
POEMS FOR DISCUSSING THE SHAKESPEARE APOCRYPHA 
 
 
 Sitting alone upon my thought in melancholy mood    (Echo Verses) 
 
    Sitting alone upon my thought in melancholy mood, 
    In sight of sea, and at my back an ancient hoary wood, 
    I saw a fair young lady come, her secret fears to wail, 
    Clad all in color of a nun, and covered with a veil; 
    Yet (for the day was calm and clear) I might discern her face, 
    As one might see a damask rose hid under crystal glass. 
 
    Three times, with her soft hand, full hard on her left side she knocks, 
    And sigh'd so sore as might have mov'd some pity in the rocks; 
    From sighs and shedding amber tears into sweet song she brake, 
    When thus the echo answered her to every word she spake: 
 
    [Ann Vavasour's Echo] 
 
    Oh heavens ! who was the first that bred in me this fever?                Vere 
    Who was the first that gave the wound whose fear I wear for ever?  Vere. 
    What tyrant, Cupid, to my harm usurps thy golden quiver?               Vere. 
    What sight first caught this heart and can from bondage it deliver?    Vere. 
 
    Yet who doth most adore this sight, oh hollow caves tell true?            You. 
    What nymph deserves his liking best, yet doth in sorrow rue?             You. 
    What makes him not reward good will with some reward or ruth?       Youth. 
    What makes him show besides his birth, such pride and such untruth? Youth. 
 
    May I his favour match 
    May I his favour match with love, if he my love will try?    Ay. 
    May I requite his birth with faith ? Then faithful will I die? Ay. 
    And I, that knew this lady well, 
    Said, Lord how great a miracle, 
    To her how Echo told the truth, 
    As true as Phoebus' oracle. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                                                       
 
 
What plague is greater than the grief of mind?             (Grief of Mind) 
 
    What plague is greater than the grief of mind? 
    The grief of mind that eats in every vein; 
    In every vein that leaves such clots behind; 
    Such clots behind as breed such bitter pain; 
    So bitter pain that none shall ever find, 
    What plague is greater than the grief of mind. 
                                                                     E. of Ox 
 
 
 
She is so hot because the meat is cold; 
The meat is cold because you come not home; 
You come not home because you have no stomach: 
You have no stomach having broke your fast;  
But we that know what ‘tis to fast and pray 
Are penitent for your default to-day. 
 
                                                                       (Comedy of Errors, I. 2) 
 
Anadiplosis elsewhere in Elizabethan literature: 
 
Hekatompathia XLI  (putatively by Thomas Watson, Oxford’s employee) 
Thomas Kyd  (also Oxford’s employee) 
Locrine  (anonymous) 
 
Lodge, Wounds (IV.2.64-68): ANT: 
 I wonder why my peasant stays so long, 
And with my wonder hasteth on my woe, 
And with my woe I am assail'd with fear, 
And by my fear await with faintful breath 
The final period of my pains by death. 
 
 
Kyd Sp Tr (I.3.32):  
My late ambition hath distained my faith; 
My breach of faith occasioned bloody wars; 
These bloody wars have spent my treasure; 
And with my treasure my people's blood; 
And with their blood, my joy and best-beloved, 
My best-beloved, my sweet and only son. 
 



(II.1.120): And with that sword he fiercely waged war, 
And in that war he gave me dang'rous wounds, 
And by those wounds he forced me to yield, 
And by my yielding I became his slave. 
Now in his mouth he carries pleasing words, 
Which pleasing words do harbor sweet conceits, 
Which sweet conceits are limed with sly deceits, 
Which sly deceits smooth Bel-imperia's ears 
And through her ears dive down into her heart, 
And in her heart set him where I should stand. 
Sol&Per (V.2): No, no; my hope full long ago was lost, 
And Rhodes itself is lost, or else destroyed; 
If not destroyed, yet bound and captivate; 
If captivate, then forced from holy faith; 
If forced from faith, forever miserable; 
For what is misery but want of God? 
And God is lost, if faith be over-thrown. 
See also opening of III.2. 
 
 
Anon. Locrine (V.2.25) THRA:  
Sister, complaints are bootless in this cause; 
This open wrong must have an open plague, 
This plague must be repaid with grievous war, 
This war must finish with Locrine's death; 
His death will soon extinguish our complaints. 
 
 
 
 
IV. 
 
Sweet Cytherea, sitting by a brook 
With young Adonis, lovely, fresh, and green, 
Did court the lad with many a lovely look, 
Such looks as none could look but beauty's queen. 
She told him stories to delight his ear; 
She showed him favors to allure his eye; 
To win his heart, she touch'd him here and there,-- 
Touches so soft still conquer chastity. 
But whether unripe years did want conceit, 
Or he refused to take her figured proffer, 
The tender nibbler would not touch the bait, 
But smile and jest at every gentle offer: 
Then fell she on her back, fair queen, and toward: 
He rose and ran away; ah, fool too froward! 



 
 
 
VI. 
 
Scarce had the sun dried up the dewy morn, 
And scarce the herd gone to the hedge for shade, 
When Cytherea, all in love forlorn, 
A longing tarriance for Adonis made 
Under an osier growing by a brook, 
A brook where Adon used to cool his spleen: 
Hot was the day; she hotter that did look 
For his approach, that often there had been. 
Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by, 
And stood stark naked on the brook's green brim: 
The sun look'd on the world with glorious eye, 
Yet not so wistly as this queen on him. 
He, spying her, bounced in, whereas he stood: 
'O Jove,' quoth she, 'why was not I a flood!' 
 
 
 
 
 
IX. 
 
Fair was the morn when the fair queen of love, 
 
       *      *      *      *      *      *      * 
 
Paler for sorrow than her milk-white dove, 
For Adon's sake, a youngster proud and wild; 
Her stand she takes upon a steep-up hill: 
Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds; 
She, silly queen, with more than love's good will, 
Forbade the boy he should not pass those grounds: 
'Once,' quoth she, 'did I see a fair sweet youth 
Here in these brakes deep-wounded with a boar, 
Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth! 
See, in my thigh,' quoth she, 'here was the sore.' 
She showed hers: he saw more wounds than one, 
And blushing fled, and left her all alone. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
XI. 
 
Venus, with young Adonis sitting by her 
Under a myrtle shade, began to woo him: 
She told the youngling how god Mars did try her, 
And as he fell to her, so fell she to him. 
'Even thus,' quoth she, 'the warlike god embraced me,' 
And then she clipp'd Adonis in her arms; 
'Even thus,' quoth she, 'the warlike god unlaced me,' 
As if the boy should use like loving charms; 
'Even thus,' quoth she, 'he seized on my lips,' 
And with her lips on his did act the seizure: 
And as she fetched breath, away he skips, 
And would not take her meaning nor her pleasure. 
Ah, that I had my lady at this bay, 
To kiss and clip me till I run away! 
 
 
IV. 
 
Sweet Cytherea, sitting by a BROOK,  
With yEEE-OOOng ADONIS l O V E ly, VERS,  and VERDE 
Did court the lad with many a LOVELY LOOK, 
Such LOOKS as none could LOOK but beauty's queen. 
She told him stories to delight his ear; 
She showed him favors to allure his eye; 
To win his heart, she TOUCH’D him here and there,-- 
TOUCHES so soft still conquer chastity. 
But whether unripe years did want conceit, 
Or he refused to take her figured proffer, 
The tender nibbler would not touch the bait, 
But smile and jest at every gentle offer: 
Then fell she on her back, FAIR QUEEN, and toward: 
He rose and ran away; ah, fool too FROWARD! 
 
 
Decoding Sweet Cytherea’s opening lines  
 
Brook=Ford 
Young=yeee-ooong 
Adonis=Phoebus=sun=son 
Lovely=l O-V-E ly=EO, V(ere) 
Fresh=vers, Dutch for fresh 
Green=verde, Spanish for green=reverse anagram of de Vere 



 
 
Decoding ‘Sweet Cytherea’ closing couplet 
 
Fair-Vere 
Queen=Elizabeth I  
Froward= Ver nil is=Vere O is 
 
From ‘King Lear’: 
 
What can you say to draw a third more opulent than your sisters?  (Speak.) 
Nothing my lord  [O] 
Nothing?  [O] 
Nothing.  [O]  
Nothing will come of nothing…  [O>O] 
 
So young and so untender  [eee—ooong…untender=unable to offer money] 
So young my lord and true.  [yeee---ooong…true=VER-US] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


