loosely taken as 
known to the audience.

Nevertheless, 
the striking fact about our Homeric poems is not that they show some 
marks of the rhapsode's treatment, but that they do not show more. They 
  are, as they stand, not suited for the rhapsode. They are too long 
to recite as wholes, except on some grand and unique occasion like 
that which the law specially contemplated; too highly organised to 
split up easily into detachable lengths. It is not likely that the law
 reduced them to their present state at one blow. All it insisted on
 was to have the 'true history' in its proper sequence. If it 
permitted rhapsodes at all, it had to allow them a certain freedom in 
their choice of ornament. It did not insist on adherence to a fixed 
wording.

The whole history of the 
text in the fourth century illustrates this arrangement, and the fact 
essentially is, that the poems as we have them, organic and 
indivisible, are adapted to the demands of a reading public. There was no reading 
public either in Athens or in Ionia by 470. Anaximander wrote his 
words of wisdom for a few laborious students to learn by heart; 
Xenophanes appealed simply to the ear; it was not till forty years 
later that Herodotus turned his recitations into book form for 
educated persons to read to themselves, and Euripides began to collect
 a library.

This helps us to some 
idea of the Ionian epos as it lived and grew before its transplanting.
 It was recited, not read; the incidents of the Iliad and the Odyssey
 were mostly in their present order, and doubtless the poems roughly
 of their present compass, though we may be sure there were Iliads without K, and Odysseys ending, where Aristarchus ended his, at ψ 296, omitting the last book and a half. Much more important, the Iliad did not necessarily stop at the mere funeral of Hector. We know of a version which ran on from our last line -- "So dealt they with the burying of Hector; but there came the Amazon, daughter of Ares, greathearted slayer of men"
 -- and which told of the love of Achilles for the Amazon princess, 
and his slaying of her, and probably also of his well-earned death. 
The death of Achilles is, as Goethe felt it to be, the real finish 
that our Iliad wants. When the enchanted steed, Xanthus, and 
the dying Hector prophesy it, we feel that their words must come true 
or the story lose its meaning. And if it was any of the finer 'Sons of
 Homer' who told of that last death-grapple where it was no longer 
Kebrionês nor Patroclus, but Achilles himself, who lay "under the blind dust-storm, the mighty limbs flung mightily, and the riding of war forgotten," the world must owe a grudge to those patriotic organisers who could not bear to leave the Trojan dogs with the best of it.

Of course in this Ionic Homer there were no 'Athenian 
interpolations,' no passages like the praise of Menestheus, the claim 
to Salamis, the mentions of Theseus, Procris, Phzedra, Ariadne, or the
 account of the Athenians in N, under the name of 'long-robed Ionians,'
 acting as a regiment of heavy infantry. Above all, the language, though
 far from pure, was at least very different from our vulgate text; 
it was free from Atticisms.











1 Esp. θ,74; μ, 70; α, 351.


2 Crusius, Philol. liv.


3 Athenæus, 347 e.


4 The others are the Achilles-trilogy (Myrmidons,*Nereides,*Phryges*), Penelope,*Soul-weighing.*


5 Phil. Unters. vii. p. 240.


6 
 One is tempted to add to this early evidence what Herodotus says (vii. 
6) of the banishment of Onomacritus by Hipparchus; but he was banished
 for trafficking in false oracles, an offence of an entirely different
 sort from interpolating works of literature.


7 Hdt. v. 67.


8 Counting Alcibiades II. as spurious.


9 Grote,  Plato, chap. vi.


10 Kirchoff, Alphabet, Ed. iv. p. 92.


11 See Cauer's answer to Wilamowitz, Grundfragen der Homerkritik, p. 69ff.


12 θ, 73 ff., 500 ff.; α, 326.
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As the epos of romance and war was personified in 'Homêros,' the bard
 of princes, so the epos of plain teaching was personified in the 
peasant poet 'Hêsiodos.' The Hesiodic poems, indeed, contain certain 
pretended reminiscences, and one of them, the Erga,is largely 
made up of addresses to 'Persês,' assumed to be the poet's erring 
friend -- in one part, his brother. We have seen that the 
reminiscences are fictions, and presumably Persês is a fiction too. If
 a real man had treacherously robbed Hesiod of his patrimony by means 
of bribes to 'mandevouring princes,' Hesiod would scarcely have remained
 on intimate terms with him. 'Persês' is a lay figure for the 
didactic epos to preach at, and as such he does his duty. Hesiod wants
 to praise industry, to condemn the ways of men, and especially of 
judges: the figure must be an idle dog, ignorant of the world and fond of law. Hesiod wants 
to praise righteousness: the figure must show a certain 
light-handedness in its dealings with money. We have then no 
information of what Hesiod was -- only a tradition of what Hesiod was 
supposed to be. He was born at Kymê, in Æolis; his father migrated 
to Bœotia, and settled in Ascra, a charming and fertile village on the
 slopes of Mount Helicon, which the poet describes as "bad in winter, insufferable in summer." Here he herded flocks on Helicon, till one day the Muses greeted him with the words: "Boors
 of the wild fields, by-words of shame, nothing but belly! We know 
how to tell many false things true-seeming, but we know how to speak 
the real truth when we will." This made Hesiod a poet. We hear 
nothing more of him till his death, except that he once went across 
the channel from Aulis to Chalkis to take part in a competition at the
 funeral games of Amphidamas, king of Eubœa, and, although much of his
 advice is about nautical matters, that he did not enjoy the sea. He 
avoided Southern Greece because of an oracle which foretold that he 
should die at Nemea; and so he did, at a little sanctuary near Oineon 
  in Locris, which happened to bear that name. He was murdered and 
thrown into the sea by the brothers of one Clymenê or Ctimenê, who was
 supposed to have borne a son to the octogenarian poet; but the 
dolphins brought the body to land, and a stately tomb was built for it
 at Oineon. The son was the great lyrist Stêsichorus!

Certainly the faith of these legend-makers can move mountains. Yet we
 can perhaps get some historical meaning out of their figments. The 
whole evidence of the poems goes to suggest that there was a very old 
peasantpoetry in Bœotia, the direct descendant in all likelihood of the old Æolian lays of the Achaioi, from which ' Homer' was 
developed; and that this was at some time enriched and invigorated by 
the reaction upon it of the full-flown Ionian epic. That is, Ionian 
poets must have settled in Bœotia and taken up the local poetry. 
Whether one of those poets was called 'Hêsiodos' is a question of 
little importance. It does not look like an invented name. At any 
rate, the Bœotian poetry flourished, and developed a special epic 
form, based on the Ionian ' Homer,' but with strong local traits.

What of Hesiod's death? We know that the Hesiodic poetry covered 
Locris as well as Bœotia; the catalogues of women are especially 
Locrian. The Clymenê story is suggested, doubtless, by a wish to 
provide a romantic and glorious ancestry for Stêsichorus. Does the 
rest of the story mean that Locris counted Hesiod as her own, and 
showed his grave; while Bœotia said he was a Bœotian, and explained 
the grave by saying that the Locrians had murdered him? As for the 
victory at the funeral games of Amphidamas, it is a late insertion, 
and the unnamed rivals must be meant to include Homer. The story of a 
  contest between Homer and Hesiod, in which the latter won, can be 
traced back, as we saw (p. 6), to the fifth century at least.

Of Hesiod's poems we have nominally three preserved, but they might 
as well be called a dozen, so little unity has any one of them -- the Theogony,the Works and Days(Erga), and the Shield of Heracles.

The Works and Daysis a poem on 'Erga,' or Worksof agriculture, with an appendix on the lucky and unlucky Days
 of the month, and an intertexture of moral sentences addressed to 
Perses. It is a slow, lowly, simple poem; a little rough and hard, the
 utterance of those Muses who like to tell the truth. There is no swing in the verses; 
they seem to come from a tired, bent man at the end of his day's work 
-- a man who loves the country life, but would like it better if he 
had more food and less toll. There is little sentiment. The outspoken 
bitterness of the first 'Gnômê' is characteristic: "Potter is wroth with potter, and carpenter with carpenter; aye, beggar is envious of beggar, and minstrel of minstrel!" So is the next about the judges who rob the poor man: "Fools, they know not how the half is more than the whole, nor the great joy there is in mallow and asphodel."
 Mallow and asphodel were the food and flowers of the poor. The 
moral sentences increase in depth in the middle of the poem, and show a
 true and rather amiable idea of duty. "Hard work is no shame; the shame is idleness." "Help your neighbour, and he will help you. A neighbour matters more than a kinsman." "Take fair measure, and give a little over the measure -- if you can." "Give willingly; a willing gift is a pleasure." "Give is a good girl, and Snatch is a bad girl, a bringer of death!" "It
 is best to marry a wife; but be very careful, or your neighbours may 
  be merry at your expense. There is no prize like a good wife: 
nothing that makes you shudder like a bad; she roasts you without 
fire, and brings you to a raw old age." At the end these sentences degenerate into rules of popular superstition -- "not to put the jug on the mixingbowl when drinking; that means death!" "not to sit on immovable things," and so on. One warning, "not to cross a river without washing your hands and your sins," approaches Orphism.

The agricultural parts of the Ergaare genuine and country-like. They may be regarded as the gist of the poem, the rest being insertions and additions. There is the story how the gods had "hidden away his life from man," till 
good Promêtheus stole fire and gave it him. Then Zeus, to be even with
 him, made a shape like a gentle maiden, and every god gave it a 
separate charm, and Hermes last put in it the heart of a dog and the
 ways of a thief. And the gods called it Pandôra, and gave it to 
Epimêtheus, who accepted it on behalf of mankind. There is the story 
of the four ages: at least there ought to be four -- gold, silver, 
bronze, and iron; but, under the influence of Homer, the heroes who 
fought at Troy have to come in somewhere. They are put just after the 
bronze and before ourselves. We are iron; and, bad as we are, are 
likely to get worse. The gods have all left us, except Aidôs and 
Nemesis -- those two lovely ideas which the sophist Protagoras made 
the basis of social ethics, and which we miserably translate into Shameand Righteous Indignation.Some day, Hesiod
 thinks, we shall drive even them away, and all will be lost. Two 
passages, indeed, do suggest the possibility of a brighter future: all
 may be well when the Demos at last arises and punishes the sins of 
the princes (175, 260 ff.). It is interesting to compare the loyalty
 of the prosperous Ionian epos towards its primitive kings with the 
bitter insurgency of the Bœotian peasant-song against its oligarchy of
 nobles.

The Ergais 
delightful in its descriptions of the seasons -- a subject that 
touched Greek feelings down to the days of Longus. Take the month of 
Lenaion, "bad days, enough to flay an ox, when the north wind rides
 down from Thrace, and earth and the plants shut themselves up; and he
 falls on the forest and brings down great oaks and pines; and all the
 wood groans, and the wild beasts shiver and put their tails between 
their legs. Their hides are
 thick with fur, but the cold blows through them, and through the 
bull's hide and the goat's thick hair; but it cannot blow through to 
the gentle little girl who sits in the cottage with her mother," 
and so on. And how good the summer is, in which foolish people have 
made it a reproach against Hesiod's poetic sensitiveness that he 
liked to sit in the shadow of a rock and have a picnic with milk and 
wine and plenty of food.

The Theogony
 is an attempt, of course hopelessly inadequate, to give a connected 
account of the gods, their origins and relationships. Some of it is 
more than old; it is primeval. Several folk-gods occur whose names are
 found in Sanskrit, and who therefore may be imagined to date from 
Indo-European times, though they are too undignified for Homer to 
mention: Hestia, Rhea, Orthros, Kerberos. We are dealing with most 
ancient material in the Theogony;but the language, the present
 form of the poem, and perhaps the very idea of systematising the 
gods, are comparatively late. The Erga702 is quoted by Semonides (about 650 B.C.). But it is impossible to date the poems. We have seen (p. 37 ) that the Theogony is quoted by the Iliad-- whereas the Theogonyoften quotes the Iliadand Odyssey,
 and at the end refers to the matter of several of the rejected epics.
 The text is in a bad condition; it is often hard to see the 
connection or the sense. It almost looks as if there were traces of a 
rhapsode's notes, which could be expanded in recitation. There are 
remains of real, not merely literary, religion. Erôs (120), Love, is 
prominent, because he was specially worshipped in Thespæ, Ascra's 
nearest big town. Hecatê has a hymn (411-452) SO earnest that it can 
only come from a local cult. A great part of the poem, the mutilation 
of Ouranos, the cannibalism of Cronos, only ceases to be repulsive when it is studied
 as a genuine bit of savage religion. To those of the later Greeks who
 took it more seriously, it was of course intolerable. There is real 
grandeur in the account of the Titan War, which doubtless would be 
intelligible if we had the Homeric Titan War* before us. And there is a great sea-feeling in the list of Nereids (347 ff.).

The Theogony
 ends ( 967-1020) with a list of the goddesses who lay in the arms of 
mortals and bore children like the gods. In the very last lines the 
poet turns from these -- "Now, sweet Muses, sing the race of mortal women." Of course, the Muses did sing of them, but the song is lost. It is referred to in antiquity by various names -- 'The Catalogue of Women,' 'The Poems about Women,' 'The Lists of Heroic Women'; particular parts of it are quoted as 'The Eoiai,' 'The Lists of the Daughters of Leukippos,' 'of the Daughters of Proitos,' and so on.

Why were lists of women written? For two reasons. The Locrians are 
said to have counted their genealogies by the woman's side; and if 
this, as it stands, is an exaggeration, there is good evidence, apart 
from Nossis and her fellow-poetesses, for the importance of women in  
 Locris. Secondly, most royal houses in Greece were descended from a 
god. In the days of local quasimonotheistic religion this was simply 
managed: the local king came from the local god. But when geographical
 boundaries were broken down, and the number of known gods 
consequently increased, these genealogies had to be systematised, and 
sometimes amended. For instance, certain Thessalian kings were 
descended from Tyro and the river Enîpeus. This was well enough in 
their own valley; but when they came out into the world, they found there 
families descended from Poseidon, the god of the great sea, perhaps of
 all waters, and they could not remain content with a mere local 
river. In Odysseyλ we have the second stage of the story: the 
real ancestor was Poseidon, only he visited Tyro disguised as the 
river! The comparatively stable human ancestresses form the safest 
basis for cataloguing the shifting divine ancestors. There were five 
books in the Alexandrian edition of the Catalogues of Women,* the last two being what is called Eoiai.* This quaint title is a half-humorous plural of the expression ᾔ οι+’′η, 'Or like,' . . . which was the form of transition to a new heroine, "Or like her who dwelt in Phthia, with the Charites' own loveliness, by the waters of Pênêus, Cyrene the fair." There are one hundred and twenty-four fragments of the Catalogue* and twenty-six of the 'Or likes.'*
 If they sometimes contradict each other, that is natural enough, and 
it cannot be held that the Alexandrian five books had all the women 
there ever were in the Hesiodic lists. When once the formula 'Or like'
 was started, it was as easy to put a new ancestress into the list as 
it is, say, to invent a new quatrain on the model of Edward Lear's. 
Further more, it was easy to expand a given Eoiê* into a story, and this is actually the genesis of our third Hesiodic poem, the Shield of Heracles, the ancestress being, of course, the hero's mother, Alcmênê.

The Shieldbegins: "Or like Alcmênê, when she fled her home and fatherland, and came to Thebes;"
 it goes on to the birth of Heracles, who, it proceeds to say, slew 
Kyknos, and then it tells how he slew Kyknos. In the arming of 
Heracles before the battle comes a long description of the shield.






     There were rejected poems in Hesiod's case as well as in Homer's. The anonymous Naupactia,*
 a series of expanded genealogies, is the best known of them; but 
there were Hesiodic elements in some of the Argive and Corinthian 
collections attributed to 'Eumêlus.' His main rival rejoices in the 
fictitious name of Kerkêps ('Monkey-face') of Miletus. The Ergais Hesiod's Iliad,the only work unanimously left to him. The people of Helicon showed Pausanias, or his authority, a leaden tablet of the Ergawithout the introduction, and told him that nothing else was the true Hesiod.6 

The Bridal of Keyx,* about a prince of Trachis, who entertained Heracles, was probably also an expanded Eoiê'very like the Shield; and the same perhaps holds of the Aigimios,* which seems to have narrated in two books the battle of that ancestor of the Dorians against the Lapithæ. The Descent to Hades* had Theseus for its hero. The Melampodia* was probably an account of divers celebrated seers. More interesting are the scanty remains of the Advices of Chiron*
 to his pupil Achilles. The wise Centaur recommended sacrificing to 
the gods whenever you come to a house, and thought that education 
should not begin till the age of seven.

The Ergawas known in an expanded form, The Great Erga.* There were poems on Astronomy* and on Augury by Birds,* on a journey round the World,* and on the Idæan Dactyli,*
 who attended Zeus in Crete. The names help us to realise the great 
mass of poetry of the Bæotian school that was at one time in 
existence. As every heroic story tended to take shape in a poem, so 
did every piece of art or knowledge or ethical belief which stirred the national interest or the emotions of a particular poet.









6 Paus. ix. 31, 4.
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ARCHILOCHUS of Paros (fl. 650 B.C.?) eclipsed all earlier writers of the iambus, and counts in tradition as the first. He was 
the 'Homer' of familiar personal poetry. This was partly due to a 
literary war in Alexandria, and partly to his having no rivals at his 
side. Still, even our scanty fragments justify Quintilian's criticism:
 "The sentences" really are "strong, terse, and quivering, full of 
blood and muscle; some people feel that if his work is ever inferior  
 to the very highest, it must be the fault of his subject, not of his 
genius." This has, of course, another side to it. Archilochus is one 
of those masterful men who hate to feel humble. He will not see the 
greatness of things, and likes subjects to which he can feel himself 
superior. Yet, apart from the satires, which are blunt bludgeon work, 
  his smallest scraps have a certain fierce enigmatic beauty. "Oh, hide the bitter gifts of our lord Poseidon!"is a cry to bury his friends' shipwrecked corpses. "In my spear is kneaded bread, in my spear is wine of Ismarus; and I lie upon my spear as I drink!"That is the defiant boast of the outlaw turned freebooter. "There were seven dead men trampled under foot, and we were a thousand murderers."
 What does that mean? One can imagine many things. The few lines about
 love form a comment on Sappho. The burning, colourless passion that 
finds its expression almost entirely in physical language may be 
beautiful in a soul like hers; but what a fierce, impossible thing it 
is with this embittered soldier of fortune, whose intense 
sensitiveness and prodigious intellect seem sometimes only to mark him 
out as more consciously wicked than his fellows! We can make out 
something of his life. He had to leave Paros -- one can imagine other 
reasons besides or before his alleged poverty -- and settled on 
Thasos, "a wretched island, bare and rough as a hog's back in the sea,"in company with all the worst scoundrels in Greece. In a battle with the natives of the mainland he threw away 
his shield and ran, and made very good jokes about the incident 
afterwards. He was betrothed to Cleobûlê, the daughter of a 
respectable Parian citizen, Lycambes. Lycambes broke off the 
engagement; Archilochus raged blindly and indecently at father and 
daughter for the rest of his life. Late tradition says they hanged 
themselves. Archilochus could not stay in Paros; the settlement in 
Thasos had failed; so he was thrown on the world, sometimes supporting
 himself as a mercenary soldier, sometimes doubtless as a pirate, 
until he was killed in a battle against Naxos. "I am a servant of the lord god of war, and I know the lovely gift of the Muses."He could fight and he could make wonderful poetry. It does not appear that any further good can be said of him.
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Tossed on a sea of troubles, Soul, my Soul,

Thyself do thou control;

And to the weapons of advancing foes
A stubborn breast oppose;

Undaunted 'mid the hostile might 

Of squadrons burning for the fight.



Thine be no boasting when the victor's crown
Wins thee deserved renown;

Thine no dejected sorrow, when defeat
Would urge a base retreat: 

Rejoice in joyous things—nor overmuch

Let grief thy bosom touch

Midst evil, and still bear in mind

How changeful are the ways of humankind.


 Sappho


  
	Table of Contents
  


The Life and Work of Sappho


Sapphics

	Epithalamia: Threnodes

	Partheneia: Didaktika

	Erotika: Dithyrambs

	Girl Friends

	Phaon

	Epigrams


The Life and Work of Sappho


  
	Table of Contents
  


SAPPHO -- the name is variously spelt; there is authority
 for Psappha, Psaffo, and even Pspha -- born at Ephesus, dwelling at 
Mitylene, shared the political fortunes of Alcæus's party. We hear 
of a husband, whose name, Kerkylas of Andros, is not above suspicion; 
and of a daughter Kleïs, whose existence is perhaps erroneously 
inferred from a poem -- "I have a fair little child, with a shape like a golden flower, Kleïs, my darling."
 She seems to have been the leader of a band of literary women, 
students and poetesses, held together by strong ties of intimacy and 
affection. It is compared in antiquity2 
 to the circle of Socrates. Sappho wrote in the most varied styles -- 
there are fifty different metres in our scanty remains of her -- but 
all bear a strong impress of personal character. By the side of 
Alcæus, one feels her to be a woman. Her dialect is more the native 
speech of Mitylene, where she lived; his the more literary. His 
interests cover war and drinking and adventure and politics; hers are 
all in personal feeling, mostly tender and introspective. Her 
suggestions of nature -- the line, "I heard the footfall of the flowery spring";the marvellously musical comparison, "Like
 the one sweet apple very red, up high on the highest bough, that 
the apple-gatherers have forgotten; no, not forgotten, but could never
 reach so far"-- are perhaps more definitely beautiful than the 
love-poems which have made Sappho's name immortal. Two of these are 
preserved by accident; the rest of Sappho's poetry was publicly burned
 in 1073 at Rome and at Constantinople, as being too much for the shaky morals
 of the time. One must not over-estimate the compliments of gallantry 
which Sappho had in plenty: she was 'the Poetess' as Homer was 'the 
Poet'; she was 'the Tenth Muse,' 'the Pierian Bee'; the wise Solon 
wished to "learn a song of Sappho's and then die." Still Sappho was 
known and admired all over Greece soon after her death; and a 
dispassionate judgment must see that her love-poetry, if narrow in 
scope, has unrivalled splendour of expression for the longing that 
is too intense to have any joy in it, too serious to allow room for 
metaphor and imaginative ornament. Unfortunately, the dispassionate 
judgment is scarcely to be had. Later antiquity could not get over its
 curiosity at the woman who was not a 'Hetaira' and yet published 
passionate love-poetry. She had to be made a heroine of romance. For 
instance, she once mentioned the Rock of Leucas. That was enough! It 
was the rock from which certain saga-heroes had leaped to their death,
 and she must have done the same, doubtless from unrequited passion!
 Then came the deference of gallantry, the reckless merriment of the 
Attic comedy, and the defiling imagination of Rome. It is a little 
futile to discuss the private character of a woman who lived two 
thousand five hundred years ago in a society of which we have almost
 no records. It is clear that Sappho was a 'respectable person' in 
Lesbos; and there is no good early evidence to show that the Lesbian 
standard was low. Her extant poems address her women friends with a 
passionate intensity; but there are dozens of questions to be solved 
before these poems can be used as evidence: Is a given word-form 
correct? is Sappho speaking in her own person, or dramatically? what 
occasion are the verses written for? how far is the poem a literary exercise based on the odes written by Alcæus to his squire Lykos, or by Theognis to Kyrnus?








2 Maximus Tyrius.
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THE MUSES



Hither now, O Muses, leaving the golden

House of God unseen in the azure spaces,

Come and breathe on bosom and brow and kindle

Song like the sunglow;



Come and lift my shaken soul to the sacred

Shadow cast by Helicon's rustling forests;

Sweep on wings of flame from the middle ether,

Seize and uplift me;



Thrill my heart that throbs with unwonted fervor,

Chasten mouth and throat with immortal kisses,

Till I yield on maddening heights the very

Breath of my body.




MUSAGETES



Come with Musagetes, ye Hours and Graces,

Dance around the team of swans that attend him

Up Parnassian heights, to his holy temple

High on the hill-top;



Come, ye Muses, too, from the shades of Pindus,

Let your songs, that echo on winds of rapture,

Wake the lyre he tunes to the sweet inspiring

Sound of your voices.




LOVE'S BANQUET



If Panormus, Cyprus or Paphos hold thee,

Either home of Gods or the island temple,

Hark again and come at my invocation,

Goddess benefic;



Come thou, foam-born Kypris, and pour in dainty

Cups of amber gold thy delicate nectar,

Subtly mixed with fire that will swiftly kindle

Love in our bosoms;



Thus the bowl ambrosial was stirred in Paphos

For the feast, and taking the burnished ladle,

Hermes poured the wine for the Gods who lifted

Reverent beakers;



High they held their goblets and made libation,

Spilling wine as pledge to the Fates and Hades

Quaffing deep and binding their hearts to Eros,

Lauding thy servant.



So to me and my Lesbians round me gathered,

Each made mine, an amphor of love long tasted,

Bid us drink, who sigh for thy thrill ecstatic,

Passion's full goblet;



Grant me this, O Kypris, and on thy altar

Dawn will see a goat of the breed of Naxos,

Snowy doves from Cos and the drip of rarest

Lesbian vintage;



For a regal taste is mine and the glowing

Zenith-lure and beauty of suns must brighten

Love for me, that ever upon perfection

Trembles elusive.




MOON AND STARS



When the moon at full on the sill of heaven

Lights her beacon, flooding the earth with silver,

All the shining stars that about her cluster

Hide their fair faces;



So when Anactoria's beauty dazzles

Sight of mine, grown dim with the joy it gives me,

Gorgo, Atthis, Gyrinno, all the others

Fade from my vision.




ODE TO ANACTORIA



Peer of Gods to me is the man thy presence

Crowns with joy; who hears, as he sits beside thee,

Accents sweet of thy lips the silence breaking,

With lovely laughter;



Tones that make the heart in my bosom flutter,

For if I, the space of a moment even,

Near to thee come, any word I would utter

Instantly fails me;



Vain my stricken tongue would a whisper fashion,

Subtly under my skin runs fire ecstatic;

Straightway mists surge dim to my eyes and leave them

Reft of their vision;



Echoes ring in my ears; a trembling seizes

All my body bathed in soft perspiration;

Pale as grass I grow in my passion's madness,

Like one insensate;



But must I dare all, since to me unworthy,

Bliss thy beauty brings that a God might envy;

Never yet was fervid woman a fairer

Image of Kypris.



Ah! undying Daughter of God, befriend me!

Calm my blood that thrills with impending transport;

Feed my lips the murmur of words to stir her

Bosom to pity;



Overcome with kisses her faintest protest,

Melt her mood to mine with amorous touches,

Till her low assent and her sigh's abandon

Lure me to rapture.




THE ROSE



If it pleased the whim of Zeus in an idle

Hour to choose a king for the flowers, he surely

Would have crowned the rose for its regal beauty,

Deeming it peerless;



By its grace is valley and hill embellished,

Earth is made a shrine for the lover's ardor;

Dear it is to flowers as the charm of lovely

Eyes are to mortals;



Joy and pride of plants, and the garden's glory,

Beauty's blush it brings to the cheek of meadows;

Draining fire and dew from the dawn for rarest

Color and odor;



Softly breathed, its scent is a plea for passion,

When it blooms to welcome the kiss of Kypris;

Sheathed in fragrant leaves its tremulous petals

Laugh in the zephyr.




ODE TO APHRODITE



Aphrodite, subtle of soul and deathless,

Daughter of God, weaver of wiles, I pray thee

Neither with care, dread Mistress, nor with anguish,

Slay thou my spirit!



But in pity hasten, come now if ever

From afar of old when my voice implored thee,

Thou hast deigned to listen, leaving the golden

House of thy father



With thy chariot yoked; and with doves that drew thee,

Fair and fleet around the dark earth from heaven,

Dipping vibrant wings down the azure distance,

Through the mid-ether;



Very swift they came; and thou, gracious Vision,

Leaned with face that smiled in immortal beauty,

Leaned to me and asked, "What misfortune threatened?

Why I had called thee?"



"What my frenzied heart craved in utter yearning,

Whom its wild desire would persuade to passion?

What disdainful charms, madly worshipped, slight thee?

Who wrongs thee, Sappho?"



"She that fain would fly, she shall quickly follow,

She that now rejects, yet with gifts shall woo thee,

She that heeds thee not, soon shall love to madness,

Love thee, the loth one!"



Come to me now thus, Goddess, and release me

From distress and pain; and all my distracted

Heart would seek, do thou, once again fulfilling,

Still be my ally!




SUMMER



Slumber streams from quivering leaves that listless

Bask in heat and stillness of Lesbian summer;

Breathless swoons the air with the apple-blossoms'

Delicate odor;



From the shade of branches that droop and cover

Shallow trenches winding about the orchard,

Restful comes, and cool to the sense, the flowing

Murmur of water.




THE GARDEN OF THE NYMPHS



All around through the apple boughs in blossom

Murmur cool the breezes of early summer,

And from leaves that quiver above me gently

Slumber is shaken;



Glades of poppies swoon in the drowsy languor,

Dreaming roses bend, and the oleanders

Bask and nod to drone of bees in the silent

Fervor of noontide;



Myrtle coverts hedging the open vista,

Dear to nightly frolic of Nymph and Satyr,

Yield a mossy bed for the brown and weary

Limbs of the shepherd.



Echo ever wafts through the drooping frondage,

Ceaseless silver murmur of water falling

In the grotto cool of the Nymphs, the sacred

Haunt of Immortals;



Down the sides of rocks that are gray and lichened

Trickle tiny rills, whose expectant tinkle

Drips with gurgle hushed in the clear glimmering

Depths of the basin.



Fair on royal couches of leaves recumbent,

Interspersed with languor of waxen lilies,

Lotus flowers empurple the pool whose edge is

Cushioned with mosses;



Here recline the Nymphs at the hour of twilight,

Back in shadows dim of the cave, their golden

Sea-green eyes half lidded, up to their supple

Waists in the water.



Sheltered once by ferns I espied them binding

Tresses long, the tint of lilac and orange;

Just beyond the shimmer of light their bodies

Roseate glistened;



Deftly, then, they girdled their loins with garlands,

Linked with leaves luxuriant limb and shoulder;

On their breasts they bruised the red blood of roses

Fresh from the garden.



She of orange hair was the Nymph Euxanthis,

And the lilac-tressed were Iphis and Io;

How they laughed, relating at length their ease in

Evading the Satyr.




APHRODITE'S DOVES



When the drifting gray of the vesper shadow

Dimmed their upward path through the midmost azure,

And the length of night overtook them distant

Far from Olympus;



Far away from splendor and joy of Paphos,

From the voice and smile of their peerless Mistress,

Back to whom their truant wings were in rapture

Speeding belated;



Chilled at heart and grieving they drooped their pinions,

Circled slowly, dipping in flight toward Lesbos,

Down through dusk that darkened on Mitylene's

Columns of marble;



Down through glory wan of the fading sunset,

Veering ever toward the abode of Sappho,

Toward my home, the fane of the glad devoted

Slave of the Goddess;



Soon they gained the tile of my roof and rested,

Slipped their heads beneath their wings while I watched them

Sink to sleep and dreams, in the warm and drowsy

Night of midsummer.




ANACREON'S SONG



Golden-throned Muse, sing the song that in olden

Days was sung of love and delight in Teos,

In the goodly land of the lovely women:

Strains that in other



Years the hoary bard with the youthful fancy

Set to mirthful stir of flutes, when the dancing

Nymphs that poured the wine for the poet's banquet

Mixed it with kisses;



Sing the song while I, in the arms of Atthis,

Seal her lips to mine with a lover's fervor,

Breathe her breath and drink her sighs to the honeyed

Lull of the melics.




THE DAUGHTER OF CYPRUS



Dreaming I spake with the Daughter of Cyprus,

Heard the languor soft of her voice, the blended

Suave accord of tones interfused with laughter

Low and desireful;



Dreaming saw her dread ineffable beauty,

Saw through texture fine of her clinging tunic

Blush the fire of flesh, the rose of her body,

Radiant, blinding;



Saw through filmy meshes the melting lovely

Flow of line, the exquisite curves, whence piercing

Rapture reached with tangible touch to thrill me,

Almost to slay me;



Saw the gleaming foot, and the golden sandal

Held by straps of Lydian work thrice doubled

Over the instep's arch, and up the rounded

Dazzling ankle;



Saw the charms that shimmered from knee to shoulder,

Hint of hues, than milk or the snowdrift whiter;

Secret grace, the shrine of the soul of passion,

Glows that consumed me;



Saw the gathered mass of her xanthic tresses,

Mitra-bound, escape from the clasping fillet,

Float and shine as clouds in the sunset splendor,

Mists in the dawn-fire;



Saw the face immortal, and daring greatly,

Raised my eyes to hers of unfathomed azure,

Drank their world's desire, their limitless longing,

Swooned and was nothing.




THE DISTAFF



Come, ye dainty Graces and lovely Muses,

Rosy-armed and pure and with fairest tresses,

Come from groves on Helicon's hill where murmur

Founts that are holy;



Come with dancing step and with lips harmonic,

Gather near and view my ivory distaff,

Gift from Cos my brother Charaxus brought me,

Sailing from Egypt;



Sailing back to Lesbos from far Naucratis,

From the seven mouths of the Nile and Egypt

Up the blue Ægean, the island-dotted

Ocean of Hellas;



Choicest wool alone will I spin for fabrics,

Winding reel with threads for the cloths as fleecy,

Soft and fine as they bring from far Phocea,

Sidon or Sardis;



While I weave my thought shall engird the giver,

Whether here, or far on the sea, or resting

Couched in shady courts with the lovely garland

Girls of Naucratis.




THE SLEEP WIND



Softer than mists o'er the pale green of waters,

O'er the charmed sea, shod with sandals of shadow

Comes the warm sleep wind of Argolis, floating

Garlands of fragrance;



Comes the sweet wind by the still hours attended,

Touching tired lids on the shores dim with distance,

Ever its way toward the headland of Lesbos,

Toward Mitylene.



Faintly one fair star of evening enkindles

On the dusk afar its lone fire Œtean,

Shining serene till the darkness will deepen

Others to splendor;



Bringing ineffable peace, and the gladsome

Return with the night of all things that morning

Ruthlessly parted, the child to its mother,

Lover to lover.



From the marble court of rose-crowned companions,

All alone my feet again seek the little

Theatre pledged to the Muse, now deserted,

Facing the surges;



Where the carved Pan-heads that laugh down the gentle

Slope of broad steps to the refluent ripple,

Flute from their thin pipes the dithyrambs deathless,

Songs all unuttered.



Empty each seat where my girl friends acclaimed me,

Poets with names on the tiered stone engraven,

Over whose verge blooms the apple tree, drifting

Perfume and petals;



Gone Telesippa and tender Gyrinno,

Anactoria, woman divine; Atthis,

Subtlest of soul, fair Damophyla, Dica,

Maids of the Muses.



Here an hour past soul-enravished they listened

While my rapt heart breathed its pæan impassioned,

Chanted its wild prayer to thee, Aphrodite,

Daughter of Cyprus;



Now to their homes are they gone in the city,

Pensive to dream limb-relaxed while the languid

Slaves come and lift from the tresses they loosen,

Flowers that have faded.



Thou alone, Sappho, art sole with the silence,

Sole with night and dreams that are darkness, weaving

Thoughts that are sighs from the heart and their meaning

Vague as the shadow;



When the great silence shall come to thee, sad one,

Men that forget shall remember thy music,

Murmur thy name that shall steal on their passion

Soft as the sleep wind.




THE REPROACH



Kypris, hear my prayer to thee and the Nereids!

Safely bring the ship of my brother homewards,

Bring him back unharmed to the heart that loves him,

Throbbing remorseful;



Fair Immortal, banish from mind, I pray thee,

Every discord's hint that of yore estranged us;

Grant that never again dissension's hateful

Wrangle shall part us;



May he never in days to come remember

Keen reproach of mine that had grieved him sorely;

Words that broke my very heart when I heard them

Uttered by others;



Words that wounded deep and recurring often,

Bowed his head with shame at the public banquet;

Where my scorn, amid festal joy and laughter,

Sharpened the covert



Jests that stung his pride and assailed his folly,

Slave-espoused when he, a Lesbian noble,

Might have won the fairest in Mitylene,

Virgins the noblest;



Open slurs that linked his name with Doricha,

Lovely slave that Xanthes had sold in Egypt;

She whose wondrous charms the wealth of Charaxus

Ransomed from bondage.



Now that he is gone and my anger vanished,

Keen regret and grief for the pain I gave him

Pierce my heart, and fear of loss that is anguish

Darkens the daylight.




LONG AGO



Long ago beloved, thy memory, Atthis,

Saddens still my heart as the soft Æolic

Twilight deepens down on the sea, and fitful

Winds that have wandered



Over groves of myrtle at Amathonte

Waft forgotten passion on breaths of perfume.

Long ago, how madly I loved thee, Atthis!

Faithless, light-hearted



Loved one, mine no more, who lovest another

More than me; the silent flute and the faded

Garlands haunt the heart of me thou forgettest,

Long since thy lover.
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HYMENAIOS



Artisans, raise high the roof beam!

Tall is the bridegroom as Ares,

Taller by far than the tallest,

O Hymenæus!



Ay! towering over his fellows,

As over men of all other

Lands towers the Lesbian singer,

O Hymenæus!



Well-favored, too, is the maiden,

Eyes that are sweeter than honey,

Fair both in face and in figure,

O Hymenæus!



For there was never another

Virgin in loveliness like her,

By Aphrodite so honored,

O Hymenæus!



O happy bridegroom, the wedding

Comes to the point of completion;

Thou hast the maid of thy choosing,

O Hymenæus!



See how a paleness suffuses

Soft o'er her exquisite features,

Passion's benign premonition,

O Hymenæus!



Go to the couch unreluctant,

Rejoicing and sweet to the bridegroom;

He in his turn is rejoicing,

O Hymenæus!



May Hesperus lead thee, and Hera,

She whom to-night that ye honor,

Silver-throned Goddess of marriage,

O Hymenæus!




BRIDAL SONG



Bride, that goest to the bridal chamber

In the dove-drawn car of Aphrodite,

By a band of dimpled

Loves surrounded;



Bride, of maidens all the fairest image

Mitylene treasures of the Goddess,

Rosy-ankled Graces

Are thy playmates;



Bride, O fair and lovely, thy companions

Are the gracious hours that onward passing

For thy gladsome footsteps

Scatter garlands.



Bride, that blushing like the sweetest apple

On the very branch's end, so strangely

Overlooked, ungathered

By the gleaners;



Bride, that like the apple that was never

Overlooked but out of reach so plainly,

Only one thy rarest

Fruit may gather;



Bride, that into womanhood has ripened

For the harvest of the bridegroom only,

He alone shall taste thy

Hoarded sweetness.




EPITHALAMIUM



Vesper is here! behold

Faint gleams that welcome shine!

Rise from the feast, O youths,

And chant the fescennine!



Before the porch we sing

The hymeneal song;

Vesper is here, O youths!

The star we waited long.



We lead the festal groups

Across the bridegroom's porch;

Vesper is here, O youths!

Wave high the bridal torch.



Hail, noble bridegroom, hail!

The virgin fair has come;

Unlatch the door and lead

Her timid footsteps home.



Hail, noble bridegroom, hail!

Straight as a tender tree;

Fond as a folding vine

Thy bride will cling to thee.




PIERIA'S ROSE



Pale death shall come, and thou and thine shall be,

Then and thereafter, to all memory

Forgotten as the wind that yesterday

Blew the last lingering apple buds away;



For thou hadst never that undying rose

To grace the brow and shed immortal glows;

Pieria's fadeless flower that few may claim

To wreathe and save thy unremembered name.



Ay! even on the fields of Dis unknown,

Obscure among the shadows and alone,

Thy flitting shade shall pass uncomforted

Of any heed from all the flitting dead.



But no one maid, I think, beneath the skies,

At any time shall live and be as wise,

In sooth, as I am; for the Muses Nine

Have made me honored and their gifts are mine;



And men, I think, will never quite forget

My songs or me; so long as stars shall set

Or sun shall rise, or hearts feel love's desire,

My voice shall cross their dreams, a sigh of fire.




LAMENT FOR ADONIS



Ah, for Adonis!

See, he is dying,

Delicate, lovely,

Slender Adonis.



Ah, for Adonis!

Weep, O ye maidens,

Beating your bosoms,

Rending your tunics.



O Cytherea,

Hasten, for never

Loved thou another

As thy Adonis.



See, on the rosy

Cheek with its dimple,

Blushing no longer,

Thanatos' shadow.



Save him, O Goddess!

Thou, the beguiler,

All-powerful, holy,

Stay the dread evil.



Ah, for Adonis!

No more at vintage

Time will he come with

Bloom of the meadows.



Ah, for Adonis!

See, he is dying,

Fading as flowers

With the lost summer.




THE STRICKEN FLOWER



Think not to ever look as once of yore,

Atthis, upon my love; for thou no more

Wilt find intact upon its stem the flower

Thy guile left slain and bleeding in that hour.



So ruthless shepherds crush beneath their feet

The hill flower blooming in the summer heat;

The hyacinth whose purple heart is found

Left bruised and dead, to darken on the ground.




DEATH



Death is an evil; so the Gods decree,

So they have judged, and such must rightly be

Our mortal view; for they who dwell on high

Had never lived, had it been good to die.



And so the poet's house should never know

Of tears and lamentations any show;

Such things befit not us who deathless sing

Of love and beauty, gladness and the spring.



No hint of grief should mar the features of

Our dreams of endless beauty, lasting love;

For they reflect the joy inviolate,

Eternal calm that fronts whatever fate.



Clëis, my darling, grieve no more, I pray!

Let wandering winds thy sorrow bear away,

And all our care; my daughter, let thy smile

Shine through thy tears and gladden me the while.




PERSEPHONE



I saw a tender maiden plucking flowers

Once, long ago, in the bright morning hours;

And then from heaven I saw a sudden cloud

Fall swift and dark, and heard her cry aloud.



Again I looked, but from my open door

My anxious eyes espied the maid no more;

The cloud had vanished, bearing her away

To underlands beyond the smiling day.
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MAIDENHOOD



Do I long for maidenhood?

Do I long for days

When upon the mountain slope

I would stand and gaze

Over the Ægean's blue

Melting into mist,

Ere with love my virgin lips

Cercolas had kissed?



Maidenhood, O maidenhood,

Whither hast thou flown?

To a land beyond the sea

Thou hast never known.

Maidenhood, O maidenhood,

Wilt return to me?

Never will my bloom again

Give its grace to thee.



Now the autumn skies are low,

Youth and summer sped;

Shepherd hills are far away,

Cercolas is dead.

Mitylene's marble courts

Echo with my name;—

Maidenhood, we never dreamed,

Long ago of fame.




EVER MAIDEN



I shall be ever maiden,

Ever the little child,

In my passionate quest for the lovely,

By earth's glad wonder beguiled.



I shall be ever maiden,

Standing in soul apart,

For the Gods give the secret of beauty

Alone to the virgin heart.




CLËIS



Daughter of mine, so fair,

With a form like a golden flower,

Wherefore thy pensive air

And the dreams in the myrtle bower?



Clëis, beloved, thy eyes

That are turned from my gaze, thy hand

That trembles so, I prize

More than all the Lydian land;



More than the lovely hills

With the Lesbian olive crowned;—

Tell me, darling, what ills

In the gloom of thy thought are found?



Daughter of mine, come near

And thy head on my knees recline;

Whisper and never fear,

For the beat of thy heart is mine.



Sweet mother, I can turn

With content to my loom no more;

My bosom throbs, I yearn

For a youth that my eyes adore;



Lykas of Eresus,

Whom I knew when a little child;

My heart by Love is thus

With the sweetest of pain beguiled.




ASPIRATION



I do not think with my two arms to touch the sky,

I do not dream to do almighty things;

So small a singing bird may never soar so high,

To beat the sapphire fire with baffled wings.



I do not think with my two arms to touch the sky,

I do not dream by any chance to share

With deathless Gods the bliss of Paphos they deny

To men behind the azure veil of air.




HERO, OF GYARA



I taught Hero, of Gyara, the swift runner;

Swifter far was she than Atalanta,

When through clinging fleece of her wind-rippled

Garments blushed the glimmer of her limbs.



I taught Hero, of Gyara, the swift runner;

Lovelier was she than Atalanta,

When the straining vision of the suitor

Saw her beauty mock impending death.



I taught Hero, of Gyara, the swift runner,

All the singing numbers of Terpander,

Metres of Archilochus and Alcman,

And my melic verse that glows supreme.



I taught Hero, of Gyara, the swift runner,

Sapphics with their triple surge of music

Melting in the final verse Adonic,

Like the foam fall of a spended wave.




COURAGE



Faint not in thy strong heart!

Nor downcast stand apart;

Beyond the reach of daring will there lies

No beauty's prize.



Faint not in thy strong heart!

Through temple, field and mart,

Courage alone the guerdon from the fray

May bear away.




THE BOAST OF ARES



Ares said he would drag

Hephestus by force

From Poseidon's palace

Deep down in the sea;

Where he had fashioned

The cunning throne

With the secret chains.



He presented the throne,

Forsooth, as a gift

To the queen of heaven;

But Hera soon found

For revenge on her

Who had him cast

From the home of Gods.



For secure in its clasp

Of adamant gold

She was held imprisoned,

The prey of his guile;

And Hephestus knew

By him alone

Could the queen be freed.



But the great God of war

Made boast of his strength;

He would bring the forger

Of metals and tricks

On high to release

Hera, and end

Her enraged despair.



Ares said he would drag

Hephestus by force,

But was made to waver

And flee when assailed

With a blazing brand

By the dark God

Of the underworld.




GOLD



Gold is the son of Zeus,

Immortal, bright;

Nor moth nor worm may eat it,

Nor rust tarnish.



So are the Muse's gifts

The offspring fair,

That merit from high heaven

Youth eternal.




GNOMICS



I



My ways are quiet, none may find

My temper of malignant kind;

For one should check the words that start

When anger spreads within the heart.



II



Who from my hands what I can spare

Of gifts accept the largest share,

Those are the very ones who boast

No gratitude and wrong me most.



III



He who in face and form is fair

Must needs be good, the Gods declare;

But he whose thought and act are right

Will soon be equal fair to sight.



IV



Beauty of youth is but the flower

Of spring, whose pleasure lasts an hour;

While worth that knows no mortal doom

Is like the amaranthine bloom.




PRIDE



Pride not thyself upon a ring,

Or any trinket thing

Of fleeting value, dross or gold.



Wealth, lacking worth, is no safe friend,

Though both to life may lend,

In just proportion, joy untold.




LETO AND NIOBE



Leto and Niobe were friends full dear,

The Goddess' heart and woman's heart were one

In that maternal love that men revere,

Love that endures when other loves are done.



But Niobe with all a mother's pride,

Artless and foolish, would not be denied;

And boasted that her children were more fair

Than Leto's lovely children of the air.



The proud Olympians vowed revenge for this,

Irate Apollo, angered Artemis;

They slew her children, heedless of her moan,

And with the last her heart was turned to stone.




THE DYE



From Scythian wood they brew

The dye whose yellow hue

Turns gold the lovely hair

Of Lesbians fair.



So, Zanthis, slave of mine,

Shall dip the fleeces fine,

And dye the robes I made

A saffron shade.
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HYMN TO PAPHIA



Immortal Paphia! have I earned thy hate,

That I should burn in passion's fatal flame?

Is not my constant service thine to claim,

My prayer's appeal with praise of thee elate?



Has not my life been one sole hymn of thee,

One quivering chord on Love's harp overwrought?

My soul has trembled up to thee in thought,

Probed to its depth thy every ecstasy.



Are not my countless heart-beats each a vow,

Of tribute throbs a garland? For thy gain

The Fates have drenched my soul in passion's rain,

Pieria's roses twined about my brow.



The virgin harvest of my heart was thine,

I shuddered in the joy that half consumed;

The votive garlands on thy altar bloomed,

My days were songs to nights of bliss divine.



Why try me, then, with torture, gracious Queen?

Why verge me on this rapture's dread abyss,

Hold breast from breast and stay the yearning kiss?

Ah, couldst thou fashion pain that stung less keen?



The throe of Tantalus is mine to bear,

Beauty that Thetis-like eludes my clasp;

Glances that lure, that make each breath a gasp,

And then disdainful gloat at my despair.



Scornful she dwells beyond my ardor's clutch,

Bathed in an aureole of carnal fire;—

O bind her equal slave to fond desire,

Let passion's tingling warmth her being touch!



Come to me, Goddess, come as once of old,

Hearing my voice implore thee from afar,

I drew to earth thy dazzling avatar;

Accord the smile of piercing bliss untold.



Ask me the dear suave question phrased of yore;

"Sappho, who grieveth now thy mad fond heart?

Wouldst win her beauty, she who frowns apart?

Wild as thou lovest, she soon shall love thee more."



O fair Olympian, answer thus, I pray!

Release me from this torment, yield my arms

The transport thirsted of her folded charms,

In glow that welds her heart to mine for aye.




EROS



From the gnarled branches of the apple trees

The heavy petals, lifted by the breeze,

Fluttered on puffs of odor fine and fell

In the clear water of the garden well;



And some a bolder zephyr blew in sport

Across the marble reaches of my court,

And some by sudden gusts were wafted wide

Toward sea and city, down the mountain side.



Lesbos seemed Paphos, isled in rosy glow,

Green olive hills, the violet vale below;

The air was azure fire and o'er the blue

Still sea the doves of Aphrodite flew.



My dreaming eyes saw Eros from afar

Coming from heaven in his mother's car,

In purple tunic clad; and at my heart

The God was aiming his relentless dart.



He whom fair Aphrodite called her son,

She, the adored, she, the imperial One;

He passed as winds that shake the soul, as pains

Sweet to the heart, as fire that warms the veins;



He passed and left my limbs dissolved in dew,

Relaxed and faint, with passion quivered through;

Exhausted with spent thrills of dread delight,

A sudden darkness rushing on my sight.




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.




APHRODITE'S PRAISE



O Sappho, why art thou ever

Singing with praises the blessed

Queen of the heaven?



Why does the heart in thy bosom

Ever revert in its yearning

Throb to the Goddess?



Why are thy senses unsated

Ever in quest of elusive

Love that is deathless?



Ah, gracious Daughter of Cyprus,

Never can I as a mortal

Tire of thy service.



Thou art the breath of my body,

The blood in my veins, and the glowing

Pulse of my bosom.



Omnipotent, burning, resistless,

Thou art the passion that shaking

Masters me ever.



Thou art the crisis of rapture

Relaxing my limbs, and the melting

Ebb of emotion;



Bringing the tears to my lashes,

Sighs to my lips, in the swooning

Excess of passion.



O golden-crowned Aphrodite,

Grant I shall ever be grateful,

Sure of thy favor;



Worthy the lot of thy priestess,

Supreme in the song that forever

Rings with thy praises.




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.




ODE TO ATTHIS



I loved you, Atthis, once, long years ago!

My blood was flame that thrilled to passion's throe;

Now long neglect has quenched the olden fire,

And blight of drifting years effaced desire.



I loved you, Atthis—joy of long ago—

Love shook my soul as winds on forests blow;

This lawless heart that dared exhaust delight,

Unsated strove and maddened through the night.



I loved you, Atthis, once, long years ago!

With pain whose surge I felt to anguish grow;

Suffered the storms that waste the heart and leave

A desert shore where seas but break to grieve.



I loved you, Atthis—spring of long ago—

Watched you depart, to Andromeda go;

Then I, as keen despair its shadow cast,

O'er my deserted threshold, sobbing, passed.



I loved you, Atthis, once, long years ago!

The thought of me is hateful now, I know;

And all the lavish tenderness of old

Has gone from me and left my bosom cold.



I loved you, Atthis—dream of long ago—

* * * * * * * * * * * * *

How the fond words, impassioned music low,

Sustain the sigh of love's divine regret

No length of time may bid the heart forget.




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.




THE SACRIFICE



Upon a cushion soft

My limbs I place,

My every garment doffed

For deeper grace;

From burning doves embalmed

In baccharis,

The scented fumes have calmed

Me like a kiss.



Beyond the phallic shrine

That tripods light,

I pledge with holy wine

An image white;

Anadyomene,

Than foam more fair,

When from the ravished sea

She rose to air.



Daughter of God, accept

These gifts of mine!

Last night my body slept

In arms divine.

These sated lips and eyes

That erstwhile sued,

Accord this sacrifice

In gratitude.




LEDA



Once on a time

They say that Leda found

Beneath the thyme

An egg upon the ground;



And yet the swan

She fondled long ago

Was whiter than

Its shell of peeping snow.




AMŒBEUM: ALCÆUS AND SAPPHO



ALCUSÆUS



Violet-weaving Sappho, pure and lovely,

Softly-smiling Sappho, I would utter

Something that my secret hope has cherished,

Did no painful sense of shame deter me.



SAPPHO



Had the impulse of thy heart been honest,

It had urged no evil supplication;

Shame had not abashed thy eyes before me,

And thy words had done thee no dishonor.



ALCÆUS



Softly-smiling Sappho, longing bids me

Tell thee all that in my heart lies hidden.



SAPPHO



Have no fear, Alcæus, to offend me!

Thy emotion stirs my heart to pity.



ALCÆUS



I desire thee, violet-weaving Sappho!

Love thee madly, softly-smiling Sappho!



SAPPHO



Hush, Alcæus! thou must choose a younger

Comrade for thy couch, for I would never

Join thy years to mine—the Gods forbid it—

Youth and ardent fire to age and ashes.




THE LOVE OF SELENE



Across the still sea's moonlit wave

Selene came

Softly to seek the Latmian cave,

Her breast aflame



With secret passion's ruthless throe,

Her scruples done,

And burning with desire to know

Endymion.




THE CRETAN DANCE



As the moon in all her splendor

Slowly rose above the forest,

Silent stood the Cretan women

Round the altar.



Girdled close their clinging tunics,

Made of some transparent fabric,

Traced the every curve and lissome

Of their bodies.



With revering eyes uplifted

To the round and rising planet,

Soon its drifting beams of silver

Lit their faces.



Soft and clear its sphere effulgent,

Full defined above the treetops,

Steeped in pale unearthly glamor

All the landscape.



When the argent glimmer rested

On the altar piled with garlands,

And its glow unveiled the marble

Aphrodite;



Linking hands, the Cretan women

Moving gracefully with metric

Steps began to dance a measure

To the Goddess.



All so light their feet unsandalled

Pressed the velvet grass in treading,

That they scarcely bruised its tender

Blooming verdure.



Slowly turning in a circle

To the east, their voices chanted

In a plaintive note the sacred

Ithyphallics;



Then they paused, their steps retracing

Toward the west, and answered strophe

By antistrophe with choric

Tones accordant;



With the aftersong epodic,

Standing all before the altar,

Lo! the hymn in praise of Paphos

Was completed.




TO ALCÆUS



Countless are the cups thou drainest

In thy hymns to Dionysos,

O Alcæus!

War and wine alone thou singest;—

Whereforenot of Aphrodite,

O Alcæus!

Spacious halls are thine where many

Trophies hang in Ares' honor,

O Alcæus!

Brazen shields and shining helmets,

Plates of brass, Chalcidian broad-swords,

O Alcæus!

When with winter roars the Thracian

North wind through the leafless forest,

O Alcæus!

Thou dost heap the fire and banish

Care with many a tawny goblet,

O Alcæus!




HYPORCHEME



Thus contend the maidens

In the cretic dance,

Rosy arms that glisten,

Eyes that glance;

Cheeks as fair as blossoms,

Parted lips that glow,

With their honeyed voices

Chanting low;

With their plastic bodies

Swaying to the flute,

Moving with the music

Never mute;

Graceful the orchestric

Figures they unfold,

While the vesper heaven

Turns to gold.

Turns to gold.




LARICHUS



While charming maids plait garlands for thy brows,

Larichus, bring the pledge for this carouse

Like lovely Ganymede, brother mine,

And cool from thy patera pour the wine.

Thy slender limbs have all a Satyr's grace,

Hylas, the Wood-God, dimples in thy face;

These maids of mine, beloved and loving me,

My dreams have made thy Nymphs to sport with thee.

I heard fair Mitylene's plaudits cease

O'er Lykas, Menon and Dinnomenes;

And hail thy beauty worthy of the prize,

Cupbearer to the council of the wise.

No noble youth the prytaneum holds,

Whose graceful form the purple tunic folds

Can match with thee, when on affairs of state

All Lesbos gathers with the wise and great.




SPRING



Come, shell divine, be vocal now for me,

As when the Hebrus river and the sea

To Lesbos bore, on waves harmonious,

The head and golden lyre of Orpheus.



Calliope, queen of the tuneful throng,

Descend and be the Muse of melic song;

For through my frame life's tides renewing bring

The glad vein-warming vigor of the spring.



The skies that dome the earth with far blue fire

Make the wide land one temple of desire;—

Just now across my cheek I felt a God,

In the enraptured breeze, pass zephyr-shod.



Was that Pan's flute, O Atthis, that we heard,

Or the soft love-note of a woodland bird?

That flame a scarlet wing that skimmed the stream,

Or the red flash of our impassioned dream?



Ah, soon again we two shall gather fair

Garlands of dill and rose to deck our bare

White arms that cling, white breast that burns to breast,

When the long night of love shall banish rest.




Girl Friends
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PRELUDE



Deftly on my little

Seven-stringed barbitos,

Now to please my girl friends

Songs I set to music.



Maidens fair, companions

Of the Muses, never

Toward you shall my feelings

Undergo a change.



Chanted in a plaintive

Old Ionic measure,

All the songs I give you

Are the songs of love.




ANDROMEDA



What bucolic maiden

Now thy heart bewitches,

O my Andromeda

Of the strange amours?

Round her awkward ankles

She has not the faintest

Sense of art to draw her

Long ungraceful tunic.

Yet she surely makes thee,

O my Andromeda,

For thy sweet unlawful

Love a fair requital.

Joy and praise attend thee,

In thy keen perceptive

Taste for beauty, daughter

Of Polyanax!

Of Polyanax!




EUNEICA



Aphrodite's handmaid,

Bright as gold thou earnest,

Tender woven garlands

Round thy tender neck;



Sweet as soft Persuasion,

Lissome as the Graces,

Shy Euneica, lovely

Girl from Salamis.



Slender thou as Syrinx,

As the waving reed-nymph,

Once by Pan, the god of

Summer winds, deflowered.



On thy lips whose quiver

Seems to plead for pity,

Mine shall rest and linger

Like the mouth of Pan



On the mouth of Syrinx,

When his breath that filled her

Blew through all her body

Music of his love.




GORGO



Gorgo, I am weary

Of thy love's insistence,

Thou to me appearest

An ill-favored child.



Though I am than Gello

Fonder still of virgins,

Toward thee I have never

Felt the least desire.



Yesternight I knew not

What to do, for pity

Moved my bosom deeply,

Seeing thee implore.



Harassed by alternate

Yielding and refusal,

I was half persuaded

Then to grant thy prayer.



At my door thy presence

Lingers like a shadow;

Vain wouldst thou reproach me

With appealing eyes.



Dost thou think by constant

Proofs of lasting passion,

Slowly my obdurate

Will to wear away?



Gorgo, I am weary

Of thy love's insistence,

And my strength exhausted

Grants thy wish at last.




MNASIDICA



Set, O Dica, garlands on thy lovely

Glinting mass of fine and golden tresses,

Sprays of dill with fingers soft entwining

While I stand apart to better judge.



Those who have fair wreaths about the forehead,

Breathing brentheian odor to the senses,

Ever first find favor with the Graces

Who from wreathless suppliants turn away.



Dica, Mnasidica, thou art shapely

With the flowing curves of Aphrodite;

Eyes the color of her azure ocean

Washing wide on Cyprus' languid shore.



In thy every movement grace unconscious

Sways the rhythmic poem of thy body,

Charming with elusive undulation

Like a splendid lily in the wind.



As I stand apart to judge the better

Fair effects that roses add to beauty,

All thy rays of loveliness concentered

Sun me till I swoon with swift desire.




TELESIPPA



Sleep thou in the bosom

Of thy tender girl friend,

Telesippa, gentle

Maiden from Miletus.



Like twin petals shyly

Closing to the darkness,

Dewy on your drooping

Lids shall fall her kisses.



While her arms enfold you,

On your drowsy senses

Shall her soft caresses

Seal delicious languor.



Warm from her desireful

Heart the flush of passion

On your cheek unconscious,

With her sighs shall deepen.



All the long sweet night-time,

Sleepless while you slumber,

She shall lie and quiver

With her love's mad longing.




GYRINNO



Now the silver crescent

Of the moon has vanished,

With the golden Pleiads

Drifting down the west.



It is after midnight

And the time is passing,

Hours we pledged to passion

And I sleep alone.



Anger ill becomes thee,

Tender-souled Gyrinno,

Shapelier is Dica

But less loved by me.



Art thou still relentless,

Wilful one, annulling

All thy protestations

In the fervid past?



Can it, O Charites,

Be thou hast forgotten?

Dost thou love another,

Even now, perchance?



Ah, my tears are falling,

Yet in my despairing

Mood I lie and listen

For thy furtive step;



For the lightest rustle

Of thy flowing garment,

For thy sweet and panting

Whisper at the door.



Now the moon has vanished

With the golden Pleiads;

It is after midnight

And I sleep alone.




MEGARA



Thou burnest us, Megara,

With thy passions wild;

Bringing from Panormus

Such unbridled fires.



Thou burnest us, a supple

Flow of tortured flame,

Raging, biting, searing,

Lawless of the will.



Thou burnest us, Megara,

Love must know reserve,

Curbing power to keep it

Keener for restraint.




ERINNA



Haughtier than thou, O fair Erinna,

I have never met with any maiden.



Such a careless scorn as thine for passion

Proves a dire affront to Aphrodite.



When with soft desire she wounds thy bosom,

Thou shalt know love's pain and doubly suffer.



Keep the gifts I gave thee, long rejected;

Fabrics for thy lap from far Phocea,



Babylonian unguents, scented sandals,

And the costly mitra for thy tresses;



Tripods worked in brass to flank the altar

With the ivory figure of the Goddess;



Where the sacrificial fumes from sacred

Flames shall rise to gladden and appease her,



In the hour when at her call thy fervid

Breast and mouth to mine shall be relinquished.




GONGYLA



It was when the sunset

Burned with saffron fire,

And Apollo's coursers

Turned below the hills,



That on Mitylene's

Marble bridge we met,

Gongyla, thou golden

Maid of Colophon.



Like the breath of morning

Or a breeze from sea,

Fresh thy beauty smote me,

Virile of the north.



Startled by thy vision,

Transports half divine

Flooded veins and bosom,

Shook me with desire.



Soon the kinder sunglow

Of Æolic lands

Melted all the futile

Snows about thy heart.




DAMOPHYLA



Cold of heart and strangely

Uninclined to passion,

Wisdom's vigil leaves thee,

Proud Damophyla.



Sapphics thou hast written,

Verses in my metre,

With a skill surpassing

In the melic art.



Love's superb enchantment

Thou art fain to banish,

Like the virgin Huntress

Long by thee adored.



Molded by thy tunic,

Every arching contour

Of her chaste and noble

Form I dream to see;



Even view her stepping

From the leafy covert

Down the dawn-white valley,

Stately as a stag.



Long I sued but found thee

Deaf to all entreaty,

Till one summer twilight

Listless in the heat;



Soothed by slumber's languor,

And my low monodic

Voice that hymned a paean

In the praise of love;



Loth to yield yet vanquished,

As I knelt beside thee,

All thy long resistance

To my kiss succumbed.




ANAGORA



Anagora, fairest

Spoil of fateful battle,

Babylonian temples

Knew thy luring song.



Wrested from barbaric

Captors for thy beauty,

Thou wert made a priestess

At Mylitta's shrine.



Once these flexile fingers

Clasped in mine so closely,

Neath the temple's arches

Thrummed the tabor soft.



Thou hast taught me secrets

Of the cryptic chambers,

How the zonahs worship

In the burning East;



Raptures that my wildest

Dreaming never pictured,

Arts of love that charmed me,

Subtle, new and strange.



Hearken to my earnest

Prayer, O Aphrodite!

May the night be doubled

Now for our delight.






Phaon
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PHILOMEL



Philomel in my garden,

Messenger sweet of springtide,

From the bough of the olive tree utter

Tidings ecstatic.



Linger long on thy olden

Note as in days remembered;

Ere the Boatman that knew Aphrodite

Ravished my vision.



Fatal glamor of beauty,

Beauty of Gods made mortal;

Ah, before its delight I am ever

Fearful of heaven.



Spring in breeze and the blossom,

Grasses and leaves and odors,

On my heart with the breath of a vanished

April is shaken;



Shaken with thrill and regret of

Lost caresses and kisses;

Anactoria's memory, Atthis

Never forgotten.



Philomel in my garden,

Messenger sweet of springtide,

From the bough of the olive tree utter

Tidings ecstatic.




GOLDEN PULSE



Golden pulse grew on the shore,

Ferns along the hill,

And the red cliff roses bore

Bees to drink their fill;



Bees that from the meadows bring

Wine of melilot,

Honey-sups on golden wing

To the garden grot.



But to me, neglected flower,

Phaon will not see,

Passion brings no crowning hour,

Honey nor the bee.




THE SWALLOW



Daughter of Pandion, lovely

Swallow that veers at my window,

Swift on the flood of the sunshine

Darting thy shadow;



What is thy innocent purpose,

Why dost thou hover and haunt me?

Is it a kinship of sorrow

Brings thee anear me?



Must thou forever be tongueless,

Flying in fear of Tereus?

Must he for Itys pursue thee,

Changed to a lapwing?



Tireless of pinion and never

Resting on bush or the branches,

Close to the earth, up the azure,

Over the treetops;



After thy wing in its madness

Follows my glance, as a flitting

Child on the track of its mother

Hastens in silence.



Daughter of Pandion, lovely

Swallow that veers at my window,

Hast thou a message from Cyprus

Telling of Phaon?




TIDINGS



She wrapped herself in linen woven close,

Stuffs delicate and texture-fine as those

The dark Nile traders for our bartering

From Egypt, Crete and far Phocea bring.



Love lent her feet the wings of winds to reach

(Whose steps stir not the shingle of the beach)

My marble court and, breathless, bid me know

My lover's sails across the harbor blow.



He seemed to her, as to himself he seems,

Like some bright God long treasured in her dreams;

She saw him standing at his galley's prow—

My Phaon, mine, in Mitylene now!




HESPERUS



Hesperus shines

Low on the eastern wave,

Off toward the Asian shore;



Over faint lines

Whose grays and purples pave

Where seas night-calmed adore.



Fair vesper fire,

Fairest of stars, the light

Benign of secret bliss;



Star of desire,

Bringing to me with night

Dreams and my Phaon's kiss.




DAWN



Just now the golden-sandalled Dawn

Peered through the lattice of my room;

Why must thou fare so soon, my Phaon?



Last night I met thee at the shore,

A thousand hues were in the sky;

The breeze from Cyprus blew, my Phaon!



I drew, to lave thy heated brow,

My kerchief dripping from the sea;

Why hadst thou sailed so far, my Phaon?



Far up the narrow mountain paths

We heard the shepherds fluting home;

Like some white God thou seemed, my Phaon!



And through the olive trees we saw

The twinkle of my vesper lamp;

Wilt kiss me now as then, my Phaon?



Nay, loosen not with gentle force

The clasp of my restraining arms;

I will not let thee go, my Phaon!



See, deftly in my trailing robe

I spring and draw the lattice close;

Is it not night again, my Phaon?




THE FAREWELL



Beloved, stand face to face,

And, lifting lids, disclose to me the grace,

The Paphic fire that lingers yet and lies

Reflected in thy eyes.



Phaon, my sole beloved,

Stand not to my mad passion all unmoved;

O let, ere thou to far Panormus sail,

One hour of love prevail.



Dear ingrate, come and let

Thy breath like odor from a cassolet,

Thy smile, the clinging touch of lips and heart

Anoint me, ere we part.



Phaon, I yearn and seek

But thee alone; and what I feel must speak

In all these fond and wilful ways of mine,

O mortal, made divine!



My girl friends now no more

Hang their sweet gifts of garlands at my door;

Dear maids, with all your vanished empery

Ye now are naught to me.



Phaon, thy galley rides

Within the harbor's mouth and waits the tides

And favoring winds, far to the west to fly

And leave me here to die.



The brawny rowers lean

To bend long-stroking oars; and changing scene

And fairer loves than mine shall soon efface

This last divine embrace.



Phaon, the lifting breeze!

See, at thy feet I kneel and clasp thy knees!

Go not, go not! O hear my sobbing prayer,

And yield to my despair!




DARK-EYED SLEEP



Dark-eyed Sleep, child of Night,

Come in thy shadow garment to my couch,

And with thy soothing touch,

Cool as the vesper breeze,

Grant that I may forget;



Bestow condign release,

A taste of rest that comes with endless sleep;

Lure off the haunting dreams,

The dire Eumenides

That torture my repose.



For I would live a space

Though Phaon has forsaken me, nor yet

Be found on shadow fields

Among the lilies tall

Of pale Persephone.




THE CLIFF OF LEUCAS



Afar-seen cliff

Stands in the western sea

Toward Cephallenian lands.



Apollo's temple crowns

Its whitened crest,

And at its base

The waves eternal beat.



Its leap has power

To cure the pangs

Of unrequited love.



Thither pale lovers go

With anguished hearts

To dare the deep and quench

Love's slow consuming flame.



Urged to the edge

By maddening desire,

I, too, shall fling myself

Imploring thee,

Apollo, lord and king!



Into the chill

Embraces of the sea,

Less cold than thine, O Phaon,

I shall fall—

Fall with the flutter of a wounded dove;



And I shall rise

Indifferent forever to love's dream,

Or find below

The sea's eternal voice,

Eternal peace.
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THE DUST OF TIMAS



This is the dust of Timas! Here inurned

Rest the dear ashes where so late had burned

Her spirit's flame. She perished, gentle maid,

Before her bridal day and now a shade,

Silent and sad, she evermore must be

In the dark chamber of Persephone.

When life had faded with the flower and leaf,

Each girl friend sweet, in token of her grief,

Resigned her severed locks with bended head,

Beauty's fair tribute to the lovely dead.




THE PRIESTESS OF ARTEMIS



Maidens, that pass my tomb with laughter sweet,

A voice unresting echoes at your feet;

Pause, and if any would my story seek,

Dumb as I am, these graven words will speak;

Once in the vanished years it chanced to please

Arista, daughter of Hermocleides,

To dedicate my life in virgin bliss

To thee, revered of women, Artemis!

O Goddess, deign to bless my grandsire's line,

For Saon was a temple priest of thine;

And grant, O Queen, in thy benefic grace,

Unending fame and fortune to his race.




PELAGON



Above the lowly grave of Pelagon,

Ill-fated fisher lad, Meniscus' son,

His father placed as sign of storm and strife

The weel and oar, memorial of his life.
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The name ALCMAN is the Doric for Alcmæon, and the bearer of it was a 
Laconian from Messoa (circa 615 B.C.). But Athenian imagination could 
never assimilate the idea of a Spartan being a poet. In the case of Tyrtæus they made the poet 
an Athenian; in that of Alcman, some chance words in one of his poems 
suggested that he or his ancestors came from Lydia. Hence a romance --
 he was a Lydian, made a slave of war by the wild Kimmerians, and sold
 across seas to Sparta, where his beautiful songs procured him his 
freedom. Alcman is very near the Lesbians; he speaks freely in his own
 person, using the choir merely as an instrument; the personal ring 
of his love-passages made Archy+̂tas (4th cent. B.C.) count him the 
inventor of love-poetry; he writes in a fresh country dialect, as 
Sappho does, with little literary varnish; his personal enthusiasm for
 the national broth of Sparta is like that of Carlyle for porridge. 
His metres are clear and simple; and the fragment imitated by 
Tennyson in In Memoriam shows what his poetry can be: "No more, oh,
 wild sweet throats, voices of love, will my limbs bear me; would, 
would I were a ceryl-bird, that flies on the flower of the wave amid 
the halcyons, with never a care in his heart, the sea-purple bird of 
the spring!"

His longest fragment 
is on an Egyptian papyrus, found by Mariette in 1855, and containing 
part of a beautiful 'Parthenion,' or choir-song for girls. It is a 
dramatic part-song. When we hear first that Agido among the rest of 
the chorus is like "a race-horse among cows,"and afterwards that "the hair of my cousin Agesichora gleams like pure gold,"
 this does not mean that the 'boorish' poet is expressing his own 
intemperate and vacillating admirations -- would the 'cows' of the 
choir ever have consented to sing such lines? -- it is only that the
 two divisions of the chorus are paying each other compliments. This 
poem, unlike those of the Lesbians, has a strophic arrangement, and is
 noteworthy as showing a clear tendency towards rhyme. There are similar traces of intentional rhyme in Homer and Æschylus;5 
 whereas the orators and Sophocles, amid all their care for euphony 
in other respects, admit tiresome rhyming jangles with a freedom which
 can only be the result of unsensitiveness to that particular relation
 of sounds.








5 Sept.778 ff., 785 ff.
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												  Maidens with voices like honey for sweetness, that breathe desire,

												    See I faint; for no sea-bird I, as I would be, nor tire

												    Over the foam-flowers flying with halcyons ever on wing,

											    Keeping a careless heart, a sea-blue bird of the Spring.
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 The mountain summits sleep, glens, cliffs, and caves

												    Are silent;--all the black earth's reptile brood,

												    The bees, the wild beasts of the mountain wood;

												    In depths beneath the dark red ocean's waves

												    Its monsters rest; whilst, wrapt in bower and spray,

											      Each bird is hush'd, that stretch'd its pinions to the day.


Slumbering are the Mountains
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 Slumbering are the mountains, crest and chasm,

												    Ravine and precipice,

												    And every creeping thing on the earth's dark breast,

												    Beasts in their forest lairs and the tribes of the bees,

												    And monsters within the depths of the purple seas:

												    Slumbering too are the birds

											    Their swift wings laid to rest.
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No one need defend the 
character of ANACREON of Teos; though, since he lived in good society 
to the age of eighty-five, he cannot have been as bad as he wishes 
us to believe. His poetry is derived from the Lesbians and from the 
Skolia of his countryman Pythermus. He was driven from Teos by the 
Persian conquest of 545 B.C.; he settled in Abdêra, a Teian colony in 
  Thrace; saw some fighting, in which, he carefully explains, he 
disgraced himself quite as much as Alcæus and Archilochus; finally, he
 attached himself to various royal persons, Polycrates in Samos, 
Hipparchus in Athens, and Echekrates the Aleuad in Thessaly. The 
Alexandrians had five books of his elegies, epigrams, iambics, and 
songs; we possess one satirical fragment, and a good number of wine 
and love songs, addressed chiefly to his squire Bathyllus. They were 
very popular and gave rise to many imitations at all periods of 
literature; we possess a series of such Anacreontea,dating 
from various times between the third century B.C. and the Renaissance.
 These poems are innocent of fraud: in one, for instance (No. 1), 
Anacreon appears to the writer in a dream3 
 ; in most of them the poet merely assumes the mask of Anacreon and 
sings his love-songs to 'a younger Bathyllus.' The dialect, the 
treatment of Erôs as a frivolous fat boy, the personifications, the 
descriptions of works of art, all are marks of a later age. Yet there 
can be no doubt of the extraordinary charm of these poems, true and 
false alike. Anacreon stands out among Greek writers for his limpid 
ease of rhythm, thought, and expression. A child can understand him, and he ripples into music. But the false poems are 
even more Anacreontic than Anacreon. Compared with them the real 
Anacreon has great variety of theme and of metre, and even some of the
 stateliness and reserved strength of the sixth century. Very likely  
 our whole conception of the man would be higher, were it not for the 
incessant imitations which have fixed him as a type of the festive and
 amorous septuagenarian.








3 Cf.20 and 59.
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ODE I.


I often wish this languid lyre,

This warbler of my soul's desire,

Could raise the breath of song sublime,

To men of fame in former time.

But when the soaring theme I try,

Along the chords my numbers die,

And whisper, with dissolving tone,

'Our sighs are given to love alone!'

Indignant at the feeble lay,

I tore the panting chords away,

Attuned them to a nobler swell,

And struck again the breathing shell;



In all the glow of epic fire,



To Hercules I wake the lyre!

But still its fainting sighs repeat,

'The tale of love alone is sweet!'

Then fare thee well, seductive dream,

That madest me follow Glory's theme;

For thou my lyre, and thou my heart,

Shall never more in spirit part;

And thou the flame shalt feel as well

As thou the flame shalt sweetly tell.






ODE II.


TO all that breathe the airs of heaven,

Some boon of strength has Nature given.

When the majestic bull was born,

She fenced his brow with wreathèd horn.

She arm'd the courser's foot of air,

And wing'd with speed the panting hare.

She gave the lion fangs of terror,

And, on the ocean's crystal mirror,

Taught the unnumber'd scaly throng

To trace their liquid path along;

While for the umbrage of the grove,



She plumed the warbling bird of love.

To man she gave the flame refined,

The spark of heaven—a thinking mind!

And had she no surpassing treasure,

For thee, oh woman! child of pleasure?

She gave thee beauty—shaft of eyes,

That every shaft of war outflies!

She gave thee beauty—blush of fire,

That bids the flames of war retire!

Woman! be fair, we must adore thee;

Smile, and a world is weak before thee!






ODE III.


'TWAS noon of night, when round the pole

The sullen Bear is seen to roll;

And mortals, wearied with the day,

Are slumbering all their cares away;

An infant, at that dreary hour,

Came weeping to my silent bower,

And waked me with a piteous prayer,

To save him from the midnight air!

'And who art thou,' I waking cry,

'That bidd'st my blissful visions fly?'

'O gentle sire!' the infant said,

'In pity take me to thy shed;

Nor fear deceit: a lonely child

I wander o'er the gloomy wild.




Chill drops the rain, and not a ray

Illumes the drear and misty way!'

I hear the baby's tale of woe;

I hear the bitter night-winds blow;

And sighing for his piteous fate,

I trimm'd my lamp and oped the gate.




'Twas Love! the little wandering sprite,

His pinion sparkled through the night!

I knew him by his bow and dart;

I knew him by my fluttering heart!

I take him in, and fondly raise

The dying embers' cheering blaze;





Press from his dank and clinging hair

The crystals of the freezing air,

And in my hand and bosom hold

His little fingers thrilling cold.

And now the embers' genial ray

Had warm'd his anxious fears away:




'I pray thee,' said the wanton child,

(My bosom trembled as he smiled,)

'I pray thee let me try my bow,

For through the rain I've wander'd so,

That much I fear the ceaseless shower

Has injured its elastic power.'

The fatal bow the urchin drew;

Swift from the string the arrow flew;





Oh! swift it flew as glancing flame

And to my very soul it came!

'Fare thee well,' I heard him say,

As laughing wild he wing'd away:

'Fare thee well, for now I know

The rain has not relax'd my bow;

It still can send a maddening dart,

As thou shalt own with all thy heart!'






ODE IV.


STREW me a breathing bed of leaves,

Where lotos with the myrtle weaves;

And while in luxury's dream I sink,

Let me the balm of Bacchus drink!

In this delicious hour of joy,

Young Love shall be my goblet-boy;

Folding his little golden vest,

With cinctures, round his snowy breast,

Himself shall hover by my side,

And minister the racy tide!

Swift as the wheels that kindling roll,

Our life is hurrying to the goal:

A scanty dust, to feed the wind,

Is all the trace 'twill leave behind.

Why do we shed the rose's bloom

Upon the cold insensate tomb?

Can flowery breeze, or odour's breath,




Affect the slumbering chill of death?

No, no; I ask no balm to steep

With fragrant tears my bed of sleep:

But now, while every pulse is glowing,

Now let me breathe the balsam flowing;

Now let the rose, with blush of fire,

Upon my brow its scent expire;

And bring the nymph with floating eye,—

Oh! she will teach me how to die!

Yes, Cupid! ere my soul retire,

To join the blest elysian choir,

With wine, and love, and blisses dear,

I'll make my own elysium here!






ODE V.


BUDS of roses, virgin flowers,

Cull'd from Cupid's balmy bowers,

In the bowl of Bacchus steep,

Till with crimson drops they weep!

Twine the rose, the garland twine,

Every leaf distilling wine;

Drink and smile, and learn to think

That we were born to smile and drink.

Rose! thou art the sweetest flower

That ever drank the amber shower;

Rose! thou art the fondest child

Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph wild!

E'en the gods, who walk the sky,

Are amorous of thy scented sigh.

Cupid too, in Paphian shades,

His hair with rosy fillet braids,

When with the blushing naked Graces,

The wanton winding dance he traces.




Then bring me showers of roses, bring,

And shed them round me while I sing:

Great Bacchus! in thy hallow'd shade,

With some celestial, glowing maid,

While gales of roses round me rise,

In perfume, sweeten'd by her sighs,

I'll bill and twine in airy dance,






ODE VI.


WHILE our rosy fillets shed

Blushes o'er each fervid head,

With many a cup and many a smile

The festal moments we beguile.

And while the harp, impassion'd, flings

Tuneful rapture from the strings,

Some airy nymph, with fluent limbs,

Through the dance luxuriant swims,

Waving, in her snowy hand,

The leafy Bacchanalian wand,

Which, as the tripping wanton flies,

Shakes its tresses to her sighs;

A youth the while, with loosen'd hair,

Floating on the listless air,

Sings to the wild harp's tender tone,




A tale of woes, alas! his own;

And then what nectar in his sigh,

As o'er his lip the murmurs die!

Surely never yet has been

So divine, so blest a scene!

Has Cupid left the starry sphere,

To wave his golden tresses here?

Oh yes! and Venus, queen of wiles,

And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles,

All, all are here, to hail with me

The genius of festivity!






ODE VII.


ARM'D with hyacinthine rod,

(Arms enough for such a god,)

Cupid bade me wing my pace,

And try with him the rapid race.

O'er the wild torrent, rude and deep.

By tangled brake and pendent steep,

With weary foot I panting flew,

My brow was chill with drops of dew.

And now my soul, exhausted, dying,




To my lip was faintly flying;

And now I thought the spark had fled,

When Cupid hover'd o'er my head,

And fanning light his breezy plume,

Recall'd me from my languid gloom;

Then said, in accents half-reproving,

'Why hast thou been a foe to loving?'






ODE VIII.


'TWAS night, and many a circling bowl

Had deeply warmed my swimming soul;

As lull'd in slumber I was laid,

Bright visions o'er my fancy play'd!

With virgins blooming as the dawn,

I seem'd to trace the opening lawn;

Light, on tiptoe bathed in dew,

We flew, and sported as we flew!

Some ruddy striplings, young and sleek,

With blush of Bacchus on their cheek,

Saw me trip the flowery wild

With dimpled girls, and slily smiled;

Smiled indeed with wanton glee,

But, ah! 'twas plain they envied me.


And still I flew—and now I caught

The panting nymphs, and fondly thought

To kiss—when all my dream of joys,

Dimpled girls and ruddy boys,

All were gone! 'Alas!' I said,

Sighing for the illusions fled,

'Sleep! again my joys restore,

Oh! let me dream them o'er and o'er!'






ODE IX.


TELL me, why, my sweetest dove,

Thus your humid pinions move,

Shedding through the air in showers

Essence of the balmiest flowers?

Tell me whither, whence you rove,

Tell me all, my sweetest dove.—

Curious stranger! I belong

To the bard of Teian song:




With his mandate now I fly

To the nymph of azure eye;

Ah! that eye has madden'd many,

But the poet more than any!

Venus, for a hymn of love,

Warbled in her votive grove,

('Twas in sooth a gentle lay,)

Gave me to the bard away.


See me now his faithful minion,

Thus with softly-gliding pinion,

To his lovely girl I bear

Songs of passion through the air.

Oft he blandly whispers me,

'Soon, my bird, I'll set you free.'

But in vain he'll bid me fly,

I shall serve him till I die.





Never could my plumes sustain

Ruffling winds and chilling rain,

O'er the plains, or in the dell,

On the mountain's savage swell;

Seeking in the desert wood

Gloomy shelter, rustic food.

Now I lead a life of ease,

Far from such retreats as these;

From Anacreon's hand I eat

Food delicious, viands sweet;

Flutter o'er his goblet's brim,

Sip the foamy wine with him.

Then I dance and wanton round

To the lyre's beguiling sound;

Or with gently-fanning wings

Shade the minstrel while he sings:





On his harp then sink in slumbers,

Dreaming still of dulcet numbers!

This is all—away—away—

You have made me waste the day.

How I've chatter'd! prating crow

Never yet did chatter so.






ODE X.


'TELL me, gentle youth, I pray thee,

What in purchase shall I pay thee

For this little waxen toy,

Image of the Paphian boy?'

Thus I said the other day,

To a youth who pass'd my way:

'Sir,' he answer'd, and the while

Answer'd all in Doric style,

'Take it, for a trifle take it;

Think not yet that I could make it;

Pray, believe it was not I;

No—it cost me many a sigh,

And I can no longer keep

Little gods, who murder sleep!




Here, then, here,' (I said with joy)

'Here is silver for the boy:

He shall be my bosom guest,

Idol of my pious breast!'

Little Love! thou now art mine,

Warm me with that torch of thine;

Make me feel as I have felt,

Or thy waxen frame shall melt.

I must burn in warm desire,

Or thou, my boy, in yonder fire!







ODE XI.


THE women tell me every day,

That all my bloom has past away.

'Behold,' the pretty wantons cry,

'Behold this mirror with a sigh;

The locks upon thy brow are few,

And like the rest, they're withering too!'

Whether decline has thinn'd my hair,

I'm sure I neither know nor care;

But this I know, and this I feel,




As onward to the tomb I steal,

That still as death approaches nearer,

The joys of life are sweeter, dearer;

And had I but an hour to live,

That little hour to bliss I'd give!







ODE XII.


I WILL; I will; the conflict's past,

And I'll consent to love at last.

Cupid has long, with smiling art,

Invited me to yield my heart;

And I have thought that peace of mind

Should not be for a smile resign'd;

And I've repell'd the tender lure,

And hoped my heart should sleep secure.

But, slighted in his boasted charms,

The angry infant flew to arms;

He slung his quiver's golden frame,

He took his bow, his shafts of flame,

And proudly summon'd me to yield,




Or meet him on the martial field.

And what did I unthinking do?

I took to arms, undaunted too;

Assumed the corslet, shield, and spear,

And, like Pelides, smiled at fear.

Then (hear it, all you powers above!)

I fought with Love! I fought with Love!
  And now his arrows all were shed

And I had just in terrors fled—

When heaving an indignant sigh

To see me thus unwounded fly,

And having now no other dart,

He glanced himself into my heart!

My heart—alas the luckless day!

Received the god, and died away.




Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield!

Thy lord at length is forced to yield.

Vain, vain, is every outward care,

My foe's within, and triumphs there.





ODE XIII.


I CARE not for the idle state

Of Persia's king, the rich, the great!

I envy not the monarch's throne,

Nor wish the treasured gold my own.

But oh! be mine the rosy braid,

The fervour of my brows to shade;

Be mine the odours, richly sighing,

Amidst my hoary tresses flying.

To-day, I'll haste to quaff my wine,

As if to-morrow ne'er should shine;

But if to-morrow comes, why then—

I'll haste to quaff my wine again.

And thus while all our days are bright,

Nor time has dimm'd their bloomy light,




Let us the festal hours beguile

With mantling cup and cordial smile;

And shed from every bowl of wine

The richest drop on Bacchus' shrine!

For Death may come, with brow unpleasant,

May come, when least we wish him present,

And beckon to the sable shore,

And grimly bid us drink no more!







ODE XIV.


THY harp may sing of Troy's alarms,

Or tell the tale of Theban arms;

With other wars my song shall burn,

For other wounds my harp shall mourn.

'Twas not the crested warrior's dart,

Which drank the current of my heart;

Nor naval arms, nor mailed steed,

Have made this vanquish'd bosom bleed;




No—from an eye of liquid blue,

A host of quiver'd cupids flew;

And now my heart all bleeding lies

Beneath this army of the eyes!







ODE XV.


GRAVE me a cup with brilliant grace,

Deep as the rich and holy vase,

Which on the shrine of Spring reposes,

When shepherds hail that hour of roses.

Grave it with themes of chaste design,

Form'd for a heavenly bowl like mine.

Display not there the barbarous rites,

In which religious zeal delights;




Nor any tale of tragic fate,

Which history trembles to relate!

No—cull thy fancies from above,

Themes of heaven and themes of love.

Let Bacchus, Jove's ambrosial boy,

Distil the grape in drops of joy,
  And while he smiles at every tear,

Let warm-eyed Venus dancing near,

With spirits of the genial bed,

The dewy herbage deftly tread.

Let Love be there, without his arms,

In timid nakedness of charms;





And all the Graces link'd with Love,

Blushing through the shadowy grove;

While rosy boys disporting round,

In circlets trip the velvet ground;

But ah! if there Apollo toys,

I tremble for my rosy boys!







ODE XVI.


THE Phrygian rock that braves the storm,

Was once a weeping matron's form;

And Progne, hapless, frantic maid,

Is now a swallow in the shade.

Oh! that a mirror's form were mine,

To sparkle with that smile divine;

And like my heart I then should be,

Reflecting thee, and only thee!

Or were I, love, the robe which flows

O'er every charm that secret glows,

In many a lucid fold to swim,

And cling and grow to every limb!

Oh! could I, as the streamlet's wave,

Thy warmly-mellowing beauties lave,

Or float as perfume on thine hair,




And breathe my soul in fragrance there!

I wish I were the zone, that lies

Warm to thy breast, and feels its sighs!

Or like those envious pearls that show

So faintly round that neck of snow,

Yes, I would be a happy gem,

Like them to hang, to fade like them.

What more would thy Anacreon be?

Oh! anything that touches thee.

Nay, sandals for those airy feet—

Thus to be press'd by thee were sweet!







ODE XVII.


NOW the star of day is high,

Fly, my girls, in pity fly,

Bring me wine in brimming urns,

Cool my lip, it burns, it burns!

Sunn'd by the meridian fire,

Panting, languid I expire!

Give me all those humid flowers,

Drop them o'er my brow in showers.

Scarce a breathing chaplet now

Lives upon my feverish brow;




Every dewy rose I wear

Sheds its tears and withers there.

But for you, my burning mind!

Oh! what shelter shall I find?

Can the bowl, or floweret's dew,

Cool the flame that scorches you?







ODE XVIII.


IF hoarded gold possess'd a power

To lengthen life's too fleeting hour,

And purchase from the land of death

A little span, a moment's breath,

How I would love the precious ore!

And every day should swell my store;

That when the Fates would send their minion,

To waft me off on shadowy pinion,

I might some hours of life obtain,

And bribe him back to hell again.

But, since we ne'er can charm away

The mandate of that awful day,

Why do we vainly weep at fate,

And sigh for life's uncertain date?

The light of gold can ne'er illume

The dreary midnight of the tomb!

And why should I then pant for treasures?








Mine be the brilliant round of pleasures;

The goblet rich, the board of friends,

Whose flowing souls the goblet blends:

Mine be the nymph, whose form reposes

Seductive on that bed of roses;

And oh! be mine the soul's excess,

Expiring in her warm caress!







ODE XIX.


WHEN my thirsty soul I steep,

Every sorrow's lull'd to sleep.

Talk of monarchs! I am then

Richest, happiest, first of men;

Careless, o'er my cup I sing,

Fancy makes me more than king;

Gives me wealthy Crœsus' store,

Can I, can I wish for more?

On my velvet couch reclining,

Ivy leaves my brow entwining,

While my soul dilates with glee,

What are kings and crowns to me?




If before my feet they lay,

I would spurn them all away!

Arm you, arm you, men of might,

Hasten to the sanguine fight;

Let me, oh my budding vine,

Spill no other blood than thine.

Yonder brimming goblet see,

That alone shall vanquish me.

Oh! I think it sweeter far

To fall in banquet than in war!







ODE XX.


WHEN Bacchus, Jove's immortal boy,

The rosy harbinger of joy,

Who, with the sunshine of the bowl,

Thaws the winter of our soul;

When to the inmost core he glides,

And bathes it with his ruby tides,

A flow of joy, a lively heat,

Fires my brain, and wings my feet;

'Tis surely something sweet, I think,

Nay, something heavenly sweet, to drink!




Sing, sing of love, let music's breath

Softly beguile our rapturous death,

While, my young Venus, thou and I

To the voluptuous cadence die!

Then waking from our languid trance,

Again we'll sport, again we'll dance.







ODE XXI.


THOU, whose soft and rosy hues,

Mimic form and soul infuse;

Best of painters! come portray

The lovely maid that's far away.

Far away, my soul! thou art,

But I've thy beauties all by heart.

Paint her jetty ringlets straying,

Silky twine in tendrils playing;

And, if painting hath the skill

To make the spicy balm distil,

Let every little lock exhale

A sigh of perfume on the gale.

Where her tresses' curly flow

Darkles o'er the brow of snow,

Let her forehead beam to light,

Burnish'd as the ivory bright.

Let her eyebrows sweetly rise

In jetty arches o'er her eyes,

Gently in her crescent gliding,

Just commingling, just dividing.

But hast thou any sparkles warm,

The lightning of her eyes to form?




Let them effuse the azure ray

With which Minerva's glances play,

And give them all that liquid fire

That Venus' languid eyes respire.

O'er her nose and cheek be shed

Flushing white and mellow'd red;

Gradual tints, as when there glows

In snowy milk the bashful rose.

Then her lip, so rich in blisses!

Sweet petitioner for kisses!

Pouting nest of bland persuasion,

Ripely suing Love's invasion.

Then beneath the velvet chin,

Whose dimple shades a love within,

Mould her neck with grace descending.

In a heaven of beauty ending;

While airy charms, above, below,

Sport and flutter on its snow.

Now let a floating, lucid veil,

Shadow her limbs, but not, conceal;

A charm may peep, a hue may beam,

And leave the rest to Fancy's dream.

Enough—'tis she! 'tis all I seek;

It glows, it lives, it soon will speak.







ODE XXII.


AND now with all thy pencil's truth,

Portray Bathyllus, lovely youth!

Let his hair in lapses bright,

Fall like streaming rays of light,

And there the raven's dye confuse

With the yellow sunbeam's hues.

Let not the braid, with artful twine,

The flowing of his locks confine;

But loosen every golden ring,

To float upon the breeze's wing,

Beneath the front of polished glow.

Front as fair as mountain-snow,

And guileless as the dews of dawn,




Let the majestic brows be drawn,

Of ebon dies, enriched by gold,

Such as the scaly snakes unfold.

Mingle in his jetty glances,

Power that awes, and love that trances;

Steal from Venus bland desire,

Steal from Mars the look of fire,

Blend them in such expression here,

That we by turns may hope and fear!

Now from the sunny apple seek

The velvet down that spreads his cheek;

And there let Beauty's rosy ray

In flying blushes richly play;

Blushes, of that celestial flame

Which lights the cheek of virgin shame.
  Then for his lips, that ripely gem—

But let thy mind imagine them!

Paint, where the ruby cell uncloses,

Persuasion sleeping upon roses;

And give his lip that speaking air,

As if a word was hovering there!

His neck of ivory splendour trace,

Moulded with soft but manly grace;

Fair as the neck of Paphia's boy,

Where Paphia's arms have hung in joy.

Give him the winged Hermes' hand.

With which he waves his snaky wand:

Let Bacchus then the breast supply,

And Leda's son the sinewy thigh.

But oh! suffuse his limbs of fire

With all that glow of young desire,





Which kindles, when the wishful sigh

Steals from the heart, unconscious why.

Thy pencil, though divinely bright,

Is envious of the eye's delight,

Or its enamoured touch would shew

His shoulder, fair as sunless snow,

Which now in veiling shadow lies,

Removed from all but Fancy's eyes,

Now, for his feet—but hold—forbear—

I see a godlike portrait there;

So like Bathyllus! sure there's none

So like Bathyllus but the Sun!

Oh! let this pictured god be mine,

And keep the boy for Samos' shrine;

Phœbus shall then Bathyllus be,

Bathyllus then the deity!







ODE XXIII.


ONE day, the Muses twined the hands

Of baby Love, with flowery bands;

And to celestial Beauty gave

The captive infant as her slave.

His mother comes with many a toy,

To ransom her beloved boy;

His mother sues, but all in vain!




He ne'er will leave his chains again.

Nay, should they take his chains away,

The little captive still would stay.

'If this,' he cries, 'a bondage be,

Who could wish for liberty?'







ODE XXIV.


FLY not thus my brow of snow,

Lovely wanton! fly not so.

Though the wane of age is mine,

Though the brilliant flush is thine,

Still I'm doom'd to sigh for thee,

Blest, if thou couldst sigh for me!

See, in yonder flowery braid,

Cull'd for thee, my blushing maid,




How the rose, of orient glow,

Mingles with the lily's snow;

Mark, how sweet their tints agree,

Just, my girl, like thee and me!







ODE XXV.


METHINKS, the pictur'd bull we see

Is amorous Jove—it must be he!

How fondly blest he seems to bear

That fairest of Phœnician fair!

How proud he breasts the foamy tide

And spurns the billowy surge aside!

Could any beast of vulgar vein,

Undaunted thus defy the main?

No: he descends from climes above,

He looks the God, he breathes of Jove!







ODE XXVI.


AWAY, away, you men of rules,

What have I to do with schools?

They'd make me learn, they'd make me think,

But would they make me love and drink?

Teach me this; and let me swim

My soul upon the goblet's brim;

Teach me this, and let me twine
  My arms around the nymph divine!

Age begins to blanch my brow,

I've time for nought but pleasure now.

Fly, and cool my goblet's glow

At yonder fountain's gelid flow;

I'll quaff, my boy, and calmly sink




This soul to slumber as I drink!

Soon, too soon, my jocund slave,

You'll deck your master's grassy grave;

And there's an end—for ah! you know

They drink but little wine below!







ODE XXVII.


SEE the young, the rosy Spring,

Gives to the breeze her spangled wing;

While virgin Graces, warm with May,

Fling roses o'er her dewy way!

The murmuring billows of the deep

Have languished into silent sleep;

And mark! the flitting sea-birds lave

Their plumes in the reflecting wave;

While cranes from hoary winter fly

To flutter in a kinder sky.

Now the genial star of day




Dissolves the murky clouds away;

And cultur'd field, and winding stream,

Are sweetly tissued by his beam.

Now the earth prolific swells

With leafy buds and flowery bells;

Gemming shoots the olive twine,

Clusters ripe festoon the vine;

All along the branches creeping,

Through the velvet foliage peeping,

Little infant fruits we see

Nursing into luxury!







ODE XXVIII.


'TIS true, my fading years decline,

Yet I can quaff the brimming wine,

As deep as any stripling fair,

Whose cheeks the flush of morning wear;

And if, amidst the wanton crew,

I'm call'd to wind the dance's clue,

Thou shall behold this vigorous hand,

Not faltering on the Bacchant's wand,




But brandishing a rosy flask,

The only Thyrsus e'er I'll ask!

Let those who pant for Glory's charms,

Embrace her in the held of arms;

While my inglorious placid soul

Breathes not a wish beyond the bowl.
  Then fill it high, my ruddy slave,

And bathe me in its honied wave!

For though my fading years decay,

And though my bloom has passed away,

Like old Silenus, sire divine,

With blushes borrowed from my wine,

I'll wanton 'mid the dancing train,

And live my follies all again!








ODE XXIX.


WHEN I drink, I feel, I feel,

Visions of poetic zeal!

Warm with the goblet's fresh'ning dews,

My heart invokes the heavenly Muse.

When I drink my sorrow's o'er;

I think of doubts and fears no more;

But scatter to the railing wind

Each gloomy phantom of the mind!

When I drink, the jesting boy

Bacchus himself partakes my joy;

And while we dance through breathing bowers,

Whose every gale is rich with flowers,

In bowls he makes my senses swim,
  Till the gale breathes of nought but him!

When I drink, I deftly twine

Flowers, begemm'd with tears of wine;

And, while with festive hand I spread

The smiling garland round my head,

Something whispers in my breast,

How sweet it is to live at rest!

When I drink, and perfume stills

Around me all in balmy rills,

Then as some beauty, smiling roses,

In languor on my breast reposes,

Venus! I breathe my vows to thee,

In many a sigh of luxury!

When I drink, my heart refines,

And rises as the cup declines;




Rises in the genial flow,

That none but social spirits know,

When youthful revellers round the bowl,

Dilating, mingle soul with soul!

When I drink, the bliss is mine;

There's bliss in every drop of wine!

All other joys that I have known,

I've scarcely dared to call my own;

But this the Fates can ne'er destroy,

Till death o'ershadows all my joy!







ODE XXX.


CUPID once upon a bed

Of roses laid his weary head;

Luckless urchin, not to see

Within the leaves a slumbering bee!

The bee awaked—with anger wild

The bee awaked, and stung the child.

Loud and piteous are his cries;

To Venus quick he runs, he flies!

'Oh, mother!—I am wounded through—

I die with pain—in sooth I do!

Stung by some little angry thing,

Some serpent on a tiny wing—

A bee it was—for once, I know




I heard a rustic call it so.'

Thus he spoke, and she the while

Heard him with a soothing smile;

Then said, 'My infant, if so much

Thou feel the little wild-bee's touch,

How must the heart, ah, Cupid! be,

The hapless heart that's stung by thee?'







ODE XXXI.


LET us drain the nectar'd bowl,

Let us raise the song of soul

To him, the God who loves so well

The nectar'd bowl, the choral swell!

Him, who instructs the sons of earth

To thrid the tangled dance of mirth;

Him, who was nursed with infant Love,

And cradled in the Paphian grove;

Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms

Has fondled in her twining arms.

From him that dream of transport flows,

Which sweet intoxication knows;

With him, the brow forgets to darkle,

And brilliant graces learn to sparkle.

Behold! my boys a goblet bear,

Whose sunny foam bedews the air.

Where are now the tear, the sigh?

To the winds they fly, they fly!




Grasp the bowl; in nectar sinking,

Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking!

Oh! can the tears we lend to thought

In life's account avail us aught?

Can we discern, with all our lore,

The path we're yet to journey o'er?

No, no! the walk of life is dark;

'Tis wine alone can strike a spark!

Then let me quaff the foamy tide,

And through the dance meandering glide;

Let me imbibe the spicy breath

Of odours chafed to fragrant death;

Or from the kiss of love inhale

A more voluptuous, richer gale!

To souls that court the phantom Care,

Let him retire and shroud him there;

While we exhaust the nectar'd bowl,

And swell the choral song of soul

To him, the God who loves so well

The nectar'd bowl, the choral swell!







ODE XXXII.


YES, be the glorious revel mine,

Where humour sparkles from the wine!

Around me let the youthful choir

Respond to my beguiling lyre;

And while the red cup circles round,

Mingle in soul as well as sound!

Let the bright nymph, with trembling eye,

Beside me all in blushes lie;

And, while she weaves a frontlet fair

Of hyacinth to deck my hair,

Oh! let me snatch her sidelong kisses,

And that shall be my bliss of blisses!

My soul, to festive feeling true,

One pang of envy never knew;




And little has it learn'd to dread

The gall that envy's tongue can shed.

Away—I hate the slanderous dart,

Which steals to wound th' unwary heart;

And oh! I hate, with all my soul,

Discordant clamours o'er the bowl,

Where every cordial heart should be

Attuned to peace and harmony.

Come, let us hear the soul of song

Expire the silver harp along;

And through the dance's ringlet move,

With maidens mellowing into love:

Thus simply happy, thus at peace,

Sure such a life should never cease!







ODE XXXIII.


'TWAS in an airy dream of night,

I fancied that I wing'd my flight

On pinions fleeter than the wind,

While little Love, whose feet were twined

(I know not why) with chains of lead,

Pursued me as I trembling fled;

Pursued—and could I e'er have thought?—

Swift as the moment I was caught!

What does the wanton fancy mean

By such a strange, illusive scene?




I fear she whispers to my breast,

That you, my girl, have stol'n my rest;

That though my fancy, for a while,

Has hung on many a woman's smile,

I soon dissolved the passing vow,

And ne'er was caught by love till now!







ODE XXXIV.


AS in the Lemnian caves of fire,

The mate of her who nursed Desire

Moulded the glowing steel, to form

Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm;

While Venus every barb imbues

With droppings of her honied dews;

And Love (alas the victim-heart!)

Tinges with gall the burning dart;

Once, to this Lemnian cave of flame,

The crested Lord of battles came;

'Twas from the ranks of war he rush'd,

His spear with many a life-drop blush'd!

He saw the mystic darts, and smiled

Derision on the archer-child.



'And dost thou smile?' said little Love;

'Take this dart, and thou mayst prove,

That though they pass the breeze's flight,

My bolts are not so feathery light.'

He took the shaft—and oh! thy look,

Sweet Venus! when the shaft he took—

He sigh'd, and felt the urchin's art;

He sigh'd, in agony of heart,

'It is not light—I die with pain!

Take—take thy arrow back again.'

'No,' said the child, 'it must not be,

That little dart was made for thee!'





ODE XXXV.


HOW I love the festive boy,

Tripping wild the dance of joy!

How I love the mellow sage,

Smiling through the veil of age!

And whene'er this man of years

In the dance of joy appears,

Age is on his temples hung,

But his heart—his heart is young!







ODE XXXVI.


HE, who instructs the youthful crew

To bathe them in the brimmer's dew,

And taste, uncloy'd by rich excesses,

All the bliss that wine possesses!

He, who inspires the youth to glance

In winged circlets through the dance;

Bacchus, the god again is here,

And leads along the blushing year;

The blushing year with rapture teems,

Ready to shed those cordial streams,

Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth,

Illuminate the sons of earth,

And when the ripe and vermeil wine,

Sweet infant of the pregnant vine,

Which now in mellow clusters swells,
  Oh! when it bursts its rosy cells,

The heavenly stream shall mantling flow,

To balsam every mortal woe!

No youth shall then be wan or weak,

For dimpling health shall light the cheek;

No heart shall then desponding sigh,

For wine shall bid despondence fly!

Thus—till another autumn's glow

Shall bid another vintage flow!







ODE XXXVII.


AND whose immortal hand could shed

Upon this disk the ocean's bed?

And, in a frenzied flight of soul

Sublime as heaven's eternal pole,

Imagine thus, in semblance warm,

The Queen of Love's voluptuous form

Floating along the silvery sea

In beauty's naked majesty!

Oh! he has given the raptured sight

A witching banquet of delight;

And all those sacred scenes of love,

Where only hallow'd eyes may rove,

Lie, faintly glowing, half conceal'd,

Within the lucid billows veil'd.

Light as the leaf, that summer's breeze

Has wafted o'er the glassy seas,

She floats upon the ocean's breast,

Which undulates in sleepy rest,
  And stealing on, she gently pillows

Her bosom on the amorous billows.

Her bosom, like the humid rose,

Her neck, like dewy-sparkling snows,

Illume the liquid path she traces,

And burn within the stream's embraces!

In languid luxury soft she glides,

Encircled by the azure tides,

Like some fair lily, faint with weeping,

Upon a bed of violets sleeping!

Beneath their queen's inspiring glance,

The dolphins o'er the green sea dance,

Bearing in triumph young Desire,

And baby Love with smiles of fire!

While, sparkling on the silver waves,

The tenants of the briny caves

Around the pomp in eddies play,

And gleam along the watery way.







ODE XXXVIII.


WHILE we invoke the wreathed spring,

Resplendent rose! to thee we'll sing;

Resplendent rose, the flower of flowers,

Whose breath perfumes Olympus' bowers;

Whose virgin blush of chasten'd dye,

Enchants so much our mortal eye.

When pleasure's bloomy season glows,

The Graces love to twine the rose;

The rose is warm Dione's bliss,

And flushes like Dione's kiss!

Oft has the poet's magic tongue

The rose's fair luxuriance sung;

And long the Muses, heavenly maids,

Have rear'd it in their tuneful shades.

When, at the early glance of morn,

It sleeps upon the glittering thorn,

'Tis sweet to dare the tangled fence,

To cull the timid flowret thence,

And wipe with tender hand away

The tear that on its blushes lay!

'Tis sweet to hold the infant stems,

Yet dropping with Aurora's gems,
  And fresh inhale the spicy sighs

That from the weeping buds arise.

When revel reigns, when mirth is high,

And Bacchus beams in every eye,

Our rosy fillets scent exhale,

And fill with balm the fainting gale!

Oh! there is nought in nature bright,

Where roses do not shed their light!

When morning paints the orient skies,

Her fingers burn with roseate dyes;

The nymphs display the rose's charms,

It mantles o'er their graceful arms;

Through Cytherea's form it glows,

And mingles with the living snows.

The rose distils a healing balm,

The beating pulse of pain to calm;

Preserves the cold inurned clay,

And mocks the vestige of decay:

And when at length, in pale decline,

Its florid beauties fade and pine,

Sweet as in youth, its balmy breath

Diffuses odour e'en in death!

Oh! whence could such a plant have sprung?

Attend—for thus the tale is sung.




When, humid, from the silvery stream,

Effusing beauty's warmest beam,

Venus appear'd, in flushing hues,

Mellow'd by ocean's briny dews;

When, in the starry courts above,

The pregnant brain of mighty Jove

Disclosed the nymph of azure glance,

The nymph who shakes the martial lance!

Then, then, in strange eventful hour,

The earth produced an infant flower,

Which sprung, with blushing tinctures drest,

And wanton'd o'er its parent breast.

The gods beheld this brilliant birth,

And hail'd the Rose, the boon of earth!

With nectar drops, a ruby tide,

The sweetly orient buds they dyèd,

And bade them bloom, the flowers divine

Of him who sheds the teeming vine;

And bade them on the spangled thorn

Expand their bosoms to the morn.







ODE XXXIX.


WHEN I behold the festive train

Of dancing youth, I'm young again!

Memory wakes her magic trance,

And wings me lightly through the dance.

Come, Cybeba, smiling maid!

Cull the flower and twine the braid;

Bid the blush of summer's rose

Burn upon my brow of snows;

And let me, while the wild and young

Trip the mazy dance along,

Fling my heap of years away,

And be as wild, as young as they.




Hither haste, some cordial soul!

Give my lips the brimming bowl;

Oh! you will see this hoary sage

Forget his locks, forget his age.

He still can chant the festive hymn,

He still can kiss the goblet's brim;

He still can act the mellow raver,

And play the fool as sweet as ever!







ODE XL.


WE read the flying courser's name

Upon his side in marks of flame;

And, by their turban'd brows alone,

The warriors of the East are known.

But in the lover's glowing eyes,

The inlet to his bosom lies;




Thro' them we see the small faint mark,

Where Love has dropt his burning spark!







ODE XLI.


WHEN Spring begems the dewy scene,

How sweet to walk the velvet green,

And hear the Zephyr's languid sighs,

As o'er the scented mead he flies!

How sweet to mark the pouting vine,

Ready to fall in tears of wine;




And with the maid, whose every sigh

Is love and bliss, entranced to lie

Where the imbowering branches meet—

Oh! is not this divinely sweet?







ODE XLII.


I SAW the smiling bard of pleasure,

The minstrel of the Teian measure;

'Twas in a vision of the night.

He beam'd upon my wond'ring sight;

I heard his voice, and warmly prest

The dear enthusiast to my breast.

His tresses wore a silvery dye,

But beauty sparkled in his eye;

Sparkled in his eyes of fire,

Through the mist of soft desire.

His lip exhaled, whene'er he sigh'd,

The fragrance of the racy tide;

And, as with weak and reeling feet,

He came my coral kiss to meet,




An infant, of the Cyprian band,

Guided him on with tender hand.

Quick from his glowing brows he drew

His braid, of many a wanton hue,

I took the braid of wanton twine,

It breathed of him and blush'd with wine!

I hung it o'er my thoughtless brow,

And ah! I feel its magic now!

I feel that e'en his garland's touch

Can make the bosom love too much!







ODE XLIII.


GIVE me the harp of epic song,

Which Homer's finger thrill'd along;

But tear away the sanguine string,

For war is not the theme I sing.

Proclaim the laws of festal right

I'm monarch of the board to-night;

And all around shall brim as high,

And quaff the tide as deep as I!

And when the cluster's mellowing dews

Their warm, enchanting balm infuse

Our feet shall catch th' elastic bound,

And reel us through the dance's round.




Oh, Bacchus! we shall sing to thee,

In wild but sweet ebriety!

And flash around such sparks of thought,

As Bacchus could alone have taught!

Then give the harp of epic song,

Which Homer's finger thrill'd along;

But tear away the sanguine string,

For war is not the theme I sing!







ODE XLIV.


LISTEN to the Muse's lyre,

Master of the pencil's fire!

Sketch'd in painting's bold display,

Many a city first pourtray;

Many a city revelling free,

Warm with loose festivity.

Picture then a rosy train,

Bacchants straying o'er the plain;

Piping, as they roam along,

Roundelay or shepherd-song.




Paint me next, if painting may

Such a theme as this pourtray,

All the happy heaven of love,

These elect of Cupid prove.







ODE XLV.


AS late I sought the spangled bowers,

To cull a wreath of matin flowers,

Where many an early rose was weeping,

I found the urchin Cupid sleeping.

I caught the boy, a goblet's tide

Was richly mantling by my side,

I caught him by his downy wing,

And whelm'd him in the racy spring.




Oh! then I drank the poison'd bowl,

And Love now nestles in my soul!

Yes, yes, my soul is Cupid's nest,

I feel him fluttering in my breast.
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THEOGNIS of Megara, by far the best preserved of the elegists, owes 
his immortality to his maxims, the brief statements of practical 
philosophy which the Greeks called 'Gnômai' and the Romans 
'Sentenliœ.' Some are merely moral --

 
"Fairest is righteousness, and best is health,
And sweetest is to win the heart's desire."



Some are bitter --

 
"Few men can cheat their haters, Kyrnos mine;
Only true love is easy to betray!"



Many show the exile waiting for his revenge --

 
"Drink while they drink, and, though thine heart be galled,
Let no man living count the wounds of it:
There comes a day for patience, and a day
For deeds and joy, to all men and to thee!"



Theognis's doctrine is not food for babes. He is a Dorian noble, and a
 partisan of the bitterest type in a state renowned for its factions. 
He drinks freely; he speaks of the Demos as 'the vile'or as 'my enemies';once he prays Zeus to "give him their black blood to drink."
 That was when the Demos had killed all his friends, and driven him to
 beggary and exile, and the proud man had to write poems for those who
 entertained him. We hear, for instance, of an elegy on some 
Syracusans slain in battle. Our extant remains are entirely personal 
ebullitions of feeling or monitory addresses, chiefly to his squire 
Kyrnos. His relations with Kyrnos are typical of the Dorian soldier. 
He takes to battle with him a boy, his equal in station, to whom he 
is 'like a father'(l. 1049). He teaches him all the duties of Dorian chivalry -- to fight, to suffer in silence, to stick to a friend, to keep clear of falsehood, and to avoid 
associating with 'base men.' He is pledged to bring the boy back safe,
 or die on the field himself; and he is disgraced if the boy does not 
grow up to be a worthy and noble Dorian. In the rest of his relations 
with the squire, there is some sentiment which we cannot enter into: 
there were no women in the Dorian camps. It is the mixed gift of good 
and evil brought by the Dorian invaders to Greece, which the true 
Greek sometimes over-admired because it was so foreign to him -- 
self-mastery, courage, grossness, and pride, effective devotion to a 
narrow class and an uncivilised ideal. Our MSS. of Theognis come from a 
  collection made for educational purposes in the third century B.C., 
and show that state of interpolation which is characteristic of the 
schoolbook. Whole passages of Solon, Mimnermus, Tyrtæus, and another 
elegist Euênus, originally jotted on the margin for purposes of 
comparison, have now crept into the text. The order of the 'Gnomes' is
 confused; and we sometimes have what appear to be two separate 
versions of the same gnome, an original and an abbreviation. There is a
 certain blindness of frank pride and chivalry, a depth of hatred 
and love, and a sense of mystery, which make Theognis worthy of the 
name of poet.
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Rash, angry words, and spoken out of season,

												    When passion has usurp'd the throne of reason,

												    Have ruin'd many. Passion is unjust,

												    And for an idle, transitory gust

												    Of gratified revenge, dooms us to pay

											      With long repentence at a later day.


Beward Crafty Minds
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Let no persuasive art tempt you to place

												    Your confidence in crafty minds and base!

												    How can it answer? Will their help avail

												    When danger presses, and your foes assail?

												    The blessing which the gods in bounty send,

											      Will they consent to share it with a friend?

												 
												  No! to bestrew the waves with scatter'd grain,

												    To cultivate the surface of the main,

												    Is not a task more absolutely vain,

												    Than cultivating such allies as these,

												    Fickle and unproductive as the seas!

												  
												  Such are all baser minds; never at rest,

												    With new demands importunately press'd--

												    A new pretension or a new request;

												    Till, foil'd with a refusal of the last,

												    They disavow their obligations past.

												  
												  But brave and gallant hearts are cheaply gain'd--

												    Faithful adherents, easily retain'd;

												    Men that will never disavow the debt

											    Of gratitude, or cancel or forget.


Easy Friends
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Never engage with a poltroon or craven--

												    Avoid him, Kurnus, as a treach'rous haven!

												    These friends and hearty comrades, as you think,

												    (Ready to join you, when you feast and drink),

											      These easy friends from difficulty shrink.

											
												  For a shrewd intellect, the best employ

												    Is to detect a soul of base alloy;

												    No task is harder nor imports so much;

												    Silver or gold, you prove it by the touch;

												    You separate the pure, discard the dross,

												    And disregard the labour and the loss:

												    But a friend's heart, base and adulterate--

												    A friendly surface with a core of hate!

												    Of all the frauds with which the Fates have cursed

												    Our simple easy nature--is the worst:

												    Beyond the rest ruinous in effect;

												    And of all others hardest to detect:

												    For men's and women's hearts you cannot try

												    Beforehand, like the cattle that you buy.

												    Nor human wit nor reason, when you treat

												    For such a purpose, can escape deceit:

											    Fancy betrays us, and assists the cheat.


An Even Line
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I walk by rule and measure, and incline

												    To neither side, but take an even line;

												    Fix'd in a single purpose and design.

												    With learning's happy gifts to celebrate,

												    To civilize and dignify the State;

												    Not leaguing with the discontented crew,

											    Nor with the proud and arbitrary few.


Fame
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The generous and the brave, in common fame,

												    From time to time encounter praise or blame:

												    The vulgar pass unheeded; none escape

												    Scandal or insult in some form or shape.

												    Most fortunate are those, alive or dead,

											    Of whom the least is thought--the least is said.


Fate
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No costly sacrifice nor offerings given

												    Can change the purpose of the powers of Heaven;

												    Whatever Fate ordains, danger or hurt,

											    Or death predestined, nothing can avert.


Hope
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For human nature Hope remains alone

												    Of all the deities; the rest are flown.

												    Faith is departed; Truth and Honour dead;

												    And all the Graces too, my friends, are fled.

												    The scanty specimens of living worth,

												    Dwindled to nothing, and extinct on earth.

												    Yet whilst I live and view the light of heaven,

												    Since hope remains and never has been driven

												    From the distracted world--the single scope

												    Of my devotion is to worship Hope.

												    When hecatombs are slain, and altars burn,

												    When all the deities adored in turn,

												    Let Hope be present; and with Hope, my friend,

												    Let every sacrifice commence and end.

												    Yes, Insolence, Injustice, every crime,

												    Rapine and Wrong, may prosper for a time;

												    Yet shall they travel on to swift decay,

											    Who tread the crooked path and hollow way.


Human Nature
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Learn, Kurnus, learn to bear an easy mind;

												    Accommodate your humour to mankind

												    And human nature--take it as you find!

												    A mixture of ingredients, good or bad,

												    Such are we all, the best that can be had.

												    The best are found defective, and the rest,

												    For common use, are equal to the best.

												    Suppose it had been otherwise decreed--

											      How could the business of the world proceed?

											
												  Fairly examined, truly understood,

												    No man is wholly bad, nor wholly good,

												    Nor uniformly wise. In every case,

												    Habit and accident, and time, and place

											    Affect us:--'tis the nature of the race!


The Insolence of Wealth
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												  The gods send Insolence, to lead astray

												    The man whom Fortune and the Fates betray,

												    Predestined to precipitate decay.

												    Wealth nurses Insolence, and wealth, we find,

												    When coupled with a poor and paltry mind,

											      Is evermore with Insolence combined.

												  
												  Never in anger with the meaner sort

												    Be moved to a contemptuous, harsh retort,

												    Deriding their distresses; nor despise,

												    In hasty speech, their wants and miseries.

												  
												  Jove holds the balance, and the gods dispense

											    For all mankind, riches and indigence.


Learning and Wealth
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Learning and wealth the wise and wealthy find

												    Inadequate to satisfy the mind--

												    A craving eagerness remains behind;

												    Something is left for which we cannot rest,

												    And the last something always seems the best--

											    Something unknown, or something unpossessed.


On Arranged Marriage
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The daily marriages we make,

												    Where price is everything: for money's sake

												    Men marry; women are in marriage given.

												    The churl or ruffian that in wealth has thriven

												    May match his offspring with the proudest race;

											    Thus everything is mixed, noble and base!


On Inborn Traits
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To rear a child is easy, but to teach

												    Morals and manners is beyond our reach;

												    To make the foolish wise, the wicked good,

												    That science yet was never understood.

												    The sons of Esculapius, if their art

												    Could remedy a perverse and wicked heart,

												    Might earn enormous wages! But in fact

												    The mind is not compounded and compact

												    Of precept and example; human art

												    In human nature has no share or part.

												    Hatred of vice, the fear of shame and sin,

												    Are things of native growth, not grafted in:

												    Else wives and worthy parents might correct

												    In children's hearts each error and defect:

												    Whereas we see them disappointed still,

												    No scheme nor artifice of human skill

											      Can rectify the passions or the will.


The Poet and His Muse
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 You soar aloft, and over land and wave

												    Are borne triumphant on the wings I gave,

												    The swift and mighty wings, music and verse;

												    Your name in easy numbers smooth and terse,

												    Is wafted o'er the world; and heard among

												    At banquetings and feasts, chaunted and sung,

												    Heard and admir'd: the modulated air

												    Of flutes and voices of the young and fair

												    Recite it, and to future times shall tell;

												    When clos'd within the dark sepulchral cell

												    Your form shall moulder, and your empty ghost

												    Wander along the dreary Stygian coast,

												    Yet shall your memory flourish, fresh and young,

												    Recorded and reviv'd on every tongue,

												    In continents and islands, every place

											      That owns the language of the Grecian race!

												  
												  No purchas'd prowess of a racing steed,

												    But the triumphant muse, with airy speed,

												    Shall bear it wide and far, o'er land and main,

												    A glorious and unperishable strain;

												    A mighty prize, gratuitously won,

												    Fix'd as the earth, immortal as the sun!

												  
												  But for all this--no kindness in return!

												    No token or attention or concern!

												    Baffled and scorn'd, you treat me like a child,

												    From day to day, with empty words beguil'd.

												    Remember! common justice, common sense

												    Are the best blessings which the Gods dispense:

												    And each man has his object; all aspire

												    To something which they covet and desire.

												  
												  Like a fair courser, conqueror in the race,

												    Bound to a charioteer sordid and base,

												    I feel it with disdain; and many a day

											    Have long'd to break the curb and burst away.


Poverty
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For noble minds, the worst of miseries,

												    Worse than old age, or wearisome disease,

												    Is Poverty. From Poverty to flee,

												    From some tall precipice into the sea,

												    It were a fair escape to leap below!

												    In Poverty, dear Kyrnus, we forego

												    Freedom in word and deed, body and mind;

												    Action and thought are fetter'd and confin'd.

												    Let me then fly, dear Kyrnus, once again!

												    Wide as the limits of the land and main,

												    From these entanglements; with these in view,

											        Death is the lighter evil of the two.

											    


Pride and the State
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Pride and oppressive rule destroy'd the state

												    Of the Magnesians--Such was Smyrna's fate;

												    Smyrna the rich, and Colophon the great!

											    And ours, my friend, will follow, soon or late.


A Secret Spring
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While only I quaffed yonder secret spring,

												    'Twas clear and sweet to my imagining.

												    'Tis turbid now. Or it no more I drink,

											    But hang o'er other stream or river-brink.


Sumptuous Obsequies
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I envy not these sumptuous obsequies,

												    The stately car, the purple canopies;

												    Much better pleased am I, remaining here,

												    With cheaper equipage, and better cheer.

												    A couch of thorns, or an embroidered bed,

											    Are matters of indifference to the dead.


Sumptuous Obsequies
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I envy not these sumptuous obsequies,

												    The stately car, the purple canopies;

												    Much better pleased am I, remaining here,

												    With cheaper equipage, and better cheer.

												    A couch of thorns, or an embroidered bed,

											    Are matters of indifference to the dead.


A Time for Wine
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Now that in mid career, checking his force,

												    The bright sun pauses in his pride and force,

												    Let us prepare to dine; and eat and drink

												    The best of everything that heart can think:

												    And let the shapely Spartan damsel fair

												    Bring with a rounded arm and graceful air

												    Water to wash, and garlands for our hair:

												    In spite of all the systems and the rules

												    Invented and observed by sickly fools,

												    Let us be brave, and resolutely drink;

											    Not minding if the Dog-star rise or sink.


Wine
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My brain grows dizzy, whirled and overthrown

												    With wine: my senses are no more my own.

												    The ceiling and the walls are wheeling round!

												    But let me try! perhaps my feet are sound.

												    Let me retire with my remaining sense,

											    For fear of idle language and offence.


Worldly Wisdom
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The worldly-minded and the worldly wise,

												    In ignorance and arrogance, despise

												    All talents and attainments but their own;

												    Wisdom is their's, they think--and their's alone.

												    But no! the lessons of deceit and wrong,

												    In point of fact, are neither hard nor long:

												    And many know them; but a better will,

												    Prohibits some from practicing their skill--

											    Some have a taste for good, and some for ill.


 Simonides of Ceos
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On the day, it is said, that Tisias died, there was born in Keos the 
next great international lyrist of Greece, SIMÔNIDES ( 556-468 B.C.). A
 man of wide culture and sympathies, as well as great poetic power, he
 was soon famous outside the circle of Ionian islands. Old Xenophanes,
 who lived in Italy, and died before Simônides was thirty, had already
 time to denounce him as a well-known man. He travelled widely -- 
first, it is said, to Western Greece, at the invitation of 
Stêsichorus's compatriots; afterwards to the court of Hipparchus in 
Athens; and, on his patron's assassination, to the princes of 
Thessaly. At one time he crossed to Asia; during the Persian War he 
was where he should have been -- with the patriots. He ended his life 
with Æschylus, Pindar, Bacchylides, Epicharmus, and others, at the 
court of Hiero of Syracuse. If he was celebrated at thirty, in his 
old age he had an international position comparable perhaps to that of
 Voltaire. He was essentially o+̔σóøος, the wit, the poet, the friend 
of all the great ones of the earth, and their equal by his sheer force
 of intellect. His sayings were treasured, and his poems studied with 
  a verbal precision which suggests something like idolatry. Rumour 
loved to tell of his strange escape from shipwreck, and from the fall of
 the palace roof at Crannon, which killed most of Scopas's guests. He 
was certainly a man of rich and many-sided character; he
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Simônides's nephew, BACCHYLIDES, lived also at Hiero's court, and 
wrote under the influences both of his uncle and of Pindar. He was 
imitated by Horace, and admired for his moral tone by the Emperor Julian
 -- a large share of 'immortality' for one who is generally reckoned  
 a second-class poet. And it appears that more is in store for him. The British Museum has recently acquired a papyrus of the 
first century B.C., containing several epinikian odes of Bacchylides 
intact, as well as some fresh fragments. It would be an ungracious 
reception to a new-comer so illustrious in himself, to wish that he 
had been some one else-Alcæus, for instance, or Sappho or Simônides.
 But we may perhaps hope that the odes will not all be about the 
Games, as Pindar's are. The headings of three of them, 'Theseus,' 'Io,' 
and 'Idas,' seem to suggest a more varied prospect; but similar titles
 are sometimes found in MSS. of Pindar, and merely serve to indicate
 the myths which the particular 'Epinîkoi', contain. The longest of the 
new odes is in honour of Hiero, and celebrates the same victory as 
Pindar's first Olympian -- a poem, by the way, which has been 
thought to contain an unkind reflection upon Bacchylides. The style is 
said to be much simpler than Pindar's, though it shows the ordinary 
lyric fondness for strange compound words, such as μεγιστοFáνασσα. The
 most interesting of the fragments heretofore published is in praise of Peace.


Athena
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Folded arms and sauntering pace

												    Come not nigh this holy place.

												    She whose image here is seen,

												    Golden-Ægis-bearing queen,

												    Dread Itonia, doth ordain

												    For the suppliants at her fane

												    Other services than these--

											      Tributes rare from bended knees.


The Cloud of Fate
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Peaceful wealth, or painful toil,

												    Chance of war, or civil broil,

												    'Tis not for man's feeble race

												    These to shun, or those embrace.

												    But that all-disposing Fate

												    Which presides o'er mortal state,

												    Where it listeth, casts its shroud

											    Of impenetrable cloud.


The High Immortal Gods are Free
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The high immortal gods are free

												    From taint of man's infirmity;

												    Nor pale diseases round them wait,

											      Nor pain distracts their tranquil state.


Not to be Born 'twere Best
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Not to be born 'twere best,

												    Nor view the light of the sun;

												    Since to be ever blest

												    Is given to none:

												    And Fate deals out his share,

											      To each alike, of pain and care.


Of Happiness to Mortal Man
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Of happiness to mortal man

												  One is the road, and one the goal--

												    To keep unburthen'd, all he can,

												    From loads of care the tranquil soul.

												    But whoso toileth night and day,

												    Nor day nor night permits sweet rest.

												    To steal him from himself away,

												    Or still the fever of his breast,

												    Nought will it profit, though he bear

												    On gloomy brow the stamp of care.

											    


Peace in all Her Sweetness Hail
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Peace in all her sweetness hail!

												    No more the clarions ravish sleep;

												    Red rust-stains o'er the lances creep;

												    Gray spider-meshes gather on the mail:

												    Glad youths with girls the Comus-carols share;

												    In our feastful bowers

												    Song puts forth her flowers:

											    Peace with thy children, hail! Hail, Wealth and Order fair!


Peace on Earth
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To mortal men Peace giveth these good things:

												    Wealth, and the flowers of honey-throated song;

												    The flame that springs

												    On craven altars from fat sheep and kine,

												    Slain to the gods in heaven; and, all day long,

												    Games for gold youths, and flutes, and wreaths, and circling wine.

												    Then in the steely shield swart spiders weave

												    Their web and dusky woof:

												    Rust to the pointed spear and sword doth cleave;

												    The brazen trump sounds no alarms;

												    Nor is sleep harried from our eyes aloof,

												    But with sweet rest my bosom warms:

												    The streets are thronged with lovely men and young,

											      And hymns in praise of boys like flames to heaven are flung.


Theseus
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Blue shadows wreathed the galley's prow that bore

												    Twice seven Attic youth, a glorious train

												    For Theseus, captain of the brunt of war,

											      Over the Cretan main.

											
												  The North wind filled the shining sails above,

												    Thanks to the bucklered Goddess of the Fight;

												    But Minos' heart was sore with pains of Love,

												    Love brow-bound with delight.

												  
												  Sweet Eriboea! he refrained no more

												    His hands, he touched her cheek of virgin white:

												    "Son of Pandion, save!" Her cries implore

												    The brazen-armoured knight.

												  
												  Theseus had seen; beneath his frowning brow

												    Dark rolls the sudden anger of his eyes;

												    Hard in his heart the stab of grief: "How now!

												    Son of great Zeus," he cries,

												  
												  "No more thine unpermitted humour's course

											      Within thyself thou governest aright;

											      Hold, Prince, I charge thee, thy presuming force!

											      Not against Fate we fight:

												  
												  "All that the God's appointment and decree,

											      All that the scales of Justice shall require,

											      We will fulfil whene'er the hour may be;

											      Stay but thy fell desire.

												  
												  "What thought the princess of the lovely name

											      Bedded to Zeus in Ida gave thee birth,

											      To be the first of all the world in fame?

											      Am I as nothing worth?

												  
												  "--I whom the child of treasured Pittheus bare

											      To one whose reign doth all the seas enfold?

											      Nymphs of the deep with violet-coloured hair

											      Gave her a veil of gold.

												  
												  "Therefore, great Captain of the Cnosian men,

											      Forfend the grievous quarrel! Yon dear light

											      Of day I would not choose to see again,

											      Should'st thou do rude despite

												  
												  "To one of these:--Oh, better combat's chance--

  A challenge!--God shall judge the issue true!"

												    So said the valiant master of the lance:

												    Fear fell on all the crew,

												  
												  Fear for the overboldness of the man.

												    Then in his soul the son-in-law of the Sun

												    Was angry, and he schemed an evil plan,

												    And prayed, "Most Mighty One,

												  
												  "Hear, Father Zeus! If thou'rt my sire indeed,

											      Of the white-wristed Tyrian's child true sire,

											      Give me a visible sign! Send down with speed

											      The lightning's tress of fire!

												  
												  "Prince, if Troezenian Aethra mothered thee

											      Got by Poseidon, Shaker of the Earth,

											      Cast thyself boldly down into the sea,

											      His home who gave thee birth!

												  
												  "Fetch me this golden jewel from my hand

											      Out of the deep! Soon shalt thou be aware

											      Whether the Lord of Thunder, whose command

											      Rules all, will hear my prayer."

												  
												  Zeus to that high request his ear inclined,

												    And with peculiar praise to magnify

												    His son, and give a sign to all mankind,

												    Did lighten in the sky.

												  
												  Then at the welcome sign the Warrior-King

												    Spreading his palms to hallowed heaven-wide,

												    "Theseus, the grace of God is in this thing

"Made manifest," he cried.

												  
												  "Go, get thee down into the sounding swell!

											      Surely the God thy father shall upraise

											      In all the wooded earth for thee as well

											      Exceeding glory and praise."

												  
												  But Theseus at the word, no whit unmanned,

												    Turnèd not back in spirit: on deck he stood

												    Poised for a leap, and passed within the bland

												    Sanctuary of the flood.

												  
												  The son of Zeus was merry in his mind;

												    The tight ship to the breeze he bade them lay;

												    Fast flew the keel, the strong North drove behind:

												    But Fate ruled not the way.

												  
												  All the Athenians trembled when the first

												    Knight of their number seaward sprang, the tear

												    Ran down smooth faces, waiting for the worst

												    In heavy hopeless fear.

												  
												  But quick the dolphin-people of the deep

												    Down to his father's vasty dwelling steered;

												    He saw the state the Gods of Ocean keep,

												    And at the sight he feared:

												  
												  The daughters of the blessed Nereus there

												    Beamed from their radiant limbs a fiery blaze,

												    Ribbons of golden web reeled round their hair,

												    All dancing in a maze

												  
												  Of fluent feet for pleasure; and he saw

												    His father's wife the Lady Amphitrite,

												    Eyed like an ox--a Goddess throned for awe

												    In chambers of delight.

												  
												  She flung about him purple raiment brave,

												    Over his curls a perfect wreath she laid,

												    The wedding-gift that cozening Venus gave,

												    Thick roses in a braid.

												  
												  The thing God wills, the wise man never deems

												    Beyond belief. Close by the slender stern

												    The Prince appeared, and O the world of schemes

												    He slit by that return,

												  
												  Miraculous from the deep! Bright maids arow

												    Sang for surprise and joy--Upon his limbs

												    Shone gifts of Gods!--laud sang the lads also--

												    The sea was loud with hymns.

											    
												    * * *

											    

												  We came from Ceos with a song and dance:

											      Lord God of Delos be well pleased this day,

											      Send us the conduct of thy lucky chance

										        To help us on our way.
									            


Truth
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As gold the Lydian touch-stone tries,

												    So man--the virtuous, valiant, wise--

												    Must to all-powerful Truth submit

											      His virtue, valour, and his wit.


The Oresteia (Aeschylus)
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