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            Some say an army of horsemen,
            some of footsoldiers, some of ships,
            is the fairest thing on the black earth,
            but I say it is what one loves.
5          It’s very easy to make this clear
            to everyone, for Helen,
            by far surpassing mortals in beauty,
            left the best of all husbands
            and sailed to Troy,
10        mindful of neither her child
            nor her dear parents, but
            with one glimpse she was seduced by
            Aphrodite. For easily bent...
            and nimbly...[missing text]...
15        has reminded me now
            of Anactoria who is not here;
            I would much prefer to see the lovely
            way she walks and the radiant glance of her face
            than the war-chariots of the Lydians or
20        their footsoldiers in arms.

 
· Sappho, poem 16 (translated by Julia Dubnoff)

            “But my tongue is frozen in silence;
10        instantly a delicate flame runs beneath my skin;
            with my eyes I see nothing;
            my ears make a whirring noise.
            A cold sweat covers me,
            trembling seizes my body,
15        and I am greener than grass.
            Lacking but little of death do I seem”

· Sappho, poem 31, lines 9-16 (translated by Julia Dubnoff)




Honestly, I wish I were dead.
Weeping many tears, she left me and said,
“Alas, how terribly we suffer, Sappho.
I really leave you against my will.”
And I answered: “Farewell, go and remember me.
You know how we cared for you.
If not, I would remind you
 ...of our wonderful times.
For by my side you put on
many wreaths of roses
and garlands of flowers
around your soft neck.
And with precious and royal perfume
you anointed yourself.
On soft beds you satisfied your passion.
And there was no dance,
no holy place
from which we were absent.”

- Sappho, poem 19 (frag.), (translated by Julia Dubnoff)

Like a hyacinth
in the mountains
that shepherds crush underfoot.
Even on the ground
a purple flower
· Sappho, poem 24 (frag.) (translated by Julia Dubnoff)

“One of the Saians (Thracian tribe) now delights in the shield I discarded
Unwillingly near a bush, for it was perfectly good,
But at least I got myself safely out. Why should I care for that shield?
Let it go. Some other time I'll find another no worse.”

- Archilochus’ famous Shield Elegy, translated by Douglas Gerber

A man who's with a woman can't get through a single day without a troubled mind.
He'll never banish Hunger from his house: unwelcome, hateful lodger, hostile god. 
(105) Just when a man seems most content at home and ready for enjoyment, by the grace
of god or man, that's when she'll pick a fight, her battle-helmet flashing, full of blame. 
A household with a woman is at a loss (110) to give a decent welcome to a guest. 
The wife who seems the most restrained and good, she's the most disastrous of them all;
for while her slack-jawed husband gapes at her
the neighbors (sic) laugh at how he's been deceived. 
(115) Each man will diligently praise his own
and blame the next man's wife; we just don't see that we all share alike in this hard luck.
For Zeus made this the greatest pain of all
and locked us in a shackle hard as iron 
(120) and never to be broken, ever since
the day that Hades opened up his gates
for all the men who fought that woman's war. 
- Semonides, poem 7 lines 101-123 (translated by Diane Arnson Svarlien)
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