
Sappho, 31, φάινεταί μοι…  
 

φάινεταί μοι κῆνοσ ἴσοσ τηέοισιν 

ἔμμεν ὤνερ ὄστισ ἐναντίοσ τοι 

ἰζάνει καὶ πλασίον ἀδυ 

φωνεύσασ ὐπακούει 

  

καὶ γαλαίσασ ἰμμερόεν τὸ δὴ ᾽μάν 

καρδίαν ἐν στήθεσιν ἐπτόασεν, 

ὠσ γὰρ εὔιδον βροχέωσ σε, φώνασ 

οὐδὲν ἔτ᾽ ἔικει, 

  

ἀλλὰ κάμ μὲν γλῳσσα ϝέαγε, λέπτον 

δ᾽ αὔτικα χρῷ πῦρ ὐπαδεδρόμακεν, 

ὀππάτεσσι δ᾽ οὐδὲν ορημ᾽, 

ἐπιρρόμβεισι δ᾽ ἄκουαι. 

  

ἀ δέ μ᾽ ί᾽δρωσ κακχέεται, τρόμοσ δὲ 

παῖσαν ἄγρει χλωροτέρα δὲ ποίασ 

ἔμμι, τεθνάκην δ᾽ ὀλιγω ᾽πιδεύϝην 

φαίνομαι [ἄλλα]. 

  

πᾶν τόλματον [......] 
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He seems to me like one of the gods 

whoever that man is, opposite you, 

who sits and listens closely 

to your sweet speech 

 

and your lovely laughter — it 

makes my heart fly, winged, from my chest; 

when I look at you, for even a moment, no speech 

remains in me. 

 

No, my tongue breaks and threads of 

fire races beneath my skin 

and my eyes dim, and drumming 

fills ears, 

 

a cold, damp shivering 

siezes me, like fading grass 

I wilt and wither — and I seem 

all too close to death. 

 

But I dare all, because even the poorest... 

 
(Trans. M. Bryson) 

 


