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HYMN TO APHRODITE 
 Homer, trans. Jules Cashford 
 
 
I shall sing of the Cytherean 
born in Cyprus 
 
who gives such gentle gifts 
to mortals. 
 
Her lovely face is always smiling 
and lovely is the bloom that plays upon it. 
 
I greet you, goddess, 
 
Queen of Salamis 
with its strong buildings, 
 
Queen of Cyprus 
set in the sea. 
 
Grant me an enchanting song. 
 
And now I shall remember you 
and another song too. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Source: Homeric Hymns, 2003, Penguin Classics  
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ODE I. 11 
 Horace, trans. Burton Raffel 
 
 
Leucon, no one’s allowed to know his fate, 
Not you, not me: don’t ask, don’t hunt for answers 
In tea leaves or palms. Be patient with whatever comes. 
This could be our last winter, it could be many 
More, pounding the Tuscan Sea on these rocks: 
Do what you must, be wise, cut your vines 
And forget about hope. Time goes running, even 
As we talk. Take the present, the future’s no one’s affair. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Source: The Complete Odes and Epodes, 2008, Oxford UP  
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OLYMPIAN 11 
 Pindar, trans. Anthony Verity 
 
 

For Hagesidamus of Western Locri, winner in the boys’ boxing 
 
There is a time when men’s greatest need is for winds, 
and another for the waters of heaven, rainy children of the clouds. 
But if a man wins success by his own efforts, 
then honey-sweet songs are a prelude to later words of praise, 
and a sure pledge of great achievements to come. 
For Olympic victors, such praise is stored up beyond the reach of envy. 
My tongue wishes to shepherd this praise; 
but it is only through a god’s agency 
that a man’s poetic skill grows to fruition. 
 
Hagesidamus, son of Archestratus, 
you should know that to extol your boxing victory 
I shall add a sweet-voiced adornment to your crown of golden olive, 
and thus honour the people of Western Locri. 
Muses, join in their triumphal revels; 
I promise it will be no inhospitable folk, 
nor people unacquainted with beauty that you will meet, 
but men highly skilled in poetry, and fine spearmen too. 
Truly, neither the ruddy fox nor the loud-roaring lion 
can change its inborn nature. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Source: The Complete Odes, 2007, Oxford UP  
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ODE TO A NIGHTINGALE 
 John Keats 
 
 
My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 
         My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk, 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 
         One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk: 
‘Tis not through envy of thy happy lot, 
         But being too happy in thine happiness,— 
                That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees 
                        In some melodious plot 
         Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
                Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 
 
O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been 
         Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth, 
Tasting of Flora and the country green, 
         Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth! 
O for a beaker full of the warm South, 
         Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 
                With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
                        And purple-stained mouth; 
         That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 
                And with thee fade away into the forest dim: 
 
Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
         What thou among the leaves hast never known, 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret 
         Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs, 
         Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies; 
                Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
                        And leaden-eyed despairs, 
         Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
                Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 
 
Away! away! for I will fly to thee, 
         Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards, 
But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 
         Though the dull brain perplexes and retards: 
Already with thee! tender is the night, 
         And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
                Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays; 
                        But here there is no light, 
         Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
                Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 

(continue with stanza break) 
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I cannot see what flowers are at my feet, 
         Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, 
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
         Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 
         White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; 
                Fast fading violets cover'd up in leaves; 
                        And mid-May's eldest child, 
         The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 
                The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 
 
Darkling I listen; and, for many a time 
         I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme, 
         To take into the air my quiet breath; 
                Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 
         To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 
                While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
                        In such an ecstasy! 
         Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 
                   To thy high requiem become a sod. 
 
Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird! 
         No hungry generations tread thee down; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
         In ancient days by emperor and clown: 
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
         Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
                She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 
                        The same that oft-times hath 
         Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam 
                Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 
 
Forlorn! the very word is like a bell 
         To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
         As she is fam'd to do, deceiving elf. 
Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades 
         Past the near meadows, over the still stream, 
                Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep 
                        In the next valley-glades: 
         Was it a vision, or a waking dream? 
                Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep? 
 
 
 
 

Source: Open-Source  
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TO AUTUMN 
 John Keats 
 
 
Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness, 
   Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun; 
Conspiring with him how to load and bless 
   With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run; 
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees, 
   And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core; 
      To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
   With a sweet kernel; to set budding more, 
And still more, later flowers for the bees, 
Until they think warm days will never cease, 
      For summer has o'er-brimm'd their clammy cells. 
 
Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store? 
   Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor, 
   Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind; 
Or on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep, 
   Drows'd with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
      Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers: 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 
   Steady thy laden head across a brook; 
   Or by a cyder-press, with patient look, 
      Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 
 
Where are the songs of spring? Ay, Where are they? 
   Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,— 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day, 
   And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
   Among the river sallows, borne aloft 
      Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn; 
   Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft 
   The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft; 
      And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Source: Open-Source  
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POEM TO MY UTERUS 
 Lucille Clifton 
 
 
you     uterus  
you have been patient  
as a sock  
while i have slippered into you  
my dead and living children  
now  
they want to cut you out  
stocking i will not need  
where i am going  
where am i going  
old girl  
without you  
uterus  
my bloody print  
my estrogen kitchen  
my black bag of desire  
where can i go  
barefoot  
without you  
where can you go  
without me 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Source: The Collected Poems of Lucille Clifton, 1991 BOA Editions  
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ODE TO THE MAGGOT 
 Yusef Komunyakaa 
 
 
Brother of the blowfly 
And godhead, you work magic 
Over battlefields, 
In slabs of bad pork 
 
And flophouses. Yes, you 
Go to the root of all things. 
You are sound & mathematical. 
Jesus, Christ, you’re merciless 
 
With the truth. Ontological & lustrous, 
You cast spells on beggars & kings 
Behind the stone door of Caesar’s tomb 
Or split trench in a field of ragweed. 
 
No decree or creed can outlaw you 
As you take every living thing apart. Little 
Master of earth, no one gets to heaven 
Without going through you first. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Source: The Threepenny Review, Spring 1992 
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ODE TO MY NON-ARABIC LOVER 
 Zeina Hashem Beck 
 
 
I couldn’t love you, you see, even though 
I love you. Soon it will be too late, too dark, 
even at midday, and I will forget 
my English. It’s one thing to make love 
and say yes say more 
in your language, but how will I ever translate 
my Arab anger, my alliterations, those rough sounds 
that scratch their way out of my throat, 
which you will merely find sexy? 
And yes I know you could learn 
your Fairuzes and your Umm Kulthums, 
your curse words, your Beiruts, your Niles, 
your street names ad your yallas. But what will happen when 
 
I begin to lose this English I’ve trained myself to speak? 
I’m already old and walk night corridors, 
whispering things even I don’t get 
in a language you don’t understand, 
following sunlit Sundays to long tables 
under the shade of grape vines and the smell 
of raw meat and arak. You will get bored 
of all these songs stamping their dabkeh 
inside my head, Walak ooff ooff ooff 
do not call me cruel, 
say I love my language more than my love, 
my love. I don’t. You see? 
I’m already tired and you already 
mistranslate. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Source: Louder than Hearts, 2017, Bauhan Publishing  
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ODE OF WITHERED CLEAVAGE 
 Sharon Olds 
 
 
When I saw it for the first time, 
I was baffled that anyone would walk out her door 
showing that—the vines, the snakes, 
the ripples, the nest of nestlings’ necks! 
And to think that on an ancestor 
of that—if withered cleavage is 
a descendant of fresh, young breasts— 
I had spent some early hours of my life, 
learning to adore the curves of the creamy 
moon. My mother’s desire to be touched, 
late in her life, was so intense I could 
almost hear it, like a keening from the hundred little 
purselets of each nipple, each like a  
rose-red eraser come alive and starvacious. 
And now my own declivity is 
arroyoing, and if I live long enough 
my chest over my breastbone may look like 
an internal organ, a heart trailing its 
arteries and veins. I want to praise 
what goes one way, what never recovers. 
I want to live to an age when I look 
hardly human, I want to love them 
equally, birth and its daughter and 
mother, death. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Source: Odes, 2016, Knopf  
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ODE TO DALYA’S BALD SPOT 
 Angel Nafis 
 
 
my sister wraps the throw 
around herself on the small 
cream loveseat & i know 
for sure that she is not 
a speck of dirt on a pill. 
she coughs & sniffs up all 
the lucky air in the room 
into her excellent nostrils, 
which are endless 
holy wells replenishing 
the soft architecture of her guts. 
not even the lupus can interrupt 
this ritual of beholding. 
you ever look at a thing 
you ain’t make, but become 
a mother in the looking? 
our blood is a thread tied 
around my finger, tied 
around her finger, that helps 
me love. when her knees 
swell, when her joints rust, 
when her hair thins & flees 
making a small continent 
of skin on the side of her head, 
i am witnessing her in whatever 
state her body will allow. 
Bismillah to the brain that 
put my name next to her name 
and said look at this girl your 
whole life and know some kind 
of peace. littlest bald spot, that no one 
expected or knew how to love 
you remind me of us. 
i know Dalya’s thinking, how ugly 
what a shame, but i wanna 
build a mosque right then 
& there. make an annual 
hajj to that brown meadow. 
slick as a coin. little planet 
uncolonized. flagless. 
her awful, but her own. 
 
 

Source: Poetry, April 2019 


