Texts for Pour Lui by Mary Stuart

Sonnet 23

0 dieux ayes de moy compassion
&  m’enseignes quelle preuue certane

ie puis donner qui ne luy semble vain

de mon amour fe rme  affection 

la n’est il pas ia en possession

du corps du cueur qui ne refuse peine 

ni dishoneur ni la vie incertane 

offence de parents ne pire affliction

pour luy tous mes amys i’estime moins que rien

et de mes ennemis ie vuelx espere bien

i’ay hasarde pour luy au monde renoncer

ie veux pour luy au monde renoncer

ie veux mourire pour luy auancer

que reste ils pour prouuer ma constance?

 Oh you High Gods, have pity, and let me find

Somehow some incontestable way to prove

(So that he must believe in it) my love

And this unwavering constancy of mind!

Alas, he rules already with no let

A body and a heart which must endure

Pain and dishonour in a life unsure,

The obloquy of friends and worse things yet.

For him I would account as nothing those

Whom I named friends, and put my faith in foes:

For him I’d let the round world perish, I

Who have hazarded both conscience and good fame,

And, to advance him, happily would die....

What’s left to prove my love always the same?

Sonnet 24

Entre ses mains et en son plein pouuoir

le metz mon filz mon honneur et ma vie

mon pais mes subjects, mon ame assubiecbe

et toute a luy, et nay autre vouloir

pour mon object que sens le disseuoir

suiure ie veux malgre toute I’envie

qu’issir en peult car ie nay autre envie

que de ma foy luy faire apparceuoir

que pour tempest ou bonnace qui face

iamais ne veux changer demeure ou place

brief ie fairay de ma foy telle preuue

quil connoistra sens feinte ma constance

non par mes pleurs ou feinte obeissance

come autres ont fait, mais par diuers espreuue 
Into his hands, utterly into his power,

I place my son, my life, my honour and all

My subjects and my country, being in thrall

To him so fast that daily, hour to hour,

My all-surrendered soul hath no intent

But, despite any trouble that might ensue

To make him see that my great love is true,

And that my constancy is permanent.

Storm or fair weather, let come what may!

My soul has found its bourne and there shall stay.

Soon will I give him proof beyond all fears

That I am one faithful with no disguise,

And not by feigned submission or false tears,

As others use, but in quite different wise.

Sonnet 25

Elle pour son honneur vous doibt obeissance

moy uous obeissant, i’en puys resseuoir blasme

nestant (a mon regret) come elle est vostre femme

et si n’aura pourtant en ce point preeminence

pour sor proffit elle use de constance

car ce n’est peu dhonneur destre de voz biens dame

et moy pour vous aymer i’en puix resseuoir blame

et ne luy veux ceder en toute l’obseruance

elle de vostre mal n’a lapprehension

moy ie n’ay nul repos tant ie crains I’apparence

des parents elle eut vostre acointance

moy mangre tous les meins vous port affechon

et toutesfois mon coeur vous doutez ma constance

et de sa loyaute prenes ferme asseurance 

Folk honour her because she does your will

While I, obedient too, gedt blame and strife,

Not being (to my sore grief), like her, your wife,

But yet in duty I will outdo her still.

Faithful she is, and profits much thereby--

For fine it is to queen it in your house;

Whereas what scandal doth my love arouse;

Albeit she’ll never serve you better than I!

She thinks not of the dangers that beset you;

I have no rest, such are my fears thereof:

All her friends smiled upon her when she met you,

But against all men’s wish I brought you love;

Yet nonetheless you doubt if I be true

And make no question of her faith to you.

Sonnet 33

Mon coeur mon sang mon ame et mon soussi

las vous m’aues promis qu’aurois ce plaisir

de deuiser auecques vous a loysir

Toute la nuit ou ie languis icy

ayant le coeur dextreme peaur transie

pour voir absent le but de mon desir

Crainte doubly vn coup me vient a saissir

et 1’autrefois ie crains qui rendursi

soit contre moy vostre amiable coeur

par quelque dit d’un meschant rapporteur

vn autrefoys ie crains quelque auenture

qui par chemin detume mon amant

par vn fascheux et nouueau accident

dieu detume toute malheureax augure 

My Heart, my Blood, my Soul, my chiefest Care,

You promised that we two should taste the pleasure

Of planning the fair future at our leisure;

Yet all night long I lie and languish here

Because my heart is sore beset with fear,

Seeing that it beats so far off from its treasure.

At times i am afraid beyond all measure

That you for get me utterly, Most Dear:

Sometimes I dread lest gossip, all-untrue,

May harden your kind thoughts from love to hate,

Or I am chilled with terror lest some new

And troublous throw of chance or shaft of fate

May swerve away from me my Dearest Love....

O God, drive Thou all evil omens off!


Sonnet 30

Mon amour croist et plus en plus croistra

tant que ie viuray et tiendra a grandheur 

Tant seulement dauoir part en ce coeur

vers qui en fin mon amour paroitra

si tres a cler que iamais n’en doutra

pour luy ie veux faire teste au malheure

pour luy ie veux rechercher la grandeure

et faira tant qu’en vray connoistra

que ie n’ay bien heur ni contentement

qu’a 1’obeyr et seruir loyamment

pour luy iattendz tout bon fortune

pour luy ie veux guarder sante et vie

pour luy tout vertue de suiure i’ay enuie

et sens changer me trouuera tout une 

Still my love grows and, while I live, must grow

Because of my great joy in having part--

Even though it be some corner--of that heart

To which at last my loyal love will show

So luminously that all his doubt shall go.

For him would I contend with bitterest fate,

Sekk out high honours to enhance his state,

And do for him so much that he will know

How all my hopes of true content or wealth

Do in obedience or service lie.

For him I covet fortune and bright fame;

For him I value mine own life and health;

For him it is that I do shoot so high:

And he will find me evermore the same. 

