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Sir Thomas Wyatt  (1503-1542) (luminarium.org)
THE LOVER DESPAIRING TO ATTAIN UNTO

HIS LADY'S GRACE RELINQUISHETH THE PURSUIT. 
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HOSO list to hunt ? I know where is an 
        hind !
   But as for me, alas !  I may no more,
The vain travail hath wearied me so sore ;
I am of them that furthest come behind.
Yet may I by no means my wearied mind
Draw from the deer ; but as she fleeth afore
Fainting I follow ; I leave off therefore,
Since in a net I seek to hold the wind.
Who list her hunt, I put him out of doubt
As well as I, may spend his time in vain !
And graven with diamonds in letters plain,
There is written her fair neck round about ;
    ' Noli me tangere ; for Cæsar's I am,
And wild for to hold, though I seem tame.'

[Thought to be about Anne Boleyn, with whom    Wyatt had a relationship before the King 
     became interested in her.
Noli me tangere, "touch me not." ]


Sir Philip Sidney (1554-1586): Astrophel and Stella (sonnet sequence, composed 1681-83, publ. 1591)   
Sonnet V
It is most true—that eyes are formed to serve
The inward light; and that the heavenly part
Ought to be King; from whose rules, who doth swerve,
(Rebels to Nature) strive for their own smart:
     It is most true—what we call Cupid's dart,
An image is; which for ourselves we carve,
And, fools! adore, in temple of our heart;
Till that good God make church and churchman starve:
     True—that true beauty, Virtue is indeed;
Whereof this beauty can be but a shade,
Which elements with mortal mixture breed:
True—that on earth, we are but pilgrims made;
     And should in soul, up to our country move:
True—and yet true, that I must Stella love.

Sonnet VI

Some lovers speak, when they their Muses entertain,
Of hopes begot by fear, of wot not what desires,
Of force of heavenly beams, infusing hellish pain,
Of living deaths, dear wounds, fair storms and freezing fires.
    Someone his song in Jove, and Jove's strange tales, attires,
Bordered with bulls and swans, powdered with golden rain;
Another, humbler, wit to shepherd's pipe retires,
Yet hiding royal blood full oft in rural vein.
    To some a sweetest plaint a sweetest style affords,
    While tears pour out his ink, and sighs breathe out his words:
His paper pale dispair, and pain his pen doth move.
    I can speak what I feel, and feel as much as they,
    But think that all the map of my state I display,
When trembling voice brings forth that I do Stella love.

Sonnet LXXI

     Who will in fairest book of Nature know
How virtue may best lodg'd in beauty be,
Let him but learn of Love to read in thee,
     Stella, those fair lines which true goodness show:
     There shall he find all vices overthrow,
Not by rude force, but sweetest sovereignty
Of reason, from whose light those night-birds fly;
     That inward sun in thine eyes shineth so.
And not content to be Perfection's heir
     Thyself, dost strive all minds that way to move:
Who mark in thee what is in thee most fair:
     So while thy beauty draws the heart to love,
As fast thy virtue bends that love to good:
But, ah! Desire still cries, Give me some food.

Edmund Spenser (cca.1552-1599): AMORETTI

(source: theotherpages.com, publ. 1595)

	SONNET. LXVII.

LYKE as a huntsman after weary chace,
  Seeing the game from him escapt away:
  sits downe to rest him in some shady place,
  with panting hounds beguiled of their pray.
So after long pursuit and vaine assay,
  when I all weary had the chace forsooke,
  the gentle deare returnd the selfe-same way,
  thinking to quench her thirst at the next brooke.
There she beholding me with mylder looke,
 sought not to fly, but fearelesse still did bide:
 till I in hand her yet halfe trembling tooke,
 and with her owne goodwill hir fyrmely   tyde.
Strange thing me seemd to see a beast so wyld,
so goodly wonne with her owne will beguyld.

(Renascence Editions)
	LXVII
Like as a huntsman after weary chase, 

Seeing the game from him escaped away, 

Sits down to rest him in some shady place, 

With panting hounds beguiled of their pray: 

So after long pursuit and vain assay, 

When I all weary had the chase forsook, 

The gentle deer returned the self-same way, 

Thinking to quench her thirst at the next brook. 

There she beholding me with milder look, 

Sought not to fly, but fearless still did bide: 

Till I in hand her yet half-trembling took, 

And with her own goodwill here firmly tied. 

Strange thing me seemed to see a beast so wild, 

So goodly won with her own will beguiled. 



	LXXV
One day I wrote her name upon the strand, 

But came the waves and washed it away: 

Again I wrote it with a second hand, 

But came the tide, and made my pains his    prey. 

Vain man, said she, that doest in vain assay, 

A mortal thing so to immortalize, 

For I myself shall like to this decay, 

And eek my name be wiped out likewise. 

No so, (quod I) let baser things devise 

To die in dust, but you shall live by fame: 

My verse, your virtues rare shall eternize, 

And in the heavens write your glorious name. 

        Where whenas death shall all the world         subdue,          
       Our love shall live, and later life renew.


	Homokba írtam kedvesem nevét,
de jött a hullám s rajzom elsöpörte:
leírtam újra minden betűjét,
de jött a dagály s munkám eltörölte.
Hiú ember, hiú vágy - szólt pörölve
a lány - megfogni a pillanatot,
hisz magam is így omlok egykor össze
és nevemmel együtt elpusztulok.
Tévedsz! - felelte: - híred élni fog,
ami porba hal, az csak földi lom,
szépséged a dalaimban lobog
s dicső neved a mennybe fölírom.
           S ott szerelmünk, bár minden sírba hull,
           örökké él s örökké megujul.


William Shakespeare (1564-1616): SONNETS
(source: www.shakespeares-sonnets.com and www.mek.oszk.hu )

1609 Quarto page and Dedication, 154 sonnets. ’Fair Youth’, ’Dark Lady’
	


	




75

	So are you to my thoughts as food to life,
Or as sweet-season'd showers are to the ground;
And for the peace of you I hold such strife
As 'twixt a miser and his wealth is found.
Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure;
Now counting best to be with you alone,
Then better'd that the world may see my pleasure:
Sometime all full with feasting on your sight,
And by and by clean starved for a look;
Possessing or pursuing no delight
Save what is had, or must from you be took.
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day,
Or gluttoning on all, or all away.
	Az vagy nekem, mint testnek a kenyér
S tavaszi zápor fűszere a földnek;
Lelkem miattad örök harcban él,
Mint fösvény, kit pénze gondja öl meg;

Csupa fény és boldogság büszke elmém,
Majd fél: az idő ellop, eltemet;
Csak az enyém légy, néha azt szeretném,
Majd, hogy a világ lássa kincsemet;

Arcod varázsa csordultig betölt
S egy pillantásodért is sorvadok;
Nincs más, nem is akarok más gyönyört,
Csak amit tőled kaptam s még kapok.

Koldus-szegény királyi gazdagon,
Részeg vagyok és mindig szomjazom.




129

	The expense of spirit in a waste of shame
Is lust in action: and till action, lust
Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame,
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust;
Enjoyed no sooner but despised straight;
Past reason hunted; and no sooner had,
Past reason hated, as a swallowed bait,
On purpose laid to make the taker mad.
Mad in pursuit and in possession so;
Had, having, and in quest to have extreme;
A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe;
Before, a joy proposed; behind a dream.
All this the world well knows; yet none knows well
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.
	A szellemet mocsokban tékozolni
Kéj, amíg tesszük; s már előtte kéj,
Becstelen, gyilkos, véres, szörnyű, talmi,
Vad, állati és hazug szenvedély;

Mihelyt élvezted, már csömöre éget;
Észbontó inger, s mihelyt megkapod,
Észbontó undor, mint lenyelt csalétek,
Mely őrjíti, akit csábított;

Őrjít, ha elérted, s ha csak kívánod;
Vágyd, élvezd, ott hagyd: érzed viharát;
Próbálva áldás, kipróbáltan átok;
Előbb ígért üdv, aztán délibáb.

Mindezt tudjuk; de kerülni ki tudja
A mennyországot, mely e pokol útja?




130

	My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red, than her lips red:
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damasked, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound:
I grant I never saw a goddess go, 
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:
And yet by heaven, I think my love as rare,
As any she belied with false compare.
	Úrnőm szeme nem nap, sehogyse; rőt
Ajkánál a rőt koráll ragyogóbb.
Fehér a hó? Az ő keble sötét.
Drót a haj? A haja fekete drót.

Láttam rózsát, fehéret s pirosat,
De az ő arcán bizony sohase;
S némely párfőm gyönyöre csábosabb,
Mint amilyen úrnőm lehelete.

Szívesen hallgatom - de tudom, a
Muzsikaszó sokkal zengzetesebb;
Istennőt járni nem láttam soha -
Az én úrnőm a földön jár, ha megy;

Mégis ér annyit nekem, mint akit
Hazug hasonlat mennyekbe röpít.




144

	Two loves I have of comfort and despair,
Which like two spirits do suggest me still:
The better angel is a man right fair,
The worser spirit a woman coloured ill.
To win me soon to hell, my female evil,
Tempteth my better angel from my side,
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,
Wooing his purity with her foul pride.
And whether that my angel be turned fiend,
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell;
But being both from me, both to each friend,
I guess one angel in another's hell:
Yet this shall I ne'er know, but live in doubt, 
Till my bad angel fire my good one out.
	Két szerelmem van, az gyötör s vigasztal;
Szellemük szüntelen hajtóerő;
Gyönyörű férfi az egyik, az angyal,
Az ártóbb szellem egy rút-színű nő.

Hogy pokolra vigyen, a női rossz
Csalja tőlem lelkem angyal-barátját
S szemem sátánná rontani gonosz
Fénnyel hálózza annak tisztaságát.

S hogy az az angyal ördög lett-e már,
Még nem tudhatom, szívem csak gyanít,
De mert távol - és együtt - van a pár,
Sejtem: megjárták egymás poklait.

De ez titok; s nem tudom meg, mi hogy van,
Míg a Jó el nem hamvad a Gonoszban.




EXTRA: the Petrarchan blazon
Lynche, Diella III. (1596)

My mistress’ snow-white skin doth much excel

The pure-soft woll Arcadian sheep do bear;

Her hair exceeds gold forced in smallest wire,

In smaller threads than those Arachne spun;

Her eyes are crystal fountains, yet dart fire

More glorious to behold than midday sun;

Her ivory front, (though soft as purest silk)

Looks like the table of Olympic Jove,

Her cheeks are like ripe cherries laid in milk,

Her alabaster neck the throne of Love;

Her other parts so far excel the rest,

That wanting words, they cannot be expressed.
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