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SAPPHO 
 

 
WHAT IS BEST 
 
Some celebrate the beauty 
of knights, or infantry,  
or billowing flotillas 
at battle on the sea. 
Warfare has its glory,  
but I place far above 
these military splendors 
the one thing that you love. 
 
 
For proof of this contention 
examine history:  
we all remember Helen,  
who left her family,  
her child, and royal husband,  
to take a stranger's hand:  
her beauty had no equal,  
but bowed to love's command. 
 

http://hallofpeople.com/
http://hallofpeople.com/en/bio/Sappho.php


As love then is the power 
that none can disobey,  
so too my thoughts must follow 
my darling far away:  
the sparkle of her laughter 
would give me greater joy 
than all the bronze-clad heroes  
 
  



 

THE EQUAL WITH THE GODS MAN. 
  
He’s equal with the Gods, that man 
Who sits across from you, 
Face to face, close enough, to sip 
Your voice’s sweetness, 
  
And what excites my mind, 
Your laughter, glittering. So, 
When I see you, for a moment, 
My voice goes, 
  
My tongue freezes. Fire, 
Delicate fire, in the flesh. 
Blind, stunned, the sound 
Of thunder, in my ears. 
 
 Shivering with sweat, cold 
Tremors over the skin, 
I turn the colour of dead grass, 
And I’m an inch from dying. 
  



 

SOME SAY HORSEMEN, SOME SAY WARRIORS 
  
Some say horsemen, some say warriors, 
Some say a fleet of ships is the loveliest 
Vision in this dark world, but I say it’s 
What you love. 
  
It’s easy to make this clear to everyone, 
Since Helen, she who outshone 
All others in beauty, left 
A fine husband, 
  
And headed for Troy 
Without a thought for 
Her daughter, her dear parents… 
Led astray…. 
  
And I recall Anaktoria, whose sweet step 
Or that flicker of light on her face, 
I’d rather see than Lydian chariots 
Or the armed ranks of the hoplites. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

GLITTERING-MINDED DEATHLESS APHRODITE 
  
Glittering-Minded deathless Aphrodite, 
I beg you, Zeus’s daughter, weaver of snares, 
Don’t shatter my heart with fierce 
Pain, goddess, 
  
But come now, if ever before 
You heard my voice, far off, and listened, 
And left your father’s golden house, 
And came, 
  
Yoking your chariot. 
 Lovely the swift 
Sparrows that brought you over black earth 
A whirring of wings through mid-air 
Down the sky. 
  
They came. And you, sacred one, 
Smiling with deathless face, asking 
What now, while I suffer: why now 
I cry out to you, again: 
  
What now I desire above all in my mad heart.  
‘Whom now, shall I persuade 
To admit you again to her love, 
Sappho, who wrongs you now? 



  
If she runs now she’ll follow later, 
If she refuses gifts she’ll give them. 
If she loves not, now, she’ll soon 
Love against her will.’ 
  
Come to me now, then, free me 
From aching care, and win me 
All my heart longs to win. You, 
Be my friend. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 


