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Sappho’s ‘Hymn to Aphrodite’
(transl. Martine Cuypers)

Immortal Aphrodite of the dazzling throne,
child of Zeus, weaver of wiles: | beg you,
mistress, do not pain my heart

with anguish and disturbance.

Come here, if ever at some other time

from far away you heard my cries

and came to me. You left your father
and his golden house, and

yoked your chariot. Lovely sparrows

bore you speedily across dark earth

with whirring wings, down from heaven,
straight through the sky;

and there they were. You smiled, bless you,
with your immortal countenance and asked:
what was it now that was the matter?

why was it now that | was calling?

what was it most that in my crazy heart

| wanted to accomplish? “Who is it now

| should entice into your love? Who is it,
Sappho, wrongs you?

“For if she flees, soon she will chase you;

offer you gifts, not spurn your presents.

Does she reject you? Soon she will love you,
whether she wants it or not!”

So, goddess, also help me now;
come free me from my heavy sorrows.
All my heart’s desires fulfil,

my trusted ally always.



