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Πιετά (Αποκαθήλωση) 
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From Sistine Chapel 
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LOVE'S JUSTIFICATION 

 

YES! hope may with my strong desire keep pace, 

And I be undeluded, unbetrayed: 

For if of our affections none find grace 

In sight of Heaven, then wherefore hath God made 

The world which we inhabit? Better plea 

Love cannot have, than that in loving thee 

Glory to that eternal peace is paid, 

Who such divinity to thee imparts 

As hallows and makes pure all gentle hearts. 

His hope is treacherous only whose love dies 

With beauty, which is varying every hour; 

But, in chaste hearts uninfluenced by the power 

Of outward change, there blooms a deathless flower, 

That breathes on earth the air of paradise. 

 

Translated in Eglish by  William Wordsworth (1770-1850). 

 

 



ON THE BRINK OF DEATH 

 

NOW hath my life across a stormy sea 

Like a frail bark reached that wide port where all 

Are bidden, ere the final reckoning fall 

Of good and evil for eternity. 

Now know I well how that fond phantasy 

Which made my soul the worshiper and thrall 

Of earthly art, is vain; how criminal 

Is that which all men seek unwillingly. 

Those amorous thoughts which were so lightly dressed, 

What are they when the double death is nigh? 

The one I know for sure, the other dread. 

Painting nor sculpture now can lull to rest 

My soul that turns to His great love on high, 

Whose arms to clasp us on the cross were spread. 

 

 

Translated  by John Addington Symonds (1840-1893). 

 



 

THE DOOM OF BUTY 

 

CHOICE soul, in whom, as in a glass, we see, 

Mirrored in thy pure form and delicate, 

What beauties heaven and nature can create, 

The paragon of all their works to be! 

Fair soul, in whom love, pity, piety, 

Have found a home, as from thy outward state 

We clearly read, and are so rare and great 

That they adorn none other like to thee! 

Love takes me captive; beauty binds my soul; 

Pity and mercy with their gentle eyes 

Wake in my heart a hope that cannot cheat. 

What law, what destiny, what fell control, 

What cruelty, or late or soon, denies 

That death should spare perfection so complete? 

 

Translated by John Addington Symonds (1840-1893). 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 


