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DEAR MR. SMITHERS,
By every right I ought to choose you to edit and bring out Sir Richard Burton’s translation of Catullus, because you collaborated with him on this work by a correspondence of many months before he died. If I have hesitated so long as to its production, it was because his notes, which are mostly like pencilled cobwebs, strewn all over his Latin edition, were headed, “NEVER SHEW HALF-FINISHED WORK TO WOMEN OR FOOLS.” The reason of this remark was, that in all his writings, his first copy, his first thought, was always the best and the most powerful. Like many a painter who will go on improving and touching up his picture till he has destroyed the likeness, and the startling realistic nature of his subject, so would Sir Richard go on weakening his first copy by improvements, and then appeal to me to say which was the best. I was almost invariably obliged, in conscience, to induce him to stick to the first thought, which had grasped the whole meaning like a flash. These notes were made in a most curious way. He used to bring his Latin Catullus down to table d’hôte with him, and he used to come and sit by me, but the moment he got a person on the other side, who did not interest him, he used to whisper to me, “Talk, that I may do my Catullus,” and between the courses he wrote what I now give you. The public school-boy is taught that the Atys was unique in subject and metre, that it was the greatest and most remarkable poem in Latin literature, famous for the fiery vehemence of the Greek dithyramb, that it was the only specimen in Latin of the Galliambic measure, so called, because sung by the Gallæ—and I suspect that the school-boy now learns that there are half a dozen others, which you can doubtless name. To my mind the gems of the whole translation are the Epithalamium or Epos of the marriage of Vinia and Manlius, and the Parcae in that of Peleus and Thetis. Sir Richard laid great stress on the following in his notes, headed “Compare with Catullus, the sweet and tender little Villanelle, by Mr. Edmund Gosse,” for the Viol and Flute—the XIX cent. with the I^{st.}
“Little mistress mine, good-bye!
I have been your sparrow true;
Dig my grave, for I must die.
Waste no tear, and heave no sigh;
Life should still be blithe for you,
Little mistress mine, good-bye!
In your garden let me lie
Underneath the pointed yew,
Dig my grave, for I must die.
We have loved the quiet sky
With its tender arch of blue;
Little mistress mine, good-bye!
That I still may feel you nigh,
In your virgin bosom, too,
Dig my grave, for I must die.
Let our garden friends that fly
Be the mourners, fit and few.
Little mistress mine, good-bye!
Dig my grave, for I must die.”
Sir Richard seriously began his Catullus on Feb. 18th, 1890, at Hamman R’irha, in North Africa. He had finished the first rough copy on March 31st, 1890, at Trieste. He made a second copy beginning May 23rd, 1890, at Trieste, which was finished July 21st, 1890, at Zurich. He then writes a margin. “Work incomplete, but as soon as I receive Mr. Smithers’ prose, I will fill in the words I now leave in stars, in order that we may not use the same expressions, and I will then make a third, fair, and complete copy.” But, alas! then he was surprised by Death.
I am afraid that Sir Richard’s readers may be disappointed to find that, unlike Mr. Grant Allen, there is no excursus on the origin of Tree-worship, and therefore that, perhaps, through ignorance, I have omitted something. Sir Richard did write in the sixties and seventies on Tree-alphabets, the Ogham Runes and El Mushajjar, the Arabic Tree-alphabet,—and had theories and opinions as to its origin; but he did not, I know, connect them in any way, however remote, with Catullus. I therefore venture to think you will quite agree with me, that they have no business here, but should appear in connection with my future work, “Labours and Wisdom of Sir Richard Burton.”
All these three and a half years, I have hesitated what to do, but after seeing other men’s translations, his incomplete work is, in my humble estimation, too good to be consigned to oblivion, so that I will no longer defer to send you a type-written copy, and to ask you to bring it through the press, supplying the Latin text, and adding thereto your own prose, which we never saw.
Yours truly,
ISABEL BURTON.
July 11th, 1894.
FOREWORD
A scholar lively, remembered to me, that Catullus translated word for word, is an anachronism, and that a literal English rendering in the nineteenth century could be true to the poet’s letter, but false to his spirit. I was compelled to admit that something of this is true; but it is not the whole truth. “Consulting modern taste” means really a mere imitation, a recast of the ancient past in modern material. It is presenting the toga’d citizen, rough, haughty, and careless of any approbation not his own, in the costume of today,—boiled shirt, dove-tailed coat, black-cloth clothes, white pocket-handkerchief, and diamond ring. Moreover, of these transmogrifications we have already enough and to spare. But we have not, as far as I know, any version of Catullus which can transport the English reader from the teachings of our century to that preceding the Christian Era. As discovery is mostly my mania, I have hit upon a bastard-urging to indulge it, by a presenting to the public of certain classics in the nude Roman poetry, like the Arab, and of the same date....
RICHARD F. BURTON.
Trieste, 1890.
[The Foreword just given is an unfinished pencilling on the margin of Sir Richard’s Latin text of Catullus. I reproduce below, a portion of his Foreword to a previous translation from the Latin on which we collaborated and which was issued in the summer of 1890.—L. C. S.]
A ‘cute French publisher lately remarked to me that, as a rule, versions in verse are as enjoyable to the writer as they are unenjoyed by the reader, who vehemently doubts their truth and trustworthiness. These pages hold in view one object sole and simple, namely, to prove that a translation, metrical and literal, may be true and may be trustworthy.
As I told the public (Camoens: Life and Lusiads ii. 185–198), it has ever been my ambition to reverse the late Mr. Matthew Arnold’s peremptory dictum:—“In a verse translation no original work is any longer recognisable.” And here I may be allowed to borrow from my Supplemental Arabian Nights (Vol. vi., Appendix pp. 411–412, a book known to few and never to be reprinted) my vision of the ideal translation which should not be relegated to the Limbus of Intentions.
“My estimate of a translator’s office has never been of the low level generally assigned to it even in the days when Englishmen were in the habit of translating every work, interesting or important, published out of England, and of thus giving a continental and cosmopolitan flavour to their literature. We cannot at this period expect much from a ‘man of letters’ who must produce a monthly volume for a pittance of £20: of him we need not speak. But the translator at his best, works, when reproducing the matter and the manner of his original, upon two distinct lines. His prime and primary object is to please his reader, edifying him and gratifying his taste; the second is to produce an honest and faithful copy, adding naught to the sense or abating aught of its especial cachet. He has, however, or should have, another aim wherein is displayed the acme of hermeneutic art. Every language can profitably lend something to and take somewhat from its neighbours—an epithet, a metaphor, a naïf idiom, a turn of phrase. And the translator of original mind who notes the innumerable shades of tone, manner and complexion will not neglect the frequent opportunities of enriching his mother-tongue with novel and alien ornaments which shall justly be accounted barbarisms until formally naturalized and adopted. Nor will any modern versionist relegate to a foot-note, as is the malpractice of his banal brotherhood, the striking and often startling phases of the foreign author’s phraseology and dull the text with well-worn and commonplace English equivalents, thus doing the clean reverse of what he should do. It was this beau idéal of a translator’s success which made Eustache Deschamps write of his contemporary and brother bard,
Grand Translateur, noble Geoffroy Chaucier.
Here
‘The firste finder of our fair langage’
is styled ‘a Socrates in philosophy, a Seneca in morals, an Angel in conduct and a great Translator,’—a seeming anti-climax which has scandalized not a little sundry inditers of ‘Lives’ and ‘Memoirs.’ The title is no bathos: it is given simply because Chaucer translated (using the term in its best and highest sense) into his pure, simple and strong English tongue with all its linguistic peculiarities, the thoughts and fancies of his foreign models, the very letter and spirit of Petrarch and Boccaccio.”
For the humble literary status of translation in modern England and for the short-comings of the average English translator, public taste or rather caprice is mainly to be blamed. The “general reader,” the man not in the street but the man who makes up the educated mass, greatly relishes a novelty in the way of “plot” or story or catastrophe while he has a natural dislike to novelties of style and diction, demanding a certain dilution of the unfamiliar with the familiar. Hence our translations in verse, especially when rhymed, become for the most part deflorations or excerpts, adaptations or periphrases more or less meritorious and the “translator” was justly enough dubbed “traitor” by critics of the severer sort. And he amply deserves the injurious name when ignorance of his original’s language perforce makes him pander to popular prescription.
But the good time which has long been coming seems now to have come. The home reader will no longer put up with the careless caricatures of classical chefs d’oeuvre which satisfied his old-fashioned predecessor. Our youngers, in most points our seniors, now expect the translation not only to interpret the sense of the original but also, when the text lends itself to such treatment, to render it verbatim et literatim, nothing being increased or diminished, curtailed or expanded. Moreover, in the choicer passages, they so far require an echo of the original music that its melody and harmony should be suggested to their mind. Welcomed also are the mannerisms of the translator’s model as far as these aid in preserving, under the disguise of another dialect, the individuality of the foreigner and his peculiar costume.
That this high ideal of translation is at length becoming popular now appears in our literature. The “Villon Society,” when advertizing the novels of Matteo Bandello, Bishop of Agen, justly remarks of the translator, Mr. John Payne, that his previous works have proved him to possess special qualifications for “the delicate and difficult task of transferring into his own language at once the savour and the substance, the matter and the manner of works of the highest individuality, conceived and executed in a foreign language.”
In my version of hexameters and pentameters I have not shirked the metre although it is strangely out of favour in English literature while we read it and enjoy it in German. There is little valid reason for our aversion; the rhythm has been made familiar to our ears by long courses of Greek and Latin and the rarity of spondaic feet is assuredly to be supplied by art and artifice.
And now it is time for farewelling my friends:—we may no longer (alas!) address them, with the ingenuous Ancient in the imperative
Vos Plaudite.
RICHARD F. BURTON.
July, 1890.
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INTRODUCTION
The present translation was jointly undertaken by the late Sir Richard Burton and myself in 1890, some months before his sudden and lamented death. We had previously put into English, and privately printed, a body of verse from the Latin, and our aim was to follow it with literal and unexpurgated renderings of Catullus, Juvenal, and Ausonius, from the same tongue. Sir Richard laid great stress on the necessity of thoroughly annotating each translation from an erotic (and especially a paederastic) point of view, but subsequent circumstances caused me to abandon that intention.
The Latin text of Catullus printed in this volume is that of Mueller (A.D. 1885), which Sir Richard Burton chose as the basis for our translation, and to that text I have mainly adhered. On some few occasions, however, I have slightly deviated from it, and, although I have consulted Owen and Postgate, in such cases I have usually followed Robinson Ellis.
Bearing in mind my duty to the reader as well as to the author, I have aimed at producing a readable translation, and yet as literal a version (castrating no passages) as the dissimilarity in idiom of the two languages, Latin and English, permit; and I claim for this volume that it is the first literal and complete English translation as yet issued of Catullus. The translations into English verse which I have consulted are The Adventures of Catullus, and the History of his Amours with Lesbia (done from the French, 1707), Nott, Lamb, Fleay, (privately printed, 1864), Hart–Davies, Shaw, Cranstoun, Martin, Grant Allen, and Ellis. Of these, none has been helpful to me save Professor Robinson Ellis’s Poems and Fragments of Catullus translated in the metres of the original,—a most excellent and scholarly version, to which I owe great indebtedness for many a felicitous expression. I have also used Dr. Nott freely in my annotations. The only English prose translation of which I have any knowledge is the one in Bohn’s edition of Catullus, and this, in addition to being bowdlerized, is in a host of passages more a paraphrase than a literal translation.
I have not thought it needful in any case to point out my deviations from Mueller’s text, and I have cleared the volume of all the load of mythological and historical notes which are usually appended to a translation of a classic, contenting myself with referring the non-classical reader to Bohn’s edition of the poet.
Of the boldness of Sir Richard Burton’s experiment of a metrical and linear translation there can be no question; and on the whole he has succeeded in proving his contention as to its possibility, though it must be confessed that it is at times at the cost of obscurity, or of inversions of sentences which certainly are compelled to lay claim to a poet’s license. It must, however, be borne in mind that in a letter to me just before his death, he expressed his intention of going entirely through the work afresh, on receiving my prose, adding that it needed “a power of polishing.”
To me has fallen the task of editing Sir Richard’s share in this volume from a type-written copy literally swarming with copyist’s errors. With respect to the occasional lacunae which appear, I can merely state that Lady Burton has repeatedly assured me that she has furnished me with a faithful copy of her husband’s translation, and that the words omitted (which are here indicated by full points, not asterisks) were not filled in by him, because he was first awaiting my translation with the view of our not using similar expressions. However, Lady Burton has without any reason consistently refused me even a glance at his MS.; and in our previous work from the Latin I did not find Sir Richard trouble himself in the least concerning our using like expressions.
The frontispiece to this volume is reproduced from the statue which stands over the Palazzo di Consiglio, the Council House at Verona, which is the only representation of Catullus extant.
LEONARD C. SMITHERS.
July 11th, 1894.
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I.
QUOI DONO LEPIDUM NOVOM LIBELLUM
ARIDA MODO PUMICE EXPOLITUM?
CORNELI, TIBI: NAMQUE TU SOLEBAS
MEAS ESSE ALIQUID PUTARE NUGAS,
IAM TUM CUM AUSUS ES UNUS ITALORUM 5
OMNE AEVUM TRIBUS EXPLICARE CHARTIS
DOCTIS, IUPPITER, ET LABORIOSIS.
QUARE HABE TIBI QUIDQUID HOC LIBELLI,
QUALECUMQUE, QUOD O PATRONA VIRGO,
PLUS UNO MANEAT PERENNE SAECLO. 10
I.
DEDICATION TO CORNELIUS NEPOS.
Now smooth’d to polish due with pumice dry
Whereto this lively booklet new give I?
To thee (Cornelius!); for wast ever fain
To deem my trifles somewhat boon contain;
E’en when thou single ‘mongst Italians found 5
Daredst all periods in three Scripts expound
Learned (by Jupiter!) elaborately.
Then take thee whatso in this booklet be,
Such as it is, whereto O Patron Maid
To live down Ages lend thou lasting aid! 10
To whom inscribe my dainty tome—just out and with ashen pumice polished? Cornelius, to thee! for thou wert wont to deem my triflings of account, and at a time when thou alone of Italians didst dare unfold the ages’ abstract in three chronicles—learned, by Jupiter!—and most laboriously writ. Wherefore take thou this booklet, such as ’tis, and O Virgin Patroness, may it outlive generations more than one.
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II.
PASSER, DELICIAE MEAE PUELLAE,
QUICUM LUDERE, QUEM IN SINU TENERE,
QUOI PRIMUM DIGITUM DARE ADPETENTI
ET ACRIS SOLET INCITARE MORSUS,
CUM DESIDERIO MEO NITENTI 5
CARUM NESCIOQUID LIBET IOCARI
VT SOLACIOLUM SUI DOLORIS,
CREDO UT IAM GRAVIS ACQUIESCAT ARDOR:
TECUM LUDERE SICUT IPSA POSSEM
ET TRISTIS ANIMI LEVARE CURAS! 10
TAM GRATUMST MIHI QUAM FERUNT PUELLAE
PERNICI AUREOLUM FUISSE MALUM,
QUOD ZONAM SOLUIT DIU LIGATAM.
II.
LESBIA’S SPARROW.
Sparrow! my pet’s delicious joy,
Wherewith in bosom nurst to toy
She loves, and gives her finger-tip
For sharp-nib’d greeding neb to nip,
Were she who my desire withstood 5
To seek some pet of merry mood,
As crumb o’ comfort for her grief,
Methinks her burning lowe’s relief:
Could I, as plays she, play with thee,
That mind might win from misery free! 10
To me t’were grateful (as they say),
Gold codling was to fleet-foot May,
Whose long-bound zone it loosed for aye.
Sparrow, petling of my girl, with which she wantons, which she presses to her bosom, and whose eager peckings is accustomed to incite by stretching forth her forefinger, when my bright-hued beautiful one is pleased to jest in manner light as (perchance) a solace for her heart ache, thus methinks she allays love’s pressing heats! Would that in manner like, I were able with thee to sport and sad cares of mind to lighten!
This were gracious to me as in story old to the maiden fleet of foot was the apple golden-fashioned which unloosed her girdle long-time girt.
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III.
LUGETE, O VENERES CUPIDINESQUE,
ET QUANTUMST HOMINUM VENUSTIORUM.
PASSER MORTUUS EST MEAE PUELLAE,
PASSER, DELICIAE MEAE PUELLAE,
QUEM PLUS ILLA OCULIS SUIS AMABAT: 5
NAM MELLITUS ERAT SUAMQUE NORAT
IPSA TAM BENE QUAM PUELLA MATREM
NEC SESE A GREMIO ILLIUS MOVEBAT,
SED CIRCUMSILIENS MODO HUC MODO ILLUC
AD SOLAM DOMINAM USQUE PIPIABAT. 10
QUI NUNC IT PER ITER TENEBRICOSUM
ILLUC, UNDE NEGANT REDIRE QUEMQUAM.
AT VOBIS MALE SIT, MALAE TENEBRAE
ORCI, QUAE OMNIA BELLA DEVORATIS:
TAM BELLUM MIHI PASSEREM ABSTULISTIS. 15
O FACTUM MALE! IO MISELLE PASSER!
TUA NUNC OPERA MEAE PUELLAE
FLENDO TURGIDULI RUBENT OCELLI.
III.
ON THE DEATH OF LESBIA’S SPARROW.
Weep every Venus, and all Cupids wail,
And men whose gentler spirits still prevail.
Dead is the Sparrow of my girl, the joy,
Sparrow, my sweeting’s most delicious toy,
Whom loved she dearer than her very eyes; 5
For he was honeyed-pet and anywise
Knew her, as even she her mother knew;
Ne’er from her bosom’s harbourage he flew
But ‘round her hopping here, there, everywhere,
Piped he to none but her his lady fair. 10
Now must he wander o’er the darkling way
Thither, whence life-return the Fates denay.
But ah! beshrew you, evil Shadows low’ring
In Orcus ever loveliest things devouring:
Who bore so pretty a Sparrow fro’ her ta’en. 15
(Oh hapless birdie and Oh deed of bane!)
Now by your wanton work my girl appears
With turgid eyelids tinted rose by tears.
Mourn ye, O ye Loves and Cupids and all men of gracious mind. Dead is the sparrow of my girl, sparrow, sweetling of my girl. Which more than her eyes she loved; for sweet as honey was it and its mistress knew, as well as damsel knoweth her own mother nor from her bosom did it rove, but hopping round first one side then the other, to its mistress alone it evermore did chirp. Now does it fare along that path of shadows whence naught may e’er return. Ill be to ye, savage glooms of Orcus, which swallow up all things of fairness: which have snatched away from me the comely sparrow. O deed of bale! O sparrow sad of plight! Now on thy account my girl’s sweet eyes, swollen, do redden with tear-drops.
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IIII.
PHASELUS ILLE, QUEM VIDETIS, HOSPITES,
AIT FUISSE NAVIUM CELERRIMUS,
NEQUE ULLIUS NATANTIS IMPETUM TRABIS
NEQUISSE PRAETER IRE, SIVE PALMULIS
OPUS FORET VOLARE SIVE LINTEO. 5
ET HOC NEGAT MINACIS ADRIATICI
NEGARE LITUS INSULASVE CYCLADAS
RHODUMQUE NOBILEM HORRIDAMQUE THRACIAM
PROPONTIDA TRUCEMVE PONTICUM SINUM,
VBI ISTE POST PHASELUS ANTEA FUIT 10
COMATA SILVA: NAM CYTORIO IN IUGO
LOQUENTE SAEPE SIBILUM EDIDIT COMA.
AMASTRI PONTICA ET CYTORE BUXIFER,
TIBI HAEC FUISSE ET ESSE COGNITISSIMA
AIT PHASELUS: ULTIMA EX ORIGINE 15
TUO STETISSE DICIT IN CACUMINE,
TUO IMBUISSE PALMULAS IN AEQUORE,
ET INDE TOT PER INPOTENTIA FRETA
ERUM TULISSE, LAEVA SIVE DEXTERA
VOCARET AURA, SIVE UTRUMQUE IUPPITER 20
SIMUL SECUNDUS INCIDISSET IN PEDEM;
NEQUE ULLA VOTA LITORALIBUS DEIS
SIBI ESSE FACTA, CUM VENIRET A MAREI
NOVISSIME HUNC AD USQUE LIMPIDUM LACUM.
SED HAEC PRIUS FUERE: NUNC RECONDITA 25
SENET QUIETE SEQUE DEDICAT TIBI,
GEMELLE CASTOR ET GEMELLE CASTORIS.
IIII.
ON HIS PINNACE.
Yonder Pinnace ye (my guests!) behold
Saith she was erstwhile fleetest-fleet of crafts,
Nor could by swiftness of aught plank that swims,
Be she outstripped, whether paddle plied,
Or fared she scudding under canvas-sail. 5
Eke she defieth threat’ning Adrian shore,
Dare not denay her, insular Cyclades,
And noble Rhodos and ferocious Thrace,
Propontis too and blustering Pontic bight.
Where she (my Pinnace now) in times before, 10
Was leafy woodling on Cytórean Chine
For ever loquent lisping with her leaves.
Pontic Amastris! Box-tree-clad Cytórus!
Cognisant were ye, and you weet full well
(So saith my Pinnace) how from earliest age 15
Upon your highmost-spiring peak she stood,
How in your waters first her sculls were dipt,
And thence thro’ many and many an important strait
She bore her owner whether left or right,
Where breezes bade her fare, or Jupiter deigned 20
At once propitious strike the sail full square;
Nor to the sea-shore gods was aught of vow
By her deemed needful, when from Ocean’s bourne
Extreme she voyaged for this limpid lake.
Yet were such things whilome: now she retired 25
In quiet age devotes herself to thee
(O twin-born Castor) twain with Castor’s twin.
That pinnace which ye see, my friends, says that it was the speediest of boats, nor any craft the surface skimming but it could gain the lead, whether the course were gone o’er with plashing oars or bended sail. And this the menacing Adriatic shores may not deny, nor may the Island Cyclades, nor noble Rhodes and bristling Thrace, Propontis nor the gusty Pontic gulf, where itself (afterwards a pinnace to become) erstwhile was a foliaged clump; and oft on Cytorus’ ridge hath this foliage announced itself in vocal rustling. And to thee, Pontic Amastris, and to box-screened Cytorus, the pinnace vows that this was alway and yet is of common knowledge most notorious; states that from its primal being it stood upon thy topmost peak, dipped its oars in thy waters, and bore its master thence through surly seas of number frequent, whether the wind whistled ‘gainst the starboard quarter or the lee or whether Jove propitious fell on both the sheets at once; nor any vows [from stress of storm] to shore-gods were ever made by it when coming from the uttermost seas unto this glassy lake. But these things were of time gone by: now laid away, it rusts in peace and dedicates its age to thee, twin Castor, and to Castor’s twin.
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V.
VIVAMUS, MEA LESBIA, ATQUE AMEMUS,
RUMORESQUE SENUM SEVERIORUM
OMNES UNIUS AESTIMEMUS ASSIS.
SOLES OCCIDERE ET REDIRE POSSUNT:
NOBIS CUM SEMEL OCCIDIT BREVIS LUX, 5
NOX EST PERPETUA UNA DORMIENDA.
DA MI BASIA MILLE, DEINDE CENTUM,
DEIN MILLE ALTERA, DEIN SECUNDA CENTUM,
DEINDE USQUE ALTERA MILLE, DEINDE CENTUM.
DEIN, CUM MILIA MULTA FECERIMUS, 10
CONTURBABIMUS ILLA, NE SCIAMUS,
AUT NEQUIS MALUS INVIDERE POSSIT,
CUM TANTUM SCIET ESSE BASIORUM.
V.
TO LESBIA, (OF LESBOS—CLODIA?)
Love we (my Lesbia!) and live we our day,
While all stern sayings crabbed sages say,
At one doit’s value let us price and prize!
The Suns can westward sink again to rise
But we, extinguished once our tiny light, 5
Perforce shall slumber through one lasting night!
Kiss me a thousand times, then hundred more,
Then thousand others, then a new five-score,
Still other thousand other hundred store.
Last when the sums to many thousands grow, 10
The tale let’s trouble till no more we know,
Nor envious wight despiteful shall misween us
Knowing how many kisses have been kissed between us.
Let us live, my Lesbia, and let us love, and count all the mumblings of sour age at a penny’s fee. Suns set can rise again: we when once our brief light has set must sleep through a perpetual night. Give me of kisses a thousand, and then a hundred, then another thousand, then a second hundred, then another thousand without resting, then a hundred. Then, when we have made many thousands, we will confuse the count lest we know the numbering, so that no wretch may be able to envy us through knowledge of our kisses’ number.
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VI.
FLAVI, DELICIAS TUAS CATULLO,
NEI SINT INLEPIDAE ATQUE INELEGANTES,
VELLES DICERE, NEC TACERE POSSES.
VERUM NESCIOQUID FEBRICULOSI
SCORTI DILIGIS: HOC PUDET FATERI. 5
NAM TE NON VIDUAS IACERE NOCTES
NEQUIQUAM TACITUM CUBILE CLAMAT
SERTIS AC SYRIO FRAGRANS OLIVO,
PULVINUSQUE PERAEQUE ET HIC ET ILLE
ATTRITUS, TREMULIQUE QUASSA LECTI 10
ARGUTATIO INAMBULATIOQUE.
NAM NIL STUPRA VALET, NIHIL, TACERE.
CUR? NON TAM LATERA ECFUTUTA PANDAS,
NEI TU QUID FACIAS INEPTIARUM.
QUARE QUIDQUID HABES BONI MALIQUE, 15
DIC NOBIS. VOLO TE AC TUOS AMORES
AD CAELUM LEPIDO VOCARE VERSU.
VI.
TO FLAVIUS: MIS-SPEAKING HIS MISTRESS.
Thy Charmer (Flavius!) to Catullus’ ear
Were she not manner’d mean and worst in wit
Perforce thou hadst praised nor couldst silence keep.
But some enfevered jade, I wot-not-what,
Some piece thou lovest, blushing this to own. 5
For, nowise ‘customed widower nights to lie
Thou ‘rt ever summoned by no silent bed
With flow’r-wreaths fragrant and with Syrian oil,
By mattress, bolsters, here, there, everywhere
Deep-dinted, and by quaking, shaking couch 10
All crepitation and mobility.
Explain! none whoredoms (no!) shall close my lips.
Why? such outfuttered flank thou ne’er wouldst show
Had not some fulsome work by thee been wrought.
Then what thou holdest, boon or bane be pleased 15
Disclose! For thee and thy beloved fain would I
Upraise to Heaven with my liveliest lay.
O Flavius, of thy sweetheart to Catullus thou would’st speak, nor could’st thou keep silent, were she not both ill-mannered and ungraceful. In truth thou affectest I know not what hot-blooded whore: this thou art ashamed to own. For that thou dost not lie alone a-nights thy couch, fragrant with garlands and Syrian unguent, in no way mute cries out, and eke the pillow and bolsters indented here and there, and the creakings and joggings of the quivering bed: unless thou canst silence these, nothing and again nothing avails thee to hide thy whoredoms. And why? Thou wouldst not display such drainèd flanks unless occupied in some tomfoolery. Wherefore, whatsoever thou hast, be it good or ill, tell us! I wish to laud thee and thy loves to the sky in joyous verse.
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VII.
QUAERIS, QUOT MIHI BASIATIONES
TUAE, LESBIA, SINT SATIS SUPERQUE.
QUAM MAGNUS NUMERUS LIBYSSAE ARENAE
LASARPICIFERIS IACET CYRENIS,
ORACLUM IOVIS INTER AESTUOSI 5
ET BATTI VETERIS SACRUM SEPULCRUM,
AUT QUAM SIDERA MULTA, CUM TACET NOX,
FURTIVOS HOMINUM VIDENT AMORES,
TAM TE BASIA MULTA BASIARE
VESANO SATIS ET SUPER CATULLOST, 10
QUAE NEC PERNUMERARE CURIOSI
POSSINT NEC MALA FASCINARE LINGUA.
VII.
TO LESBIA STILL BELOVED.
Thou ask’st How many kissing bouts I bore
From thee (my Lesbia!) or be enough or more?
I say what mighty sum of Lybian-sands
Confine Cyrene’s Laserpitium-lands
‘Twixt Oracle of Jove the Swelterer 5
And olden Battus’ holy Sepulchre,
Or stars innumerate through night-stillness ken
The stolen Love-delights of mortal men,
For that to kiss thee with unending kisses
For mad Catullus enough and more be this, 10
Kisses nor curious wight shall count their tale,
Nor to bewitch us evil tongue avail.
Thou askest, how many kisses of thine, Lesbia, may be enough and to spare for me. As the countless Libyan sands which strew the spicy strand of Cyrene ‘twixt the oracle of swelt’ring Jove and the sacred sepulchre of ancient Battus, or as the thronging stars which in the hush of darkness witness the furtive loves of mortals, to kiss thee with kisses of so great a number is enough and to spare for passion-driven Catullus: so many that prying eyes may not avail to number, nor ill tongues to ensorcel.
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VIII.
MISER CATULLE, DESINAS INEPTIRE,
ET QUOD VIDES PERISSE PERDITUM DUCAS.
FULSERE QUONDAM CANDIDI TIBI SOLES,
CUM VENTITABAS QUO PUELLA DUCEBAT
AMATA NOBIS QUANTUM AMABITUR NULLA. 5
IBI ILLA MULTA TUM IOCOSA FIEBANT,
QUAE TU VOLEBAS NEC PUELLA NOLEBAT.
FULSERE VERE CANDIDI TIBI SOLES.
NUNC IAM ILLA NON VULT: TU QUOQUE, INPOTENS, NOLI
NEC QUAE FUGIT SECTARE, NEC MISER VIVE, 10
SED OBSTINATA MENTE PERFER, OBDURA.
VALE, PUELLA. IAM CATULLUS OBDURAT,
NEC TE REQUIRET NEC ROGABIT INVITAM:
AT TU DOLEBIS, CUM ROGABERIS NULLA.
SCELESTA, VAE TE! QUAE TIBI MANET VITA! 15
QUIS NUNC TE ADIBIT? CUI VIDEBERIS BELLA?
QUEM NUNC AMABIS? CUIUS ESSE DICERIS?
QUEM BASIABIS? CUI LABELLA MORDEBIS?
AT TU, CATULLE, DESTINATUS OBDURA.
VIII.
TO HIMSELF RECOUNTING LESBIA’S INCONSTANCY.
Woe-full Catullus! cease to play the fool
And what thou seest dead as dead regard!
Whilòme the sheeniest suns for thee did shine
When oft-a-tripping whither led the girl
By us belovèd, as shall none be loved. 5
There all so merry doings then were done
After thy liking, nor the girl was loath.
Then certès sheeniest suns for thee did shine.
Now she’s unwilling: thou too (hapless!) will
Her flight to follow, and sad life to live: 10
Endure with stubborn soul and still obdure.
Damsel, adieu! Catullus obdurate grown
Nor seeks thee, neither asks of thine unwill;
Yet shalt thou sorrow when none woos thee more;
Reprobate! Woe to thee! What life remains? 15
Who now shall love thee? Who’ll think thee fair?
Whom now shalt ever love? Whose wilt be called?
To whom shalt kisses give? whose liplets nip?
But thou (Catullus!) destiny-doomed obdure.
Unhappy Catullus, cease thy trifling and what thou seest lost know to be lost. Once bright days used to shine on thee when thou wert wont to haste whither thy girl didst lead thee, loved by us as never girl will e’er be loved. There those many joys were joyed which thou didst wish, nor was the girl unwilling. In truth bright days used once to shine on thee. Now she no longer wishes: thou too, powerless to avail, must be unwilling, nor pursue the retreating one, nor live unhappy, but with firm-set mind endure, steel thyself. Farewell, girl, now Catullus steels himself, seeks thee not, nor entreats thy acquiescence. But thou wilt pine, when thou hast no entreaty proffered. Faithless, go thy way! what manner of life remaineth to thee? who now will visit thee? who find thee beautiful? whom wilt thou love now? whose girl wilt thou be called? whom wilt thou kiss? whose lips wilt thou bite? But thou, Catullus, remain hardened as steel.
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VIIII.
VERANI, OMNIBUS E MEIS AMICIS
ANTISTANS MIHI MILIBUS TRECENTIS,
VENISTINE DOMUM AD TUOS PENATES
FRATRESQUE UNANIMOS ANUMQUE MATREM?
VENISTI. O MIHI NUNTII BEATI! 5
VISAM TE INCOLUMEM AUDIAMQUE HIBERUM
NARRANTEM LOCA, FACTA, NATIONES,
VT MOS EST TUUS, ADPLICANSQUE COLLUM
IOCUNDUM OS OCULOSQUE SUAVIABOR.
O QUANTUMST HOMINUM BEATIORUM, 10
QUID ME LAETIUS EST BEATIUSVE?
VIIII.
TO VERANIUS RETURNED FROM TRAVEL.
Veranius! over every friend of me
Forestanding, owned I hundred thousands three,
Home to Penates and to single-soul’d
Brethren, returned art thou and mother old?
Yes, thou art come. Oh, winsome news come well! 5
Now shall I see thee, safely hear thee tell
Of sites Iberian, deeds and nations ‘spied,
(As be thy wont) and neck-a-neck applied
I’ll greet with kisses thy glad lips and eyne.
Oh! Of all mortal men beatified 10
Whose joy and gladness greater be than mine?
Veranius, of all my friends standing in the front, owned I three hundred thousands of them, hast thou come home to thy Penates, thy longing brothers and thine aged mother? Thou hast come back. O joyful news to me! I may see thee safe and sound, and may hear thee speak of regions, deeds, and peoples Iberian, as is thy manner; and reclining o’er thy neck shall kiss thy jocund mouth and eyes. O all ye blissfullest of men, who more gladsome or more blissful is than I am?
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X.
VARUS ME MEUS AD SUOS AMORES
VISUM DUXERAT E FORO OTIOSUM,
SCORTILLUM, UT MIHI TUM REPENTE VISUMST,
NON SANE INLEPIDUM NEQUE INVENUSTUM.
HUC UT VENIMUS, INCIDERE NOBIS 5
SERMONES VARII, IN QUIBUS, QUID ESSET
IAM BITHYNIA, QUO MODO SE HABERET,
ECQUONAM MIHI PROFUISSET AERE.
RESPONDI ID QUOD ERAT, NIHIL NEQUE IPSIS
NEC PRAETORIBUS ESSE NEC COHORTI, 10
CUR QUISQUAM CAPUT UNCTIUS REFERRET,
PRAESERTIM QUIBUS ESSET INRUMATOR
PRAETOR, NON FACIENS PILI COHORTEM.
‘AT CERTE TAMEN, INQUIUNT, QUOD ILLIC
NATUM DICITUR ESSE, CONPARASTI 15
AD LECTICAM HOMINES.’ EGO, UT PUELLAE
VNUM ME FACEREM BEATIOREM,
‘NON’ INQUAM ‘MIHI TAM FUIT MALIGNE,
VT, PROVINCIA QUOD MALA INCIDISSET,
NON POSSEM OCTO HOMINES PARARE RECTOS.’ 20
AT MI NULLUS ERAT NEC HIC NEQUE ILLIC,
FRACTUM QUI VETERIS PEDEM GRABATI
IN COLLO SIBI COLLOCARE POSSET.
HIC ILLA, UT DECUIT CINAEDIOREM,
‘QUAESO’ INQUIT ‘MIHI, MI CATULLE, PAULUM 25
ISTOS. COMMODE ENIM VOLO AD SARAPIM
DEFERRI.’ ‘MINIME’ INQUII PUELLAE;
‘ISTUD QUOD MODO DIXERAM ME HABERE,
FUGIT ME RATIO: MEUS SODALIS
CINNAST GAIUS, IS SIBI PARAVIT. 30
VERUM, UTRUM ILLIUS AN MEI, QUID AD ME?
VTOR TAM BENE QUAM MIHI PARARIM.
SED TU INSULSA MALE AC MOLESTA VIVIS,
PER QUAM NON LICET ESSE NEGLIGENTEM.’
X.
HE MEETS VARUS AND MISTRESS.
Led me my Varus to his flame,
As I from Forum idling came.
Forthright some whorelet judged I it
Nor lacking looks nor wanting wit,
When hied we thither, mid us three 5
Fell various talk, as how might be
Bithynia now, and how it fared,
And if some coin I made or spared.
“There was no cause” (I soothly said)
“The Prætors or the Cohort made 10
Thence to return with oilier head;
The more when ruled by ——
Prætor, as pile the Cohort rating.”
Quoth they, “But certès as ’twas there
The custom rose, some men to bear 15
Litter thou boughtest?” I to her
To seem but richer, wealthier,
Cry, “Nay, with me ’twas not so ill
That, given the Province suffered, still
Eight stiff-backed loons I could not buy.’ 20
(Withal none here nor there owned I
Who broken leg of Couch outworn
On nape of neck had ever borne!)
Then she, as pathic piece became,
“Prithee Catullus mine, those same 25
Lend me, Serapis-wards I’d hie.”
“Easy, on no-wise, no,” quoth I,
“Whate’er was mine, I lately said
Is some mistake, my camarade
One Cinna—Gaius—bought the lot, 30
But his or mine, it matters what?
I use it freely as though bought,
Yet thou, pert troubler, most absurd,
None suffer’st speak an idle word.”
Varus drew me off to see his mistress as I was strolling from the Forum: a little whore, as it seemed to me at the first glance, neither inelegant nor lacking good looks. When we came in, we fell to discussing various subjects, amongst which, how was Bithynia now, how things had gone there, and whether I had made any money there. I replied, what was true, that neither ourselves nor the praetors nor their suite had brought away anything whereby to flaunt a better-scented poll, especially as our praetor, the irrumating beast, cared not a single hair for his suite. “But surely,” she said, “you got some men to bear your litter, for they are said to grow there?” I, to make myself appear to the girl as one of the fortunate, “Nay,” I say, “it did not go that badly with me, ill as the province turned out, that I could not procure eight strapping knaves to bear me.” (But not a single one was mine either here or there who the fractured foot of my old bedstead could hoist on his neck.) And she, like a pathic girl, “I pray thee,” says she, “lend me, my Catullus, those bearers for a short time, for I wish to be borne to the shrine of Serapis.” “Stay,” quoth I to the girl, “when I said I had this, my tongue slipped; my friend, Cinna Gaius, he provided himself with these. In truth, whether his or mine—what do I trouble? I use them as though I had paid for them. But thou, in ill manner with foolish teasing dost not allow me to be heedless.”
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XI.
FURI ET AURELI, COMITES CATULLI,
SIVE IN EXTREMOS PENETRABIT INDOS,
LITUS UT LONGE RESONANTE EOA
TUNDITUR UNDA,
SIVE IN HYRCANOS ARABESVE MOLLES, 5
SEU SACAS SAGITTIFEROSVE PARTHOS,
SIVE QUA SEPTEMGEMINUS COLORAT
AEQUORA NILUS,
SIVE TRANS ALTAS GRADIETUR ALPES,
CAESARIS VISENS MONIMENTA MAGNI, 10
GALLICUM RHENUM, HORRIBILE AEQUOR ULTI-MOSQUE BRITANNOS,
OMNIA HAEC, QUAECUMQUE FERET VOLUNTAS
CAELITUM, TEMPTARE SIMUL PARATI,
PAUCA NUNTIATE MEAE PUELLAE 15
NON BONA DICTA.
CUM SUIS VIVAT VALEATQUE MOECHIS,
QUOS SIMUL CONPLEXA TENET TRECENTOS,
NULLUM AMANS VERE, SED IDENTIDEM OMNIUM
ILIA RUMPENS: 20
NEC MEUM RESPECTET, UT ANTE, AMOREM,
QUI ILLIUS CULPA CECIDIT VELUT PRATI
VLTIMI FLOS, PRAETER EUNTE POSTQUAM
TACTUS ARATROST.
XI.
A PARTING INSULT TO LESBIA.
Furius and Aurelius, Catullus’ friends,
Whether extremest Indian shore he brave,
Strands where far-resounding billow rends
The shattered wave,
Or ‘mid Hyrcanians dwell he, Arabs soft and wild, 5
Sacæ and Parthians of the arrow fain,
Or where the Seven-mouth’d Nilus mud-defiled
Tinges the Main,
Or climb he lofty Alpine Crest and note
Works monumental, Cæsar’s grandeur telling, 10
Rhine Gallic, horrid Ocean and remote
Britons low-dwelling;
All these (whatever shall the will design
Of Heaven-homed Gods) Oh ye prepared to tempt;
Announce your briefest to that damsel mine 15
In words unkempt:—
Live she and love she wenchers several,
Embrace three hundred wi’ the like requitals,
None truly loving and withal of all
Bursting the vitals: 20
My love regard she not, my love of yore,
Which fell through fault of her, as falls the fair
Last meadow-floret whenas passed it o’er
Touch of the share.
Furius and Aurelius, comrades of Catullus, whether he penetrate to furthest Ind where the strand is lashed by the far-echoing Eoan surge, or whether ‘midst the Hyrcans or soft Arabs, or whether the Sacians or quiver-bearing Parthians, or where the seven-mouthed Nile encolours the sea, or whether he traverse the lofty Alps, gazing at the monuments of mighty Caesar, the gallic Rhine, the dismal and remotest Britons, all these, whatever the Heavens’ Will may bear, prepared at once to attempt,—bear ye to my girl this brief message of no fair speech. May she live and flourish with her swivers, of whom may she hold at once embraced the full three hundred, loving not one in real truth, but bursting again and again the flanks of all: nor may she look upon my love as before, she whose own guile slew it, e’en as a flower on the greensward’s verge, after the touch of the passing plough.
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XII.
MARRUCINE ASINI, MANU SINISTRA
NON BELLE UTERIS IN IOCO ATQUE VINO:
TOLLIS LINTEA NEGLEGENTIORUM.
HOC SALSUM ESSE PUTAS? FUGIT TE, INEPTE:
QUAMVIS SORDIDA RES ET INVENUSTAST. 5
NON CREDIS MIHI? CREDE POLIONI
FRATRI, QUI TUA FURTA VEL TALENTO
MUTARI VELIT: EST ENIM LEPORUM
DISERTUS PUER AC FACETIARUM.
QUARE AUT HENDECASYLLABOS TRECENTOS 10
EXPECTA AUT MIHI LINTEUM REMITTE,
QUOD ME NON MOVET AESTIMATIONE,
VERUMST MNEMOSYNUM MEI SODALIS.
NAM SUDARIA SAETABA EX HIBEREIS
MISERUNT MIHI MUNERI FABULLUS 15
ET VERANIUS: HAEC AMEM NECESSEST
VT VERANIOLUM MEUM ET FABULLUM.
XII.
TO M. ASINIUS WHO STOLE NAPERY.
Marrúcinus Asinius! ill thou usest
That hand sinistral in thy wit and wine
Filching the napkins of more heedless hosts.
Dost find this funny? Fool it passeth thee
How ’tis a sordid deed, a sorry jest. 5
Dost misbelieve me? Trust to Pollio,
Thy brother, ready to compound such thefts
E’en at a talent’s cost; for he’s a youth
In speech past master and in fair pleasantries.
Of hendecasyllabics hundreds three 10
Therefore expect thou, or return forthright
Linens whose loss affects me not for worth
But as mementoes of a comrade mine.
For napkins Sætaban from Ebro-land
Fabúllus sent me a free-giftie given 15
Also Veránius: these perforce I love
E’en as my Veraniólus and Fabúllus.
Marrucinius Asinius, thou dost use thy left hand in no fair fashion ‘midst the jests and wine: thou dost filch away the napkins of the heedless. Dost thou think this a joke? it flies thee, stupid fool, how coarse a thing and unbecoming ’tis! Dost not credit me? credit thy brother Pollio who would willingly give a talent to divert thee from thy thefts: for he is a lad skilled in pleasantries and facetiousness. Wherefore, either expect hendecasyllables three hundred, or return me my napkin which I esteem, not for its value but as a pledge of remembrance from my comrade. For Fabullus and Veranius sent me as a gift handkerchiefs from Iberian Saetabis; these must I prize e’en as I do Veraniolus and Fabullus.
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XIII.
CENABIS BENE, MI FABULLE, APUD ME
PAUCIS, SI TIBI DI FAVENT, DIEBUS,
SI TECUM ATTULERIS BONAM ATQUE MAGNAM
CENAM, NON SINE CANDIDA PUELLA
ET VINO ET SALE ET OMNIBUS CACHINNIS. 5
HAEC SI, INQUAM, ATTULERIS, VENUSTE NOSTER,
CENABIS BENE: NAM TUI CATULLI
PLENUS SACCULUS EST ARANEARUM.
SED CONTRA ACCIPIES MEROS AMORES
SEU QUID SUAVIUS ELEGANTIUSVEST: 10
NAM UNGUENTUM DABO, QUOD MEAE PUELLAE
DONARUNT VENERES CUPIDINESQUE,
QUOD TU CUM OLFACIES, DEOS ROGABIS,
TOTUM UT TE FACIANT, FABULLE, NASUM.
XIII.
FABULLUS IS INVITED TO A POET’S SUPPER.
Thou’lt sup right well with me, Fabúllus mine,
In days few-numbered an the Gods design,
An great and goodly meal thou bring wi’ thee
Nowise forgetting damsel bright o’ blee,
With wine, and salty wit and laughs all-gay. 5
An these my bonny man, thou bring, I say
Thou’lt sup right well, for thy Catullus’ purse
Save web of spider nothing does imburse.
But thou in countergift mere loves shalt take
Or aught of sweeter taste or fairer make: 10
I’ll give thee unguent lent my girl to scent
By every Venus and all Cupids sent,
Which, as thou savour, pray Gods interpose
And thee, Fabúllus, make a Naught-but-nose.
Thou shalt feast well with me, my Fabullus, in a few days, if the gods favour thee, provided thou dost bear hither with thee a good and great feast, not forgetting a fair damsel and wine and wit and all kinds of laughter. Provided, I say, thou dost bear hither these, our charming one, thou wilt feast well: for thy Catullus’ purse is brimful of cobwebs. But in return thou may’st receive a perfect love, or whatever is sweeter or more elegant: for I will give thee an unguent which the Loves and Cupids gave unto my girl, which when thou dost smell it, thou wilt entreat the gods to make thee, O Fabullus, one total Nose!
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XIIII.
NI TE PLUS OCULIS MEIS AMAREM,
IOCUNDISSIME CALVE, MUNERE ISTO
ODISSEM TE ODIO VATINIANO:
NAM QUID FECI EGO QUIDVE SUM LOCUTUS,
CUR ME TOT MALE PERDERES POETIS? 5
ISTI DI MALA MULTA DENT CLIENTI,
QUI TANTUM TIBI MISIT INPIORUM.
QUOD SI, UT SUSPICOR, HOC NOVUM AC REPERTUM
MUNUS DAT TIBI SULLA LITTERATOR,
NON EST MI MALE, SED BENE AC BEATE, 10
QUOD NON DISPEREUNT TUI LABORES.
DI MAGNI, HORRIBILEM ET SACRUM LIBELLUM
QUEM TU SCILICET AD TUUM CATULLUM
MISTI, CONTINUO UT DIE PERIRET,
SATURNALIBUS, OPTIMO DIERUM! 15
NON NON HOC TIBI, SALSE, SIC ABIBIT:
NAM, SI LUXERIT, AD LIBRARIORUM
CURRAM SCRINIA, CAESIOS, AQUINOS,
SUFFENUM, OMNIA COLLIGAM VENENA,
AC TE HIS SUPPLICIIS REMUNERABOR. 20
VOS HINC INTEREA (VALETE) ABITE
ILLUC, UNDE MALUM PEDEM ATTULISTIS,
SAECLI INCOMMODA, PESSIMI POETAE.
XIIIIB.
SIQUI FORTE MEARUM INEPTIARUM
LECTORES ERITIS MANUSQUE VESTRAS 25
NON HORREBITIS ADMOVERE NOBIS,
XIIII.
TO CALVUS, ACKNOWLEDGING HIS POEMS.
Did I not liefer love thee than my eyes
(Winsomest Calvus!), for that gift of thine
Certès I’d hate thee with Vatinian hate.
Say me, how came I, or by word or deed,
To cause thee plague me with so many a bard? 5
The Gods deal many an ill to such a client,
Who sent of impious wights to thee such crowd.
But if (as guess I) this choice boon new-found
To thee from “Commentator” Sulla come,
None ill I hold it—well and welcome ’tis, 10
For that thy labours ne’er to death be doom’d.
Great Gods! What horrid booklet damnable
Unto thine own Catullus thou (perdie!)
Did send, that ever day by day die he
In Saturnalia, first of festivals. 15
No! No! thus shall’t not pass wi’ thee, sweet wag,
For I at dawning day will scour the booths
Of bibliopoles, Aquinii, Cæsii and
Suffenus, gather all their poison-trash
And with such torments pay thee for thy pains. 20
Now for the present hence, adieu! begone
Thither, whence came ye, brought by luckless feet,
Pests of the Century, ye pernicious Poets.
XIIIIB.
An of my trifles peradventure chance
You to be readers, and the hands of you 25
Without a shudder unto us be offer’d
Did I not love thee more than mine eyes, O most jocund Calvus, for thy gift I should abhor thee with Vatinian abhorrence. For what have I done or what have I said that thou shouldst torment me so vilely with these poets? May the gods give that client of thine ills enow, who sent thee so much trash! Yet if, as I suspect, this new and care-picked gift, Sulla, the litterateur, gives thee, it is not ill to me, but well and beatific, that thy labours [in his cause] are not made light of. Great gods, what a horrible and accurst book which, forsooth, thou hast sent to thy Catullus that he might die of boredom the livelong day in the Saturnalia, choicest of days! No, no, my joker, this shall not leave thee so: for at daydawn I will haste to the booksellers’ cases; the Caesii, the Aquini, Suffenus, every poisonous rubbish will I collect that I may repay thee with these tortures. Meantime (farewell ye) hence depart ye from here, whither an ill foot brought ye, pests of the period, puniest of poetasters.
If by chance ye ever be readers of my triflings and ye will not quake to lay your hands upon us,
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XV.
COMMENDO TIBI ME AC MEOS AMORES,
AURELI. VENIAM PETO PUDENTEM,
VT, SI QUICQUAM ANIMO TUO CUPISTI,
QUOD CASTUM EXPETERES ET INTEGELLUM,
CONSERVES PUERUM MIHI PUDICE, 5
NON DICO A POPULO: NIHIL VEREMUR
ISTOS, QUI IN PLATEA MODO HUC MODO ILLUC
IN RE PRAETEREUNT SUA OCCUPATI:
VERUM A TE METUO TUOQUE PENE
INFESTO PUERIS BONIS MALISQUE. 10
QUEM TU QUA LUBET, UT IUBET, MOVETO,
QUANTUM VIS, UBI ERIT FORIS, PARATUM:
HUNC UNUM EXCIPIO, UT PUTO, PUDENTER.
QUOD SI TE MALA MENS FURORQUE VECORS
IN TANTAM INPULERIT, SCELESTE, CULPAM, 15
VT NOSTRUM INSIDIIS CAPUT LACESSAS,
A TUM TE MISERUM MALIQUE FATI,
QUEM ATTRACTIS PEDIBUS PATENTE PORTA
PERCURRENT RAPHANIQUE MUGILESQUE.
XV.
TO AURELIUS—HANDS OFF THE BOY!
To thee I trust my loves and me,
(Aurelius!) craving modesty.
That (if in mind didst ever long
To win aught chaste unknowing wrong)
Then guard my boy in purest way. 5
From folk I say not: naught affray
The crowds wont here and there to run
Through street-squares, busied every one;
But thee I dread nor less thy penis
Fair or foul, younglings’ foe I ween is! 10
Wag it as wish thou, at its will,
When out of doors its hope fulfil;
Him bar I, modestly, methinks.
But should ill-mind or lust’s high jinks
Thee (Sinner!), drive to sin so dread, 15
That durst ensnare our dearling’s head,
Ah! woe’s thee (wretch!) and evil fate,
Mullet and radish shall pierce and grate,
When feet-bound, haled through yawning gate.
I commend me to thee with my charmer, Aurelius. I come for modest boon that,—didst thine heart long for aught, which thou desiredst chaste and untouched,—thou ‘lt preserve for me the chastity of my boy. I do not say from the public: I fear those naught who hurry along the thoroughfares hither thither occupied on their own business: truth my fear is from thee and thy penis, pestilent eke to fair and to foul. Set it in motion where thou dost please, whenever thou biddest, as much as thou wishest, wherever thou findest the opportunity out of doors: this one object I except, to my thought a reasonable boon. But if thy evil mind and senseless rutting push thee forward, scoundrel, to so great a crime as to assail our head with thy snares, O wretch, calamitous mishap shall happen thee, when with feet taut bound, through the open entrance radishes and mullets shall pierce.
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XVI.
PEDICABO EGO VOS ET INRUMABO,
AURELI PATHICE ET CINAEDE FURI,
QUI ME EX VERSICULIS MEIS PUTASTIS,
QUOD SUNT MOLLICULI, PARUM PUDICUM.
NAM CASTUM ESSE DECET PIUM POETAM 5
IPSUM, VERSICULOS NIHIL NECESSEST,
QUI TUM DENIQUE HABENT SALEM AC LEPOREM,
SI SUNT MOLLICULI AC PARUM PUDICI
ET QUOD PRURIAT INCITARE POSSUNT,
NON DICO PUERIS, SED HIS PILOSIS, 10
QUI DUROS NEQUEUNT MOVERE LUMBOS.
VOS, QUOM MILIA MULTA BASIORUM
LEGISTIS, MALE ME MAREM PUTATIS?
PEDICABO EGO VOS ET INRUMABO.
XVI.
TO AURELIUS AND FURIUS IN DEFENCE OF HIS MUSE’S HONESTY.
I’ll —— you twain and ——
Pathic Aurélius! Fúrius, libertines!
Who durst determine from my versicles
Which seem o’er softy, that I’m scant of shame.
For pious poet it behoves be chaste 5
Himself; no chastity his verses need;
Nay, gain they finally more salt of wit
When over softy and of scanty shame,
Apt for exciting somewhat prurient,
In boys, I say not, but in bearded men 10
Who fail of movements in their hardened loins.
Ye who so many thousand kisses sung
Have read, deny male masculant I be?
You twain I’ll —— and ——
I will paedicate and irrumate you, Aurelius the bardache and Furius the cinaede, who judge me from my verses rich in love-liesse, to be their equal in modesty. For it behoves your devout poet to be chaste himself; his verses—not of necessity. Which verses, in a word, may have a spice and volupty, may have passion’s cling and such like decency, so that they can incite with ticklings, I do not say boys, but bearded ones whose stiffened limbs amort lack pliancy in movement. You, because of many thousand kisses you have read, think me womanish. I will paedicate and irrumate you!
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XVII.
O COLONIA, QUAE CUPIS PONTE LUDERE LONGO,
ET SALIRE PARATUM HABES, SED VERERIS INEPTA
CRURA PONTICULI ASSULIS STANTIS IN REDIVIVIS,
NE SUPINUS EAT CAVAQUE IN PALUDE RECUMBAT;
SIC TIBI BONUS EX TUA PONS LIBIDINE FIAT, 5
IN QUO VEL SALISUBSILI SACRA SUSCIPIANTUR:
MUNUS HOC MIHI MAXIMI DA, COLONIA, RISUS.
QUENDAM MUNICIPEM MEUM DE TUO VOLO PONTE
IRE PRAECIPITEM IN LUTUM PER CAPUTQUE PEDESQUE,
VERUM TOTIUS UT LACUS PUTIDAEQUE PALUDIS 10
LIVIDISSIMA MAXIMEQUE EST PROFUNDA VORAGO.
INSULSISSIMUS EST HOMO, NEC SAPIT PUERI INSTAR
BIMULI TREMULA PATRIS DORMIENTIS IN ULNA.
QUOI CUM SIT VIRIDISSIMO NUPTA FLORE PUELLA
(ET PUELLA TENELLULO DELICATIOR HAEDO, 15
ADSERVANDA NIGERRIMIS DILIGENTIUS UVIS),
LUDERE HANC SINIT UT LUBET, NEC PILI FACIT UNI,
NEC SE SUBLEVAT EX SUA PARTE, SED VELUT ALNUS
IN FOSSA LIGURI IACET SUPPERNATA SECURI,
TANTUNDEM OMNIA SENTIENS QUAM SI NULLA SIT USQUAM, 20
TALIS ISTE MEUS STUPOR NIL VIDET, NIHIL AUDIT,
IPSE QUI SIT, UTRUM SIT AN NON SIT, ID QUOQUE NESCIT.
NUNC EUM VOLO DE TUO PONTE MITTERE PRONUM,
SI POTE STOLIDUM REPENTE EXCITARE VETERNUM
ET SUPINUM ANIMUM IN GRAVI DERELINQUERE CAENO, 25
FERREAM UT SOLEAM TENACI IN VORAGINE MULA.
XVII.
OF A “PREDESTINED” HUSBAND.
Colony! fain to display thy games on length of thy town-bridge!
There, too, ready to dance, though fearing the shaking of crazy
Logs of the Bridgelet propt on pier-piles newly renewèd,
Lest supine all sink deep-merged in the marish’s hollow,
So may the bridge hold good when builded after thy pleasure 5
Where Salisúbulus’ rites with solemn function are sacred,
As thou (Colony!) grant me boon of mightiest laughter.
Certain a townsman mine I’d lief see thrown from thy gangway
Hurlèd head over heels precipitous whelmed in the quagmire,
Where the lake and the boglands are most rotten and stinking, 10
Deepest and lividest lie, the swallow of hollow voracious.
Witless surely the wight whose sense is less than of boy-babe
Two-year-old and a-sleep on trembling forearm of father.
He though wedded to girl in greenest bloom of her youth-tide,
(Bride-wife daintier bred than ever was delicate kidlet, 15
Worthier diligent watch than grape-bunch blackest and ripest)
Suffers her sport as she please nor rates her even at hair’s worth,
Nowise ‘stirring himself, but lying log-like as alder
Felled and o’er floating the fosse of safe Ligurian woodsman,
Feeling withal, as though such spouse he never had own’d; 20
So this marvel o’ mine sees naught, and nothing can hear he,
What he himself, an he be or not be, wholly unknowing.
Now would I willingly pitch such wight head first fro’ thy bridge,
Better a-sudden t’arouse that numskull’s stolid old senses,
Or in the sluggish mud his soul supine to deposit 25
Even as she-mule casts iron shoe where quagmire is stiffest.
O Colonia, that longest to disport thyself on a long bridge and art prepared for the dance, but that fearest the trembling legs of the bridgelet builded on reused shavings, lest supine it may lie stretched in the hollow swamp; may a good bridge take its place designed to thy fancy, on which e’en the Salian dances may be sustained: for the which grant to me, Colonia, greatest of gifts glee-exciting. Such an one, townsman of mine, I want from thy bridge to be pitched in the sludge head over heels, right where the lake of all its stinking slime is dankest and most superfluent—a deep-sunk abyss. The man is a gaping gaby! lacking the sense of a two-years-old baby dozing on its father’s cradling arm. Although to him is wedded a girl flushed with springtide’s bloom (and a girl more dainty than a tender kid, meet to be watched with keener diligence than the lush-black grape-bunch), he leaves her to sport at her list, cares not a single hair, nor bestirs himself with marital office, but lies as an alder felled by Ligurian hatchet in a ditch, as sentient of everything as though no woman were at his side. Such is my booby! he sees not, he hears naught. Who himself is, or whether he be or be not, he also knows not. Now I wish to chuck him head first from thy bridge, so as to suddenly rouse (if possible) this droning dullard and to leave behind in the sticky slush his sluggish spirit, as a mule casts its iron shoe in the tenacious slough.
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XVIII.
HUNC LUCUM TIBI DEDICO, CONSECROQUE, PRIAPE,
QUA DOMUS TUA LAMPSACI EST, QUAQUE SILVA, PRIAPE,
NAM TE PRAECIPUE IN SUIS URBIBUS COLIT ORA
HELLESPONTIA, CAETERIS OSTREOSIOR ORIS.
XVIII.
TO PRIAPUS, THE GARDEN-GOD.
This grove to thee devote I give, Priapus!
Who home be Lampsacus and holt, Priapus!
For thee in cities worship most the shores
Of Hellespont the richest oystery strand.
This grove I dedicate and consecrate to thee, Priapus, who hast thy home at Lampsacus, and eke thy woodlands, Priapus; for thee especially in its cities worships the coast of the Hellespont, richer in oysters than all other shores.
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XVIIII.
HUNC EGO, JUVENES, LOCUM, VILLULAMQUE PALUSTREM,
TECTAM VIMINE JUNCEO, CARICISQUE MANIPLIS,
QUERCUS ARIDA, RUSTICA CONFORMATA SECURI,
NUNC TUOR: MAGIS, ET MAGIS UT BEATA QUOTANNIS.
HUJUS NAM DOMINI COLUNT ME, DEUMQUE SALUTANT, 5
PAUPERIS TUGURII PATER, FILIUSQUE COLONI:
ALTER, ASSIDUA COLENS DILIGENTIA, UT HERBA
DUMOSA, ASPERAQUE A MEO SIT REMOTA SACELLO:
ALTER, PARVA FERENS MANU SEMPER MUNERA LARGA.
FLORIDO MIHI PONITUR PICTA VERE COROLLA 10
PRIMITU’, ET TENERA VIRENS SPICA MOLLIS ARISTA:
LUTEAE VIOLAE MIHI, LUTEUMQUE PAPAVER,
PALLENTESQUE CUCURBITAE, ET SUAVEOLENTIA MALA,
VVA PAMPINEA RUBENS EDUCATA SUB UMBRA.
SANGUINE HANC ETIAM MIHI (SED TACEBITIS) ARAM 15
BARBATUS LINIT HIRCULUS, CORNIPESQUE CAPELLA:
PRO QUEIS OMNIA HONORIBUS HAEC NECESSE PRIAPO
PRAESTARE, ET DOMINI HORTULUM, VINEAMQUE TUERI.
QUARE HINC, O PUERI, MALAS ABSTINETE RAPINAS.
VICINUS PROPE DIVES EST, NEGLIGENSQUE PRIAPUS. 20
INDE SUMITE: SEMITA HAEC DEINDE VOS FERET IPSA.
XVIIII.
TO PRIAPUS.
This place, O youths, I protect, nor less this turf-builded cottage,
Roofed with its osier-twigs and thatched with its bundles of sedges;
I from the dried oak hewn and fashioned with rustical hatchet,
Guarding them year by year while more are they evermore thriving.
For here be owners twain who greet and worship my Godship, 5
He of the poor hut lord and his son, the pair of them peasants:
This with assiduous toil aye works the thicketty herbage
And the coarse water-grass to clear afar from my chapel:
That with his open hand ever brings me offerings humble.
Hung up in honour mine are flowery firstlings of spring-tide, 10
Wreaths with their ears still soft the tender stalklets a-crowning;
Violets pale are mine by side of the poppy-head pallid;
With the dull yellow gourd and apples sweetest of savour;
Lastly the blushing grape disposed in shade of the vine-tree.
Anon mine altar (this same) with blood (but you will be silent!) 15
Bearded kid and anon some horny-hoofed nanny shall sprinkle.
Wherefore Priapus is bound to requite such honours by service,
Doing his duty to guard both vineyard and garth of his lordling.
Here then, O lads, refrain from ill-mannered picking and stealing:
Rich be the neighbour-hind and negligent eke his Priapus: 20
Take what be his: this path hence leadeth straight to his ownings.
This place, youths, and the marshland cot thatched with rushes, osier-twigs and bundles of sedge, I, carved from a dry oak by a rustic axe, now protect, so that they thrive more and more every year. For its owners, the father of the poor hut and his son,—both husbandmen,—revere me and salute me as a god; the one labouring with assiduous diligence that the harsh weeds and brambles may be kept away from my sanctuary, the other often bringing me small offerings with open hand. On me is placed a many-tinted wreath of early spring flowers and the soft green blade and ear of the tender corn. Saffron-coloured violets, the orange-hued poppy, wan gourds, sweet-scented apples, and the purpling grape trained in the shade of the vine, [are offered] to me. Sometimes, (but keep silent as to this) even the bearded he-goat, and the horny-footed nanny sprinkle my altar with blood; for which honours Priapus is bound in return to do everything [which lies in his duty], and to keep strict guard over the little garden and vineyard of his master. Wherefore, abstain, O lads, from your evil pilfering here. Our next neighbour is rich and his Priapus is negligent. Take from him; this path then will lead you to his grounds.
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XX.
EGO HAEC EGO ARTE FABRICATA RUSTICA,
EGO ARIDA, O VIATOR, ECCE POPULUS
AGELLULUM HUNC, SINISTRA, TUTE QUEM VIDES,
HERIQUE VILLULAM, HORTULUMQUE PAUPERIS
TUOR, MALASQUE FURIS ARCEO MANUS. 5
MIHI COROLLA PICTA VERO PONITUR:
MIHI RUBENS ARISTA SOLE FERVIDO:
MIHI VIRENTE DULCIS UVA PAMPINO:
MIHIQUE GLAUCA DURO OLIVA FRIGORE.
MEIS CAPELLA DELICATA PASCUIS 10
IN URBEM ADULTA LACTE PORTAT UBERA:
MEISQUE PINGUIS AGNUS EX OVILIBUS
GRAVEM DOMUM REMITTIT AERE DEXTERAM:
TENERQUE, MATRE MUGIENTE, VACCULA
DEUM PROFUNDIT ANTE TEMPLA SANGUINEM. 15
PROIN’, VIATOR, HUNC DEUM VEREBERIS,
MANUMQUE SORSUM HABEBIS HOC TIBI EXPEDIT.
PARATA NAMQUE CRUX, SINE ARTE MENTULA.
VELIM POL, INQUIS: AT POL ECCE, VILLICUS
VENIT: VALENTE CUI REVULSA BRACHIO 20
FIT ISTA MENTULA APTA CLAVA DEXTERAE.
XX.
TO PRIAPUS.
I thuswise fashionèd by rustic art
And from dried poplar-trunk (O traveller!) hewn,
This fieldlet, leftwards as thy glances fall,
And my lord’s cottage with his pauper garth
Protect, repelling thieves’ rapacious hands. 5
In spring with vari-coloured wreaths I’m crown’d,
In fervid summer with the glowing grain,
Then with green vine-shoot and the luscious bunch,
And glaucous olive-tree in bitter cold.
The dainty she-goat from my pasture bears 10
Her milk-distended udders to the town:
Out of my sheep-cotes ta’en the fatted lamb
Sends home with silver right-hand heavily charged;
And, while its mother lows, the tender calf
Before the temples of the Gods must bleed. 15
Hence of such Godhead, (traveller!) stand in awe,
Best it befits thee off to keep thy hands.
Thy cross is ready, shaped as artless yard;
“I’m willing, ‘faith” (thou say’st) but ‘faith here comes
The boor, and plucking forth with bended arm 20
Makes of this tool a club for doughty hand.
I, O traveller, shaped with rustic art from a dry poplar, guard this little field which thou seest on the left, and the cottage and small garden of its indigent owner, and keep off the greedy hands of the robber. In spring a many-tinted wreath is placed upon me; in summer’s heat ruddy grain; [in autumn] a luscious grape cluster with vine-shoots, and in the bitter cold the pale-green olive. The tender she-goat bears from my pasture to the town milk-distended udders; the well-fattened lamb from my sheepfolds sends back [its owner] with a heavy handful of money; and the tender calf, ‘midst its mother’s lowings, sheds its blood before the temple of the Gods. Hence, wayfarer, thou shalt be in awe of this God, and it will be profitable to thee to keep thy hands off. For a punishment is prepared—a roughly-shaped mentule. “Truly, I am willing,” thou sayest; then, truly, behold the farmer comes, and that same mentule plucked from my groin will become an apt cudgel in his strong right hand.
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XXI.
AURELI, PATER ESSURITIONUM,
NON HARUM MODO, SED QUOT AUT FUERUNT
AUT SUNT AUT ALIIS ERUNT IN ANNIS,
PEDICARE CUPIS MEOS AMORES.
NEC CLAM: NAM SIMUL ES, IOCARIS UNA, 5
HAERES AD LATUS OMNIA EXPERIRIS.
FRUSTRA: NAM INSIDIAS MIHI INSTRUENTEM
TANGEM TE PRIOR INRUMATIONE.
ATQUE ID SI FACERES SATUR, TACEREM:
NUNC IPSUM ID DOLEO, QUOD ESSURIRE, 10
A ME ME, PUER ET SITIRE DISCET.
QUARE DESINE, DUM LICET PUDICO,
NE FINEM FACIAS, SED INRUMATUS.
XXI.
TO AURELIUS THE SKINFLINT.
Aurelius, father of the famisht crew,
Not sole of starvelings now, but wretches who
Were, are, or shall be in the years to come,
My love, my dearling, fain art thou to strum.
Nor privately; for nigh thou com’st and jestest 5
And to his side close-sticking all things questest.
’Tis vain: while lay’st thou snares for me the worst,
By —— I will teach thee first.
An food-full thus do thou, my peace I’d keep:
But what (ah me! ah me!) compels me weep 10
Are thirst and famine to my dearling fated.
Cease thou so doing while as modest rated,
Lest to thy will thou win—but ——
Aurelius, father of the famished, in ages past in time now present and in future years yet to come, thou art longing to paedicate my love. Nor is’t done secretly: for thou art with him jesting, closely sticking at his side, trying every means. In vain: for, instructed in thy artifice, I’ll strike home beforehand by irrumating thee. Now if thou didst this to work off the results of full-living I would say naught: but what irks me is that my boy must learn to starve and thirst with thee. Wherefore, desist, whilst thou mayst with modesty, lest thou reach the end,—but by being irrumated.
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XXII.
SUFFENUS ISTE, VARE, QUEM PROBE NOSTI,
HOMOST VENUSTUS ET DICAX ET URBANUS,
IDEMQUE LONGE PLURIMOS FACIT VERSUS.
PUTO ESSE EGO ILLI MILIA AUT DECEM AUT PLURA
PERSCRIPTA, NEC SIC UT FIT IN PALIMPSESTON 5
RELATA: CHARTAE REGIAE, NOVEI LIBRI,
NOVEI UMBILICI, LORA RUBRA, MEMBRANA
DERECTA PLUMBO, ET PUMICE OMNIA AEQUATA.
HAEC CUM LEGAS TU, BELLUS ILLE ET URBANUS
SUFFENUS UNUS CAPRIMULGUS AUT FOSSOR 10
RURSUS VIDETUR; TANTUM ABHORRET AC MUTAT.
HOC QUID PUTEMUS ESSE? QUI MODO SCURRA
AUT SIQUID HAC RE SCITIUS VIDEBATUR,
IDEM INFACETOST INFACETIOR RURE,
SIMUL POEMATA ATTIGIT, NEQUE IDEM UMQUAM 15
AEQUEST BEATUS AC POEMA CUM SCRIBIT:
TAM GAUDET IN SE TAMQUE SE IPSE MIRATUR.
NIMIRUM IDEM OMNES FALLIMUR, NEQUEST QUISQUAM,
QUEM NON IN ALIQUA RE VIDERE SUFFENUM
POSSIS. SUUS CUIQUE ATTRIBUTUS EST ERROR: 20
SED NON VIDEMUS, MANTICAE QUOD IN TERGOST.
XXII.
TO VARUS ABUSING SUFFENUS.
Varus, yon wight Suffenus known to thee
Fairly for wit, free talk, urbanity,
The same who scribbles verse in amplest store—
Methinks he fathers thousands ten or more
Indited not as wont on palimpsest, 5
But paper-royal, brand-new boards, and best
Fresh bosses, crimson ribbands, sheets with lead
Ruled, and with pumice-powder all well polished.
These as thou readest, seem that fine, urbane
Suffenus, goat-herd mere, or ditcher-swain 10
Once more, such horrid change is there, so vile.
What must we wot thereof? a Droll erst while,
Or (if aught) cleverer, he with converse meets,
He now in dullness, dullest villain beats
Forthright on handling verse, nor is the wight 15
Ever so happy as when verse he write:
So self admires he with so full delight.
In sooth, we all thus err, nor man there be
But in some matter a Suffenus see
Thou canst: his lache allotted none shall lack 20
Yet spy we nothing of our back-borne pack.
That Suffenus, Varus, whom thou know’st right well, is a man fair spoken, witty and urbane, and one who makes of verses lengthy store. I think he has writ at full length ten thousand or more, nor are they set down, as of custom, on palimpsest: regal paper, new boards, unused bosses, red ribands, lead-ruled parchment, and all most evenly pumiced. But when thou readest these, that refined and urbane Suffenus is seen on the contrary to be a mere goatherd or ditcher-lout, so great and shocking is the change. What can we think of this? he who just now was seen a professed droll, or e’en shrewder than such in gay speech, this same becomes more boorish than a country boor immediately he touches poesy, nor is the dolt e’er as self-content as when he writes in verse,—so greatly is he pleased with himself, so much does he himself admire. Natheless, we all thus go astray, nor is there any man in whom thou canst not see a Suffenus in some one point. Each of us has his assigned delusion: but we see not what’s in the wallet on our back.
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XXIII.
FUREI, QUOI NEQUE SERVOS EST NEQUE ARCA
NEC CIMEX NEQUE ARANEUS NEQUE IGNIS,
VERUMST ET PATER ET NOVERCA, QUORUM
DENTES VEL SILICEM COMESSE POSSUNT,
EST PULCHRE TIBI CUM TUO PARENTE 5
ET CUM CONIUGE LIGNEA PARENTIS.
NEC MIRUM: BENE NAM VALETIS OMNES,
PULCHRE CONCOQUITIS, NIHIL TIMETIS,
NON INCENDIA, NON GRAVES RUINAS,
NON FURTA INPIA, NON DOLOS VENENI, 10
NON CASUS ALIOS PERICULORUM.
ATQUI CORPORA SICCIORA CORNU
AUT SIQUID MAGIS ARIDUMST HABETIS
SOLE ET FRIGORE ET ESSURITIONE.
QUARE NON TIBI SIT BENE AC BEATE? 15
A TE SUDOR ABEST, ABEST SALIVA,
MUCUSQUE ET MALA PITUITA NASI.
HANC AD MUNDITIEM ADDE MUNDIOREM,
QUOD CULUS TIBI PURIOR SALILLOST,
NEC TOTO DECIES CACAS IN ANNO, 20
ATQUE ID DURIUS EST FABA ET LAPILLIS;
QUOD TU SI MANIBUS TERAS FRICESQUE,
NON UMQUAM DIGITUM INQUINARE POSSIS.
HAEC TU COMMODA TAM BEATA, FURI,
NOLI SPERNERE NEC PUTARE PARVI, 25
ET SESTERTIA QUAE SOLES PRECARI
CENTUM DESINE: NAM SAT ES BEATUS.
XXIII.
TO FURIUS SATIRICALLY PRAISING HIS POVERTY.
Furius! Nor chest, nor slaves can claim,
Bug, Spider, nor e’en hearth aflame,
Yet thine a sire and step-dame who
Wi’ tooth can ever flint-food chew!
So thou, and pleasant happy life 5
Lead wi’ thy parent’s wooden wife.
Nor this be marvel: hale are all,
Well ye digest; no fears appal
For household-arsons, heavy ruin,
Plunderings impious, poison-brewin’ 10
Or other parlous case forlorn.
Your frames are hard and dried like horn,
Or if more arid aught ye know,
By suns and frosts and hunger-throe.
Then why not happy as thou’rt hale? 15
Sweat’s strange to thee, spit fails, and fail
Phlegm and foul snivel from the nose.
Add cleanness that aye cleanlier shows
A bum than salt-pot cleanlier,
Nor ten times cack’st in total year, 20
And harder ’tis than pebble or bean
Which rubbed in hand or crumbled, e’en
On finger ne’er shall make unclean.
Such blessings (Furius!) such a prize
Never belittle nor despise; 25
Hundred sesterces seek no more
With wonted prayer—enow’s thy store!
O Furius, who neither slaves, nor coffer, nor bug, nor spider, nor fire hast, but hast both father and step-dame whose teeth can munch up even flints,—thou livest finely with thy sire, and with thy sire’s wood-carved spouse. Nor need’s amaze! for in good health are ye all, grandly ye digest, naught fear ye, nor arson nor house-fall, thefts impious nor poison’s furtive cunning, nor aught of perilous happenings whatsoe’er. And ye have bodies drier than horn (or than aught more arid still, if aught there be), parched by sun, frost, and famine. Wherefore shouldst thou not be happy with such weal. Sweat is a stranger to thee, absent also are saliva, phlegm, and evil nose-snivel. Add to this cleanliness the thing that’s still more cleanly, that thy backside is purer than a salt-cellar, nor cackst thou ten times in the total year, and then ’tis harder than beans and pebbles; nay, ’tis such that if thou dost rub and crumble it in thy hands, not a finger canst thou ever dirty. These goodly gifts and favours, O Furius, spurn not nor think lightly of; and cease thy ‘customed begging for an hundred sesterces: for thou’rt blest enough!
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XXIIII.
O QUI FLOSCULUS ES IUVENTIORUM,
NON HORUM MODO, SED QUOT AUT FUERUNT
AUT POSTHAC ALIIS ERUNT IN ANNIS,
MALLEM DIVITIAS MIDAE DEDISSES
ISTI, QUOI NEQUE SERVUS EST NEQUE ARCA, 5
QUAM SIC TE SINERES AB ILLO AMARI.
‘QUI? NON EST HOMO BELLUS?’ INQUIES. EST:
SED BELLO HUIC NEQUE SERVOS EST NEQUE ARCA.
HOC TU QUAM LUBET ABICE ELEVAQUE:
NEC SERVOM TAMEN ILLE HABET NEQUE ARCAM. 10
XXIIII.
TO JUVENTIUS CONCERNING THE CHOICE OF A FRIEND.
O of Juventian youths the flowret fair
Not of these only, but of all that were
Or shall be, coming in the coming years,
Better waste Midas’ wealth (to me appears)
On him that owns nor slave nor money-chest 5
Than thou shouldst suffer by his love possest.
“What! is he vile or not fair?” “Yes!” I attest,
“Yet owns this man so comely neither slaves nor chest
My words disdain thou or accept at best
Yet neither slave he owns nor money-chest.” 10
O thou who art the floweret of Juventian race, not only of these now living, but of those that were of yore and eke of those that will be in the coming years, rather would I that thou hadst given the wealth e’en of Midas to that fellow who owns neither slave nor store, than that thou shouldst suffer thyself to be loved by such an one. “What! isn’t he a fine-looking man?” thou askest. He is; but this fine-looking man has neither slaves nor store. Contemn and slight this as it please thee: nevertheless, he has neither slave nor store.
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XXV.
CINAEDE THALLE, MOLLIOR CUNICULI CAPILLO
VEL ANSERIS MEDULLULA VEL IMULA ORICILLA
VEL PENE LANGUIDO SENIS SITUQUE ARANEOSO,
IDEMQUE THALLE TURBIDA RAPACIOR PROCELLA,
CUM DIVA MUNERARIOS OSTENDIT OSCITANTES, 5
REMITTE PALLIUM MIHI MEUM, QUOD INVOLASTI,
SUDARIUMQUE SAETABUM CATAGRAPHOSQUE THYNOS,
INEPTE, QUAE PALAM SOLES HABERE TAMQUAM AVITA.
QUAE NUNC TUIS AB UNGUIBUS REGLUTINA ET REMITTE,
NE LANEUM LATUSCULUM MANUSQUE MOLLICELLAS 10
INUSTA TURPITER TIBI FLAGELLA CONSCRIBILLENT,
ET INSOLENTER AESTUES VELUT MINUTA MAGNO
DEPRENSA NAVIS IN MARI VESANIENTE VENTO.
XXV.
ADDRESS TO THALLUS THE NAPERY-THIEF.
Thou bardache Thallus! more than Coney’s robe
Soft, or goose-marrow or ear’s lowmost lobe,
Or Age’s languid yard and cobweb’d part,
Same Thallus greedier than the gale thou art,
When the Kite-goddess shows thee Gulls agape, 5
Return my muffler thou hast dared to rape,
Saetaban napkins, tablets of Thynos, all
Which (Fool!) ancestral heirlooms thou didst call.
These now unglueing from thy claws restore,
Lest thy soft hands, and floss-like flanklets score 10
The burning scourges, basely signed and lined,
And thou unwonted toss like wee barque tyned
‘Mid vasty Ocean vexed by madding wind!
O Thallus the catamite, softer than rabbit’s fur, or goose’s marrow, or lowmost ear-lobe, limper than the drooping penis of an oldster, in its cobwebbed must, greedier than the driving storm, such time as the Kite–Goddess shews us the gaping Gulls, give me back my mantle which thou hast pilfered, and the Saetaban napkin and Thynian tablets which, idiot, thou dost openly parade as though they were heirlooms. These now unglue from thy nails and return, lest the stinging scourge shall shamefully score thy downy flanks and delicate hands, and thou unwonted heave and toss like a tiny boat surprised on the vasty sea by a raging storm.
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XXVI.
FURI, VILLULA NOSTRA NON AD AUSTRI
FLATUS OPPOSITAST NEQUE AD FAVONI
NEC SAEVI BOREAE AUT APELIOTAE,
VERUM AD MILIA QUINDECIM ET DUCENTOS.
O VENTUM HORRIBILEM ATQUE PESTILENTEM! 5
XXVI.
CATULLUS CONCERNING HIS VILLA.
Furius! our Villa never Austral force
Broke, neither set thereon Favonius’ course,
Nor savage Boreas, nor Epeliot’s strain,
But fifteen thousand crowns and hundreds twain
Wreckt it,—Oh ruinous by-wind, breezy bane! 5
Furius, our villa not ‘gainst the southern breeze is pitted nor the western wind nor cruel Boreas nor sunny east, but sesterces fifteen thousand two hundred oppose it. O horrible and baleful draught.
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XXVII.
MINISTER VETULI PUER FALERNI
INGER MI CALICES AMARIORES,
VT LEX POSTUMIAE IUBET MAGISTRAE,
EBRIOSA ACINA EBRIOSIORIS.
AT VOS QUO LUBET HINC ABITE, LYMPHAE 5
VINI PERNICIES, ET AD SEVEROS
MIGRATE: HIC MERUS EST THYONIANUS.
XXVII.
TO HIS CUP-BOY.
Thou youngling drawer of Falernian old
Crown me the goblets with a bitterer wine
As was Postumia’s law that rules the feast
Than ebriate grape-stone more inebriate.
But ye fare whither please ye (water-nymphs!) 5
To wine pernicious, and to sober folk
Migrate ye: mere Thyonian juice be here!
Boy cupbearer of old Falernian, pour me fiercer cups as bids the laws of Postumia, mistress of the feast, drunker than a drunken grape. But ye, hence, as far as ye please, crystal waters, bane of wine, hie ye to the sober: here the Thyonian juice is pure.
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XXVIII.
PISONIS COMITES, COHORS INANIS
APTIS SARCINULIS ET EXPEDITIS,
VERANI OPTIME TUQUE MI FABULLE,
QUID RERUM GERITIS? SATISNE CUM ISTO
VAPPA FRIGORAQUE ET FAMEM TULISTIS? 5
ECQUIDNAM IN TABULIS PATET LUCELLI
EXPENSUM, UT MIHI, QUI MEUM SECUTUS
PRAETOREM REFERO DATUM LUCELLO
‘O MEMMI, BENE ME AC DIU SUPINUM
TOTA ISTA TRABE LENTUS INRUMASTI.’ 10
SED, QUANTUM VIDEO, PARI FUISTIS
CASU: NAM NIHILO MINORE VERPA
FARTI ESTIS. PETE NOBILES AMICOS.
AT VOBIS MALA MULTA DI DEAEQUE
DENT, OPPROBRIA ROMULEI REMIQUE. 15
XXVIII.
TO FRIENDS ON RETURN FROM TRAVEL.
Followers of Piso, empty band
With your light budgets packt to hand,
Veránius best! Fabúllus mine!
What do ye? Bore ye enough, in fine
Of frost and famine with yon sot? 5
What loss or gain have haply got
Your tablets? so, whenas I ranged
With Praetor, gains for loss were changed.
“O Memmius! thou did’st long and late
—— me supine slow and ——” 10
But (truly see I) in such case
Diddled you were by wight as base
Sans mercy. Noble friends go claim!
Now god and goddess give you grame
Disgrace of Romulus! Remus’ shame! 15
Piso’s Company, a starveling band, with lightweight knapsacks, scantly packed, most dear Veranius thou, and my Fabullus eke, how fortunes it with you? have ye borne frost and famine enow with that sot? Which in your tablets appear—the profits or expenses? So with me, who when I followed a praetor, inscribed more gifts than gains. “O Memmius, well and slowly didst thou irrumate me, supine, day by day, with the whole of that beam.” But, from what I see, in like case ye have been; for ye have been crammed with no smaller a poker. Courting friends of high rank! But may the gods and goddesses heap ill upon ye, reproach to Romulus and Remus.
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XXVIIII.
QUIS HOC POTEST VIDERE, QUIS POTEST PATI,
NISI INPUDICUS ET VORAX ET ALEO,
MAMURRAM HABERE QUOD COMATA GALLIA
HABEBAT ANTE ET ULTIMA BRITANNIA?
CINAEDE ROMULE, HAEC VIDEBIS ET FERES? 5
ES INPUDICUS ET VORAX ET ALEO. 5B
ET ILLE NUNC SUPERBUS ET SUPERFLUENS
PERAMBULABIT OMNIUM CUBILIA
VT ALBULUS COLUMBUS AUT ADONEUS?
CINAEDE ROMULE, HAEC VIDEBIS ET FERES?
ES INPUDICUS ET VORAX ET ALEO. 10
EONE NOMINE, IMPERATOR UNICE,
FUISTI IN ULTIMA OCCIDENTIS INSULA,
VT ISTA VOSTRA DEFUTUTA MENTULA
DUCENTIES COMESSET AUT TRECENTIES?
QUID EST ALID SINISTRA LIBERALITAS? 15
PARUM EXPATRAVIT AN PARUM ELUATUS EST?
PATERNA PRIMA LANCINATA SUNT BONA:
SECUNDA PRAEDA PONTICA: INDE TERTIA
HIBERA, QUAM SCIT AMNIS AURIFER TAGUS.
TIMENTNE GALLIAE HUNC, TIMENT BRITANNIAE? 20
QUID HUNC MALUM FOVETIS? AUT QUID HIC POTEST,
NISI UNCTA DEVORARE PATRIMONIA?
EONE NOMINE URBIS, O POTISSIMEI
SOCER GENERQUE, PERDIDISTIS OMNIA?
XXVIIII.
TO CÆSAR OF MAMURRA, CALLED MENTULA.
Who e’er could witness this (who could endure
Except the lewdling, dicer, greedy-gut)
That should Mamurra get what hairy Gaul
And all that farthest Britons held whilòme?
(Thou bardache Romulus!) this wilt see and bear? 5
Then art a lewdling, dicer, greedy-gut! 5b
He now superb with pride superfluous
Shall go perambulate the bedrooms all
Like white-robed dovelet or Adonis-love.
Romulus thou bardache! this wilt see and bear?
Then art a lewdling, dicer, greedy-gut! 10
Is’t for such like name, sole Emperor thou!
Thou soughtest extreme Occidental Isle?
That this your —— Mentula
Millions and Milliards might at will absorb?
What is’t but Liberality misplaced? 15
What trifles wasted he, small heirlooms spent?
First his paternal goods were clean dispersed;
Second went Pontus’ spoils and for the third,—
Ebro-land,—weets it well gold-rolling Tage.
Fear him the Gallias? Him the Britons’ fear? 20
Why cherish this ill-wight? what ‘vails he do?
Save fat paternal heritage devour?
Lost ye for such a name, O puissant pair
(Father and Son-inlaw), our all-inall?
Who can witness this, who can brook it, save a whore-monger, a guzzler, and a gamester, that Mamurra should possess what long-haired Gaul and remotest Britain erstwhile had. Thou catamite Romulus, this thou’lt see and bear? Then thou’rt a whore-monger, a guzzler, and a gamester. And shall he now, superb and o’er replete, saunter o’er each one’s bed, as though he were a snow-plumed dove or an Adonis? Thou catamite Romulus, this thou’lt see and hear? Then thou’rt a whore-monger, a guzzler, and a gamester. For such a name, O general unique, hast thou been to the furthest island of the west, that this thy futtered-out Mentula should squander hundreds of hundreds? What is’t but ill-placed munificence? What trifles has he squandered, or what petty store washed away? First his patrimony was mangled; secondly the Pontic spoils; then thirdly the Iberian, which the golden Tagus-stream knoweth. Do not the Gauls fear this man, do not the Britons quake? Why dost thou foster this scoundrel? What use is he save to devour well-fattened inheritances? Wast for such a name, O most puissant father-inlaw and son-inlaw, that ye have spoiled the entire world.
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XXX.
ALFENE INMEMOR ATQUE UNANIMIS FALSE SODALIBUS
IAM TE NIL MISERET, DURE, TUI DULCIS AMICULI?
IAM ME PRODERE, IAM NON DUBITAS FALLERE, PERFIDE?
NEC FACTA INPIA FALLACUM HOMINUM CAELICOLIS PLACENT:
QUOD TU NEGLEGIS, AC ME MISERUM DESERIS IN MALIS. 5
EHEU QUID FACIANT, DIC, HOMINES, CUIVE HABEANT FIDEM?
CERTE TUTE IUBEBAS ANIMAM TRADERE, INIQUE, ME
INDUCENS IN AMOREM, QUASI TUTA OMNIA MI FORENT.
IDEM NUNC RETRAHIS TE AC TUA DICTA OMNIA FACTAQUE
VENTOS INRITA FERRE AC NEBULAS AERIAS SINIS. 10
SI TU OBLITUS ES, AT DI MEMINERUNT, MEMINIT FIDES,
QUAE TE UT PAENITEAT POSTMODO FACTI FACIET TUI.
XXX.
TO ALFENUS THE PERJUROR.
Alfénus! short of memory, false to comrades dearest-dear,
Now hast no pity (hardened Soul!) for friend and loving fere?
Now to betray me, now to guile thou (traitor!) ne’er dost pause?
Yet impious feats of fraudful men ne’er force the Gods’ applause:
When heed’st thou not deserting me (Sad me!) in sorest scathe, 5
Ah say whate’er shall humans do? in whom shall man show faith?
For sure thou bad’st me safely yield my spirit (wretch!) to thee,
Lulling my love as though my life were all security.
The same now dost withdraw thyself and every word and deed
Thou suffer’st winds and airy clouds to sweep from out thy head. 10
But an forget thou, mindful be the Gods, and Faith in mind
Bears thee, and soon shall gar thee rue the deeds by thee design’d.
Alfenus, unmemoried and unfaithful to thy comrades true, is there now no pity in thee, O hard of heart, for thine sweet loving friend? Dost thou betray me now, and scruplest not to play me false now, dishonourable one? Yet the irreverent deeds of traitorous men please not the dwellers in heaven: this thou takest no heed of, leaving me wretched amongst my ills. Alas, what may men do, I pray you, in whom put trust? In truth thou didst bid me entrust my soul to thee, sans love returned, lulling me to love, as though all [love-returns] were safely mine. Yet now thou dost withdraw thyself, and all thy purposeless words and deeds thou sufferest to be wafted away into winds and nebulous clouds. If thou hast forgotten, yet the gods remember, and in time to come will make thee rue thy doing.
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XXXI.
PAENINSULARUM, SIRMIO, INSULARUMQUE
OCELLE, QUASCUMQUE IN LIQUENTIBUS STAGNIS
MARIQUE VASTO FERT UTERQUE NEPTUNUS,
QUAM TE LIBENTER QUAMQUE LAETUS INVISO,
VIX MI IPSE CREDENS THYNIAM ATQUE BITHYNOS 5
LIQUISSE CAMPOS ET VIDERE TE IN TUTO.
O QUID SOLUTIS EST BEATIUS CURIS,
CUM MENS ONUS REPONIT, AC PEREGRINO
LABORE FESSI VENIMUS LAREM AD NOSTRUM
DESIDERATOQUE ACQUIESCIMUS LECTO. 10
HOC EST, QUOD UNUMST PRO LABORIBUS TANTIS.
SALVE, O VENUSTA SIRMIO, ATQUE ERO GAUDE:
GAUDETE VOSQUE, O LIBUAE LACUS UNDAE:
RIDETE, QUIDQUID EST DOMI CACHINNORUM.
XXXI.
ON RETURN TO SIRMIO AND HIS VILLA.
Sirmio! of Islands and Peninsulas
Eyelet, and whatsoe’er in limpid meres
And vasty Ocean either Neptune owns,
Thy scenes how willing-glad once more I see,
At pain believing Thynia and the Fields 5
Bithynian left, I’m safe to sight thy Site.
Oh what more blessèd be than cares resolved,
When mind casts burthen and by peregrine
Work over wearied, lief we hie us home
To lie reposing in the longed-for bed! 10
This be the single meed for toils so triste.
Hail, O fair Sirmio, in thy lord rejoice:
And ye, O waves of Lybian Lake be glad,
And laugh what laughter pealeth in my home.
Sirmio! Eyebabe of Islands and Peninsulas, which Neptune holds whether in limpid lakes or on mighty mains, how gladly and how gladsomely do I resee thee, scarce crediting that I’ve left behind Thynia and the Bithynian champaign, and that safe and sound I gaze on thee. O what’s more blissful than cares released, when the mind casts down its burden, and when wearied with travel-toils we reach our hearth, and sink on the craved-for couch. This and only this repays our labours numerous. Hail, lovely Sirmio, and gladly greet thy lord; and joy ye, wavelets of the Lybian lake; laugh ye the laughters echoing from my home.
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XXXII.
AMABO, MEA DULCIS IPSITHILLA,
MEAE DELICIAE, MEI LEPORES,
IUBE AD TE VENIAM MERIDIATUM.
ET SI IUSSERIS ILLUD, ADIUVATO,
NEQUIS LIMINIS OBSERET TABELLAM, 5
NEU TIBI LUBEAT FORAS ABIRE,
SED DOMI MANEAS PARESQUE NOBIS
NOVEM CONTINUAS FUTUTIONES.
VERUM, SIQUID AGES, STATIM IUBETO:
NAM PRANSUS IACEO ET SATUR SUPINUS 10
PERTUNDO TUNICAMQUE PALLIUMQUE.
XXXII.
CRAVING IPSITHILLA’S LAST FAVOURS.
I’ll love my Ipsithilla sweetest,
My desires and my wit the meetest,
So bid me join thy nap o’ noon!
Then (after bidding) add the boon
Undraw thy threshold-bolt none dare, 5
Lest thou be led afar to fare;
Nay bide at home, for us prepare
Nine-fold continuous love-delights.
But aught do thou to hurry things,
For dinner-full I lie aback, 10
And gown and tunic through I crack.
I’ll love thee, my sweet Ipsithilla, my delight, my pleasure: an thou bid me come to thee at noontide. And an thou thus biddest, I adjure thee that none makes fast the outer door [against me], nor be thou minded to gad forth, but do thou stay at home and prepare for us nine continuous conjoinings. In truth if thou art minded, give instant summons: for breakfast o’er, I lie supine and ripe, thrusting through both tunic and cloak.
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XXXIII.
O FURUM OPTIME BALNEARIORUM
VIBENNI PATER, ET CINAEDE FILI,
(NAM DEXTRA PATER INQUINATIORE,
CULO FILIUS EST VORACIORE)
CUR NON EXILIUM MALASQUE IN ORAS 5
ITIS, QUANDOQUIDEM PATRIS RAPINAE
NOTAE SUNT POPULO, ET NATIS PILOSAS,
FILI, NON POTES ASSE VENDITARE.
XXXIII.
ON THE VIBENII—BATH-THIEVES.
Oh, best of robbers who in Baths delight,
Vibennius, sire and son, the Ingle hight,
(For that the father’s hand be fouler one
And with his anus greedier is the Son)
Why not to banishment and evil hours 5
Haste ye, when all the parent’s plundering powers
Are public knowledge, nor canst gain a Cent
Son! by the vending of thy pilèd vent.
O, chiefest of pilferers, baths frequenting, Vibennius the father and his pathic son (for with the right hand is the sire more in guilt, and with his backside is the son the greedier), why go ye not to exile and ill hours, seeing that the father’s plunderings are known to all folk, and that, son, thou can’st not sell thine hairy buttocks for a doit?
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XXXIIII.
DIANAE SUMUS IN FIDE
PUELLAE ET PUERI INTEGRI:
DIANAM PUERI INTEGRI
PUELLAEQUE CANAMUS.
O LATONIA, MAXIMI 5
MAGNA PROGENIES IOVIS,
QUAM MATER PROPE DELIAM
DEPOSIVIT OLIVAM,
MONTIUM DOMINA UT FORES
SILVARUMQUE VIRENTIUM 10
SALTUUMQUE RECONDITORUM
AMNIUMQUE SONANTUM.
TU LUCINA DOLENTIBUS
IUNO DICTA PUERPERIS,
TU POTENS TRIVIA ET NOTHO’S 15
DICTA LUMINE LUNA.
TU CURSU, DEA, MENSTRUO
METIENS ITER ANNUOM
RUSTICA AGRICOLAE BONIS
TECTA FRUGIBUS EXPLES. 20
SIS QUOCUMQUE TIBI PLACET
SANCTA NOMINE, ROMULIQUE,
ANTIQUE UT SOLITA’S, BONA
SOSPITES OPE GENTEM.
XXXIIII.
HYMN TO DIANA.
Diana’s faith inbred we bear
Youths whole of heart and maidens fair,
Let boys no blemishes impair,
And girls of Dian sing!
O great Latonian progeny, 5
Of greatest Jove descendancy,
Whom mother bare ‘neath olive-tree,
Deep in the Delian dell;
That of the mountains reign thou Queen
And forest ranges ever green, 10
And coppices by man unseen,
And rivers resonant.
Thou art Lucína, Juno hight
By mothers lien in painful plight,
Thou puissant Trivia and the Light 15
Bastard, yclept the Lune.
Thou goddess with thy monthly stage,
The yearly march doth mete and guage
And rustic peasant’s messuage,
Dost brim with best o’ crops, 20
Be hailed by whatso name of grace,
Please thee and olden Romulus’ race,
Thy wonted favour deign embrace,
And save with choicest aid.
We, maids and upright youths, are in Diana’s care: upright youths and maids, we sing Diana.
O Latonia, progeny great of greatest Jove, whom thy mother bare ‘neath Delian olive,
That thou mightst be Queen of lofty mounts, of foliaged groves, of remote glens, and of winding streams.
Thou art called Juno Lucina by the mother in her travail-pangs, thou art named potent Trivia and Luna with an ill-got light.
Thou, Goddess, with monthly march measuring the yearly course, dost glut with produce the rustic roofs of the farmer.
Be thou hallowed by whatsoe’er name thou dost prefer; and cherish, with thine good aid, as thou art wont, the ancient race of Romulus.
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XXXV.
POETAE TENERO, MEO SODALI
VELIM CAECILIO, PAPYRE, DICAS,
VERONAM VENIAT, NOVI RELINQUENS
COMI MOENIA LARIUMQUE LITUS:
NAM QUASDAM VOLO COGITATIONES 5
AMICI ACCIPIAT SUI MEIQUE.
QUARE, SI SAPIET, VIAM VORABIT,
QUAMVIS CANDIDA MILIES PUELLA
EUNTEM REVOCET MANUSQUE COLLO
AMBAS INICIENS ROGET MORARI, 10
QUAE NUNC, SI MIHI VERA NUNTIANTUR,
ILLUM DEPERIT INPOTENTE AMORE:
NAM QUO TEMPORE LEGIT INCOHATAM
DINDYMI DOMINAM, EX EO MISELLAE
IGNES INTERIOREM EDUNT MEDULLAM. 15
IGNOSCO TIBI, SAPPHICA PUELLA
MUSA DOCTIOR: EST ENIM VENUSTE
MAGNA CAECILIO INCOHATA MATER.
XXXV.
AN INVITATION TO POET CECILIUS.
Now to that tender bard, my Comrade fair,
(Cecilius) say I, “Paper go, declare,
Verona must we make and bid to New
Comum’s town-walls and Larian Shores adieu;”
For I determined certain fancies he 5
Accept from mutual friend to him and me.
Wherefore he will, if wise, devour the way,
Though the blonde damsel thousand times essay
Recall his going and with arms a-neck
A-winding would e’er seek his course to check; 10
A girl who (if the truth be truly told)
Dies of a hopeless passion uncontroul’d;
For since the doings of the Díndymus-dame,
By himself storied, she hath read, a flame
Wasting her inmost marrow-core hath burned. 15
I pardon thee, than Sapphic Muse more learn’d,
Damsel: for truly sung in sweetest lays
Was by Cecilius Magna Mater’s praise.
To that sweet poet, my comrade, Caecilius, I bid thee, paper, say: that he hie him here to Verona, quitting New Comum’s city-walls and Larius’ shore; for I wish him to give ear to certain counsels from a friend of his and mine. Wherefore, an he be wise, he’ll devour the way, although a milk-white maid doth thousand times retard his going, and flinging both arms around his neck doth supplicate delay—a damsel who now, if truth be brought me, is undone with immoderate love of him. For, since what time she first read of the Dindymus Queen, flames devour the innermost marrow of the wretched one. I grant thee pardon, damsel, more learned than the Sapphic muse: for charmingly has the Mighty Mother been sung by Caecilius.
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XXXVI.
ANNALES VOLUSI, CACATA CHARTA,
VOTUM SOLVITE PRO MEA PUELLA:
NAM SANCTAE VENERI CUPIDINIQUE
VOVIT, SI SIBI RESTITUTUS ESSEM
DESISSEMQUE TRUCES VIBRARE IAMBOS, 5
ELECTISSIMA PESSIMI POETAE
SCRIPTA TARDIPEDI DEO DATURAM
INFELICIBUS USTULANDA LIGNIS.
ET HAEC PESSIMA SE PUELLA VIDIT
IOCOSE LEPIDE VOVERE DIVIS. 10
NUNC, O CAERULEO CREATA PONTO,
QUAE SANCTUM IDALIUM VRIOSQUE PORTUS
QUAEQUE ANCONA CNIDUMQUE HARUNDINOSAM
COLIS QUAEQUE AMATHUNTA QUAEQUE GOLGOS
QUAEQUE DURRACHIUM ADRIAE TABERNAM, 15
ACCEPTUM FACE REDDITUMQUE VOTUM,
SI NON INLEPIDUM NEQUE INVENUSTUMST.
AT VOS INTEREA VENITE IN IGNEM,
PLENI RURIS ET INFICETIARUM
ANNALES VOLUSI, CACATA CHARTA. 20
XXXVI.
ON “THE ANNALS”—A SO-CALLED POEM OF VOLUSIUS.
Volusius’ Annals, paper scum-bewrayed!
Fulfil that promise erst my damsel made;
Who vowed to Holy Venus and her son,
Cupid, should I return to her anon
And cease to brandish iamb-lines accurst, 5
The writ selected erst of bards the worst
She to the limping Godhead would devote
With slowly-burning wood of illest note.
This was the vilest which my girl could find
With vow facetious to the Gods assigned. 10
Now, O Creation of the azure sea,
Holy Idalium, Urian havenry
Haunting, Ancona, Cnidos’ reedy site,
Amathus, Golgos, and the tavern hight
Durrachium—thine Adrian abode— 15
The vow accepting, recognize the vowed
As not unworthy and unhandsome naught.
But do ye meanwhile to the fire be brought,
That teem with boorish jest of sorry blade,
Volusius’ Annals, paper scum-bewrayed. 20
Volusius’ Annals, merdous paper, fulfil ye a vow for my girl: for she vowed to sacred Venus and to Cupid that if I were reunited to her and I desisted hurling savage iambics, she would give the most elect writings of the pettiest poet to the tardy-footed God to be burned with ill-omened wood. And this the saucy minx chose, jocosely and drolly to vow to the gods. Now, O Creation of the cerulean main, who art in sacred Idalium, and in Urian haven, and who doth foster Ancona and reedy Cnidos, Amathus and Golgos, and Dyrrhachium, Adriatic tavern, accept and acknowledge this vow if it lack not grace nor charm. But meantime, hence with ye to the flames, crammed with boorish speech and vapid, Annals of Volusius, merdous paper.
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XXXVII.
SALAX TABERNA VOSQUE CONTUBERNALES,
A PILEATIS NONA FRATRIBUS PILA,
SOLIS PUTATIS ESSE MENTULAS VOBIS,
SOLIS LICERE, QUIDQUID EST PUELLARUM,
CONFUTUERE ET PUTARE CETEROS HIRCOS? 5
AN, CONTINENTER QUOD SEDETIS INSULSI
CENTUM AN DUCENTI, NON PUTATIS AUSURUM
ME UNA DUCENTOS INRUMARE SESSORES?
ATQUI PUTATE: NAMQUE TOTIUS VOBIS
FRONTEM TABERNAE SCORPIONIBUS SCRIBAM. 10
PUELLA NAM MI, QUAE MEO SINU FUGIT,
AMATA TANTUM QUANTUM AMABITUR NULLA,
PRO QUA MIHI SUNT MAGNA BELLA PUGNATA,
CONSEDIT ISTIC. HANC BONI BEATIQUE
OMNES AMATIS, ET QUIDEM, QUOD INDIGNUMST, 15
OMNES PUSILLI ET SEMITARII MOECHI;
TU PRAETER OMNES UNE DE CAPILLATIS,
CUNICULOSAE CELTIBERIAE FILI
EGNATI, OPACA QUEM BONUM FACIT BARBA
ET DENS HIBERA DEFRICATUS URINA. 20
XXXVII.
TO THE FREQUENTERS OF A LOW TAVERN.
Salacious Tavern and ye taverner-host,
From Pileate Brothers the ninth pile-post,
D’ye claim, you only of the mentule boast,
D’ye claim alone what damsels be the best
To swive: as he-goats holding all the rest? 5
Is’t when like boobies sit ye incontinent here,
One or two hundred, deem ye that I fear
Two hundred —— at one brunt?
Ay, think so, natheless all your tavern-front
With many a scorpion I will over-write. 10
For that my damsel, fro’ my breast took flight,
By me so lovèd, as shall loved be none,
Wherefor so mighty wars were waged and won,
Does sit in public here. Ye fain, rich wights,
All woo her: thither too (the chief of slights!) 15
All pitiful knaves and by-street wenchers fare,
And thou, (than any worse), with hanging hair,
In coney-breeding Celtiberia bred,
Egnatius! bonnified by beard full-fed,
And teeth with Spanish urine polishèd. 20
Tavern of lust and you its tippling crowd, (at ninth pile sign-post from the Cap-donned Brothers) think ye that ye alone have mentules, that ’tis allowed to you alone to touzle whatever may be feminine, and to deem all other men mere goats? But, because ye sit, a row of fools numbering one hundred or haply two hundred, do ye think I dare not irrumate your entire two hundred—loungers!—at once! Think it! but I’ll scrawl all over the front of your tavern with scorpion-words. For my girl, who has fled from my embrace (she whom I loved as ne’er a maid shall be beloved—for whom I fought fierce fights) has seated herself here. All ye, both honest men and rich, and also, (O cursed shame) all ye paltry back-slum fornicators, are making hot love to her; and thou above all, one of the hairy-visaged sons of coney-caverned Celtiberia, Egnatius, whose quality is stamped by dense-grown beard, and teeth with Spanish urine scrubbed.
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XXXVIII.
MALEST, CORNIFICI, TUO CATULLO,
MALEST, ME HERCULE, ET EST LABORIOSE,
ET MAGIS MAGIS IN DIES ET HORAS.
QUEM TU, QUOD MINIMUM FACILLIMUMQUEST,
QUA SOLATUS ES ADLOCUTIONE? 5
IRASCOR TIBI. SIC MEOS AMORES?
PAULUM QUID LUBET ADLOCUTIONIS,
MAESTIUS LACRIMIS SIMONIDEIS.
XXXVIII.
A COMPLAINT TO CORNIFICIUS.
Cornificius! ’Tis ill with thy Catullus,
’Tis ill (by Hercules) distressfully:
Iller and iller every day and hour.
Whose soul (as smallest boon and easiest)
With what of comfort hast thou deign’d console? 5
Wi’ thee I’m angered! Dost so prize my love?
Yet some consoling utterance had been well
Though sadder ’twere than Simonídean tears.
’Tis ill, Cornificius, with thy Catullus, ’tis ill, by Hercules, and most untoward; and greater, greater ill, each day and hour! And thou, what solace givest thou, e’en the tiniest, the lightest, by thy words? I’m wroth with thee. Is my love but worth this? Yet one little message would cheer me, though more full of sadness than Simonidean tears.
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XXXVIIII.
EGNATIUS, QUOD CANDIDOS HABET DENTES,
RENIDET USQUE QUAQUE. SEI AD REI VENTUMST
SUBSELLIUM, CUM ORATOR EXCITAT FLETUM,
RENIDET ILLE. SEI AD PII ROGUM FILI
LUGETUR, ORBA CUM FLET UNICUM MATER, 5
RENIDET ILLE. QUIDQUID EST, UBICUMQUEST,
QUODCUMQUE AGIT, RENIDET. HUNC HABET MORBUM,
NEQUE ELEGANTEM, UT ARBITROR, NEQUE URBANUM.
QUARE MONENDUM TEST MIHI, BONE EGNATI.
SI URBANUS ESSES AUT SABINUS AUT TIBURS 10
AUT FARTUS VMBER AUT OBESUS ETRUSCUS
AUT LANUINUS ATER ATQUE DENTATUS
AUT TRANSPADANUS, UT MEOS QUOQUE ATTINGAM,
AUT QUILUBET, QUI PURITER LAVIT DENTES,
TAMEN RENIDERE USQUE QUAQUE TE NOLLEM: 15
NAM RISU INEPTO RES INEPTIOR NULLAST.
NUNC CELTIBER ES: CELTIBERIA IN TERRA,
QUOD QUISQUE MINXIT, HOC SIBI SOLET MANE
DENTEM ATQUE RUSSAM DEFRICARE GINGIVAM,
VT QUO ISTE VESTER EXPOLITIOR DENS EST, 20
HOC TE AMPLIUS BIBISSE PRAEDICET LOTI.
XXXVIIII.
ON EGNATIUS OF THE WHITE TEETH.
Egnatius for that owns he teeth snow-white,
Grins ever, everywhere. When placed a wight
In dock, when pleader would draw tears, the while
He grins. When pious son at funeral pile
Mourns, or lone mother sobs for sole lost son, 5
He grins. Whate’er, whene’er, howe’er is done,
Of deed he grins. Such be his malady,
Nor kind, nor courteous—so beseemeth me—
Then take thou good Egnatius, rede of mine!
Wert thou corrupt Sabine or a Tiburtine, 10
Stuffed Umbrian or Tuscan overgrown
Swarthy Lanuvian with his teeth-rows shown,
Transpádan also, that mine own I touch,
Or any washing teeth to shine o’er much,
Yet thy incessant grin I would not see, 15
For naught than laughter silly sillier be.
Thou Celtiber art, in Celtiberia born,
Where man who’s urined therewith loves a-morn
His teeth and ruddy gums to scour and score;
So the more polisht are your teeth, the more 20
Argue they sipping stale in ampler store.
Egnatius, who has milk-white teeth, grins for ever and aye. An he be in court, when counsel excites tears, he grins. An he be at funeral pyre where one mourns a son devoted, where a bereft mother’s tears stream for her only one, he grins. Whatever it may be, wherever he is, whate’er may happen, he grins. Such ill habit has he—neither in good taste, well assumed, nor refined. Wherefore do thou take note from me, my good Egnatius. Be thou refined Sabine or Tiburtine, paunch-full Umbrian or obese Tuscan, Lanuvian dusky and large-tusked, or Transpadine (to touch upon mine own folk also), or whom thou wilt of those who cleanly wash their teeth, still I’d wish thee not to grin for ever and aye; for than senseless giggling nothing is more senseless. Now thou’rt a Celtiberian! and in the Celtiberian land each wight who has urined is wont each morn to scrub with it his teeth and pinky gums, so that the higher the polish on thy teeth, the greater fund it notes that thou hast drunk of urine.
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XXXX.
QUAENAM TE MALA MENS, MISELLE RAVIDE,
AGIT PRAECIPITEM IN MEOS IAMBOS?
QUIS DEUS TIBI NON BENE ADVOCATUS
VECORDEM PARAT EXCITARE RIXAM?
AN UT PERVENIAS IN ORA VULGI? 5
QUID VIS? QUA LUBET ESSE NOTUS OPTAS?
ERIS, QUANDOQUIDEM MEOS AMORES
CUM LONGA VOLUISTI AMARE POENA.
XXXX.
THREATENING RAVIDUS WHO STOLE HIS MISTRESS.
What thought of folly Rávidus (poor churl!)
Upon my iambs thus would headlong hurl?
What good or cunning counsellor would fain
Urge thee to struggle in such strife insane?
Is’t that the vulgar mouth thy name by rote? 5
What will’st thou? Wishest on any wise such note?
Then shalt be noted since my love so lief
For love thou sued’st to thy lasting grief.
What mind ill set, O sorry Ravidus, doth thrust thee rashly on to my iambics? What god, none advocate of good for thee, doth stir thee to a senseless contest? That thou may’st be in the people’s mouth? What would’st thou? Dost wish to be famed, no matter in what way? So thou shalt be, since thou hast aspired to our loved one’s love, but by our long-drawn vengeance.
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XXXXI.
AMETINA PUELLA DEFUTUTA
TOTA MILIA ME DECEM POPOSCIT,
ISTA TURPICULO PUELLA NASO,
DECOCTORIS AMICA FORMIANI.
PROPINQUI, QUIBUS EST PUELLA CURAE, 5
AMICOS MEDICOSQUE CONVOCATE:
NON EST SANA PUELLA. NEC ROGATE,
QUALIS SIT: SOLET ESSE IMAGINOSA.
XXXXI.
ON MAMURRA’S MISTRESS.
That Ametina, worn-out whore,
Me for a myriad oft would bore,
That strumpet of th’ ignoble nose,
To leman, rakehell Formian chose.
An ye would guard her (kinsmen folk) 5
Your friends and leaches d’ye convoke:
The girl’s not sound-sens’d; ask ye naught
Of her complaint: she’s love-distraught.
Ametina, out-drainèd maiden, worries me for a whole ten thousand, that damsel with an outspread nose, chère amie of Formianus the wildling. Ye near of kin in whose care the maiden is, summon ye both friends and medicals: for the girl’s not sane. Nor ask ye, in what way: she is subject to delusions.
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XXXXII.
ADESTE, HENDECASYLLABI, QUOT ESTIS
OMNES UNDIQUE, QUOTQUOT ESTIS OMNES.
IOCUM ME PUTAT ESSE MOECHA TURPIS
ET NEGAT MIHI NOSTRA REDDITURAM
PUGILLARIA, SI PATI POTESTIS. 5
PERSEQUAMUR EAM, ET REFLAGITEMUS.
QUAE SIT, QUAERITIS. ILLA, QUAM VIDETIS
TURPE INCEDERE, MIMICE AC MOLESTE
RIDENTEM CATULI ORE GALLICANI.
CIRCUMSISTITE EAM, ET REFLAGITATE, 10
‘MOECHA PUTIDA, REDDE CODICILLOS,
REDDE, PUTIDA MOECHA, CODICILLOS.’
NON ASSIS FACIS? O LUTUM, LUPANAR,
AUT SI PERDITIUS POTEST QUID ESSE.
SED NON EST TAMEN HOC SATIS PUTANDUM. 15
QUOD SI NON ALIUD POTEST, RUBOREM
FERREO CANIS EXPRIMAMUS ORE.
CONCLAMATE ITERUM ALTIORE VOCE
‘MOECHA PUTIDA, REDDE CODICILLOS,
REDDE, PUTIDA MOECHA, CODICILLOS.’ 20
SED NIL PROFICIMUS, NIHIL MOVETUR.
MUTANDAST RATIO MODUSQUE VOBIS,
SIQUID PROFICERE AMPLIUS POTESTIS,
‘PUDICA ET PROBA, REDDE CODICILLOS.’
XXXXII.
ON A STRUMPET WHO STOLE HIS TABLETS.
Come, Hendecasyllabics, many as may
All hither, every one that of you be!
That fulsome harlot makes me laughing-stock
And she refuses at our prayer restore
Our stolen Note-books, an such slights ye bear. 5
Let us pursue her clamouring our demands.
“Who’s she?” ye question: yonder one ye sight
Mincingly pacing mime-like, perfect pest,
With jaws wide grinning like a Gallic pup.
Stand all round her dunning with demands, 10
“Return (O rotten whore!) our noting books.
Our noting books (O rotten whore!) return!”
No doit thou car’st? O Mire! O Stuff o’ stews!
Or if aught fouler filthier dirt there be.
Yet must we never think these words suffice. 15
But if naught else avail, at least a blush
Forth of that bitch-like brazen brow we’ll squeeze.
Cry all together in a higher key
“Restore (O rotten whore!) our noting books,
Our noting books (O rotten whore!) restore!” 20
Still naught avails us, nothing is she moved.
Now must our measures and our modes be changed
An we would anywise our cause advance.
“Restore (chaste, honest Maid!) our noting books!”
Hither, all ye hendecasyllables, as many as may be, from every part, all of ye, as many soever as there be! A shameless prostitute deems me fair sport, and denies return to me of our writing tablets, if ye are able to endure this. Let’s after her, and claim them back. “Who may she be,” ye ask? That one, whom ye see strutting awkwardly, stagily, and stiffly, and with a laugh on her mouth like a Gallic whelp. Throng round her, and claim them back. “O putrid punk, hand back our writing tablets; hand back, O putrid punk, our writing tablets.” Not a jot dost heed? O Muck, Brothel–Spawn, or e’en loathsomer if it is possible so to be! Yet think not yet that this is enough. For if naught else we can extort a blush on thy brazened bitch’s face. We’ll yell again in heightened tones, “O putrid punk, hand back our writing tablets, hand back, O putrid punk, our writing tablets.” But naught we profit, naught she budges. Changed must your measure and your manner be, an you would further progress make—“O Virgin pure and spotless, hand back our writing tablets.”
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XXXXIII.
SALVE, NEC MINIMO PUELLA NASO
NEC BELLO PEDE NEC NIGRIS OCELLIS
NEC LONGIS DIGITIS NEC ORE SICCO
NEC SANE NIMIS ELEGANTE LINGUA,
DECOCTORIS AMICA FORMIANI. 5
TEN PROVINCIA NARRAT ESSE BELLAM?
TECUM LESBIA NOSTRA CONPARATUR?
O SAECLUM INSAPIENS ET INFACETUM!
XXXXIII.
TO MAMURRA’S MISTRESS.
Hail, girl who neither nose of minim size
Owns, nor a pretty foot, nor jetty eyes,
Nor thin long fingers, nor mouth dry of slaver
Nor yet too graceful tongue of pleasant flavour,
Leman to Formian that rake-a-hell. 5
What, can the Province boast of thee as belle?
Thee with my Lesbia durst it make compare?
O Age insipid, of all humour bare!
Hail, O maiden with nose not of the tiniest, with foot lacking shape and eyes lacking darkness, with fingers scant of length, and mouth not dry and tongue scant enough of elegance, chère amie of Formianus the wildling. And thee the province declares to be lovely? With thee our Lesbia is to be compared? O generation witless and unmannerly!
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XXXXIIII.
O FUNDE NOSTER SEU SABINE SEU TIBURS,
(NAM TE ESSE TIBURTEM AUTUMANT, QUIBUS NON EST
CORDI CATULLUM LAEDERE: AT QUIBUS CORDIST,
QUOVIS SABINUM PIGNORE ESSE CONTENDUNT)
SED SEU SABINE SIVE VERIUS TIBURS, 5
FUI LIBENTER IN TUA SUBURBANA
VILLA MALAMQUE PECTORE EXPULI TUSSIM,
NON INMERENTI QUAM MIHI MEUS VENTER,
DUM SUMPTUOSAS ADPETO, DEDIT, CENAS.
NAM, SESTIANUS DUM VOLO ESSE CONVIVA, 10
ORATIONEM IN ANTIUM PETITOREM
PLENAM VENENI ET PESTILENTIAE LEGI.
HIC ME GRAVIDO FRIGIDA ET FREQUENS TUSSIS
QUASSAVIT USQUE DUM IN TUUM SINUM FUGI
ET ME RECURAVI OTIOQUE ET URTICA. 15
QUARE REFECTUS MAXIMAS TIBI GRATES
AGO, MEUM QUOD NON ES ULTA PECCATUM.
NEC DEPRECOR IAM, SI NEFARIA SCRIPTA
SESTI RECEPSO, QUIN GRAVIDINEM ET TUSSIM
NON MI, SED IPSI SESTIO FERAT FRIGUS, 20
QUI TUM VOCAT ME, CUM MALUM LIBRUM LEGI.
XXXXIIII.
CATULLUS TO HIS OWN FARM.
O Farm our own, Sabine or Tiburtine,
(For style thee “Tiburs” who have not at heart
To hurt Catullus, whereas all that have
Wage any wager thou be Sabine classed)
But whether Sabine or of Tiburs truer 5
To thy suburban Cottage fared I fain
And fro’ my bronchials drave that cursèd cough
Which not unmerited on me my maw,
A-seeking sumptuous banquetings, bestowed.
For I requesting to be Sestius’ guest 10
Read against claimant Antius a speech,
Full-filled with poisonous pestilential trash.
Hence a grave frigid rheum and frequent cough
Shook me till fled I to thy bosom, where
Repose and nettle-broth healed all my ills. 15
Wherefore recruited now best thanks I give
To thee for nowise punishing my sins:
Nor do I now object if noisome writs
Of Sestius hear I, but that cold and cough
And rheum may plague, not me, but Sestius’ self 20
Who asks me only his ill writs to read.
O, Homestead of ours, whether Sabine or Tiburtine (for that thou’rt Tiburtine folk concur, in whose heart ’tis not to wound Catullus; but those in whose heart ’tis, will wager anything thou’rt Sabine) but whether Sabine or more truly Tiburtine, o’erjoyed was I to be within thy rural country-home, and to cast off an ill cough from my chest, which—not unearned—my belly granted me, for grasping after sumptuous feeds. For, in my wish to be Sestius’ guest, his defence against the plaintiff Antius, crammed with venom and pestilent dulness, did I read through. Hence a chill heavy rheum and fitful cough shattered me continually until I fled to thine asylum, and brought me back to health with rest and nettle-broth. Wherefore, remanned, I give thee utmost thanks, that thou hast not avenged my fault. Nor do I pray now for aught but that, should I retake Sestius’ nefarious script, its frigid vapidness may bring a cold and cough to Sestius’ self; for he but invites me when I read dull stuff.
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XXXXV.
ACMEN SEPTUMIUS SUOS AMORES
TENENS IN GREMIO ‘MEA’ INQUIT ‘ACME,
NI TE PERDITE AMO ATQUE AMARE PORRO
OMNES SUM ADSIDUE PARATUS ANNOS
QUANTUM QUI POTE PLURIMUM PERIRE, 5
SOLUS IN LIBYA INDIAVE TOSTA
CAESIO VENIAM OBVIUS LEONI.’
HOC UT DIXIT, AMOR, SINISTRA UT ANTE,
DEXTRA STERNUIT ADPROBATIONEM.
AT ACME LEVITER CAPUT REFLECTENS 10
ET DULCIS PUERI EBRIOS OCELLOS
ILLO PURPUREO ORE SAVIATA
‘SIC’ INQUIT ‘MEA VITA SEPTUMILLE,
HUIC UNI DOMINO USQUE SERVIAMUS,
VT MULTO MIHI MAIOR ACRIORQUE 15
IGNIS MOLLIBUS ARDET IN MEDULLIS.’
HOC UT DIXIT, AMOR, SINISTRA UT ANTE,
DEXTRA STERNUIT ADPROBATIONEM.
NUNC AB AUSPICIO BONO PROFECTI
MUTUIS ANIMIS AMANT AMANTUR. 20
VNAM SEPTUMIUS MISELLUS ACMEN
MAVOLT QUAM SYRIAS BRITANNIASQUE:
VNO IN SEPTUMIO FIDELIS ACME
FACIT DELICIAS LIBIDINESQUE.
QUIS ULLOS HOMINES BEATIORES 25
VIDIT, QUIS VENEREM AUSPICATIOREM?
XXXXV.
ON ACME AND SEPTUMIUS.
To Acmé quoth Septumius who his fere
Held on his bosom—“Acmé, mine! next year,
Unless I love thee fondlier than before,
And with each twelve month love thee more and more,
As much as lover’s life can slay with yearning, 5
Alone in Lybia, or Hind’s clime a-burning,
Be mine to encounter Lion grisly-eyed!”
While he was speaking Love on leftward side
(As wont) approving sneeze from dextral sped.
But Acmé backwards gently bending head, 10
And the love-drunken eyes of her sweet boy
Kissing with yonder rosy mouth, “My joy,”
She murmured, “my life-love Septumillus mine!
Unto one master’s hest let’s aye incline,
As burns with fuller and with fiercer fire 15
In my soft marrow set, this love-desire!”
While she was speaking, Love from leftward side
(As wont) with sneeze approving rightwards hied.
Now with boon omens wafted on their way,
In mutual fondness, love and loved are they. 20
Love-sick Septumius holds one Acmé‘s love,
Of Syrias or either Britains high above,
Acmé to one Septumius full of faith
Her love and love-liesse surrendereth.
Who e’er saw mortals happier than these two? 25
Who e’er a better omened Venus knew?
Septumius clasping Acme his adored to his bosom, “Acme mine,” quoth he, “if thee I love not to perdition, nor am prepared to love through all the future years moreover without cease, as greatly and distractedly as man may,—alone in Libya or in torrid India may I oppose a steel-eyed lion.” As thus he said, Love, leftwards as before, with approbation rightwards sneezed. Then Acme slightly bending back her head, and the swimming eyes of her sweet boy with rose-red lips a-kissing, “So,” quoth she, “my life, Septumillus, this Lord unique let us serve for aye, as more forceful in me burns the fire greater and keener ‘midst my soft marrow.” As thus she said, Love, leftwards as before, with approbation rightwards sneezed. Now with good auspice urged along, with mutual minds they love and are beloved. The thrall o’ love Septumius his only Acme far would choose, than Tyrian or Britannian realms: the faithful Acme with Septumius unique doth work her love delights and wantonings. Whoe’er has seen folk blissfuller, whoe’er a more propitious union?
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XXXXVI.
IAM VER EGELIDOS REFERT TEPORES,
IAM CAELI FUROR AEQUINOCTIALIS
IOCUNDIS ZEPHYRI SILESCIT AUREIS.
LINQUANTUR PHRYGII, CATULLE, CAMPI
NICAEAEQUE AGER UBER AESTUOSAE: 5
AD CLARAS ASIAE VOLEMUS URBES.
IAM MENS PRAETREPIDANS AVET VAGARI,
IAM LAETI STUDIO PEDES VIGESCUNT.
O DULCES COMITUM VALETE COETUS,
LONGE QUOS SIMUL A DOMO PROFECTOS 10
DIVERSAE VARIAE VIAE REPORTANT.
XXXXVI.
HIS ADIEUX TO BITHYNIA.
Now Spring his cooly mildness brings us back,
Now th’ equinoctial heaven’s rage and wrack
Hushes at hest of Zephyr’s bonny breeze.
Far left (Catullus!) be the Phrygian leas
And summery Nicæa’s fertile downs: 5
Fly we to Asia’s fame-illumined towns.
Now lust my fluttering thoughts for wayfare long,
Now my glad eager feet grow steady, strong.
O fare ye well, my comrades, pleasant throng,
Ye who together far from homesteads flying, 10
By many various ways come homewards hieing.
Now springtide brings back its mild and tepid airs, now the heaven’s fury equinoctial is calmed by Zephyr’s benign breath. The Phrygian meadows are left behind, O Catullus, and the teeming fields of sun-scorched Nicaea: to the glorious Asian cities let us haste. Now my palpitating soul craves wander, now my feet grow vigorous with glad zeal. O charming circlet of comrades, fare ye well, who are together met from distant homes to which divers sundered ways lead back.
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XXXXVII.
PORCI ET SOCRATION, DUAE SINISTRAE
PISONIS, SCABIES FAMESQUE MUNDI
VOS VERANIOLO MEO ET FABULLO
VERPUS PRAEPOSUIT PRIAPUS ILLE?
VOS CONVIVIA LAUTA SUMPTUOSE 5
DE DIE FACITIS? MEI SODALES
QUAERUNT IN TRIVIO VOCATIONES?
XXXXVII.
TO PORCIUS AND SOCRATION.
Porcius and Socration, pair sinister
Of Piso, scabs and starvelings of the world,
You to Fabúllus and my Verianólus,
Hath dared yon snipt Priapus to prefer?
Upon rich banquets sumptuously spread 5
Still gorge you daily while my comrades must
Go seek invitals where the three roads fork?
Porcius and Socration, twins in rascality of Piso, scurf and famisht of the earth, you before my Veraniolus and Fabullus has that prepuce-lacking Priapus placed? Shall you betimes each day in luxurious opulence banquet? And must my cronies quest for dinner invitations, [lounging] where the three cross-roads meet?
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XXXXVIII.
MELLITOS OCULOS TUOS, IUVENTI,
SIQUIS ME SINAT USQUE BASIARE,
VSQUE AD MILIA BASIEM TRECENTA,
NEC UMQUAM VIDEAR SATUR FUTURUS,
NON SI DENSIOR ARIDIS ARISTIS 5
SIT NOSTRAE SEGES OSCULATIONIS.
XXXXVIII.
TO JUVENTIUS.
Those honied eyes of thine (Juventius!)
If any suffer me sans stint to buss,
I’d kiss of kisses hundred thousands three,
Nor ever deem I’d reach satiety,
Not albe denser than dried wheat-ears show 5
The kissing harvests our embraces grow.
Thine honey-sweet eyes, O Juventius, had I the leave to kiss for aye, for aye I’d kiss e’en to three hundred thousand kisses, nor ever should I reach to future plenity, not even if thicker than dried wheat sheaves be the harvest of our kisses.
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XXXXVIIII.
DISERTISSIME ROMULI NEPOTUM,
QUOT SUNT QUOTQUE FUERE, MARCE TULLI,
QUOTQUE POST ALIIS ERUNT IN ANNIS,
GRATIAS TIBI MAXIMAS CATULLUS
AGIT PESSIMUS OMNIUM POETA, 5
TANTO PESSIMUS OMNIUM POETA
QUANTO TU OPTIMUS OMNIUM PATRONUS.
XXXXVIIII.
TO MARCUS TULLIUS CICERO.
Most eloquent ‘mid race of Romulus
That is or ever was (Marc Tullius!)
Or in the coming years the light shall see,
His thanks, the warmest, offers unto thee
Catullus, poet sorriest that be, 5
And by such measure poet sorriest,
As thou of pleaders art the bestest best.
Most eloquent of Romulus’ descendancy, who are, who have been, O Marcus Tullius, and who shall later be in after time, to thee doth give his greatest gratitude Catullus, pettiest of all the poets,—and so much pettiest of all the poets as thou art peerless ‘mongst all pleaders.
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L.
HESTERNO, LICINI, DIE OTIOSI
MULTUM LUSIMUS IN MEIS TABELLIS,
VT CONVENERAT ESSE DELICATOS.
SCRIBENS VERSICULOS UTERQUE NOSTRUM
LUDEBAT NUMERO MODO HOC MODO ILLOC, 5
REDDENS MUTUA PER IOCUM ATQUE VINUM.
ATQUE ILLINC ABII TUO LEPORE
INCENSUS, LICINI, FACETIISQUE,
VT NEC ME MISERUM CIBUS IUVARET,
NEC SOMNUS TEGERET QUIETE OCELLOS, 10
SED TOTO INDOMITUS FURORE LECTO
VERSARER CUPIENS VIDERE LUCEM,
VT TECUM LOQUERER, SIMULQUE UT ESSEM.
AT DEFESSA LABORE MEMBRA POSTQUAM
SEMIMORTUA LECTULO IACEBANT, 15
HOC, IOCUNDE, TIBI POEMA FECI,
EX QUO PERSPICERES MEUM DOLOREM.
NUNC AUDAX CAVE SIS, PRECESQUE NOSTRAS,
ORAMUS, CAVE DESPUAS, OCELLE,
NE POENAS NEMESIS REPOSCAT A TE. 20
EST VEMENS DEA: LAEDERE HANC CAVETO.
L.
TO HIS FRIEND LICINIUS.
Idly (Licinius!) we our yesterday,
Played with my tablets much as pleased us play,
In mode becoming souls of dainty strain.
Inditing verses either of us twain
Now in one measure then in other line 5
We rang the changes amid wit and wine.
Then fared I homewards by thy fun so fired
And by thy jests (Licinius!) so inspired,
Nor food my hapless appetite availed
Nor sleep in quiet rest my eyelids veiled, 10
But o’er the bedstead wild in furious plight
I tossed a-longing to behold the light,
So I might talk wi’ thee, and be wi’ thee.
But when these wearied limbs from labour free
Were on my couchlet strewn half-dead to lie, 15
For thee (sweet wag!) this poem for thee wrote I,
Whereby thou mete and weet my cark and care.
Now be not over-bold, nor this our prayer
Outspit thou (apple of mine eyes!): we pray
Lest doom thee Nemesis hard pain repay:— 20
She’s a dire Goddess, ‘ware thou cross her way.
Yestreen, Licinius, in restful day, much mirthful verse we flashed upon my tablets, as became us, men of fancy. Each jotting versicles in turn sported first in this metre then in that, exchanging mutual epigrams ‘midst jokes and wine. But I departed thence, afire, Licinius, with thy wit and drolleries, so that food was useless to my wretched self; nor could sleep close mine eyes in quiet, but all o’er the bed in restless fury did I toss, longing to behold daylight that with thee I might speak, and again we might be together. But afterwards, when my limbs, weakened by my restless labours, lay stretched in semi-death upon the bed, this poem, O jocund one, I made for thee, from which thou mayst perceive my dolour. Now ‘ware thee of presumptuousness, and our pleadings ‘ware thee of rejecting, we pray thee, eye-babe of ours, lest Nemesis exact her dues from thee. She is a forceful Goddess; ‘ware her wrath.
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LI.
ILLE MI PAR ESSE DEO VIDETUR,
ILLE, SI FAS EST, SUPERARE DIVOS,
QUI SEDENS ADVERSUS IDENTIDEM TE
SPECTAT ET AUDIT
DULCE RIDENTEM, MISERO QUOD OMNIS 5
ERIPIT SENSUS MIHI: NAM SIMUL TE,
LESBIA, ASPEXI, NIHIL EST SUPER MI
LINGUA SED TORPET, TENUIS SUB ARTUS
FLAMMA DEMANAT, SONITU SUOPTE 10
TINTINANT AURES GEMINAE, TEGUNTUR
LUMINA NOCTE.
LIB.
OTIUM, CATULLE, TIBI MOLESTUMST:
OTIO EXULTAS NIMIUMQUE GESTIS. 15
OTIUM ET REGES PRIUS ET BEATAS
PERDIDIT URBES.
LI.
TO LESBIA.
Peer of a God meseemeth he,
Nay passing Gods (and that can be!)
Who all the while sits facing thee
Sees thee and hears
Thy low sweet laughs which (ah me!) daze 5
Mine every sense, and as I gaze
Upon thee (Lesbia!) o’er me strays
My tongue is dulled, my limbs adown
Flows subtle flame; with sound its own 10
Rings either ear, and o’er are strown
Mine eyes with night.
LIb.
Ease has thy lot, Catullus, crost,
Ease gladdens thee at heaviest cost, 15
Ease killed the Kings ere this and lost
The tallest towns.
He to me to be peer to a god doth seem, he, if such were lawful, to o’er-top the gods, who sitting oft a-front of thee doth gaze on thee, and doth listen to thine laughter lovely, which doth snatch away from sombre me mine every sense: for instant falls my glance on thee, Lesbia, naught is left to me [of voice], but my tongue is numbed, a keen-edged flame spreads through my limbs, with sound self-caused my twin ears sing, and mine eyes are enwrapped with night.
Sloth, O Catullus, to thee is hurtful: in sloth beyond measure dost thou exult and pass thy life. Sloth hath erewhile ruined rulers and gladsome cities.
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LII.
QUID EST, CATULLE? QUID MORARIS EMORI?
SELLA IN CURULI STRUMA NONIUS SEDET,
PER CONSULATUM PEIERAT VATINIUS:
QUID EST, CATULLE? QUID MORARIS EMORI?
LII.
CATULLUS TO HIMSELF.
What is’t, Catullus? Why delay to out die?
That Wen hight Nonius sits in curule chair,
For Consulship Vatinius false doth swear;
What is’t, Catullus? Why delay to out die?
Prithee Catullus, why delay thine death? Nonius the tumour is seated in the curule chair, Vatinius forswears himself for consul’s rank: prithee Catullus, why delay thine death?
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LIII.
RISI NESCIOQUEM MODO E CORONA,
QUI, CUM MIRIFICE VATINIANA
MEUS CRIMINA CALVOS EXPLICASSET,
ADMIRANS AIT HAEC MANUSQUE TOLLENS,
‘DI MAGNI, SALAPUTIUM DISERTUM!’ 5
LIII.
A JEST CONCERNING CALVUS.
I laughed at one ‘mid Forum-crowd unknown
Who, when Vatinius’ crimes in wondrous way
Had by my Calvus been explained, exposed,
His hand upraising high admiring cried
“Great Gods! the loquent little Doodle-diddle!” 5
I laughed at I know not whom in the crowded court who, when with admirable art Vatinius’ crimes my Calvus had set forth, with hands uplifted and admiring mien thus quoth “Great Gods, the fluent little Larydoodle!”
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LIIII.
OTHONIS CAPUT OPPIDOST PUSILLUM
NERI RUSTICA SEMILAUTA CRURA,
SUBTILE ET LEVE PEDITUM LIBONIS.
SI NON OMNIA DISPLICERE VELLEM
TIBI ET FUFICIO SENI RECOCTE 5
LIIIIB.
IRASCERE ITERUM MEIS IAMBIS
INMERENTIBUS, UNICE IMPERATOR.
LIIII.
TO JULIUS CÆSAR. (?)
The head of Otho, puniest of pates
The rustic half-washt shanks of Nerius
And Libo’s subtle silent fizzling-farts.
I wish that leastwise these should breed disgust
In thee and old Fuficius, rogue twice-cookt. 5
LIIIIb.
Again at these mine innocent iamb-lines
Wi’ wrath be wrothest; unique Emperor!
Otho’s head is paltry past all phrase * * * the uncouth semi-soaped shanks of Nerius, the slender soundless fizzlings of Libo * * * if not all things I wish would displease thee and Fuficius, the white-headed and green-tailed.
Anew thou shalt be enraged at my harmless iambics, emperor unique.
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LV.
ORAMUS, SI FORTE NON MOLESTUMST,
DEMOSTRES, UBI SINT TUAE TENEBRAE.
TE CAMPO QUAESIVIMUS MINORE,
TE IN CIRCO, TE IN OMNIBUS LIBELLIS,
TE IN TEMPLO SUMMI IOVIS SACRATO. 5
IN MAGNI SIMUL AMBULATIONE
FEMELLAS OMNES, AMICE, PRENDI,
QUAS VULTU VIDI TAMEN SERENAS.
A, VEL TE SIC IPSE FLAGITABAM,
‘CAMERIUM MIHI, PESSIMAE PUELLAE.’ 10
QUAEDAM INQUIT, NUDUM SINUM REDUCENS,
‘EN HEIC IN ROSEIS LATET PAPILLIS.’
SED TE IAM FERRE HERCULEI LABOS EST. 13
NON CUSTOS SI FINGAR ILLE CRETUM, 23
NON SI PEGASEO FERAR VOLATU,
NON LADAS EGO PINNIPESVE PERSEUS, 25
NON RHESI NIVEA CITAQUE BIGA:
ADDE HUC PLUMIPEDES VOLATILESQUE,
VENTORUMQUE SIMUL REQUIRE CURSUM:
QUOS CUNCTOS, CAMERI, MIHI DICARES,
DEFESSUS TAMEN OMNIBUS MEDULLIS 30
ET MULTIS LANGORIBUS PERESUS
ESSEM TE MIHI, AMICE, QUAERITANDO. 32
TANTO TEN FASTU NEGAS, AMICE? 14
DIC NOBIS UBI SIS FUTURUS, EDE
AUDACTER, CONMITTE, CREDE LUCEI.
NUM TE LACTEOLAE TENENT PUELLAE?
SI LINGUAM CLAUSO TENES IN ORE,
FRUCTUS PROICIES AMORIS OMNES:
VERBOSA GAUDET VENUS LOQUELLA. 20
VEL SI VIS, LICET OBSERES PALATUM,
DUM VOSTRI SIM PARTICEPS AMORIS.
LV.
OF HIS FRIEND CAMERIUS.
We pray, an’ haply irk it not when prayed,
Show us where shadowed hidest thou in shade!
Thee throughout Campus Minor sought we all,
Thee in the Circus, thee in each bookstall,
Thee in Almighty Jove’s fane consecrate. 5
Nor less in promenade titled from The Great
(Friend!) I accosted each and every quean,
But mostly madams showing mien serene,
For thee I pestered all with many pleas—
“Give me Camérius, wanton baggages!” 10
Till answered certain one a-baring breasts
“Lo, ‘twixt these rosy paps he haply rests!”
But now to find thee were Herculean feat. 13
Not if I feignèd me that guard of Crete, 23
Not if with Pegasèan wing I sped,
Or Ladas I or Perseus plumiped, 25
Or Rhesus borne in swifty car snow-white:
Add the twain foot-bewing’d and fast of flight,
And of the cursive winds require the blow:
All these (Camérius!) couldst on me bestow.
Tho’ were I wearied to each marrow bone 30
And by many o’ languors clean forgone
Yet I to seek thee (friend!) would still assay. 32
In such proud lodging (friend) wouldst self denay? 14
Tell us where haply dwell’st thou, speak outright,
Be bold and risk it, trusting truth to light,
Say do these milk-white girls thy steps detain?
If aye in tight-sealed lips thy tongue remain,
All Amor’s fruitage thou shalt cast away:
Verbose is Venus, loving verbal play! 20
But, an it please thee, padlockt palate bear,
So in your friendship I have partner-share.
We beg, if maybe ’tis not untoward, thou’lt shew us where may be thine haunt sequestered. Thee did we quest within the Lesser Fields, thee in the Circus, thee in every bookshop, thee in holy fane of highmost Jove. In promenade yclept “The Great,” the crowd of cocottes straightway did I stop, O friend, accosting those whose looks I noted were unruffled. And for thee loudly did I clamour, “Restore to me Camerius, most giddy girls.” Quoth such-an-one, her bosom bare a-shewing, “Look! ‘twixt rose-red paps he shelters him.” But labour ’tis of Hercules thee now to find. Not were I framed the Cretan guard, nor did I move with Pegasean wing, nor were I Ladas, or Persius with the flying foot, or Rhesus with swift and snowy team: to these add thou the feathery-footed and winged ones, ask likewise fleetness of the winds: which all united, O Camerius, couldst thou me grant, yet exhausted in mine every marrow and with many a faintness consumed should I be in my quest for thee, O friend. Why withdraw thyself in so much pride, O friend? Tell us where thou wilt be found, declare it boldly, give up the secret, trust it to the light. What, do the milk-white maidens hold thee? If thou dost hold thy tongue closed up in mouth, thou squanderest Love’s every fruit: for Venus joys in many-worded babblings. Yet if thou wishest, thou mayst bar thy palate, if I may be a sharer in thy love.
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LVI.
OREM RIDICULAM, CATO, ET IOCOSAM
DIGNAMQUE AURIBUS ET TUO CACHINNO.
RIDE, QUIDQUID AMAS, CATO, CATULLUM:
RES EST RIDICULA ET NIMIS IOCOSA.
DEPRENDI MODO PUPULUM PUELLAE 5
TRUSANTEM: HUNC EGO, SI PLACET DIONAE,
PROTELO RIGIDA MEA CECIDI.
LVI.
TO CATO, DESCRIBING A “BLACK JOKER.”
O risible matter (Cato!) and jocose,
Digne of thy hearing, of thy sneering digne.
Laugh (Cato!) an thou love Catullus thine;
The thing is risible, nay, too jocose.
Erstwhile I came upon a lad who a lass 5
Was —— and (so please it Dion!) I
Pierced him with stiffest staff and did him die.
O thing ridiculous, Cato, and facetious, and worthy of thine ears and of thy laughter. Laugh, Cato, the more thou lovest Catullus: the thing is ridiculous, and beyond measure facetious. Just now I caught a boy a-thrusting in a girl: and on him (so please you, Dione) with rigid spear of mine I fell.
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LVII.
PULCRE CONVENIT INPROBIS CINAEDIS,
MAMURRAE PATHICOQUE CAESARIQUE.
NEC MIRUM: MACULAE PARES UTRISQUE,
VRBANA ALTERA ET ILLA FORMIANA,
INPRESSAE RESIDENT NEC ELUENTUR: 5
MORBOSI PARITER, GEMELLI UTRIQUE
VNO IN LECTULO, ERUDITULI AMBO,
NON HIC QUAM ILLE MAGIS VORAX ADULTER,
RIVALES SOCIEI PUELLULARUM.
PULCRE CONVENIT INPROBIS CINAEDIS. 10
LVII.
ON MAMURRA AND JULIUS CÆSAR.
Right well are paired these Cinaedes sans shame
Mamurra and Cæsar, both of pathic fame.
No wonder! Both are fouled with foulest blight,
One urban being, Formian t’other wight,
And deeply printed with indelible stain: 5
Morbose is either, and the twin-like twain
Share single Couchlet; peers in shallow lore,
Nor this nor that for lechery hungers more,
As rival wenchers who the maidens claim
Right well are paired these Cinaedes sans shame. 10
A comely couple of shameless catamites, Mamurra and Caesar, pathics both. Nor needs amaze: they share like stains—this, Urban, the other, Formian,—which stay deep-marked nor can they be got rid of. Both morbidly diseased through pathic vice, the pair of twins lie in one bed, alike in erudition, one not more than other the greater greedier adulterer, allied rivals of the girls. A comely couple of shameless catamites.
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LVIII.
CAELI, LESBIA NOSTRA, LESBIA ILLA,
ILLA LESBIA, QUAM CATULLUS UNAM
PLUS QUAM SE ATQUE SUOS AMAVIT OMNES,
NUNC IN QUADRIVIIS ET ANGIPORTIS
GLUBIT MAGNANIMOS REMI NEPOTES. 5
LVIII.
ON LESBIA WHO ENDED BADLY.
Cælius! That Lesbia of ours, that Lesbia,
That only Lesbia by Catullus loved,
Than self, far fondlier, than all his friends,
She now where four roads fork, and wind the wynds
Husks the high-minded scions Remus-sprung. 5
O Caelius, our Lesbia, that Lesbia, the self-same Lesbia whom Catullus more than himself and all his own did worship, now at cross-roads and in alleys husks off the mettlesome descendants of Remus.
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LVIIII.
BONONIENSIS RUFA RUFULUM FELLAT,
VXOR MENENI, SAEPE QUAM IN SEPULCRETIS
VIDISTIS IPSO RAPERE DE ROGO CENAM,
CUM DEVOLUTUM EX IGNE PROSEQUENS PANEM
AB SEMIRASO TUNDERETUR USTORE. 5
LVIIII.
ON RUFA.
Rúfa the Bolognese drains Rufule dry,
(Wife to Menenius) she ‘mid tombs you’ll spy,
The same a-snatching supper from the pyre
Following the bread-loaves rolling forth the fire
Till frapped by half-shaved body-burner’s ire. 5
Rufa of Bononia lends her lips to Rufulus, she the wife of Menenius, whom oft among the sepulchres ye have seen clutching her meal from the funeral pile, when pursuing the bread which has rolled from the fire, whilst she was being buffeted by a semi-shorn corpse-burner.
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LX.
NUM TE LEAENA MONTIBUS LIBYSTINIS
AUT SCYLLA LATRANS INFIMA INGUINUM PARTE
TAM MENTE DURA PROCREAVIT AC TAETRA,
VT SUPPLICIS VOCEM IN NOVISSIMO CASU
CONTEMPTAM HABERES A! NIMIS FERO CORDE? 5
LX.
TO A CRUEL CHARMER.
Bare thee some lioness wild in Lybian wold?
Or Scylla barking from low’st inguinal fold?
With so black spirit, of so dure a mould,
E’en voice of suppliant must thou disregard
In latest circumstance ah, heart o’er hard? 5
Did a lioness of the Libyan Hills, or Scylla yelping from her lowmost groin, thee procreate, with mind so hard and horrid, that thou hast contempt upon a suppliant’s voice in calamity’s newest stress? O heart o’ergreatly cruel.
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LXI.
COLLIS O HELICONII
CULTOR, VRANIAE GENUS,
QUI RAPIS TENERAM AD VIRUM
VIRGINEM, O HYMENAEE HYMEN,
O HYMEN HYMENAEE, 5
CINGE TEMPORA FLORIBUS
SUAVE OLENTIS AMARACI,
FLAMMEUM CAPE, LAETUS HUC
HUC VENI NIVEO GERENS
LUTEUM PEDE SOCCUM, 10
EXCITUSQUE HILARI DIE
NUPTIALIA CONCINENS
VOCE CARMINA TINNULA
PELLE HUMUM PEDIBUS, MANU
PINEAM QUATE TAEDAM. 15
NAMQUE VINIA MANLIO,
QUALIS IDALIUM COLENS
VENIT AD PHRYGIUM VENUS
IUDICEM, BONA CUM BONA
NUBET ALITE VIRGO, 20
FLORIDIS VELUT ENITENS
MYRTUS ASIA RAMULIS,
QUOS HAMADRYADES DEAE
LUDICRUM SIBI ROSIDO
NUTRIUNT UMORE. 25
QUARE AGE HUC ADITUM FERENS
PERGE LINQUERE THESPIAE
RUPIS AONIOS SPECUS,
NYMPHA QUOS SUPER INRIGAT
FRIGERANS AGANIPPE, 30
AC DOMUM DOMINAM VOCA
CONIUGIS CUPIDAM NOVI,
MENTEM AMORE REVINCIENS,
VT TENAX HEDERA HUC ET HUC
ARBOREM INPLICAT ERRANS. 35
VOSQUE ITEM SIMUL, INTEGRAE
VIRGINES, QUIBUS ADVENIT
PAR DIES, AGITE IN MODUM
DICITE ‘O HYMENAEE HYMEN,
O HYMEN HYMENAEE,’ 40
VT LUBENTIUS, AUDIENS
SE CITARIER AD SUOM
MUNUS, HUC ADITUM FERAT
DUX BONAE VENERIS, BONI
CONIUGATOR AMORIS. 45
QUIS DEUS MAGIS ANXIIS
EST PETENDUS AMANTIBUS?
QUEM COLENT HOMINES MAGIS
CAELITUM? O HYMENAEE HYMEN,
O HYMEN HYMENAEE. 50
TE SUIS TREMULUS PARENS
INVOCAT, TIBI VIRGINES
ZONULA SOLUUNT SINUS,
TE TIMENS CUPIDA NOVOS
CAPTAT AURE MARITUS. 55
TU FERO IUVENI IN MANUS
FLORIDAM IPSE PUELLULAM
DEDIS A GREMIO SUAE
MATRIS, O HYMENAEE HYMEN,
O HYMEN HYMENAEE. 60
NIL POTEST SINE TE VENUS,
FAMA QUOD BONA CONPROBET,
COMMODI CAPERE: AT POTEST
TE VOLENTE. QUIS HUIC DEO
CONPARARIER AUSIT? 65
NULLA QUIT SINE TE DOMUS
LIBEROS DARE, NEC PARENS
STIRPE CINGIER: AT POTEST
TE VOLENTE. QUIS HUIC DEO
CONPARARIER AUSIT? 70
QUAE TUIS CAREAT SACRIS,
NON QUEAT DARE PRAESIDES
TERRA FINIBUS: AT QUEAT
TE VOLENTE. QUIS HUIC DEO
CONPARARIER AUSIT? 75
CLAUSTRA PANDITE IANUAE,
VIRGO ADES. VIDEN UT FACES
SPLENDIDAS QUATIUNT COMAS?
TARDET INGENUOS PUDOR:
QUEM TAMEN MAGIS AUDIENS 80
FLET, QUOD IRE NECESSE EST. 81
FLERE DESINE. NON TIBI, A— (86)
RUNCULEIA, PERICULUMST,
NEQUA FEMINA PULCHRIOR
CLARUM AB OCEANO DIEM 85
VIDERIT VENIENTEM. (90)
TALIS IN VARIO SOLET
DIVITIS DOMINI HORTULO
STARE FLOS HYACINTHINUS.
SED MORARIS, ABIT DIES: 90
PRODEAS, NOVA NUPTA.
PRODEAS, NOVA NUPTA, SI
IAM VIDETUR, ET AUDIAS
NOSTRA VERBA. VIDE UT FACES
AUREAS QUATIUNT COMAS: 95
PRODEAS, NOVA NUPTA.
NON TUOS LEVIS IN MALA
DEDITUS VIR ADULTERA
PROBRA TURPIA PERSEQUENS
A TUIS TENERIS VOLET 100
SECUBARE PAPILLIS,
LENTA QUIN VELUT ADSITAS
VITIS INPLICAT ARBORES,
INPLICABITUR IN TUOM
CONPLEXUM. SED ABIT DIES: 105
PRODEAS, NOVA NUPTA.
O CUBILE, QUOD OMNIBUS
* * * * 110
CANDIDO PEDE LECTI,
QUAE TUO VENIUNT ERO,
QUANTA GAUDIA, QUAE VAGA
NOCTE, QUAE MEDIO DIE
GAUDEAT! SED ABIT DIES: 115
PRODEAS, NOVA NUPTA.
TOLLITE, O PUERI, FACES:
FLAMMEUM VIDEO VENIRE.
ITE, CONCINITE IN MODUM
‘O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 120
O HYMEN HYMENAEE.’
NE DIU TACEAT PROCAX
FESCENNINA IOCATIO,
NEC NUCES PUERIS NEGET
DESERTUM DOMINI AUDIENS 125
CONCUBINUS AMOREM.
DA NUCES PUERIS, INERS
CONCUBINE: SATIS DIU
LUSISTI NUCIBUS: LUBET
IAM SERVIRE TALASIO. 130
CONCUBINE, NUCES DA.
SORDEBANT TIBI VILICAE,
CONCUBINE, HODIE ATQUE HERI:
NUNC TUOM CINERARIUS
TONDET OS. MISER A MISER 135
CONCUBINE, NUCES DA.
DICERIS MALE TE A TUIS
VNGUENTATE GLABRIS MARITE
ABSTINERE: SED ABSTINE.
O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 140
O HYMEN HYMENAEE.
SCIMUS HAEC TIBI QUAE LICENT
SOLA COGNITA: SED MARITO
ISTA NON EADEM LICENT.
O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 145
O HYMEN HYMENAEE.
NUPTA, TU QUOQUE, QUAE TUOS
VIR PETET, CAVE NE NEGES,
NI PETITUM ALIUNDE EAT.
O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 150
O HYMEN HYMENAEE.
EN TIBI DOMUS UT POTENS
ET BEATA VIRI TUI,
QUAE TIBI SINE FINE ERIT
(O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 155
O HYMEN HYMENAEE),
VSQUE DUM TREMULUM MOVENS
CANA TEMPUS ANILITAS
OMNIA OMNIBUS ADNUIT.
O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 160
O HYMEN HYMENAEE.
TRANSFER OMINE CUM BONO
LIMEN AUREOLOS PEDES,
RASILEMQUE SUBI FOREM.
O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 165
O HYMEN HYMENAEE.
ASPICE, INTUS UT ACCUBANS
VIR TUOS TYRIO IN TORO
TOTUS INMINEAT TIBI.
O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 170
O HYMEN HYMENAEE.
ILLI NON MINUS AC TIBI
PECTORE URITUR INTIMO
FLAMMA, SED PENITE MAGIS.
O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 175
O HYMEN HYMENAEE.
MITTE BRACHIOLUM TERES,
PRAETEXTATE, PUELLULAE:
IAM CUBILE ADEAT VIRI.
O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 180
O HYMEN HYMENAEE.
VOS BONAE SENIBUS VIRIS
COGNITAE BENE FEMINAE,
COLLOCATE PUELLULAM.
O HYMEN HYMENAEE IO, 185
O HYMEN HYMENAEE.
IAM LICET VENIAS, MARITE:
VXOR IN THALAMO TIBIST
ORE FLORIDULO NITENS,
ALBA PARTHENICE VELUT 190
LUTEUMVE PAPAVER.
AT, MARITE, (ITA ME IUVENT
CAELITES) NIHILO MINUS
PULCHER ES, NEQUE TE VENUS
NEGLEGIT. SED ABIT DIES: 195
PERGE, NE REMORARE.
NON DIU REMORATUS ES,
IAM VENIS. BONA TE VENUS
IUVERIT, QUONIAM PALAM
QUOD CUPIS CAPIS ET BONUM 200
NON ABSCONDIS AMOREM.
ILLE PULVERIS AFRICEI
SIDERUMQUE MICANTIUM
SUBDUCAT NUMERUM PRIUS,
QUI VOSTRI NUMERARE VOLT 205
MULTA MILIA LUDEI.
LUDITE UT LUBET, ET BREVI
LIBEROS DATE. NON DECET
TAM VETUS SINE LIBERIS
NOMEN ESSE, SED INDIDEM 210
SEMPER INGENERARI.
TORQUATUS VOLO PARVOLUS
MATRIS E GREMIO SUAE
PORRIGENS TENERAS MANUS
DULCE RIDEAT AD PATREM 215
SEMHIANTE LABELLO.
SIT SUO SIMILIS PATRI
MANLIO ET FACILE INSCIEIS
NOSCITETUR AB OMNIBUS
ET PUDICITIAM SUAE 220
MATRIS INDICET ORE.
TALIS ILLIUS A BONA
MATRE LAUS GENUS ADPROBET,
QUALIS UNICA AB OPTIMA
MATRE TELEMACHO MANET 225
FAMA PENELOPEO.
CLAUDITE OSTIA, VIRGINES:
LUSIMUS SATIS. AT, BONEI
CONIUGES, BENE VIVITE ET
MUNERE ADSIDUO VALENTEM 230
EXERCETE INVENTAM.
LXI.
EPITHALAMIUM ON VINIA AND MANLIUS.
1.
Of Helicon-hill, O Thou that be
Haunter, Urania’s progeny,
Who hurriest soft virginity
To man, O Hymenæus Hymen,
O Hymen Hymenæus. 5
2.
About thy temples bind the bloom,
Of Marjoram flow’ret scented sweet;
Take flamey veil: glad hither come
Come hither borne by snow-hue’d feet
Wearing the saffron’d sock. 10
3.
And, roused by day of joyful cheer,
Carolling nuptial lays and chaunts
With voice as silver-ringing clear,
Beat ground with feet, while brandisht flaunts
Thy hand the piney torch. 15
4.
For Vinia comes by Manlius woo’d,
As Venus on th’ Idalian crest,
Before the Phrygian judge she stood
And now with blessèd omens blest,
The maid is here to wed. 20
5.
A maiden shining bright of blee,
As Myrtle branchlet Asia bred,
Which Hamadryad deity
As toy for joyance aye befed
With humour of the dew. 25
6.
Then hither come thou, hieing lief,
Awhile to leave th’ Aonian cave,
Where ‘neath the rocky Thespian cliff
Nymph Aganippe loves to lave
In cooly waves outpoured. 30
7.
And call the house-bride, homewards bring
Maid yearning for new married fere,
Her mind with fondness manacling,
As the tough ivy here and there
Errant the tree enwinds. 35
8.
And likewise ye, clean virginal
Maidens, to whom shall haps befall
Like day, in measure join ye all
Singing, O Hymenæus Hymen,
O Hymen Hymenæus. 40
9.
That with more will-full will a-hearing
The call to office due, he would
Turn footsteps hither, here appearing,
Guide to good Venus, and the good
Lover conjoining strait. 45
10.
What God than other Godheads more
Must love-sick wights for aid implore?
Whose Godhead foremost shall adore
Mankind? O Hymenæus Hymen,
O Hymen Hymenæus. 50
11.
Thee for his own the trembling sire
Invokes, thee Virgins ever sue
Who laps of zone to loose aspire,
And thee the bashful bridegrooms woo
With ears that long to hear. 55
12.
Thou to the hand of love-fierce swain
Deliverest maiden fair and fain,
From mother’s fondling bosom ta’en
Perforce, O Hymenæus Hymen
O Hymen Hymenæus. 60
13.
Thou lacking, Venus ne’er avails—
While Fame approves for honesty—
Love-joys to lavish: ne’er she fails
Thou willing:—with such Deity
Whoe’er shall dare compare? 65
14.
Thou wanting, never son and heir
The Hearth can bear, nor parents be
By issue girt, yet can it bear,
Thou willing:—with such Deity,
Whoe’er shall dare compare? 70
15.
An lack a land thy sacring rite,
The perfect rule we ne’er shall see
Reach Earth’s far bourne; yet such we sight,
Thou willing:—with such Deity
Whoe’er shall dare compare? 75
16.
Your folds ye gateways wide-ope swing!
The maiden comes. Seest not the sheen
Of links their splendent tresses fling?
Let shame retard the modest mien.
17.
Who more she hears us weeps the more, 80
That needs she must advance. 81
18.
Cease raining tear-drops! not for thee, (86)
Aurunculeia, risk we deem,
That fairer femininety
Clear day outdawned from Ocean stream 85
Shall ever more behold. (90)
19.
Such in the many-tinted bower
Of rich man’s garden passing gay
Upstands the hyacinthine flower.
But thou delayest, wanes the day: 90
Prithee, come forth new Bride.
20.
Prithee, come forth new Bride! methinks,
Drawing in sight, the talk we hold
Thou haply hearest. See the Links!
How shake their locks begilt with gold: 95
Prithee, new Bride come forth.
21.
Not lightly given thy mate to ill
Joys and adulterous delights
Foul fleshly pleasures seeking still
Shall ever choose he lie o’ nights 100
Far from thy tender paps.
22.
But as with pliant shoots the vine
Round nearest tree-trunk winds her way,
He shall be ever twined in thine
Embraces:—yet, lo! wanes the day: 105
Prithee, come forth new Bride!
23.
Couchlet which to me and all
* * * * 110
With bright white bedstead foot.
24.
What joys the lord of thee betide!
What love-liesse on vaguing way
O’ nights! What sweets in morning tide
For thee be stored! Yet wanes the day: 115
Prithee, come forth fresh Bride!
25.
Your lighted links, O boys, wave high:
I see the flamey veil draw nigh:
Hie, sing in merry mode and cry
“O Hymen Hymenæus io, 120
O Hymen Hymenæus!”
26.
Lest longer mute tongue stays that joys
In festal jest, from Fescennine,
Nor yet denay their nuts to boys,
He–Concubine! who learns in fine 125
His lordling’s love is fled.
27.
Throw nuts to boys thou idle all
He–Concubine! wast fain full long
With nuts to play: now pleased as thrall
Be thou to swell Talasios’ throng: 130
He–Concubine throw nuts.
28.
Wont thou at peasant-girls to jape
He-whore! Thy Lord’s delight the while:
Now shall hair-curling chattel scrape
Thy cheeks: poor wretch, ah! poor and vile:— 135
He–Concubine, throw nuts.
29.
’Tis said from smooth-faced ingle train
(Anointed bridegroom!) hardly fain
Hast e’er refrained; now do refrain!
O Hymen Hymenæus io, 140
O Hymen Hymenæus!
30.
We know that naught save licit rites
Be known to thee, but wedded wights
No more deem lawful such delights.
O Hymen Hymenæus io, 145
O Hymen Hymenæus.
31.
Thou too, O Bride, whatever dare
Thy groom, of coy rebuff beware,
Lest he to find elsewhither fare.
O Hymen Hymenæus io, 150
O Hymen Hymenæus.
32.
Lo! here the house of high degree
Thy husband’s puissant home to be,
Which ever shall obey thy gree.
O Hymen Hymenæus io, 155
O Hymen Hymenæus!
33.
Till Time betide when eld the hoar
Thy head and temples trembling o’er
Make nod to all things evermore.
O Hymen Hymenæus io, 160
O Hymen Hymenæus.
34.
O’erstep with omen meetest meet
The threshold-stone thy golden feet
Up, past the polisht panels fleet.
O Hymen Hymenæus io, 165
O Hymen Hymenæus.
35.
Within bestrewn thy bridegroom see
On couch of Tyrian cramoisy
All imminent awaiting thee.
O Hymen Hymenæus io, 170
O Hymen Hymenæus.
36.
For in his breast not less than thine
Burn high the flames that deepest shrine,
Yet his the lowe far deeper lien.
O Hymen Hymenæus io, 175
O Hymen Hymenæus.
37.
Let fall the maid’s soft arms, thou fair
Boy purple-hem’d: now be thy care
Her bridegroom’s couch she seek and share.
O Hymen Hymenæus io, 180
O Hymen Hymenæus.
38.
Ye wives time-tried to husbands wed,
Well-known for chastity inbred,
Dispose the virginette a-bed.
O Hymen Hymenæus io, 185
O Hymen Hymenæus.
39.
Groom, now ’tis meet thou hither pace,
With bride in genial bed to blend,
For sheenly shines her flowery face
Where the white chamomiles contend 190
With poppies blushing red.
40.
Yet bridegroom (So may Godhead deign
Help me!) nowise in humbler way
Art fair, nor Venus shall disdain
Thy charms, but look! how wanes the day: 195
Forward, nor loiter more!
41.
No longer loitering makest thou,
Now comest thou. May Venus good
Aid thee when frankly takest thou
Thy wishes won, nor true Love woo’d 200
Thou carest to conceal.
42.
Of Afric’s wolds and wilds each grain,
Or constellations glistening,
First reckon he that of the twain
To count alone were fain to bring 205
The many thousand joys.
43.
Play as ye please: soon prove ye deft
At babying babes,—’twere ill design’d
A name thus ancient should be left
Heirless, but issue like of kind 210
Engendered aye should be.
44.
A wee Torquátus fain I’d see
Encradled on his mother’s breast
Put forth his tender puds while he
Smiles to his sire with sweetest gest 215
And liplets half apart.
45.
Let son like father’s semblance show
(Manlius!) so with easy guess
All know him where his sire they know,
And still his face and form express 220
His mother’s honest love.
46.
Approve shall fair approof his birth
From mother’s seed-stock generous,
As rarest fame of mother’s worth
Unique exalts Telemachus 225
Penelope’s own son.
47.
Fast close the door-leaves, virgin band:
Enow we’ve played. But ye the fair
New-wedded twain live happy, and
Functions of lusty married pair 230
Exercise sans surcease.
O Fosterer of the Helicon Hill, sprung from Urania, who beareth the gentle virgin to her mate, O Hymenaeus Hymen, O Hymen Hymenaeus!
Twine round thy temples sweet-smelling flowerets of marjoram; put on thy gold-tinted veil; light-hearted, hither, hither haste, bearing on snowy foot the golden-yellow sandal:
And a-fire with the joyous day, chanting wedding melodies with ringing voice, strike the ground with thy feet, with thine hand swing aloft the pine-link.
For Vinia—fair as Idalian Venus, when stood before the Phrygian judge—a virgin fair, weds Manlius ‘midst happy auspices.
She, bright-shining as the Asian myrtle florid in branchlets, which the Hamadryads nurture for their pleasure with besprinkled dew.
Wherefore, hither! leaving the Aonian grot in the Thespian Rock, o’er which flows the chilling stream of Aganippe.
And summon homewards the mistress, eager for her new yoke, firm-prisoning her soul in love; as tight-clasping ivy, wandering hither, thither, enwraps the tree around.
And also ye, upright virgins, for whom a like day is nearing, chant ye in cadence, singing “O Hymenaeus Hymen, O Hymen Hymenaeus!”
That more freely, hearing himself to his duty called, will he bear hither his presence, Lord of true Venus, uniter of true lovers.
What god is worthier of solicitation by anxious amourists? Whom of the celestials do men worship more greatly? O Hymenaeus Hymen, O Hymen Hymenaeus!
Thee for his young the trembling father beseeches, for thee virgins unclasp the zone from their breasts, for thee the fear-full bridegroom harkeneth with eager ear.
Thou bearest to the youngster’s arms that flower-like damsel, taken from her mother’s bosom, O Hymenaeus Hymen, O Hymen Hymenaeus!
Nor lacking thee may Venus take her will with fair Fame’s approbation; but she may, with thy sanction. With such a God who dares compare?
Lacking thee, no house can yield heirs, nor parent be surrounded by offspring; but they may, with thy sanction. With such a God who dares compare?
Nor lacking thy rites may our land be protected e’en to its boundaries; but it may, with thy sanction. With such a God who dares compare?
Gates open wide: the virgin is here. See how the torch-flakes shake their gleaming locks? Let shame retard the modest:
Yet hearing, greater does she weep, that she must onwards go.
Cease thy tears. For thee there is no peril, Aurunculeia, that any woman more beauteous from Ocean springing shall ever see the light of day.
Thou art like the hyacinthine flower, wont to stand aloft ‘midst varied riches of its lordling’s garden. But thou delayest, day slips by: advance, new mated one.
Advance, new mated, now in sight, and listen to our speech. Note how the torch-flakes shake their glittering tresses: advance, new mated one.
Nor given to ill adulteries, nor seeking lawless shames, shall thy husband ever wish to lie away from thy soft breasts,
But as the lithe vine amongst neighbouring trees doth cling, so shall he be enclasped in thine encircled arms. But day slips by: advance, new mated one.
O nuptial couch * * * * with feet of ivory white.
What joys are coming to thy lord, in gloom o’ night, in noon of day. Let him rejoice! but day slips by: advance, new mated one.
High raise, O boys, the torches: I see the gleaming veil approach. Come, chant in cadence, “O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus.”
Nor longer silent is lewd Fescinnine jest, nor to the boys the nuts deny, ingle, hearing thy master’s love has flown.
Give nuts to the boys, O listless ingle; enough of days thou hast played with nuts: now ’tis meet to serve Talassius. O ingle, give the nuts!
The country lasses slighted were by thee, O ingle, till today: now the bride’s tiresman shaves thy face. Wretched, wretched ingle, give the nuts.
They say that from thy hairless ingles, O sweet-scented bridegroom, thou canst scarce abstain: but abstain thou! O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus.
We know that these delights were known to thee only when lawful: but to the wedded these same no more are lawful. O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus!
Thou also, bride, what thy husband seekest beware of denying, lest he go elsewhere in its search. O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus!
Look, thy husband’s home is thine, potent and goodly, and shall be thine for ever more. O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus!
Until with trembling movement thine hoary brow nods ever to everything. O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus!
Lift o’er the threshold with good omen thy glistening feet, and go through the polished gates. O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus!
Look! thy lord within, lying on Tyrian couch, all-expectant waits for thee. O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus!
Not less than in thine, in his breast burns an inmost flame, but more deeply inward. O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus!
Unloose the damsel’s slender arm, O purple-bordered youth: now let her approach her husband’s couch. O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus.
Ye good dames of fair renown to aged spouses, put ye the damsel a-bed. O Hymen Hymenaeus io, O Hymen Hymenaeus.
Now thou mayst come, O bridegroom: thy wife is in the bridal-bed, with face brightly blushing as white parthenice ‘midst ruddy poppies.
But, O bridegroom (so help me the heaven-dwellers) in no way less beautiful art thou, nor doth Venus slight thee. But the day slips by: on! nor more delay.
Nor long hast thou delayed, thou comest now. May kindly Venus help thee, since what thou dost desire thou takest publicly, and dost not conceal true love.
Of Afric’s sands and glittering stars the number first let him tell, who wishes to keep count of your many-thousand sports.
Sport as ye like, and speedily give heirs. It does not become so old a name to be sans heirs, but for similar stock always to be generated.
A little Torquatus I wish, from his mother’s bosom reaching out his dainty hands, and smiling sweetly at his father with lips apart.
May he be like his sire Manlius, and easily acknowledged by every stranger, and by his face point out his mother’s faithfulness.
May such praise confirm his birth from true mother, such fame unique as rests with Telemachus from best of mothers, Penelope.
Close ye the doors, virgins: enough we’ve sported. But, fair bride and groom, live ye well, and diligently fulfil the office of vigorous youth.
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LXII.
VESPER ADEST, IUVENES, CONSURGITE: VESPER OLYMPO
EXPECTATA DIU VIX TANDEM LUMINA TOLLIT.
SURGERE IAM TEMPUS, IAM PINGUES LINQUERE MENSAS,
IAM VENIET VIRGO, IAM DICETUR HYMENAEUS.
HYMEN O HYMENAEE, HYMEN ADES O HYMENAEE! 5
CERNITIS, INNUPTAE, IUVENES? CONSURGITE CONTRA:
NIMIRUM OETAEOS OSTENDIT NOCTIFER IGNES.
SIC CERTEST; VIDEN UT PERNICITER EXILUERE?
NON TEMERE EXILUERE, CANENT QUOD VINCERE PAR EST.
HYMEN O HYMENAEE, HYMEN ADES O HYMENAEE! 10
NON FACILIS NOBIS, AEQUALES, PALMA PARATAST,
ADSPICITE, INNUPTAE SECUM UT MEDITATA REQUIRUNT.
NON FRUSTRA MEDITANTUR, HABENT MEMORABILE QUOD SIT.
NEC MIRUM, PENITUS QUAE TOTA MENTE LABORENT.
NOS ALIO MENTES, ALIO DIVISIMUS AURES: 15
IURE IGITUR VINCEMUR, AMAT VICTORIA CURAM.
QUARE NUNC ANIMOS SALTEM CONVERTITE VESTROS,
DICERE IAM INCIPIENT, IAM RESPONDERE DECEBIT.
HYMEN O HYMENAEE, HYMEN ADES O HYMENAEE!
HESPERE, QUI CAELO FERTUR CRUDELIOR IGNIS? 20
QUI NATAM POSSIS CONPLEXU AVELLERE MATRIS,
CONPLEXU MATRIS RETINENTEM AVELLERE NATAM
ET IUVENI ARDENTI CASTAM DONARE PUELLAM.
QUID FACIUNT HOSTES CAPTA CRUDELIUS URBE?
HYMEN O HYMENAEE, HYMEN ADES O HYMENAEE! 25
HESPERE, QUI CAELO LUCET IOCUNDIOR IGNIS?
QUI DESPONSA TUA FIRMES CONUBIA FLAMMA,
QUAE PEPIGERE VIRI, PEPIGERUNT ANTE PARENTES
NEC IUNXERE PRIUS QUAM SE TUUS EXTULIT ARDOR.
QUID DATUR A DIVIS FELICI OPTATIUS HORA? 30
HYMEN O HYMENAEE, HYMEN ADES O HYMENAEE!
HESPERUS E NOBIS, AEQUALES, ABSTULIT UNAM
HYMEN O HYMENAEE, HYMEN ADES O HYMENAEE!
NAMQUE TUO ADVENTU VIGILAT CUSTODIA SEMPER.
NOCTE LATENT FURES, QUOS IDEM SAEPE REVERTENS,
HESPERE, MUTATO CONPRENDIS NOMINE EOUS. 35
AT LIBET INNUPTIS FICTO TE CARPERE QUESTU.
QUID TUM, SI CARPUNT, TACITA QUEM MENTE REQUIRUNT?
HYMEN O HYMENAEE, HYMEN ADES O HYMENAEE!
VT FLOS IN SAEPTIS SECRETUS NASCITUR HORTIS,
IGNOTUS PECORI, NULLO CONVOLSUS ARATRO, 40
QUEM MULCENT AURAE, FIRMAT SOL, EDUCAT IMBER
MULTI ILLUM PUERI, MULTAE OPTAVERE PUELLAE:
IDEM CUM TENUI CARPTUS DEFLORUIT UNGUI,
NULLI ILLUM PUERI, NULLAE OPTAVERE PUELLAE:
SIC VIRGO, DUM INTACTA MANET, DUM CARA SUIS EST; 45
CUM CASTUM AMISIT POLLUTO CORPORE FLOREM,
NEC PUERIS IOCUNDA MANET, NEC CARA PUELLIS.
HYMEN O HYMENAEE, HYMEN ADES O HYMENAEE!
VT VIDUA IN NUDO VITIS QUAE NASCITUR ARVO
NUMQUAM SE EXTOLLIT, NUMQUAM MITEM EDUCAT UVAM, 50
SED TENERUM PRONO DEFLECTENS PONDERE CORPUS
IAM IAM CONTINGIT SUMMUM RADICE FLAGELLUM;
HANC NULLI AGRICOLAE, NULLI COLUERE BUBULCI:
AT SI FORTE EADEMST ULMO CONIUNCTA MARITO,
MULTI ILLAM AGRICOLAE, MULTI COLUERE BUBULCI: 55
SIC VIRGO DUM INTACTA MANET, DUM INCULTA SENESCIT;
CUM PAR CONUBIUM MATURO TEMPORE ADEPTAST,
CARA VIRO MAGIS ET MINUS EST INVISA PARENTI.
HYMEN O HYMENAEE, HYMEN ADES O HYMENAEE! 58B
AT TU NE PUGNA CUM TALI CONIUGE VIRGO.
NON AEQUOMST PUGNARE, PATER CUI TRADIDIT IPSE, 60
IPSE PATER CUM MATRE, QUIBUS PARERE NECESSEST.
VIRGINITAS NON TOTA TUAST, EX PARTE PARENTUMST,
TERTIA PARS PATRIST, PARS EST DATA TERTIA MATRI,
TERTIA SOLA TUAST: NOLI PUGNARE DUOBUS,
QUI GENERO SUA IURA SIMUL CUM DOTE DEDERUNT. 65
HYMEN O HYMENAEE, HYMEN ADES O HYMENAEE!
LXII.
NUPTIAL SONG BY YOUTH AND DAMSELS.
(Epithalamium.)
Youths.
Vesper is here, O youths, rise all; for Vesper Olympus
Scales and in fine enfires what lights so long were expected!
Time ’tis now to arise, now leave we tables rich laden,
Now shall the Virgin come; now chaunt we the Hymenæus.
Hymen O Hymenæus: Hymen here, O Hymenæus! 5
Damsels.
View ye the Youths, O Maids unwed? Then rise to withstand them:
Doubtless the night-fraught Star displays his splendour Oetéän.
Sooth ’tis so; d’ye sight how speedily sprang they to warfare?
Nor for a naught up-sprang: they’ll sing what need we to conquer.
Hymen O Hymenæus: Hymen here, O Hymenæus! 10
Youths.
Nowise easy the palm for us (Companions!) be proffer’d,
Lo! now the maidens muse and meditate matter of forethought
Nor meditate they in vain; they muse a humorous something.
Yet naught wonder it is, their sprites be wholly in labour.
We bear divided thought one way and hearing in other: 15
Vanquish’t by right we must be, since Victory loveth the heedful.
Therefore at least d’ye turn your minds the task to consider,
Soon shall begin their say whose countersay shall befit you.
Hymen O Hymenæus: Hymen here, O Hymenæus!
Damsels.
Hesperus! say what flame more cruel in Heaven be fanned? 20
Thou who the girl perforce canst tear from a mother’s embraces,
Tear from a parent’s clasp her child despite of her clinging
And upon love-hot youth bestowest her chastest of maidenhoods!
What shall the foeman deal more cruel to city becaptured?
Hymen O Hymenæus, Hymen here, O Hymenæus! 25
Youths.
Hesperus! say what flame more gladsome in Heavens be shining?
Thou whose light makes sure long-pledged connubial promise
Plighted erewhile by men and erstwhile plighted by parents.
Yet to be ne’er fulfilled before thy fire’s ardours have risen!
What better boon can the gods bestow than hour so desirèd? 30
Hymen O Hymenæus, Hymen here, O Hymenæus!
Damsels.
Hesperus! one of ourselves (Companions!) carried elsewhither
Hymen O Hymenæus, Hymen here, O Hymenæus!
Youths.
For at thy coming in sight a guard is constantly watching.
Hidden o’nights lurk thieves and these as oft as returnest,
Hesper! thou seizest them with title changed to Eöus. 35
Pleases the bevy unwed with feigned complaints to accuse thee.
What if assail they whom their souls in secrecy cherish?
Hymen O Hymenæus, Hymen here, O Hymenæus!
Damsels.
E’en as a flow’ret born secluded in garden enclosèd,
Unto the flock unknown and ne’er uptorn by the ploughshare, 40
Soothed by the zephyrs and strengthened by suns and nourish’t by showers
Loves her many a youth and longs for her many a maiden:
Yet from her lissome stalk when cropt that flower deflowered,
Loves her never a youth nor longs for her ever a maiden:
Thus while the virgin be whole, such while she’s the dearling of
kinsfolk; 45
Yet no sooner is lost her bloom from body polluted,
Neither to youths she is joy, nor a dearling she to the maidens.
Hymen O Hymenæus, Hymen here, O Hymenæus!
Youths.
E’en as an unmated vine which born in field of the barest
Never upraises head nor breeds the mellowy grape-bunch, 50
But under weight prone-bowed that tender body a-bending
Makes she her root anon to touch her topmost of tendrils;
Tends her never a hind nor tends her ever a herdsman:
Yet if haply conjoinèd the same with elm as a husband,
Tends her many a hind and tends her many a herdsman: 55
Thus is the maid when whole, uncultured waxes she aged;
But whenas union meet she wins her at ripest of seasons,
More to her spouse she is dear and less she’s irk to her parents.
Hymen O Hymenæus, Hymen here, O Hymenæus!
Youths and Damsels.
But do thou cease to resist (O Maid!) such bridegroom opposing,
Right it is not to resist whereto consigned thee a father,
Father and mother of thee unto whom obedience is owing.
Not is that maidenhood all thine own, but partly thy parents!
Owneth thy sire one third, one third is right of thy mother,
Only the third is thine: stint thee to strive with the others,
Who to the stranger son have yielded their dues with a dower! 65
Hymen O Hymenæus: Hymen here, O Hymenæus!
YOUTHS.
Vesper is here, arise ye youths: Vesper at last has just borne aloft in the heavens his long-looked-for light. Now ’tis time to arise, now to leave the fattened tables, now comes the virgin, now is said the Hymenaeus. Hymen O Hymenaeus, Hymen hither O Hymenaeus!
Maidens.
Discern ye, O unwedded girls, the youths? Arise in response: forsooth the Star of Eve displays its Oetaean fires. Thus ’tis; see how fleetly have they leapt forth? Nor without intent have they leapt forth, they will sing what ’tis meet we surpass. Hymen O Hymenaeus, Hymen hither O Hymenaeus!
Youths.
Nor easily is for us, O comrades, the palm prepared; see ye how they talk together in deep thought. Nor in vain do they muse, they have what may be worthy of memory. Nor be wonder: for inwardly toil they with whole of their minds. Our minds one way, our ears another, we have divided: wherefore by right are we conquered, for victory loveth solicitude. So now your minds at the least turn ye hither, now their chant they begin, anon ye will have to respond. Hymen O Hymenaeus, Hymen hither O Hymenaeus!
Maidens.
Hesperus! what crueler light is borne aloft in the heavens? Thou who canst pluck the maid from her mother’s enfolding, pluck from her mother’s enfolding the firm-clinging maid, and canst give the chaste girl to the burning youngster. What more cruel could victors in vanquished city contrive? Hymen O Hymenaeus, Hymen hither O Hymenaeus!
Youths.
Hesperus! what more jocund light is borne aloft in the heavens? Thou who dost confirm with thy flame the marriage betrothals which the men had pledged, the parents had pledged of aforetime, nor may they be joined in completion before thy flame is borne aloft. What can the gods give more gladsome than that happy hour? Hymen O Hymenaeus, Hymen hither O Hymenaeus!
Maidens.
Youths.
Maidens.
As grows the hidden flower in garden closed, to kine unknown, uprooted by no ploughshare, whilst the winds caress it, the sun makes it sturdy, and the shower gives it growth * * * * many a boy and many a girl longs for it: this same when pluckt, deflowered from slender stalklet, never a boy and never a girl doth long for it: so the virgin, while she stays untouched, so long is she dear to her folk; when she hath lost her chaste flower from her body profaned, nor to the boys stays she beauteous, nor is she dear to the girls. Hymen O Hymenaeus, Hymen hither O Hymenaeus!
Youths.
As the widowed vine which grows in naked field ne’er uplifts itself, ne’er ripens a mellow grape, but bending prone ‘neath the weight of its tender body now and again its highmost bough touches with its root; this no husbandmen, no herdsmen will foster: but if this same chance to be joined with marital elm, it many husbandmen, many herdsmen will foster: so the virgin, whilst she stays untouched, so long does she age, unfostered; but when fitting union she obtain in meet time, dearer is she to her lord and less of a trouble to parent. Hymen O Hymenaeus, Hymen hither O Hymenaeus!
Youths and Maidens.
But struggle not ‘gainst such a mate, O virgin. ’Tis improper to struggle, thou whose father hath handed thee o’er, that father together with thy mother to whom obedience is needed. Thy maidenhead is not wholly thine, in part ’tis thy parents’: a third part is thy father’s, a third part is given to thy mother, a third alone is thine: be unwilling to struggle against two, who to their son-inlaw their rights together with dowry have given. Hymen O Hymenaeus, Hymen hither O Hymenaeus!
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LXIII.
SUPER ALTA VECTUS ATTIS CELERI RATE MARIA
PHRYGIUM UT NEMUS CITATO CUPIDE PEDE TETIGIT
ADIITQUE OPACA, SILVIS REDIMITA LOCA DEAE,
STIMULATUS IBI FURENTI RABIE, VAGUS ANIMIS,
DEVOLSIT ILEI ACUTO SIBI PONDERA SILICE. 5
ITAQUE UT RELICTA SENSIT SIBI MEMBRA SINE VIRO,
ETIAM RECENTE TERRAE SOLA SANGUINE MACULANS
NIVEIS CITATA CEPIT MANIBUS LEVE TYPANUM,
TYPANUM, TUOM CYBEBE, TUA, MATER, INITIA,
QUATIENSQUE TERGA TAUREI TENERIS CAVA DIGITIS 10
CANERE HAEC SUIS ADORTAST TREMEBUNDA COMITIBUS.
‘AGITE ITE AD ALTA, GALLAE, CYBELES NEMORA SIMUL,
SIMUL ITE, DINDYMENAE DOMINAE VAGA PECORA,
ALIENA QUAE PETENTES VELUT EXULES LOCA
SECTAM MEAM EXECUTAE DUCE ME MIHI COMITES 15
RABIDUM SALUM TULISTIS TRUCULENTAQUE PELAGE
ET CORPUS EVIRASTIS VENERIS NIMIO ODIO,
HILARATE ERAE CITATIS ERRORIBUS ANIMUM.
MORA TARDA MENTE CEDAT: SIMUL ITE, SEQUIMINI
PHRYGIAM AD DOMUM CYBEBES, PHRYGIA AD NEMORA DEAE, 20
VBI CYMBALUM SONAT VOX, UBI TYMPANA REBOANT,
TIBICEN UBI CANIT PHRYX CURVO GRAVE CALAMO,
VBI CAPITA MAENADES VI IACIUNT EDERIGERAE,
VBI SACRA SANCTA ACUTIS ULULATIBUS AGITANT,
VBI SUEVIT ILLA DIVAE VOLITARE VAGA COHORS: 25
QUO NOS DECET CITATIS CELERARE TRIPUDIIS.’
SIMUL HAEC COMITIBUS ATTIS CECINIT NOTHA MULIER,
THIASUS REPENTE LINGUIS TREPIDANTIBUS ULULAT,
LEVE TYMPANUM REMUGIT, CAVA CYMBALA RECREPANT,
VIRIDEM CITUS ADIT IDAM PROPERANTE PEDE CHORUS. 30
FURIBUNDA SIMUL ANHELANS VAGA VADIT, ANIMAM AGENS,
COMITATA TYMPANO ATTIS PER OPACA NEMORA DUX,
VELUTI IUVENCA VITANS ONUS INDOMITA IUGI:
RAPIDAE DUCEM SEQUUNTUR GALLAE PROPERIPEDEM.
ITAQUE UT DOMUM CYBEBES TETIGERE LASSULAE, 35
NIMIO E LABORE SOMNUM CAPIUNT SINE CERERE.
PIGER HIS LABANTE LANGORE OCULOS SOPOR OPERIT:
ABIT IN QUIETE MOLLI RABIDUS FUROR ANIMI.
SED UBI ORIS AUREI SOL RADIANTIBUS OCULIS
LUSTRAVIT AETHERA ALBUM, SOLA DURA, MARE FERUM, 40
PEPULITQUE NOCTIS UMBRAS VEGETIS SONIPEDIBUS,
IBI SOMNUS EXCITAM ATTIN FUGIENS CITUS ABIIT:
TREPIDANTE EUM RECEPIT DEA PASITHEA SINU.
ITA DE QUIETE MOLLI RAPIDA SINE RABIE
SIMUL IPSA PECTORE ATTIS SUA FACTA RECOLUIT, 45
LIQUIDAQUE MENTE VIDIT SINE QUEIS UBIQUE FORET,
ANIMO AESTUANTE RUSUM REDITUM AD VADA TETULIT.
IBI MARIA VASTA VISENS LACRIMANTIBUS OCULIS,
PATRIAM ALLOCUTA MAESTAST ITA VOCE MISERITER.
‘PATRIA O MEI CREATRIX, PATRIA O MEA GENETRIX, 50
EGO QUAM MISER RELINQUENS, DOMINOS UT ERIFUGAE
FAMULI SOLENT, AD IDAE TETULI NEMORA PEDEM,
VT APUT NIVEM ET FERARUM GELIDA STABULA FOREM
ET EARUM OPERTA ADIREM FURIBUNDA LATIBULA?
VBINAM AUT QUIBUS LOCIS TE POSITAM, PATRIA, REOR? 55
CUPIT IPSA PUPULA AD TE SIBI DIRIGERE ACIEM,
RABIE FERA CARENS DUM BREVE TEMPUS ANIMUS EST.
EGONE A MEA REMOTA HAEC FERAR IN NEMORA DOMO?
PATRIA, BONIS, AMICIS, GENITORIBUS ABERO?
ABERO FORO, PALAESTRA, STADIO ET GUMINASIIS? 60
MISER A MISER, QUERENDUMST ETIAM ATQUE ETIAM, ANIME.
QUOD ENIM GENUS FIGURAEST, EGO NON QUOD HABUERIM?
EGO MULIER, EGO ADOLESCENS, EGO EPHEBUS, EGO PUER,
EGO GUMINASI FUI FLOS, EGO ERAM DECUS OLEI:
MIHI IANUAE FREQUENTES, MIHI LIMINA TEPIDA, 65
MIHI FLORIDIS COROLLIS REDIMITA DOMUS ERAT,
LINQUENDUM UBI ESSET ORTO MIHI SOLE CUBICULUM.
EGO NUNC DEUM MINISTRA ET CYBELES FAMULA FERAR?
EGO MAENAS, EGO MEI PARS, EGO VIR STERILIS ERO?
EGO VIRIDIS ALGIDA IDAE NIVE AMICTA LOCA COLAM? 70
EGO VITAM AGAM SUB ALTIS PHRYGIAE COLUMINIBUS,
VBI CERVA SILVICULTRIX, UBI APER NEMORIVAGUS?
IAM IAM DOLET QUOD EGI, IAM IAMQUE PAENITET.’
ROSEIS UT HUIC LABELLIS SONITUS CELER ABIIT,
GEMINAS DEORUM AD AURES NOVA NUNTIA REFERENS, 75
IBI IUNCTA IUGA RESOLVENS CYBELE LEONIBUS
LAEVUMQUE PECORIS HOSTEM STIMULANS ITA LOQUITUR.
‘AGEDUM’ INQUIT ‘AGE FEROX I, FAC UT HUNC FUROR AGITET,
FAC UTI FURORIS ICTU REDITUM IN NEMORA FERAT,
MEA LIBERE NIMIS QUI FUGERE IMPERIA CUPIT. 80
AGE CAEDE TERGA CAUDA, TUA VERBERA PATERE,
FAC CUNCTA MUGIENTI FREMITU LOCA RETONENT,
RUTILAM FEROX TOROSA CERVICE QUATE IUBAM.’
AIT HAEC MINAX CYBEBE RELIGATQUE IUGA MANU.
FERUS IPSE SESE ADHORTANS RAPIDUM INCITAT ANIMO, 85
VADIT, FREMIT, REFRINGIT VIRGULTA PEDE VAGO.
AT UBI UMIDA ALBICANTIS LOCA LITORIS ADIIT,
TENERAMQUE VIDIT ATTIN PROPE MARMORA PELAGI,
FACIT IMPETUM: ILLA DEMENS FUGIT IN NEMORA FERA:
IBI SEMPER OMNE VITAE SPATIUM FAMULA FUIT. 90
DEA MAGNA, DEA CYBEBE, DIDYMEI DEA DOMINA,
PROCUL A MEA TUOS SIT FUROR OMNIS, ERA, DOMO:
ALIOS AGE INCITATOS, ALIOS AGE RABIDOS.
LXIII.
THE ADVENTURES OF ATYS.
O’er high deep seas in speedy ship his voyage Atys sped
Until he trod the Phrygian grove with hurried eager tread
And as the gloomy tree-shorn stead, the she-god’s home, he sought
There sorely stung with fiery ire and madman’s vaguing thought,
Share he with sharpened flint the freight wherewith his form was fraught. 5
Then as the she-he sensèd limbs were void of manly strain
And sighted freshly shed a-ground spot of ensanguined stain,
Snatched she the timbrel’s legier load with hands as snowdrops white,
Thy timbrel, Mother Cybebé, the firstings of thy rite,
And as her tender finger-tips on bull-back hollow rang 10
She rose a-grieving and her song to listening comrades sang.
“Up Gallæ, hie together, haste for Cybebe’s deep grove,
Hie to the Dindyménean dame, ye flocks that love to rove;
The which affecting stranger steads as bound in exile’s brunt
My sect pursuing led by me have nerved you to confront 15
The raging surge of salty sea and ocean’s tyrant hand
As your hate of Venus’ hest your manly forms unmann’d,
Gladden your souls, ye mistresses, with sense of error bann’d.
Drive from your spirits dull delay, together follow ye
To hold of Phrygian goddess, home of Phrygian Cybebe, 20
Where loud the cymbal’s voice resounds with timbrel-echoes blending,
And where the Phrygian piper drones grave bass from reed a-bending,
Where toss their ivy-circled heads with might the Mænades
Where ply mid shrilly lullilooes the holiest mysteries,
Where to fly here and there be wont the she-god’s vaguing train, 25
Thither behoves us lead the dance in quick-step hasty strain.”
Soon as had Atys (bastard-she) this lay to comrades sung
The Chorus sudden lulliloos with quivering, quavering tongue,
Again the nimble timbrel groans, the scooped-out cymbals clash,
And up green Ida flits the Choir, with footsteps hurrying rash. 30
Then Atys frantic, panting, raves, a-wandering, lost, insane,
And leads with timbrel hent and treads the shades where shadows rain,
Like heifer spurning load of yoke in yet unbroken pride;
And the swift Gallæ follow fain their first and fleetfoot guide.
But when the home of Cybebe they make with toil out-worn 35
O’er much, they lay them down to sleep and gifts of Ceres scorn;
Till heavy slumbers seal their eyelids langourous, drooping lowly,
And raving phrenzy flies each brain departing softly, slowly.
But when Dan Sol with radiant eyes that fire his face of gold
Surveyed white aether and solid soil and waters uncontrol’d, 40
And chased with steeds sonorous-hooved the shades of lingering night,
Then sleep from waking Atys fled fleeting with sudden flight,
By Nymph Pásithae welcomèd to palpitating breast.
Thus when his phrenzy raging rash was soothed to gentlest rest,
Atys revolved deeds lately done, as thought from breast unfolding, 45
And what he’d lost and what he was with lucid sprite beholding,
To shallows led by surging soul again the way ‘gan take.
There casting glance of weeping eyes where vasty billows brake,
Sad-voiced in pitifullest lay his native land bespake.
“Country of me, Creatress mine, O born to thee and bred, 50
By hapless me abandoned as by thrall from lordling fled,
When me to Ida’s groves and glades these vaguing footsteps bore
To tarry ‘mid the snows and where lurk beasts in antres frore
And seek the deeply hidden lairs where furious ferals meet!
Where, Country! whither placed must I now hold thy site and seat? 55
Lief would these balls of eyes direct to thee their line of sight,
Which for a while, a little while, would free me from despite.
Must I for ever roam these groves from house and home afar?
Of country, parents, kith and kin (life’s boon) myself debar?
Fly Forum, fly Palestra, fly the Stadium, the Gymnase? 60
Wretch, ah poor wretch, I’m doomed (my soul!) to mourn throughout my
days,
For what of form or figure is, which I failed to enjoy?
I full-grown man, I blooming youth, I stripling, I a boy,
I of Gymnasium erst the bloom, I too of oil the pride:
Warm was my threshold, ever stood my gateways opening wide, 65
My house was ever garlanded and hung with flowery freight,
And couch to quit with rising sun, has ever been my fate:
Now must I Cybebe’s she-slave, priestess of gods, be hight?
I Mænad I, mere bit of self, I neutral barren wight?
I spend my life-tide couch’t beneath high-towering Phrygian peaks? 70
I dwell on Ida’s verdant slopes mottled with snowy streaks,
Where homes the forest-haunting doe, where roams the wildling boar?
Now, now I rue my deed foredone, now, now it irks me sore!”
Whenas from out those roseate lips these accents rapid flew,
Bore them to ears divine consigned a Nuncio true and new; 75
Then Cybebe her lions twain disjoining from their yoke
The left-hand enemy of the herds a-goading thus bespoke:—
“Up feral fell! up, hie with him, see rage his footsteps urge,
See that his fury smite him till he seek the forest verge,
He who with over-freedom fain would fly mine empery. 80
Go, slash thy flank with lashing tail and sense the strokes of thee,
Make the whole mountain to thy roar sound and resound again,
And fiercely toss thy brawny neck that bears the tawny mane!”
So quoth an-angered Cybebe, and yoke with hand untied:
The feral rose in fiery wrath and self-inciting hied, 85
A-charging, roaring through the brake with breaking paws he tore.
But when he reached the humid sands where surges cream the shore,
Spying soft Atys lingering near the marbled pave of sea
He springs: the terror-madded wretch back to the wood doth flee,
Where for the remnant of her days a bondmaid’s life led she. 90
Great Goddess, Goddess Cybebe, Dindymus dame divine,
Far from my house and home thy wrath and wrack, dread mistress mine:
Goad others on with Fury’s goad, others to Ire consign!
Over the vast main borne by swift-sailing ship, Attis, as with hasty hurried foot he reached the Phrygian wood and gained the tree-girt gloomy sanctuary of the Goddess, there roused by rabid rage and mind astray, with sharp-edged flint downwards wards dashed his burden of virility. Then as he felt his limbs were left without their manhood, and the fresh-spilt blood staining the soil, with bloodless hand she hastily hent a tambour light to hold, taborine thine, O Cybebe, thine initiate rite, and with feeble fingers beating the hollowed bullock’s back, she rose up quivering thus to chant to her companions.
“Haste ye together, she-priests, to Cybebe’s dense woods, together haste, ye vagrant herd of the dame Dindymene, ye who inclining towards strange places as exiles, following in my footsteps, led by me, comrades, ye who have faced the ravening sea and truculent main, and have castrated your bodies in your utmost hate of Venus, make glad our mistress speedily with your minds’ mad wanderings. Let dull delay depart from your thoughts, together haste ye, follow to the Phrygian home of Cybebe, to the Phrygian woods of the Goddess, where sounds the cymbal’s voice, where the tambour resounds, where the Phrygian flautist pipes deep notes on the curved reed, where the ivy-clad Maenades furiously toss their heads, where they enact their sacred orgies with shrill-sounding ululations, where that wandering band of the Goddess is wont to flit about: thither ’tis meet to hasten with hurried mystic dance.”
When Attis, spurious woman, had thus chanted to her comity, the chorus straightway shrills with trembling tongues, the light tambour booms, the concave cymbals clang, and the troop swiftly hastes with rapid feet to verdurous Ida. Then raging wildly, breathless, wandering, with brain distraught, hurrieth Attis with her tambour, their leader through dense woods, like an untamed heifer shunning the burden of the yoke: and the swift Gallae press behind their speedy-footed leader. So when the home of Cybebe they reach, wearied out with excess of toil and lack of food they fall in slumber. Sluggish sleep shrouds their eyes drooping with faintness, and raging fury leaves their minds to quiet ease.
But when the sun with radiant eyes from face of gold glanced o’er the white heavens, the firm soil, and the savage sea, and drave away the glooms of night with his brisk and clamorous team, then sleep fast-flying quickly sped away from wakening Attis, and goddess Pasithea received Somnus in her panting bosom. Then when from quiet rest torn, her delirium over, Attis at once recalled to mind her deed, and with lucid thought saw what she had lost, and where she stood, with heaving heart she backwards traced her steps to the landing-place. There, gazing o’er the vast main with tear-filled eyes, with saddened voice in tristful soliloquy thus did she lament her land:
“Mother-land, O my creatress, mother-land, O my begetter, which full sadly I’m forsaking, as runaway serfs are wont from their lords, to the woods of Ida I have hasted on foot, to stay ‘mongst snow and icy dens of ferals, and to wander through the hidden lurking-places of ferocious beasts. Where, or in what part, O mother-land, may I imagine that thou art? My very eyeball craves to fix its glance towards thee, whilst for a brief space my mind is freed from wild ravings. And must I wander o’er these woods far from mine home? From country, goods, friends, and parents, must I be parted? Leave the forum, the palaestra, the race-course, and gymnasium? Wretched, wretched soul, ’tis thine to grieve for ever and for aye. For whatso shape is there, whose kind I have not worn? I (now a woman), I a man, a stripling, and a lad; I was the gymnasium’s flower, I was the pride of the oiled wrestlers: my gates, my friendly threshold, were crowded, my home was decked with floral coronals, when I was wont to leave my couch at sunrise. Now shall I live a ministrant of gods and slave to Cybebe? I a Maenad, I a part of me, I a sterile trunk! Must I range o’er the snow-clad spots of verdurous Ida, and wear out my life ‘neath lofty Phrygian peaks, where stay the sylvan-seeking stag and woodland-wandering boar? Now, now, I grieve the deed I’ve done; now, now, do I repent!”
As the swift sound left those rosy lips, borne by new messenger to gods’ twinned ears, Cybebe, unloosing her lions from their joined yoke, and goading the left-hand foe of the herd, thus doth speak: “Come,” she says, “to work, thou fierce one, cause a madness urge him on, let a fury prick him onwards till he return through our woods, he who over-rashly seeks to fly from my empire. On! thrash thy flanks with thy tail, endure thy strokes; make the whole place reecho with roar of thy bellowings; wildly toss thy tawny mane about thy nervous neck.” Thus ireful Cybebe spoke and loosed the yoke with her hand. The monster, self-exciting, to rapid wrath his heart doth spur, he rushes, he roars, he bursts through the brake with heedless tread. But when he gained the humid verge of the foam-flecked shore, and spied the womanish Attis near the opal sea, he made a bound: the witless wretch fled into the wild wold: there throughout the space of her whole life a bondsmaid did she stay. Great Goddess, Goddess Cybebe, Goddess Dame of Dindymus, far from my home may all thine anger be, O mistress: urge others to such actions, to madness others hound.
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LXIIII.
PELIACO QUONDAM PROGNATAE VERTICE PINUS
DICUNTUR LIQUIDAS NEPTUNI NASSE PER UNDAS
PHASIDOS AD FLUCTUS ET FINES AEETAEOS,
CUM LECTI IUVENES, ARGIVAE ROBORA PUBIS,
AURATAM OPTANTES COLCHIS AVERTERE PELLEM 5
AUSI SUNT VADA SALSA CITA DECURRERE PUPPI,
CAERULA VERRENTES ABIEGNIS AEQUORA PALMIS.
DIVA QUIBUS RETINENS IN SUMMIS URBIBUS ARCES
IPSA LEVI FECIT VOLITANTEM FLAMINE CURRUM,
PINEA CONIUNGENS INFLEXAE TEXTA CARINAE. 10
ILLA RUDEM CURSU PRIMA IMBUIT AMPHITRITEN.
QUAE SIMULAC ROSTRO VENTOSUM PROSCIDIT AEQUOR,
TORTAQUE REMIGIO SPUMIS INCANDUIT UNDA,
EMERSERE FRETI CANENTI E GURGITE VULTUS
AEQUOREAE MONSTRUM NEREIDES ADMIRANTES. 15
ATQUE ILLIC ALMA VIDERUNT LUCE MARINAS
MORTALES OCULI NUDATO CORPORE NYMPHAS
NUTRICUM TENUS EXTANTES E GURGITE CANO.
TUM THETIDIS PELEUS INCENSUS FERTUR AMORE,
TUM THETIS HUMANOS NON DESPEXIT HYMENAEOS, 20
TUM THETIDI PATER IPSE IUGANDUM PELEA SANXIT.
O NIMIS OPTATO SAECLORUM TEMPORE NATI
HEROES, SALVETE, DEUM GENUS, O BONA MATRUM
PROGENIES, SALVETE ITERUM PLACIDIQUE FAVETE.
VOS EGO SAEPE MEO, VOS CARMINE CONPELLABO,
TEQUE ADEO EXIMIE TAEDIS FELICIBUS AUCTE 25
THESSALIAE COLUMEN PELEU, CUI IUPPITER IPSE,
IPSE SUOS DIVOM GENITOR CONCESSIT AMORES.
TENE THETIS TENUIT PULCHERRIMA NEREINE?
TENE SUAM TETHYS CONCESSIT DUCERE NEPTEM,
OCEANUSQUE, MARI TOTUM QUI AMPLECTITUR ORBEM? 30
QUOI SIMUL OPTATAE FINITO TEMPORE LUCES
ADVENERE, DOMUM CONVENTU TOTA FREQUENTAT
THESSALIA, OPPLETUR LAETANTI REGIA COETU:
DONA FERUNT PRAE SE, DECLARANT GAUDIA VOLTU.
DESERITUR CIEROS, LINQUUNT PHTHIOTICA TEMPE, 35
CRANNONISQUE DOMOS AC MOENIA LARISAEA,
PHARSALUM COEUNT, PHARSALIA TECTA FREQUENTANT.
RURA COLIT NEMO, MOLLESCUNT COLLA IUVENCIS,
NON HUMILIS CURVIS PURGATUR VINEA RASTRIS,
NON FALX ATTENUAT FRONDATORUM ARBORIS UMBRAM, 41
NON GLAEBAM PRONO CONVELLIT VOMERE TAURUS, 40
SQUALIDA DESERTIS RUBIGO INFERTUR ARATRIS.
IPSIUS AT SEDES, QUACUMQUE OPULENTA RECESSIT
REGIA, FULGENTI SPLENDENT AURO ATQUE ARGENTO.
CANDET EBUR SOLIIS, COLLUCENT POCULA MENSAE, 45
TOTA DOMUS GAUDET REGALI SPLENDIDA GAZA.
PULVINAR VERO DIVAE GENIALE LOCATUR
SEDIBUS IN MEDIIS, INDO QUOD DENTE POLITUM
TINCTA TEGIT ROSEO CONCHYLI PURPURA FUCO.
HAEC VESTIS PRISCIS HOMINUM VARIATA FIGURIS 50
HEROUM MIRA VIRTUTES INDICAT ARTE.
NAMQUE FLUENTISONO PROSPECTANS LITORE DIAE
THESEA CEDENTEM CELERI CUM CLASSE TUETUR
INDOMITOS IN CORDE GERENS ARIADNA FURORES,
NECDUM ETIAM SESE QUAE VISIT VISERE CREDIT, 55
VT POTE FALLACI QUAE TUM PRIMUM EXCITA SOMNO
DESERTAM IN SOLA MISERAM SE CERNAT ARENA.
INMEMOR AT IUVENIS FUGIENS PELLIT VADA REMIS,
INRITA VENTOSAE LINQUENS PROMISSA PROCELLAE.
QUEM PROCUL EX ALGA MAESTIS MINOIS OCELLIS, 60
SAXEA UT EFFIGIES BACCHANTIS, PROSPICIT, EHEU,
PROSPICIT ET MAGNIS CURARUM FLUCTUAT UNDIS,
NON FLAVO RETINENS SUBTILEM VERTICE MITRAM,
NON CONTECTA LEVI + VELATUM PECTUS AMICTU,
NON TERETI STROPHIO LACTANTES VINCTA PAPILLAS, 65
OMNIA QUAE TOTO DELAPSA E CORPORE PASSIM
IPSIUS ANTE PEDES FLUCTUS SALIS ADLUDEBANT.
SET NEQUE TUM MITRAE NEQUE TUM FLUITANTIS AMICTUS
ILLA VICEM CURANS TOTO EX TE PECTORE, THESEU,
TOTO ANIMO, TOTA PENDEBAT PERDITA MENTE. 70
A MISERA, ADSIDUIS QUAM LUCTIBUS EXTERNAVIT
SPINOSAS ERYCINA SERENS IN PECTORE CURAS
ILLA TEMPESTATE, FEROX QUOM ROBORE THESEUS
EGRESSUS CURVIS E LITORIBUS PIRAEI
ATTIGIT INIUSTI REGIS GORTYNIA TECTA. 75
NAM PERHIBENT OLIM CRUDELI PESTE COACTAM
ANDROGEONEAE POENAS EXOLVERE CAEDIS
ELECTOS IUVENES SIMUL ET DECUS INNUPTARUM
CECROPIAM SOLITAM ESSE DAPEM DARE MINOTAURO.
QUIS ANGUSTA MALIS CUM MOENIA VEXARENTUR, 80
IPSE SUOM THESEUS PRO CARIS CORPUS ATHENIS
PROICERE OPTAVIT POTIUS QUAM TALIA CRETAM
FUNERA CECROPIAE NEC FUNERA PORTARENTUR,
ATQUE ITA NAVE LEVI NITENS AC LENIBUS AURIS
MAGNANIMUM AD MINOA VENIT SEDESQUE SUPERBAS. 85
HUNC SIMULAC CUPIDO CONSPEXIT LUMINE VIRGO
REGIA, QUAM SUAVIS EXPIRANS CASTUS ODORES
LECTULUS IN MOLLI CONPLEXU MATRIS ALEBAT,
QUALES EUROTAE PROGIGNUNT FLUMINA MYRTUS
AURAVE DISTINCTOS EDUCIT VERNA COLORES, 90
NON PRIUS EX ILLO FLAGRANTIA DECLINAVIT
LUMINA, QUAM CUNCTO CONCEPIT CORPORE FLAMMAM
FUNDITUS ATQUE IMIS EXARSIT TOTA MEDULLIS.
HEU MISERE EXAGITANS INMITI CORDE FURORES
SANCTE PUER, CURIS HOMINUM QUI GAUDIA MISCES, 95
QUAEQUE REGIS GOLGOS QUAEQUE IDALIUM FRONDOSUM,
QUALIBUS INCENSAM IACTASTIS MENTE PUELLAM
FLUCTIBUS IN FLAVO SAEPE HOSPITE SUSPIRANTEM!
QUANTOS ILLA TULIT LANGUENTI CORDE TIMORES!
QUAM TUM SAEPE MAGIS + FULGORE EXPALLUIT AURI! 100
CUM SAEVOM CUPIENS CONTRA CONTENDERE MONSTRUM
AUT MORTEM OPPETERET THESEUS AUT PRAEMIA LAUDIS.
NON INGRATA TAMEN FRUSTRA MUNUSCULA DIVIS
PROMITTENS TACITO SUCCEPIT VOTA LABELLO.
NAM VELUT IN SUMMO QUATIENTEM BRACHIA TAURO 105
QUERCUM AUT CONIGERAM SUDANTI CORTICE PINUM
INDOMITUM TURBEN CONTORQUENS FLAMINE ROBUR
ERUIT (ILLA PROCUL RADICITUS EXTURBATA
PRONA CADIT, LATE QUAST IMPETUS OBVIA FRANGENS),
SIC DOMITO SAEVOM PROSTRAVIT CORPORE THESEUS 110
NEQUIQUAM VANIS IACTANTEM CORNUA VENTIS.
INDE PEDEM SOSPES MULTA CUM LAUDE REFLEXIT
ERRABUNDA REGENS TENUI VESTIGIA FILO,
NE LABYRINTHEIS E FLEXIBUS EGREDIENTEM
TECTI FRUSTRARETUR INOBSERVABILIS ERROR. 115
SED QUID EGO A PRIMO DIGRESSUS CARMINE PLURA
CONMEMOREM, UT LINQUENS GENITORIS FILIA VOLTUM,
VT CONSANGUINEAE CONPLEXUM, UT DENIQUE MATRIS,
QUAE MISERA IN GNATA DEPERDITA LAETABATUR,
OMNIBUS HIS THESEI DULCEM PRAEOPTARIT AMOREM, 120
AUT UT VECTA RATI SPUMOSA AD LITORA DIAE
VENERIT, AUT UT EAM DEVINCTAM LUMINA SOMNO
LIQUERIT INMEMORI DISCEDENS PECTORE CONIUNX?
SAEPE ILLAM PERHIBENT ARDENTI CORDE FURENTEM
CLARISONAS IMO FUDISSE E PECTORE VOCES, 125
AC TUM PRAERUPTOS TRISTEM CONSCENDERE MONTES,
VNDE ACIEM IN PELAGI VASTOS PROTENDERET AESTUS,
TUM TREMULI SALIS ADVERSAS PROCURRERE IN UNDAS
MOLLIA NUDATAE TOLLENTEM TEGMINA SURAE,
ATQUE HAEC EXTREMIS MAESTAM DIXISSE QUERELLIS, 130
FRIGIDULOS UDO SINGULTUS ORE CIENTEM.
‘SICINE ME PATRIIS AVECTAM, PERFIDE, AB ORIS,
PERFIDE, DESERTO LIQUISTI IN LITORE, THESEU?
SICINE DISCEDENS NEGLECTO NUMINE DIVOM
INMEMOR A, DEVOTA DOMUM PERIURIA PORTAS? 135
NULLANE RES POTUIT CRUDELIS FLECTERE MENTIS
CONSILIUM? TIBI NULLA FUIT CLEMENTIA PRAESTO,
INMITE UT NOSTRI VELLET MISERESCERE PECTUS?
AT NON HAEC QUONDAM NOBIS PROMISSA DEDISTI,
VANE: MIHI NON HAEC MISERAE SPERARE IUBEBAS, 140
SED CONUBIA LAETA, SED OPTATOS HYMENAEOS:
QUAE CUNCTA AERII DISCERPUNT IRRITA VENTI.
IAM IAM NULLA VIRO IURANTI FEMINA CREDAT,
NULLA VIRI SPERET SERMONES ESSE FIDELES;
QUIS DUM ALIQUID CUPIENS ANIMUS PRAEGESTIT APISCI, 145
NIL METUUNT IURARE, NIHIL PROMITTERE PARCUNT:
SED SIMULAC CUPIDAE MENTIS SATIATA LIBIDOST,
DICTA NIHIL MEMINERE, NIHIL PERIURIA CURANT.
CERTE EGO TE IN MEDIO VERSANTEM TURBINE LETI
ERIPUI, ET POTIUS GERMANUM AMITTERE CREVI, 150
QUAM TIBI FALLACI SUPREMO IN TEMPORE DESSEM.
PRO QUO DILACERANDA FERIS DABOR ALITIBUSQUE
PRAEDA, NEQUE INIECTA TUMULABOR MORTUA TERRA.
QUAENAM TE GENUIT SOLA SUB RUPE LEAENA?
QUOD MARE CONCEPTUM SPUMANTIBUS EXPUIT UNDIS? 155
QUAE SYRTIS, QUAE SCYLLA RAPAX, QUAE VASTA CHARYBDIS?
TALIA QUI REDDIS PRO DULCI PRAEMIA VITA.
SI TIBI NON CORDI FUERANT CONUBIA NOSTRA,
SAEVA QUOD HORREBAS PRISCI PRAECEPTA PARENTIS,
AT TAMEN IN VOSTRAS POTUISTI DUCERE SEDES, 160
QUAE TIBI IOCUNDO FAMULARER SERVA LABORE,
CANDIDA PERMULCENS LIQUIDIS VESTIGIA LYMPHIS
PURPUREAVE TUUM CONSTERNENS VESTE CUBILE.
SED QUID EGO IGNARIS NEQUIQUAM CONQUEROR AURIS,
EXTERNATA MALO, QUAE NULLIS SENSIBUS AUCTAE 165
NEC MISSAS AUDIRE QUEUNT NEC REDDERE VOCES?
ILLE AUTEM PROPE IAM MEDIIS VERSATUR IN UNDIS,
NEC QUISQUAM ADPARET VACUA MORTALIS IN ALGA.
SIC NIMIS INSULTANS EXTREMO TEMPORE SAEVA
FORS ETIAM NOSTRIS INVIDIT QUESTIBUS AURES. 170
IUPPITER OMNIPOTENS, UTINAM NE TEMPORE PRIMO
GNOSIA CECROPIAE TETIGISSENT LITORA PUPPES,
INDOMITO NEC DIRA FERENS STIPENDIA TAURO
PERFIDUS IN CRETA RELIGASSET NAVITA FUNEM,
NEC MALUS HIC CELANS DULCI CRUDELIA FORMA 175
CONSILIA IN NOSTRIS REQUIESSET SEDIBUS HOSPES!
NAM QUO ME REFERAM? QUALI SPE PERDITA NITAR?
IDOMENEOSNE PETAM MONTES? A, GURGITE LATO
DISCERNENS PONTI TRUCULENTUM UBI DIVIDIT AEQUOR?
AN PATRIS AUXILIUM SPEREM? QUEMNE IPSA RELIQUI, 180
RESPERSUM IUVENEM FRATERNA CAEDE SECUTA?
CONIUGIS AN FIDO CONSOLER MEMET AMORE,
QUINE FUGIT LENTOS INCURVANS GURGITE REMOS?
PRAETEREA NULLO LITUS, SOLA INSULA, TECTO,
NEC PATET EGRESSUS PELAGI CINGENTIBUS UNDIS: 185
NULLA FUGAE RATIO, NULLA SPES: OMNIA MUTA,
OMNIA SUNT DESERTA, OSTENTANT OMNIA LETUM.
NON TAMEN ANTE MIHI LANGUESCENT LUMINA MORTE,
NEC PRIUS A FESSO SECEDENT CORPORE SENSUS,
QUAM IUSTAM A DIVIS EXPOSCAM PRODITA MULTAM, 190
CAELESTUMQUE FIDEM POSTREMA CONPRECER HORA.
QUARE FACTA VIRUM MULTANTES VINDICE POENA,
EUMENIDES, QUIBUS ANGUINO REDIMITA CAPILLO
FRONS EXPIRANTIS PRAEPORTAT PECTORIS IRAS,
HUC HUC ADVENTATE, MEAS AUDITE QUERELLAS, 195
QUAS EGO VAE! MISERA EXTREMIS PROFERRE MEDULLIS
COGOR INOPS, ARDENS, AMENTI CAECA FURORE.
QUAE QUONIAM VERAE NASCUNTUR PECTORE AB IMO,
VOS NOLITE PATI NOSTRUM VANESCERE LUCTUM,
SED QUALI SOLAM THESEUS ME MENTE RELIQUIT, 200
TALI MENTE, DEAE, FUNESTET SEQUE SUOSQUE.’
HAS POSTQUAM MAESTO PROFUDIT PECTORE VOCES,
SUPPLICIUM SAEVIS EXPOSCENS ANXIA FACTIS,
ADNUIT INVICTO CAELESTUM NUMINE RECTOR,
QUO MOTU TELLUS ATQUE HORRIDA CONTREMUERUNT 205
AEQUORA CONCUSSITQUE MICANTIA SIDERA MUNDUS.
IPSE AUTEM CAECA MENTEM CALIGINE THESEUS
CONSITUS OBLITO DIMISIT PECTORE CUNCTA,
QUAE MANDATA PRIUS CONSTANTI MENTE TENEBAT,
DULCIA NEC MAESTO SUSTOLLENS SIGNA PARENTI 210
SOSPITEM ERECHTHEUM SE OSTENDIT VISERE PORTUM.
NAMQUE FERUNT OLIM, CASTAE CUM MOENIA DIVAE
LINQUENTEM GNATUM VENTIS CONCREDERET AEGEUS,
TALIA CONPLEXUM IUVENI MANDATA DEDISSE.
‘GNATE, MIHI LONGA IOCUNDIOR UNICE VITA, 215
REDDITE IN EXTREMA NUPER MIHI FINE SENECTAE, 217
GNATE, EGO QUEM IN DUBIOS COGOR DIMITTERE CASUS, 216
QUANDOQUIDEM FORTUNA MEA AC TUA FERVIDA VIRTUS
ERIPIT INVITO MIHI TE, CUI LANGUIDA NONDUM
LUMINA SUNT GNATI CARA SATURATA FIGURA: 220
NON EGO TE GAUDENS LAETANTI PECTORE MITTAM,
NEC TE FERRE SINAM FORTUNAE SIGNA SECUNDAE,
SED PRIMUM MULTAS EXPROMAM MENTE QUERELLAS,
CANITIEM TERRA ATQUE INFUSO PULVERE FOEDANS,
INDE INFECTA VAGO SUSPENDAM LINTEA MALO, 225
NOSTROS UT LUCTUS NOSTRAEQUE INCENDIA MENTIS
CARBASUS OBSCURATA DECET FERRUGINE HIBERA.
QUOD TIBI SI SANCTI CONCESSERIT INCOLA ITONI,
QUAE NOSTRUM GENUS AC SEDES DEFENDERE ERECHTHEI
ADNUIT, UT TAURI RESPERGAS SANGUINE DEXTRAM, 230
TUM VERO FACITO UT MEMORI TIBI CONDITA CORDE
HAEC VIGEANT MANDATA, NEC ULLA OBLITTERET AETAS,
VT SIMULAC NOSTROS INVISENT LUMINA COLLES,
FUNESTAM ANTENNAE DEPONANT UNDIQUE VESTEM,
CANDIDAQUE INTORTI SUSTOLLANT VELA RUDENTES, 235
LUCIDA QUA SPLENDENT SUMMI CARCHESIA MALI, 235B
QUAM PRIMUM CERNENS UT LAETA GAUDIA MENTE
AGNOSCAM, CUM TE REDUCEM AETAS PROSPERA SISTET.’
HAEC MANDATA PRIUS CONSTANTI MENTE TENENTEM
THESEA CEU PULSAE VENTORUM FLAMINE NUBES
AERIUM NIVEI MONTIS LIQUERE CACUMEN. 240
AT PATER, UT SUMMA PROSPECTUM EX ARCE PETEBAT,
ANXIA IN ADSIDUOS ABSUMENS LUMINA FLETUS,
CUM PRIMUM INFECTI CONSPEXIT LINTEA VELI,
PRAECIPITEM SESE SCOPULORUM E VERTICE IECIT,
AMISSUM CREDENS INMITI THESEA FATO. 245
SIC FUNESTA DOMUS INGRESSUS TECTA PATERNA
MORTE FEROX THESEUS QUALEM MINOIDI LUCTUM
OBTULERAT MENTE INMEMORI TALEM IPSE RECEPIT.
QUAE TAMEN ASPECTANS CEDENTEM MAESTA CARINAM
MULTIPLICES ANIMO VOLVEBAT SAUCIA CURAS. 250
AT PARTE EX ALIA FLORENS VOLITABAT IACCHUS
CUM THIASO SATYRORUM ET NYSIGENIS SILENIS,
TE QUAERENS, ARIADNA, TUOQUE INCENSUS AMORE.
QUAE TUM ALACRES PASSIM LYMPHATA MENTE FUREBANT
EUHOE BACCHANTES, EUHOE CAPITA INFLECTENTES. 255
HARUM PARS TECTA QUATIEBANT CUSPIDE THYRSOS,
PARS E DIVOLSO IACTABANT MEMBRA IUVENCO,
PARS SESE TORTIS SERPENTIBUS INCINGEBANT,
PARS OBSCURA CAVIS CELEBRABANT ORGIA CISTIS,
ORGIA, QUAE FRUSTRA CUPIUNT AUDIRE PROFANI, 260
PLANGEBANT ALIAE PROCERIS TYMPANA PALMIS
AUT TERETI TENUES TINNITUS AERE CIEBANT,
MULTIS RAUCISONOS EFFLABANT CORNUA BOMBOS
BARBARAQUE HORRIBILI STRIDEBAT TIBIA CANTU.
TALIBUS AMPLIFICE VESTIS DECORATA FIGURIS 265
PULVINAR CONPLEXA SUO VELABAT AMICTU.
QUAE POSTQUAM CUPIDE SPECTANDO THESSALA PUBES
EXPLETAST, SANCTIS COEPIT DECEDERE DIVIS.
HIC, QUALIS FLATU PLACIDUM MARE MATUTINO
HORRIFICANS ZEPHYRUS PROCLIVAS INCITAT UNDAS 270
AURORA EXORIENTE VAGI SUB LIMINA SOLIS,
QUAE TARDE PRIMUM CLEMENTI FLAMINE PULSAE
PROCEDUNT (LENI RESONANT PLANGORE CACHINNI),
POST VENTO CRESCENTE MAGIS MAGIS INCREBESCUNT
PURPUREAQUE PROCUL NANTES A LUCE REFULGENT, 275
SIC IBI VESTIBULI LINQUENTES REGIA TECTA
AD SE QUISQUE VAGO PASSIM PEDE DISCEDEBANT.
QUORUM POST ABITUM PRINCEPS E VERTICE PELEI
ADVENIT CHIRON PORTANS SILVESTRIA DONA:
NAM QUOSCUMQUE FERUNT CAMPI, QUOS THESSALA MAGNIS 280
MONTIBUS ORA CREAT, QUOS PROPTER FLUMINIS UNDAS
AURA PARIT FLORES TEPIDI FECUNDA FAVONI,
HOS INDISTINCTIS PLEXOS TULIT IPSE COROLLIS,
QUO PERMULSA DOMUS IOCUNDO RISIT ODORE.
CONFESTIM PENIOS ADEST, VIRIDANTIA TEMPE, 285
TEMPE, QUAE SILVAE CINGUNT SUPER INPENDENTES,
+ MINOSIM LINQUENS CREBRIS CELEBRANDA CHOREIS,
NON VACUOS: NAMQUE ILLE TULIT RADICITUS ALTAS
FAGOS AC RECTO PROCERAS STIPITE LAURUS,
NON SINE NUTANTI PLATANO LENTAQUE SORORE 290
FLAMMATI PHAETHONTIS ET AERIA CUPRESSU.
HAEC CIRCUM SEDES LATE CONTEXTA LOCAVIT,
VESTIBULUM UT MOLLI VELATUM FRONDE VIRERET.
POST HUNC CONSEQUITUR SOLLERTI CORDE PROMETHEUS,
EXTENUATA GERENS VETERIS VESTIGIA POENAE, 295
QUAM QUONDAM SCYTHICIS RESTRICTUS MEMBRA CATENA
PERSOLVIT PENDENS E VERTICIBUS PRAERUPTIS.
INDE PATER DIVOM SANCTA CUM CONIUGE NATISQUE
ADVENIT CAELO, TE SOLUM, PHOEBE, RELINQUENS
VNIGENAMQUE SIMUL CULTRICEM MONTIBUS IDRI: 300
PELEA NAM TECUM PARITER SOROR ASPERNATAST
NEC THETIDIS TAEDAS VOLUIT CELEBRARE IUGALIS,
QUI POSTQUAM NIVEIS FLEXERUNT SEDIBUS ARTUS,
LARGE MULTIPLICI CONSTRUCTAE SUNT DAPE MENSAE,
CUM INTEREA INFIRMO QUATIENTES CORPORA MOTU 305
VERIDICOS PARCAE COEPERUNT EDERE CANTUS.
HIS CORPUS TREMULUM CONPLECTENS UNDIQUE VESTIS
CANDIDA PURPUREA TALOS INCINXERAT ORA,
ANNOSO NIVEAE RESIDEBANT VERTICE VITTAE,
AETERNUMQUE MANUS CARPEBANT RITE LABOREM. 310
LAEVA COLUM MOLLI LANA RETINEBAT AMICTUM,
DEXTERA TUM LEVITER DEDUCENS FILA SUPINIS
FORMABAT DIGITIS, TUM PRONO IN POLLICE TORQUENS
LIBRATUM TERETI VERSABAT TURBINE FUSUM,
ATQUE ITA DECERPENS AEQUABAT SEMPER OPUS DENS, 315
LANEAQUE ARIDULIS HAEREBANT MORSA LABELLIS,
QUAE PRIUS IN LEVI FUERANT EXTANTIA FILO:
ANTE PEDES AUTEM CANDENTIS MOLLIA LANAE
VELLERA VIRGATI CUSTODIBANT CALATHISCI.
HAEC TUM CLARISONA PECTENTES VELLERA VOCE 320
TALIA DIVINO FUDERUNT CARMINE FATA,
CARMINE, PERFIDIAE QUOD POST NULLA ARGUET AETAS.
O DECUS EXIMIUM MAGNIS VIRTUTIBUS AUGENS,
EMATHIAE TUTAMEN OPIS, CLARISSIME NATO,
ACCIPE, QUOD LAETA TIBI PANDUNT LUCE SORORES, 325
VERIDICUM ORACLUM. SED VOS, QUAE FATA SEQUUNTUR,
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI.
ADVENIET TIBI IAM PORTANS OPTATA MARITIS
HESPERUS, ADVENIET FAUSTO CUM SIDERE CONIUNX,
QUAE TIBI FLEXANIMO MENTEM PERFUNDAT AMORE 330
LANGUIDULOSQUE PARET TECUM CONIUNGERE SOMNOS,
LEVIA SUBSTERNENS ROBUSTO BRACHIA COLLO.
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI.
NULLA DOMUS TALES UMQUAM CONEXIT AMORES,
NULLUS AMOR TALI CONIUNXIT FOEDERE AMANTES, 335
QUALIS ADEST THETIDI, QUALIS CONCORDIA PELEO.
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI.
NASCETUR VOBIS EXPERS TERRORIS ACHILLES,
HOSTIBUS HAUD TERGO, SED FORTI PECTORE NOTUS,
QUAE PERSAEPE VAGO VICTOR CERTAMINE CURSUS 340
FLAMMEA PRAEVERTET CELERIS VESTIGIA CERVAE.
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI.
NON ILLI QUISQUAM BELLO SE CONFERET HEROS,
CUM PHRYGII TEUCRO MANABUNT SANGUINE + TENEN,
TROICAQUE OBSIDENS LONGINQUO MOENIA BELLO 345
PERIURI PELOPIS VASTABIT TERTIUS HERES.
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI.
ILLIUS EGREGIAS VIRTUTES CLARAQUE FACTA
SAEPE FATEBUNTUR GNATORUM IN FUNERE MATRES,
CUM IN CINEREM CANOS SOLVENT A VERTICE CRINES 350
PUTRIDAQUE INFIRMIS VARIABUNT PECTORA PALMIS.
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI.
NAMQUE VELUT DENSAS PRAECERPENS CULTOR ARISTAS
SOLE SUB ARDENTI FLAVENTIA DEMETIT ARVA,
TROIUGENUM INFESTO PROSTERNET CORPORA FERRO. 355
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI.
TESTIS ERIT MAGNIS VIRTUTIBUS UNDA SCAMANDRI,
QUAE PASSIM RAPIDO DIFFUNDITUR HELLESPONTO,
CUIUS ITER CAESIS ANGUSTANS CORPORUM ACERVIS
ALTA TEPEFACIET PERMIXTA FLUMINA CAEDE. 360
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI.
DENIQUE TESTIS ERIT MORTI QUOQUE REDDITA PRAEDA,
CUM TERRAE EX CELSO COACERVATUM AGGERE BUSTUM
EXCIPIET NIVEOS PERCUSSAE VIRGINIS ARTUS.
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI. 365
NAM SIMUL AC FESSIS DEDERIT FORS COPIAM ACHIVIS
VRBIS DARDANIAE NEPTUNIA SOLVERE VINCLA,
ALTA POLYXENIA MADEFIENT CAEDE SEPULCRA,
QUAE, VELUT ANCIPITI SUCCUMBENS VICTIMA FERRO,
PROICIET TRUNCUM SUBMISSO POPLITE CORPUS. 370
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI.
QUARE AGITE OPTATOS ANIMI CONIUNGITE AMORES.
ACCIPIAT CONIUNX FELICI FOEDERE DIVAM,
DEDATUR CUPIDO IANDUDUM NUPTA MARITO.
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI. 375
NON ILLAM NUTRIX ORIENTI LUCE REVISENS
HESTERNO COLLUM POTERIT CIRCUMDARE FILO,
[CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI]
ANXIA NEC MATER DISCORDIS MAESTA PUELLAE
SECUBITU CAROS MITTET SPERARE NEPOTES. 380
CURRITE DUCENTES SUBTEGMINA, CURRITE, FUSI.
TALIA PRAEFANTES QUONDAM FELICIA PELEI
CARMINA DIVINO CECINERUNT PECTORE PARCAE.
PRAESENTES NAMQUE ANTE DOMOS INVISERE CASTAS
HEROUM ET SESE MORTALI OSTENDERE COETU 385
CAELICOLAE NONDUM SPRETA PIETATE SOLEBANT.
SAEPE PATER DIVOM TEMPLO IN FULGENTE RESIDENS,
ANNUA CUM FESTIS VENISSENT SACRA DIEBUS,
CONSPEXIT TERRA CENTUM PROCUMBERE TAUROS.
SAEPE VAGUS LIBER PARNASI VERTICE SUMMO 390
THYIADAS EFFUSIS EUHANTES CRINIBUS EGIT.
CUM DELPHI TOTA CERTATIM EX URBE RUENTES
ACCIPERENT LAETI DIVOM FUMANTIBUS ARIS.
SAEPE IN LETIFERO BELLI CERTAMINE MAVORS
AUT RAPIDI TRITONIS ERA AUT RHAMNUSIA VIRGO 395
ARMATAS HOMINUMST PRAESENS HORTATA CATERVAS.
SED POSTQUAM TELLUS SCELEREST IMBUTA NEFANDO,
IUSTITIAMQUE OMNES CUPIDA DE MENTE FUGARUNT,
PERFUDERE MANUS FRATERNO SANGUINE FRATRES,
DESTITIT EXTINCTOS NATUS LUGERE PARENTES, 400
OPTAVIT GENITOR PRIMAEVI FUNERA NATI,
LIBER UT INNUPTAE POTERETUR FLORE NOVERCAE,
IGNARO MATER SUBSTERNENS SE INPIA NATO
INPIA NON VERITAST DIVOS SCELERARE PENATES:
OMNIA FANDA NEFANDA MALO PERMIXTA FURORE 405
IUSTIFICAM NOBIS MENTEM AVERTERE DEORUM.
QUARE NEC TALES DIGNANTUR VISERE COETUS,
NEC SE CONTINGI PATIUNTUR LUMINE CLARO.
LXIIII.
MARRIAGE OF PELEUS AND THETIS.
(Fragment of an Epos.)
Pine-trees gendered whilòme upon soaring Peliac summit
Swam (as the tale is told) through liquid surges of Neptune
Far as the Phasis-flood and frontier-land Æëtéan;
Whenas the youths elect, of Argive vigour the oak-heart,
Longing the Golden Fleece of the Colchis-region to harry, 5
Dared in a poop swift-paced to span salt seas and their shallows,
Sweeping the deep blue seas with sweeps a-carven of fir-wood.
She, that governing Goddess of citadels crowning the cities,
Builded herself their car fast-flitting with lightest of breezes,
Weaving plants of the pine conjoined in curve of the kelson; 10
Foremost of all to imbue rude Amphitrité with ship-lore.
Soon as her beak had burst through wind-rackt spaces of ocean,
While th’oar-tortured wave with spumy whiteness was blanching,
Surged from the deep abyss and hoar-capped billows the faces
Seaborn, Nereids eyeing the prodigy wonder-smitten. 15
There too mortal orbs through softened spendours regarded
Ocean-nymphs who exposed bodies denuded of raiment
Bare to the breast upthrust from hoar froth capping the sea-depths.
Then Thetis Péleus fired (men say) a-sudden with love-lowe,
Then Thetis nowise spurned to mate and marry wi’ mortal, 20
Then Thetis’ Sire himself her yoke with Peleus sanctioned.
Oh, in those happier days now fondly yearned-for, ye heroes
Born; (all hail!) of the Gods begotten, and excellent issue
Bred by your mothers, all hail! and placid deal me your favour.
Oft wi’ the sound of me, in strains and spells I’ll invoke you;
Thee too by wedding-torch so happily, highly augmented, 25
Peleus, Thessaly’s ward, whomunto Jupiter’s self deigned
Yield of the freest gree his loves though gotten of Godheads.
Thee Thetis, fairest of maids Nereian, vouchsafed to marry?
Thee did Tethys empower to woo and wed with her grandchild;
Nor less Oceanus, with water compassing th’ Earth-globe? 30
But when ended the term, and wisht-for light of the day-tide
Uprose, flocks to the house in concourse mighty convenèd,
Thessaly all, with glad assembly the Palace fulfilling:
Presents afore they bring, and joy in faces declare they.
Scyros desert abides: they quit Phthiotican Tempe, 35
Homesteads of Crannon-town, eke bulwarkt walls of Larissa;
Meeting at Pharsálus, and roof Pharsálian seeking.
None will the fields now till; soft wax all necks of the oxen,
Never the humble vine is purged by curve of the rake-tooth,
Never a pruner’s hook thins out the shade of the tree-tufts, 41
Never a bull up-plows broad glebe with bend of the coulter, 40
Over whose point unuse displays the squalor of rust-stain.
But in the homestead’s heart, where’er that opulent palace
Hides a retreat, all shines with splendour of gold and of silver.
Ivory blanches the seats, bright gleam the flagons a-table, 45
All of the mansion joys in royal riches and grandeur.
But for the Diva’s use bestrewn is the genial bedstead,
Hidden in midmost stead, and its polisht framework of Indian
Tusk underlies its cloth empurpled by juice of the dye-shell.
This be a figured cloth with forms of manhood primeval 50
Showing by marvel-art the gifts and graces of heroes.
Here upon Dia’s strand wave-resonant, ever-regarding
Theseus borne from sight outside by fleet of the fleetest,
Stands Ariadne with heart full-filled with furies unbated,
Nor can her sense as yet believe she ‘spies the espied, 55
When like one that awakes new roused from slumber deceptive,
Sees she her hapless self lone left on loneliest sandbank:
While as the mindless youth with oars disturbeth the shallows,
Casts to the windy storms what vows he vainly had vowèd.
Him through the sedges afar the sad-eyed maiden of Minos, 60
Likest a Bacchant-girl stone-carven, (O her sorrow!)
‘Spies, a-tossing the while on sorest billows of love-care.
Now no more on her blood-hued hair fine fillets retains she,
No more now light veil conceals her bosom erst hidden,
Now no more smooth zone contains her milky-hued paplets: 65
All gear dropping adown from every part of her person
Thrown, lie fronting her feet to the briny wavelets a sea-toy.
But at such now no more of her veil or her fillet a-floating
Had she regard: on thee, O Theseus! all of her heart-strength,
All of her sprite, her mind, forlorn, were evermore hanging. 70
Ah, sad soul, by grief and grievance driven beside thee,
Sowed Erycína first those brambly cares in thy bosom,
What while issuing fierce with will enstarkenèd, Theseus
Forth from the bow-bent shore Piræan putting a-seawards
Reacht the Gortynian roofs where dwelt th’ injurious Monarch. 75
For ’twas told of yore how forced by pestilence cruel,
Eke as a blood rite due for th’ Androgéonian murthur,
Many a chosen youth and the bloom of damsels unmarried
Food for the Minotaur, Cecropia was wont to befurnish.
Seeing his narrow walls in such wise vexed with evils, 80
Theseus of freest will for dear-loved Athens his body
Offered a victim so that no more to Crete be deported
Lives by Cecropia doomed to burials burying nowise;
Then with a swifty ship and soft breathed breezes a-stirring,
Sought he Minos the Haughty where homed in proudest of Mansions. 85
Him as with yearning glance forthright espièd the royal
Maiden, whom pure chaste couch aspiring delicate odours
Cherisht, in soft embrace of a mother comforted all-whiles,
(E’en as the myrtles begot by the flowing floods of Eurotas,
Or as the tincts distinct brought forth by breath of the springtide) 90
Never the burning lights of her eyes from gazing upon him
Turned she, before fierce flame in all her body conceived she
Down in its deepest depths and burning amiddle her marrow.
Ah, with unmitigate heart exciting wretchedmost furies,
Thou, Boy sacrosanct! man’s grief and gladness commingling, 95
Thou too of Golgos Queen and Lady of leafy Idalium,
Whelm’d ye in what manner waves that maiden phantasy-firèd,
All for a blond-haired youth suspiring many a singulf!
Whiles how dire was the dread she dreed in languishing heart-strings;
How yet more, ever more, with golden splendour she palèd! 100
Whenas yearning to mate his might wi’ the furious monster
Theseus braved his death or sought the prizes of praises.
Then of her gifts to gods not ingrate, nor profiting naught,
Promise with silent lip, addressed she timidly vowing.
For as an oak that shakes on topmost summit of Taurus 105
Its boughs, or cone-growing pine from bole bark resin exuding,
Whirlwind of passing might that twists the stems with its storm-blasts,
Uproots, deracinates, forthright its trunk to the farthest,
Prone falls, shattering wide what lies in line of its downfall,—
Thus was that wildling flung by Theseus and vanquisht of body, 110
Vainly tossing its horns and goring the wind to no purpose.
Thence with abounding praise returned he, guiding his footsteps,
Whiles did a fine drawn thread check steps in wander abounding,
Lest when issuing forth of the winding maze labyrinthine
Baffled become his track by inobservable error. 115
But for what cause should I, from early subject digressing,
Tell of the daughter who the face of her sire unseeing,
Eke her sister’s embrace nor less her mother’s endearments,
Who in despair bewept her hapless child that so gladly
Chose before every and each the lively wooing of Theseus? 120
Or how borne by the ship to the yeasting shore-line of Dia
Came she? or how when bound her eyes in bondage of slumber
Left her that chosen mate with mind unmindful departing?
Often (they tell) with heart inflamed by fiery fury
Poured she shrilling of shrieks from deepest depths of her bosom; 125
Now she would sadly scale the broken faces of mountains,
Whence she might overglance the boundless boiling of billows,
Then she would rush to bestem the salt-plain’s quivering wavelet
And from her ankles bare the dainty garment uplifting,
Spake she these words (’tis said) from sorrow’s deepest abysses, 130
Whiles from her tear-drencht face outburst cold shivering singulfs.
“Thus fro’ my patrial shore, O traitor, hurried to exile,
Me on a lonely strand hast left, perfidious Theseus?
Thus wise farest, despite the godhead of Deities spurned,
(Reckless, alas!) to thy home convoying perjury-curses? 135
Naught, then, ever availed that mind of cruelest counsel
Alter? No saving grace in thee was evermore ready,
That to have pity on me vouchsafed thy pitiless bosom?
Natheless not in past time such were the promises wordy
Lavishèd; nor such hopes to me the hapless were bidden; 140
But the glad married joys, the longed-for pleasures of wedlock.
All now empty and vain, by breath of the breezes bescattered!
Now, let woman no more trust her to man when he sweareth,
Ne’er let her hope to find or truth or faith in his pleadings,
Who whenas lustful thought forelooks to somewhat attaining, 145
Never an oath they fear, shall spare no promise to promise.
Yet no sooner they sate all lewdness and lecherous fancy,
Nothing remember of words and reck they naught of fore-swearing.
Certès, thee did I snatch from midmost whirlpool of ruin
Deadly, and held it cheap loss of a brother to suffer 150
Rather than fail thy need (O false!) at hour the supremest.
Therefor my limbs are doomed to be torn of birds, and of ferals
Prey, nor shall upheapt Earth afford a grave to my body.
Say me, what lioness bare thee ‘neath lone rock of the desert?
What sea spued thee conceived from out the spume of his surges! 155
What manner Syrt, what ravening Scylla, what vasty Charybdis?
Thou who for sweet life saved such meeds art lief of returning!
If never willed thy breast with me to mate thee in marriage,
Hating the savage law decreed by primitive parent,
Still of your competence ’twas within your household to home me, 160
Where I might serve as slave in gladsome service familiar,
Laving thy snow-white feet in clearest chrystalline waters
Or with its purpling gear thy couch in company strewing.
Yet for what cause should I ‘plain in vain to the winds that unknow me,
(I so beside me with grief!) which ne’er of senses enduèd 165
Hear not the words sent forth nor aught avail they to answer?
Now be his course well-nigh engaged in midway of ocean,
Nor any mortal shape appears in barrens of seawrack.
Thus at the latest hour with insults over-sufficient
E’en to my plaints fere Fate begrudges ears that would hear me. 170
Jupiter! Lord of All-might, Oh would in days that are bygone
Ne’er had Cecropian poops toucht ground at Gnossian foreshore,
Nor to th’ unconquered Bull that tribute direful conveying
Had the false Seaman bound to Cretan island his hawser,
Nor had yon evil wight, ‘neath shape the softest hard purpose 175
Hiding, enjoyed repose within our mansion beguested!
Whither can wend I now? What hope lends help to the lost one?
Idomenéan mounts shall I scale? Ah, parted by whirlpools
Widest, yon truculent main where yields it power of passage?
Aid of my sire can I crave? Whom I willing abandoned, 180
Treading in tracks of a youth bewrayed with blood of a brother!
Can I console my soul wi’ the helpful love of a helpmate
Who flies me with pliant oars, flies overbounding the sea-depths?
Nay, an this Coast I quit, this lone isle lends me no roof-tree,
Nor aught issue allows begirt by billows of Ocean: 185
Nowhere is path for flight: none hope shows: all things are silent:
All be a desolate waste: all makes display of destruction.
Yet never close these eyne in latest languor of dying,
Ne’er from my wearied frame go forth slow-ebbing my senses,
Ere from the Gods just doom implore I, treason-betrayed, 190
And with my breath supreme firm faith of Celestials invoke I.
Therefore, O ye who ‘venge man’s deed with penalties direful,
Eumenides! aye wont to bind with viperous hair-locks
Foreheads,—Oh, deign outspeak fierce wrath from bosom outbreathing,
Hither, Oh hither, speed, and lend ye all ear to my grievance, 195
Which now sad I (alas!) outpour from innermost vitals
Maugre my will, sans help, blind, fired with furious madness.
And, as indeed all spring from veriest core of my bosom,
Suffer ye not the cause of grief and woe to evanish;
But wi’ the Will wherewith could Theseus leave me in loneness, 200
Goddesses! bid that Will lead him, lead his, to destruction.”
E’en as she thus poured forth these words from anguish of bosom,
And for this cruel deed, distracted, sued she for vengeance,
Nodded the Ruler of Gods Celestial, matchless of All-might,
When at the gest earth-plain and horrid spaces of ocean 205
Trembled, and every sphere rockt stars and planets resplendent.
Meanwhile Theseus himself, obscured in blindness of darkness
As to his mind, dismiss’d from breast oblivious all things
Erewhile enjoined and held hereto in memory constant,
Nor for his saddened sire the gladness-signals uphoisting 210
Heralded safe return within sight of the Erechthean harbour.
For ’twas told of yore, when from walls of the Virginal Deëss
Ægeus speeding his son, to the care of breezes committed,
Thus with a last embrace to the youth spake words of commandment:
“Son! far nearer my heart (sole thou) than life of the longest, 215
Son, I perforce dismiss to doubtful, dangerous chances,
Lately restored to me when eld draws nearest his ending,
Sithence such fortune in me, and in thee such boiling of valour
Tear thee away from me so loath, whose eyne in their languor
Never are sated with sight of my son, all-dearest of figures. 220
Nor will I send thee forth with joy that gladdens my bosom,
Nor will I suffer thee show boon signs of favouring Fortune,
But fro’ my soul I’ll first express an issue of sorrow,
Soiling my hoary hairs with dust and ashes commingled;
Then will I hang stained sails fast-made to the wavering yard-arms, 225
So shall our mourning thought and burning torture of spirit
Show by the dark sombre-dye of Iberian canvas spread.
But, an grant me the grace Who dwells in Sacred Itone,
(And our issue to guard and ward the seats of Erechtheus
Sware She) that be thy right besprent with blood of the Man–Bull, 230
Then do thou so-wise act, and storèd in memory’s heart-core
Dwell these mandates of me, no time their traces untracing.
Dip, when first shall arise our hills to gladden thy eye-glance,
Down from thine every mast th’ill-omened vestments of mourning,
Then let the twisten ropes upheave the whitest of canvas, 235
Wherewith splendid shall gleam the tallest spars of the top-mast, 235b
These seeing sans delay with joy exalting my spirit
Well shall I wot boon Time sets thee returning before me.”
Such were the mandates which stored at first in memory constant
Faded from Theseus’ mind like mists, compelled by the whirlwind,
Fleet from äerial crests of mountains hoary with snow-drifts. 240
But as the sire had sought the citadel’s summit for outlook,
Wasting his anxious eyes with tear-floods evermore flowing,
Forthright e’en as he saw the sail-gear darkened with dye-stain,
Headlong himself flung he from the sea-cliff’s pinnacled summit
Holding his Theseus lost by doom of pitiless Fortune. 245
Thus as he came to the home funest, his roof-tree paternal,
Theseus (vaunting the death), what dule to the maiden of Minos
Dealt with unminding mind so dree’d he similar dolour.
She too gazing in grief at the kelson vanishing slowly,
Self-wrapt, manifold cares revolved, in spirit perturbèd. 250
ON ANOTHER PART OF THE COVERLET.
But fro’ the further side came flitting bright-faced Iacchus
Girded by Satyr-crew and Nysa-rearèd Sileni
Burning wi’ love unto thee (Ariadne!) and greeting thy presence.
Who flocking eager to fray did rave with infuriate spirit,
“Evoë” phrensying loud, with heads at “Evoë” rolling. 255
Brandisht some of the maids their thyrsi sheathèd of spear-point,
Some snatcht limbs and joints of sturlings rended to pieces,
These girt necks and waists with writhing bodies of vipers,
Those wi’ the gear enwombed in crates dark orgies ordainèd—
Orgies that ears prophane must vainly lust for o’er hearing— 260
Others with palms on high smote hurried strokes on the cymbal,
Or from the polisht brass woke thin-toned tinkling music,
While from the many there boomed and blared hoarse blast of the
horn-trump,
And with its horrid skirl loud shrilled the barbarous bag-pipe,
Showing such varied forms, that richly-decorate couch-cloth 265
Folded in strait embrace the bedding drapery-veilèd.
This when the Théssalan youths had eyed with eager inspection
Fulfilled, place they began to provide for venerate Godheads,
Even as Zephyrus’ breath, seas couching placid at dawn-tide,
Roughens, then stings and spurs the wavelets slantingly fretted— 270
Rising Aurora the while ‘neath Sol the wanderer’s threshold—
Tardy at first they flow by the clement breathing of breezes
Urgèd, and echo the shores with soft-toned ripples of laughter,
But as the winds wax high so waves wax higher and higher,
Flashing and floating afar to outswim morn’s purpurine splendours,— 275
So did the crowd fare forth, the royal vestibule leaving,
And to their house each wight with vaguing paces departed.
After their wending, the first, foremost from Pelion’s summit,
Chiron came to the front with woodland presents surchargèd:
Whatso of blooms and flowers bring forth Thessalian uplands 280
Mighty with mountain crests, whate’er of riverine lea flowers
Reareth Favonius’ air, bud-breeding, tepidly breathing,
All in his hands brought he, unseparate in woven garlands,
Whereat laughèd the house as soothed by pleasure of perfume.
Presently Péneus appears, deserting verdurous Tempe— 285
Tempe girt by her belts of greenwood ever impending,
Left for the Mamonides with frequent dances to worship—
Nor is he empty of hand, for bears he tallest of beeches
Deracinate, and bays with straight boles lofty and stately,
Not without nodding plane-tree nor less the flexible sister 290
Fire-slain Phaëton left, and not without cypresses airy.
These in a line wide-broke set he, the Mansion surrounding,
So by the soft leaves screened, the porch might flourish in verdure.
Follows hard on his track with active spirit Prometheus,
Bearing extenuate sign of penalties suffer’d in bygones. 295
Paid erewhiles what time fast-bound as to every member,
Hung he in carkanet slung from the Scythian rock-tor.
Last did the Father of Gods with his sacred spouse and his offspring,
Proud from the Heavens proceed, thee leaving (Phoebus) in loneness,
Lone wi’ thy sister twin who haunteth mountains of Idrus: 300
For that the Virgin spurned as thou the person of Peleus,
Nor Thetis’ nuptial torch would greet by act of her presence.
When they had leaned their limbs upon snowy benches reposing,
Tables largely arranged with various viands were garnisht.
But, ere opened the feast, with infirm gesture their semblance 305
Shaking, the Parcae fell to chaunting veridique verses.
Robed were their tremulous frames all o’er in muffle of garments
Bright-white, purple of hem enfolding heels in its edges;
Snowy the fillets that bound heads agèd by many a year-tide,
And, as their wont aye was, their hands plied labour unceasing. 310
Each in her left upheld with soft fleece clothèd a distaff,
Then did the right that drew forth thread with upturn of fingers
Gently fashion the yarn which deftly twisted by thumb-ball
Speeded the spindle poised by thread-whorl perfect of polish;
Thus as the work was wrought, the lengths were trimmed wi’ the
fore-teeth, 315
While to their thin, dry lips stuck wool-flecks severed by biting,
Which at the first outstood from yarn-hanks evenly fine-drawn.
Still at their feet in front soft fleece-flecks white as the snow-flake
Lay in the trusty guard of wickers woven in withies.
Always a-carding the wool, with clear-toned voices resounding 320
Told they such lots as these in song divinely directed,
Chaunts which none after-time shall ‘stablish falsehood-convicted.
1.
O who by virtues great all highmost honours enhancest,
Guard of Emáthia-land, most famous made by thine offspring,
Take what the Sisters deign this gladsome day to disclose thee, 325
Oracles soothfast told,—And ye, by Destiny followed,
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles.
2.
Soon to thy sight shall rise, their fond hopes bringing to bridegrooms,
Hesperus: soon shall come thy spouse with planet auspicious,
Who shall thy mind enbathe with a love that softens the spirit, 330
And as thyself shall prepare for sinking in languorous slumber,
Under thy neck robust, soft arms dispreading as pillow.
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles.
3.
Never a house like this such loves as these hath united,
Never did love conjoin by such-like covenant lovers, 335
As th’according tie Thetis deigned in concert wi’ Peleus.
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles.
4.
Born of yon twain shall come Achilles guiltless of fear-sense,
Known by his forceful breast and ne’er by back to the foeman,
Who shall at times full oft in doubtful contest of race-course 340
Conquer the fleet-foot doe with slot-tracks smoking and burning.
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles.
5.
None shall with him compare, howe’er war-doughty a hero,
Whenas the Phrygian rills flow deep with bloodshed of Teucer,
And beleaguering the walls of Troy with longest of warfare 345
He shall the works lay low, third heir of Pelops the perjured.
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles.
6.
His be the derring-do and deeds of valour egregious,
Often mothers shall own at funeral-rites of their children,
What time their hoary hairs from head in ashes are loosened, 350
And wi’ their hands infirm they smite their bosoms loose duggèd.
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles.
7.
For as the toiling hind bestrewing denseness of corn-stalks
Under the broiling sun mows grain-fields yellow to harvest,
So shall his baneful brand strew earth with corpses of Troy-born. 355
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles.
8.
Aye to his valorous worth attest shall wave of Scamander
Which unto Hellé-Sea fast flowing ever dischargeth,
Straiter whose course shall grow by up-heaped barrage of corpses,
While in his depths runs warm his stream with slaughter commingled. 360
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles.
9.
Witness in fine shall be the victim rendered to death-stroke,
Whenas the earthern tomb on lofty tumulus builded
Shall of the stricken maid receive limbs white as the snow-flake.
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles. 365
10.
For when at last shall Fors to weary Achaians her fiat
Deal, of Dardanus-town to burst Neptunian fetters,
Then shall the high-reared tomb stand bathed with Polyxena’s life-blood,
Who, as the victim doomed to fall by the double-edged falchion,
Forward wi’ hams relaxt shall smite a body beheaded. 370
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles.
11.
Wherefore arise, ye pair, conjoin loves ardently longed-for,
Now doth the groom receive with happiest omen his goddess,
Now let the bride at length to her yearning spouse be delivered.
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles. 375
12.
Neither the nurse who comes at dawn to visit her nursling
E’er shall avail her neck to begird with yesterday’s ribband.
[Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O spindles.]
Nor shall the mother’s soul for ill-matcht daughter a-grieving
Lose by a parted couch all hopes of favourite grandsons. 380
Speed ye, the well-spun woof out-drawing, speed ye, O Spindles.
Thus in the bygone day Peleus’ fate foretelling
Chaunted from breasts divine prophetic verse the Parcae.
For that the pure chaste homes of heroes to visit in person
Oft-tide the Gods, and themselves to display where mortals were gathered, 385
Wont were the Heavenlies while none human piety spurned.
Often the Deities’ Sire, in fulgent temple a-dwelling,
Whenas in festal days received he his annual worship,
Looked upon hundreds of bulls felled prone on pavement before him.
Full oft Liber who roamed from topmost peak of Parnassus 390
Hunted his howling host, his Thyiads with tresses dishevelled.
Then with contending troops from all their city outflocking
Gladly the Delphians hailed their God with smoking of altars.
Often in death-full war and bravest of battle, or Mavors
Or rapid Triton’s Queen or eke the Virgin Rhamnusian, 395
Bevies of weaponed men exhorting, provèd their presence.
But from the time when earth was stained with unspeakable scandals
And forth fro’ greeding breasts of all men justice departed,
Then did the brother drench his hands in brotherly bloodshed,
Stinted the son in heart to mourn decease of his parents, 400
Longèd the sire to sight his first-born’s funeral convoy
So more freely the flower of step-dame-maiden to rifle;
After that impious Queen her guiltless son underlying,
Impious, the household gods with crime ne’er dreading to sully—
All things fair and nefand being mixt in fury of evil 405
Turned from ourselves avert the great goodwill of the Godheads.
Wherefor they nowise deign our human assemblies to visit,
Nor do they suffer themselves be met in light of the day-tide.
Pines aforetimes sprung from Pelion peak floated, so ’tis said, through liquid billows of Neptune to the flowing Phasis and the confines Aeetaean, when the picked youth, the vigour of Argive manhood seeking to carry away the Golden Fleece from Colchis, dared to skim o’er salt seas in a swift-sailing ship, sweeping caerulean ocean with paddles shapen from fir-wood. That Goddess who guards the castles in topmost parts of the towns herself fashioned the car, scudding with lightest of winds, uniting the interweaved pines unto the curving keel. That same first instructed untaught Amphitrite with sailing. Scarce had it split with its stem the windy waves, and the billow vext with oars had whitened into foam, when arose from the abyss of the hoary eddies the faces of sea-dwelling Nereids wondering at the marvel. And then on that propitious day mortal eyes gazed on sea-nymphs with naked bodies bare to the breasts outstanding from the foamy abyss. Then ’tis said Peleus burned with desire for Thetis, then Thetis contemned not mortal hymenaeals, then Thetis’ sire himself sanctioned her joining to Peleus. O born in the time of joyfuller ages, heroes, hail! sprung from the gods, good progeny of mothers, hail! and favourably be ye inclined. You oft in my song I’ll address, thee too I’ll approach, Peleus, pillar of Thessaly, so increased in importance by thy fortunate wedding-torches, to whom Jupiter himself, the sire of the gods himself, yielded up his beloved. Did not Thetis embrace thee, she most winsome of Nereids born? Did not Tethys consent that thou should’st lead home her grandchild, and Oceanus eke, whose waters girdle the total globe? When in full course of time the longed-for day had dawned, all Thessaly assembled throngs his home, a gladsome company o’erspreading the halls: they bear gifts to the fore, and their joy in their faces they shew. Scyros desert remains, they leave Phthiotic Tempe, Crannon’s homes, and the fortressed walls of Larissa; to Pharsalia they hie, ‘neath Pharsalian roofs they gather. None tills the soil, the heifers’ necks grow softened, the trailing vine is not cleansed by the curved rake-prongs, nor does the sickle prune the shade of the spreading tree-branches, nor does the bullock up-tear the glebe with the prone-bending ploughshare; squalid rust steals o’er the neglected ploughs.
But this mansion, throughout its innermost recesses of opulent royalty, glitters with gleaming gold and with silver. Ivory makes white the seats; goblets glint on the boards; the whole house delights in the splendour of royal treasure. Placed in the midst of the mansion is the bridal bed of the goddess, made glossy with Indian tusks and covered with purple, tinted with the shell-fish’s rosy dye. This tapestry embroidered with figures of men of ancient time pourtrays with admirable art the heroes’ valour. For looking forth from Dia’s beach, resounding with crashing of breakers, Theseus hasting from sight with swiftest of fleets, Ariadne watches, her heart swelling with raging passion, nor scarce yet credits she sees what she sees, as, newly-awakened from her deceptive sleep, she perceives herself, deserted and woeful, on the lonely shore. But the heedless youth, flying away, beats the waves with his oars, leaving his perjured vows to the gusty gales. In the dim distance from amidst the sea-weed, the daughter of Minos with sorrowful eyes, like a stone-carved Bacchante, gazes afar, alas! gazes after him, heaving with great waves of grief. No longer does the fragile fillet bind her yellow locks, no more with light veil is her hidden bosom covered, no more with rounded zone the milky breasts are clasped; down fallen from her body everything is scattered, hither, thither, and the salt waves toy with them in front of her very feet. But neither on fillet nor floating veil, but on thee, Theseus, in their stead, was she musing: on thee she bent her heart, her thoughts, her love-lorn mind. Ah, woeful one, with sorrows unending distraught, Erycina sows thorny cares deep in thy bosom, since that time when Theseus fierce in his vigour set out from the curved bay of Piraeus, and gained the Gortynian roofs of the iniquitous ruler.
For of old ’tis narrated, that constrained by plague of the cruelest to expiate the slaughter of Androgeos, both chosen youths and the pick of the unmarried maidens Cecropia was wont to give as a feast to the Minotaur. When thus his strait walls with ills were vexed, Theseus with free will preferred to yield up his body for adored Athens rather than such Cecropian corpses be carried to Crete unobsequied. And therefore borne in a speedy craft by favouring breezes, he came to the imperious Minos and his superb seat. Instant the royal virgin him saw with longing glance, she whom the chaste couch out-breathing sweetest of scents cradled in her mother’s tender enfoldings, like to the myrtle which the rivers of Eurotas produce, or the many-tinted blooms opening with the springtide’s breezes, she bent not down away from him her kindling glance, until the flame spread through her whole body, and burned into her innermost marrow. Ah, hard of heart, urging with misery to madness, O holy boy, who mingles men’s cares and their joyings, and thou queen of Golgos and of foliaged Idalium, on what waves did you heave the mind-kindled maid, sighing full oft for the golden-haired guest! What dreads she bore in her swooning soul! How often did she grow sallower in sheen than gold! When craving to contend against the savage monster Theseus faced death or the palm of praise. Then gifts to the gods not unmeet not idly given, with promise from tight-closed lips did she address her vows. For as an oak waving its boughs on Taurus’ top, or a coniferous pine with sweating stem, is uprooted by savage storm, twisting its trunk with its blast (dragged from its roots prone it falleth afar, breaking all in the line of its fall) so did Theseus fling down the conquered body of the brute, tossing its horns in vain towards the skies. Thence backwards he retraced his steps ‘midst great laud, guiding his errant footsteps by means of a tenuous thread, lest when outcoming from tortuous labyrinthines his efforts be frustrated by unobservant wandering. But why, turned aside from my first story, should I recount more, how the daughter fleeing her father’s face, her sister’s embrace, and e’en her mother’s, who despairingly bemoaned her lost daughter, preferred to all these the sweet love of Theseus; or how borne by their boat to the spumy shores of Dia she came; or how her yokeman with unmemoried breast forsaking her, left her bound in the shadows of sleep? And oft, so ’tis said, with her heart burning with fury she outpoured clarion cries from depths of her bosom, then sadly scaled the rugged mounts, whence she could cast her glance o’er the vasty seething ocean, then ran into the opposing billows of the heaving sea, raising from her bared legs her clinging raiment, and in uttermost plight of woe with tear-stained face and chilly sobs spake she thus:—
“Is it thus, O perfidious, when dragged from my motherland’s shores, is it thus, O false Theseus, that thou leavest me on this desolate strand? thus dost depart unmindful of slighted godheads, bearing home thy perjured vows? Was no thought able to bend the intent of thy ruthless mind? hadst thou no clemency there, that thy pitiless bowels might compassionate me? But these were not the promises thou gavest me idly of old, this was not what thou didst bid me hope for, but the blithe bride-bed, hymenaeal happiness: all empty air, blown away by the breezes. Now, now, let no woman give credence to man’s oath, let none hope for faithful vows from mankind; for whilst their eager desire strives for its end, nothing fear they to swear, nothing of promises stint they: but instant their lusting thoughts are satiate with lewdness, nothing of speech they remember, nothing of perjuries reck. In truth I snatched thee from the midst of the whirlpool of death, preferring to suffer the loss of a brother rather than fail thy need in the supreme hour, O ingrate. For the which I shall be a gift as prey to be rent by wild beasts and the carrion-fowl, nor dead shall I be placed in the earth, covered with funeral mound. What lioness bare thee ‘neath lonely crag? What sea conceived and spued thee from its foamy crest? What Syrtis, what grasping Scylla, what vast Charybdis? O thou repayer with such guerdon for thy sweet life! If ’twas not thy heart’s wish to yoke with me, through holding in horror the dread decrees of my stern sire, yet thou couldst have led me to thy home, where as thine handmaid I might have served thee with cheerful service, laving thy snowy feet with clear water, or spreading the purple coverlet o’er thy couch. Yet why, distraught with woe, do I vainly lament to the unknowing winds, which unfurnished with sense, can neither hear uttered complaints nor can return them? For now he has sped away into the midst of the seas, nor doth any mortal appear along this desolate seaboard. Thus with o’erweening scorn doth bitter Fate in my extreme hour even grudge ears to my plaints. All-powerful Jupiter! would that in old time the Cecropian poops had not touched at the Gnossian shores, nor that bearing to the unquelled bull the direful ransom had the false mariner moored his hawser to Crete, nor that yon wretch hiding ruthless designs beneath sweet seemings had reposed as a guest in our halls! For whither may I flee? in what hope, O lost one, take refuge? Shall I climb the Idomenean crags? but the truculent sea stretching amain with its whirlings of waters separates us. Can I quest help from my father, whom I deserted to follow a youth besprinkled with my brother’s blood? Can I crave comfort from the care of a faithful yokeman, who is fleeing with yielding oars, encurving ‘midst whirling waters. If I turn from the beach there is no roof in this tenantless island, no way sheweth a passage, circled by waves of the sea; no way of flight, no hope; all denotes dumbness, desolation, and death. Natheless mine eyes shall not be dimmed in death, nor my senses secede from my spent frame, until I have besought from the gods a meet mulct for my betrayal, and implored the faith of the celestials with my latest breath. Wherefore ye requiters of men’s deeds with avenging pains, O Eumenides, whose front enwreathed with serpent-locks blazons the wrath exhaled from your bosom, hither, hither haste, hear ye my plainings, which I, sad wretch, am urged to outpour from mine innermost marrow, helpless, burning, and blind with frenzied fury. And since in truth they spring from the veriest depths of my heart, be ye unwilling to allow my agony to pass unheeded, but with such mind as Theseus forsook me, with like mind, O goddesses, may he bring evil on himself and on his kin.”
After she had poured forth these words from her grief-laden bosom, distractedly clamouring for requital against his heartless deeds, the celestial ruler assented with almighty nod, at whose motion the earth and the awe-full waters quaked, and the world of glittering stars did quiver. But Theseus, self-blinded with mental mist, let slip from forgetful breast all those injunctions which until then he had held firmly in mind, nor bore aloft sweet signals to his sad sire, shewing himself safe when in sight of Erectheus’ haven. For ’tis said that aforetime, when Aegeus entrusted his son to the winds, on leaving the walls of the chaste goddess’s city, these commands he gave to the youth with his parting embrace.
“O mine only son, far dearer to me than long life, lately restored to me at extreme end of my years, O son whom I must perforce dismiss to a doubtful hazard, since my ill fate and thine ardent valour snatch thee from unwilling me, whose dim eyes are not yet sated with my son’s dear form: nor gladly and with joyous breast do I send thee, nor will I suffer thee to bear signs of helpful fortune, but first from my breast many a plaint will I express, sullying my grey hairs with dust and ashes, and then will I hang dusky sails to the swaying mast, so that our sorrow and burning lowe are shewn by Iberian canvas, rustily darkened. Yet if the dweller on holy Itone, who deigns defend our race and Erectheus’ dwellings, grant thee to besprinkle thy right hand in the bull’s blood, then see that in very truth these commandments deep-stored in thine heart’s memory do flourish, nor any time deface them. Instant thine eyes shall see our cliffs, lower their gloomy clothing from every yard, and let the twisted cordage bear aloft snowy sails, where splendent shall shine bright topmast spars, so that, instant discerned, I may know with gladness and lightness of heart that in prosperous hour thou art returned to my face.”
These charges, at first held in constant mind, from Theseus slipped away as clouds are impelled by the breath of the winds from the ethereal peak of a snow-clad mount. But his father as he betook himself to the castle’s turrets as watchplace, dimming his anxious eyes with continual weeping, when first he spied the discoloured canvas, flung himself headlong from the top of the crags, deeming Theseus lost by harsh fate. Thus as he entered the grief-stricken house, his paternal roof, Theseus savage with slaughter met with like grief as that which with unmemoried mind he had dealt to Minos’ daughter: while she with grieving gaze at his disappearing keel, turned over a tumult of cares in her wounded spirit.
But on another part [of the tapestry] swift hastened the flushed Iacchus with his train of Satyrs and Nisa-begot Sileni, thee questing, Ariadne, and aflame with love for thee. * * * * These scattered all around, an inspired band, rushed madly with mind all distraught, ranting “Euhoe,” with tossing of heads “Euhoe.” Some with womanish hands shook thyrsi with wreath-covered points; some tossed limbs of a rended steer; some engirt themselves with writhed snakes; some enacted obscure orgies with deep chests, orgies of which the profane vainly crave a hearing; others beat the tambours with outstretched palms, or from the burnished brass provoked shrill tinklings, blew raucous-sounding blasts from many horns, and the barbarous pipe droned forth horrible song.
With luxury of such figures was the coverlet adorned, enwrapping the bed with its mantling embrace. After the Thessalian youthhood with eager engazing were sated they began to give way to the sacred gods. Hence, as with his morning’s breath brushing the still sea Zephyrus makes the sloping billows uprise, when Aurora mounts ‘neath the threshold of the wandering sun, which waves heave slowly at first with the breeze’s gentle motion (plashing with the sound as of low laughter) but after, as swells the wind, more and more frequent they crowd and gleam in the purple light as they float away,—so quitting the royal vestibule did the folk hie them away each to his home with steps wandering hither and thither.
After they had wended their way, chief from the Pelion vertex Chiron came, the bearer of sylvan spoil: for whatsoever the fields bear, whatso the Thessalian land on its high hills breeds, and what flowers the fecund air of warm Favonius begets near the running streams, these did he bear enwreathed into blended garlands wherewith the house rippled with laughter, caressed by the grateful odour.
Speedily stands present Penios, for a time his verdant Tempe, Tempe whose overhanging trees encircle, leaving to the Dorian choirs, damsels Magnesian, to frequent; nor empty-handed,—for he has borne hither lofty beeches uprooted and the tall laurel with straight stem, nor lacks he the nodding plane and the lithe sister of flame-wrapt Phaethon and the aerial cypress. These wreathed in line did he place around the palace so that the vestibule might grow green sheltered with soft fronds.
After him follows Prometheus of inventive mind, bearing diminishing traces of his punishment of aforetime, which of old he had suffered, with his limbs confined by chains hanging from the rugged Scythian crags. Then came the sire of gods from heaven with his holy consort and offspring, leaving thee alone, Phoebus, with thy twin-sister the fosterer of the mountains of Idrus: for equally with thyself did thy sister disdain Peleus nor was she willing to honour the wedding torches of Thetis. After they had reclined their snow-white forms along the seats, tables were loaded on high with food of various kinds.
In the meantime with shaking bodies and infirm gesture the Parcae began to intone their veridical chant. Their trembling frames were enwrapped around with white garments, encircled with a purple border at their heels, snowy fillets bound each aged brow, and their hands pursued their never-ending toil, as of custom. The left hand bore the distaff enwrapped in soft wool, the right hand lightly withdrawing the threads with upturned fingers did shape them, then twisting them with the prone thumb it turned the balanced spindle with well-polished whirl. And then with a pluck of their tooth the work was always made even, and the bitten wool-shreds adhered to their dried lips, which shreds at first had stood out from the fine thread. And in front of their feet wicker baskets of osier twigs took charge of the soft white woolly fleece. These, with clear-sounding voice, as they combed out the wool, outpoured fates of such kind in sacred song, in song which none age yet to come could tax with untruth.
“O with great virtues thine exceeding honour augmenting, stay of Emathia-land, most famous in thine issue, receive what the sisters make known to thee on this gladsome day, a weird veridical! But ye whom the fates do follow:—Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“Now Hesperus shall come unto thee bearing what is longed for by bridegrooms, with that fortunate star shall thy bride come, who ensteeps thy soul with the sway of softening love, and prepares with thee to conjoin in languorous slumber, making her smooth arms thy pillow round ‘neath thy sinewy neck. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“No house ever yet enclosed such loves, no love bound lovers with such pact, as abideth with Thetis, as is the concord of Peleus. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“To ye shall Achilles be born, a stranger to fear, to his foemen not by his back, but by his broad breast known, who, oft-times the victor in the uncertain struggle of the foot-race, shall outrun the fire-fleet footsteps of the speedy doe. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“None in war with him may compare as a hero, when the Phrygian streams shall trickle with Trojan blood, and when besieging the walls of Troy with a long-drawn-out warfare perjured Pelops’ third heir shall lay that city waste. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“His glorious acts and illustrious deeds often shall mothers attest o’er funeral-rites of their sons, when the white locks from their heads are unloosed amid ashes, and they bruise their discoloured breasts with feeble fists. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“For as the husbandman bestrewing the dense wheat-ears mows the harvest yellowed ‘neath ardent sun, so shall he cast prostrate the corpses of Troy’s sons with grim swords. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“His great valour shall be attested by Scamander’s wave, which ever pours itself into the swift Hellespont, narrowing whose course with slaughtered heaps of corpses he shall make tepid its deep stream by mingling warm blood with the water. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“And she a witness in fine shall be the captive-maid handed to death, when the heaped-up tomb of earth built in lofty mound shall receive the snowy limbs of the stricken virgin. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“For instant fortune shall give the means to the war-worn Greeks to break Neptune’s stone bonds of the Dardanian city, the tall tomb shall be made dank with Polyxena’s blood, who as the victim succumbing ‘neath two-edged sword, with yielding hams shall fall forward a headless corpse. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“Wherefore haste ye to conjoin in the longed-for delights of your love. Bridegroom thy goddess receive in felicitous compact; let the bride be given to her eager husband. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.
“Nor shall the nurse at orient light returning, with yester-e’en’s thread succeed in circling her neck. [Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.] Not need her solicitous mother fear sad discord shall cause a parted bed for her daughter, nor need she cease to hope for dear grandchildren. Haste ye, a-weaving the woof, O hasten, ye spindles.”
With such soothsaying songs of yore did the Parcae chant from divine breast the felicitous fate of Peleus. For of aforetime the heaven-dwellers were wont to visit the chaste homes of heroes and to shew themselves in mortal assembly ere yet their worship was scorned. Often the father of the gods, a-resting in his glorious temple, when on the festal days his annual rites appeared, gazed on an hundred bulls strewn prone on the earth. Often wandering Liber on topmost summit of Parnassus led his yelling Thyiads with loosely tossed locks. * * * * When the Delphians tumultuously trooping from the whole of their city joyously acclaimed the god with smoking altars. Often in lethal strife of war Mavors, or swift Triton’s queen, or the Rhamnusian virgin, in person did exhort armed bodies of men. But after the earth was infected with heinous crime, and each one banished justice from their grasping mind, and brothers steeped their hands in fraternal blood, the son ceased grieving o’er departed parents, the sire craved for the funeral rites of his first-born that freely he might take of the flower of unwedded step-dame, the unholy mother, lying under her unknowing son, did not fear to sully her household gods with dishonour: everything licit and lawless commingled with mad infamy turned away from us the just-seeing mind of the gods. Wherefore nor do they deign to appear at such-like assemblies, nor will they permit themselves to be met in the day-light.
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LXV.
ESTI ME ADSIDUO CONFECTUM CURA DOLORE
SEVOCAT A DOCTIS, ORTALE, VIRGINIBUS,
NEC POTISEST DULCES MUSARUM EXPROMERE FETUS
MENS ANIMI, (TANTIS FLUCTUAT IPSA MALIS:
NAMQUE MEI NUPER LETHAEO GURGITE FRATRIS 5
PALLIDULUM MANANS ADLUIT UNDA PEDEM,
TROIA RHOETEO QUEM SUBTER LITTORE TELLUS
EREPTUM NOSTRIS OBTERIT EX OCULIS.
ADLOQUAR, AUDIERO NUMQUAM TUA FACTA LOQUENTEM,
NUMQUAM EGO TE, VITA FRATER AMABILIOR, 10
ASPICIAM POSTHAC. AT CERTE SEMPER AMABO,
SEMPER MAESTA TUA CARMINA MORTE CANAM,
QUALIA SUB DENSIS RAMORUM CONCINIT UMBRIS
DAULIAS ABSUMPTI FATA GEMENS ITYLEI)—
SED TAMEN IN TANTIS MAERORIBUS, ORTALE, MITTO 15
HAEC EXPRESSA TIBI CARMINA BATTIADAE,
NE TUA DICTA VAGIS NEQUIQUAM CREDITA VENTIS
EFFLUXISSE MEO FORTE PUTES ANIMO,
VT MISSUM SPONSI FURTIVO MUNERE MALUM
PROCURRIT CASTO VIRGINIS E GREMIO, 20
QUOD MISERAE OBLITAE MOLLI SUB VESTE LOCATUM,
DUM ADVENTU MATRIS PROSILIT, EXCUTITUR:
ATQUE ILLUD PRONO PRAECEPS AGITUR DECURSU,
HUIC MANAT TRISTI CONSCIUS ORE RUBOR.
LXV.
TO HORTALUS LAMENTING A LOST BROTHER.
Albeit care that consumes, with dule assiduous grieving,
Me from the Learnèd Maids (Hortalus!) ever seclude,
Nor can avail sweet births of the Muses thou to deliver
Thought o’ my mind; (so much floats it on flooding of ills:
For that the Lethe-wave upsurging of late from abysses, 5
Lavèd my brother’s foot, paling with pallor of death,
He whom the Trojan soil, Rhoetean shore underlying,
Buries for ever and aye, forcibly snatched from our sight.
I can address; no more shall I hear thee tell of thy doings,
Say, shall I never again, brother all liefer than life, 10
Sight thee henceforth? But I will surely love thee for ever
Ever what songs I sing saddened shall be by thy death;
Such as the Daulian bird ‘neath gloom of shadowy frondage
Warbles, of Itys lost ever bemoaning the lot.)
Yet amid grief so great to thee, my Hortalus, send I 15
These strains sung to a mode borrowed from Battiades;
Lest shouldest weet of me thy words, to wandering wind-gusts
Vainly committed, perchance forth of my memory flowed—
As did that apple sent for a furtive giftie by wooer,
In the chaste breast of the Maid hidden a-sudden out-sprang; 20
For did the hapless forget when in loose-girt garment it lurkèd,
Forth would it leap as she rose, scared by her mother’s approach,
And while coursing headlong, it rolls far out of her keeping,
O’er the triste virgin’s brow flushes the conscious blush.
Though outspent with care and unceasing grief, I am withdrawn, Ortalus, from the learned Virgins, nor is my soul’s mind able to bring forth sweet babes of the Muses (so much does it waver ‘midst ills: for but lately the wave of the Lethean stream doth lave with its flow the pallid foot of my brother, whom ‘neath the Rhoetean seaboard the Trojan soil doth crush, thrust from our eyesight. * * * Never again may I salute thee, nor hear thy converse; never again, O brother, more loved than life, may I see thee in aftertime. But for all time in truth will I love thee, always will I sing elegies made gloomy by thy death, such as the Daulian bird pipes ‘neath densest shades of foliage, lamenting the lot of slain Itys.) Yet ‘midst sorrows so deep, O Ortalus, I send thee these verses recast from Battiades, lest thou shouldst credit thy words by chance have slipt from my mind, given o’er to the wandering winds, as ’twas with that apple, sent as furtive love-token by the wooer, which outleapt from the virgin’s chaste bosom; for, placed by the hapless girl ‘neath her soft vestment, and forgotten,—when she starts at her mother’s approach, out ’tis shaken: and down it rolls headlong to the ground, whilst a tell-tale flush mantles the face of the distressed girl.
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LXVI.
OMNIA QUI MAGNI DISPEXIT LUMINA MUNDI,
QUI STELLARUM ORTUS COMPERIT ATQUE OBITUS,
FLAMMEUS UT RAPIDI SOLIS NITOR OBSCURETUR,
VT CEDANT CERTIS SIDERA TEMPORIBUS,
VT TRIVIAM FURTIM SUB LATMIA SAXA RELEGANS 5
DULCIS AMOR GYRO DEVOCET AERIO,
IDEM ME ILLE CONON CAELESTI IN LUMINE VIDIT
E BERONICEO VERTICE CAESARIEM
FULGENTEM CLARE, QUAM CUNCTIS ILLA DEORUM
LEVIA PROTENDENS BRACHIA POLLICITAST, 10
QUA REX TEMPESTATE NOVO AUCTUS HYMENAEO
VASTATUM FINIS IVERAT ASSYRIOS,
DULCIA NOCTURNAE PORTANS VESTIGIA RIXAE,
QUAM DE VIRGINEIS GESSERAT EXUVIIS.
ESTNE NOVIS NUPTIS ODIO VENUS? ANNE PARENTUM 15
FRUSTRANTUR FALSIS GAUDIA LACRIMULIS,
VBERTIM THALAMI QUAS INTRA LUMINA FUNDUNT?
NON, ITA ME DIVI, VERA GEMUNT, IUERINT.
ID MEA ME MULTIS DOCUIT REGINA QUERELLIS
INVISENTE NOVO PRAELIA TORVA VIRO. 20
AN TU NON ORBUM LUXTI DESERTA CUBILE,
SED FRATRIS CARI FLEBILE DISCIDIUM?
QUAM PENITUS MAESTAS EXCEDIT CURA MEDULLAS!
VT TIBI TUM TOTO PECTORE SOLLICITAE
SENSIBUS EREPTIS MENS EXCIDIT! AT TE EGO CERTE 25
COGNORAM A PARVA VIRGINE MAGNANIMAM.
ANNE BONUM OBLITA’S FACINUS, QUO REGIUM ADEPTA’S
CONIUGIUM, QUO NON FORTIUS AUSIT ALIS?
SED TUM MAESTA VIRUM MITTENS QUAE VERBA LOCUTA’S!
IUPPITER, UT TRISTI LUMINA SAEPE MANU! 30
QUIS TE MUTAVIT TANTUS DEUS? AN QUOD AMANTES
NON LONGE A CARO CORPORE ABESSE VOLUNT?
ATQUE IBI ME CUNCTIS PRO DULCI CONIUGE DIVIS
NON SINE TAURINO SANGUINE POLLICITA’S
SEI REDITUM TETULLISSET. IS HAUT IN TEMPORE LONGO 35
CAPTAM ASIAM AEGYPTI FINIBUS ADDIDERAT.
QUIS EGO PRO FACTIS CAELESTI REDDITA COETU
PRISTINA VOTA NOVO MUNERE DISSOLUO.
INVITA, O REGINA, TUO DE VERTICE CESSI,
INVITA: ADIURO TEQUE TUOMQUE CAPUT, 40
DIGNA FERAT QUOD SIQUIS INANITER ADIURARIT:
SED QUI SE FERRO POSTULET ESSE PAREM?
ILLE QUOQUE EVERSUS MONS EST, QUEM MAXIMUM IN ORBI
PROGENIES THIAE CLARA SUPERVEHITUR,
CUM MEDI PEPERERE NOVOM MARE, CUMQUE INVENTUS 45
PER MEDIUM CLASSI BARBARA NAVIT ATHON.
QUID FACIENT CRINES, CUM FERRO TALIA CEDANT?
IUPPITER, UT CHALYBON OMNE GENUS PEREAT,
ET QUI PRINCIPIO SUB TERRA QUAERERE VENAS
INSTITIT AC FERRI FRANGERE DURITIEM! 50
ABIUNCTAE PAULO ANTE COMAE MEA FATA SORORES
LUGEBANT, CUM SE MEMNONIS AETHIOPIS
VNIGENA INPELLENS NICTANTIBUS AERA PENNIS
OBTULIT ARSINOES LOCRIDOS ALES EQUOS,
ISQUE PER AETHERIAS ME TOLLENS AVOLAT UMBRAS 55
ET VENERIS CASTO COLLOCAT IN GREMIO.
IPSA SUUM ZEPHYRITIS EO FAMULUM LEGARAT,
GRAIA CANOPIEIS INCOLA LITORIBUS.
+ HI DII VEN IBI VARIO NE SOLUM IN LUMINE CAELI
EX ARIADNEIS AUREA TEMPORIBUS 60
FIXA CORONA FORET, SED NOS QUOQUE FULGEREMUS
DEVOTAE FLAVI VERTICIS EXUVIAE,
VVIDULAM A FLETU CEDENTEM AD TEMPLA DEUM ME
SIDUS IN ANTIQUIS DIVA NOVOM POSUIT:
VIRGINIS ET SAEVI CONTINGENS NAMQUE LEONIS 65
LUMINA, CALLISTO IUNCTA LYCAONIAE,
VERTOR IN OCCASUM, TARDUM DUX ANTE BOOTEN,
QUI VIX SERO ALTO MERGITUR OCEANO.
SED QUAMQUAM ME NOCTE PREMUNT VESTIGIA DIVOM,
LUX AUTEM CANAE TETHYI RESTITUIT, 70
(PACE TUA FARI HIC LICEAT, RHAMNUSIA VIRGO,
NAMQUE EGO NON ULLO VERA TIMORE TEGAM,
NEC SI ME INFESTIS DISCERPENT SIDERA DICTIS,
CONDITA QUIN VEREI PECTORIS EVOLUAM):
NON HIS TAM LAETOR REBUS, QUAM ME AFORE SEMPER, 75
AFORE ME A DOMINAE VERTICE DISCRUCIOR,
QUICUM EGO, DUM VIRGO CURIS FUIT OMNIBUS EXPERS,
VNGUENTI SURIEI MILIA MULTA BIBI.
NUNC VOS, OPTATO QUOM IUNXIT LUMINE TAEDA,
NON PRIUS UNANIMIS CORPORA CONIUGIBUS 80
TRADITE NUDANTES REIECTA VESTE PAPILLAS,
QUAM IOCUNDA MIHI MUNERA LIBET ONYX,
VOSTER ONYX, CASTO PETITIS QUAE IURA CUBILI.
SED QUAE SE INPURO DEDIT ADULTERIO,
ILLIUS A MALA DONA LEVIS BIBAT IRRITA PULVIS: 85
NAMQUE EGO AB INDIGNIS PRAEMIA NULLA PETO.
SED MAGIS, O NUPTAE, SEMPER CONCORDIA VOSTRAS
SEMPER AMOR SEDES INCOLAT ADSIDUOS.
TU VERO, REGINA, TUENS CUM SIDERA DIVAM
PLACABIS FESTIS LUMINIBUS VENEREM, 90
VNGUINIS EXPERTEM NON SIRIS ESSE TUAM ME,
SED POTIUS LARGIS ADFICE MUNERIBUS.
SIDERA CORRUERENT UTINAM! COMA REGIA FIAM:
PROXIMUS HYDROCHOI FULGERET OARION!
LXVI.
(LOQUITUR) BERENICE’S LOCK.
He who every light of the sky world’s vastness inspected,
He who mastered in mind risings and settings of stars,
How of the fast rising sun obscured be the fiery splendours,
How at the seasons assured vanish the planets from view,
How Diana to lurk thief-like ‘neath Latmian stonefields, 5
Summoned by sweetness of Love, comes from her aëry gyre;
That same Cónon espied among lights Celestial shining
Me, Berenice’s Hair, which, from her glorious head,
Fulgent in brightness afar, to many a host of the Godheads
Stretching her soft smooth arms she vowed to devoutly bestow, 10
What time strengthened by joy of new-made wedlock the monarch
Bounds of Assyrian land hurried to plunder and pill;
Bearing of nightly strife new signs and traces delicious,
Won in the war he waged virginal trophies to win.
Loathsome is Venus to all new-paired? Else why be the parents’ 15
Pleasure frustrated aye by the false flow of tears
Poured in profusion amid illuminate genial chamber?
Nay not real the groans; ever so help me the Gods!
This truth taught me my Queen by force of manifold ‘plainings
After her new groom hied facing the fierceness of fight. 20
Yet so thou mournedst not for a bed deserted of husband,
As for a brother beloved wending on woefullest way?
How was the marrow of thee consumedly wasted by sorrow!
So clean forth of thy breast, rackt with solicitous care,
Mind fled, sense being reft! But I have known thee for certain 25
E’en from young virginal years lofty of spirit to be.
Hast thou forgotten the feat whose greatness won thee a royal
Marriage—a deed so prow, never a prower was dared?
Yet how sad was the speech thou spakest, thy husband farewelling!
(Jupiter!) Often thine eyes wiping with sorrowful hand! 30
What manner God so great thus changed thee? Is it that lovers
Never will tarry afar parted from person beloved?
Then unto every God on behalf of thy helpmate, thy sweeting,
Me thou gavest in vow, not without bloodshed of bulls,
If he be granted return, and long while nowise delaying, 35
Captive Asia he add unto Egyptian bounds.
Now for such causes I, enrolled in host of the Heavens,
By a new present, discharge promise thou madest of old:
Maugrè my will, O Queen, my place on thy head I relinquished,
Maugrè my will, I attest, swearing by thee and thy head; 40
Penalty due shall befall whoso makes oath to no purpose.
Yet who assumes the vaunt forceful as iron to be?
E’en was that mount o’erthrown, though greatest in universe, where
through
Thía’s illustrious race speeded its voyage to end,
Whenas the Medes brought forth new sea, and barbarous youth-hood 45
Urged an Armada to swim traversing middle-Athos.
What can be done by Hair when such things yield them to Iron?
Jupiter! Grant Chalybon perish the whole of the race,
Eke who in primal times ore seeking under the surface
Showed th’ example, and spalled iron however so hard. 50
Shortly before I was shorn my sister tresses bewailèd
Lot of me, e’en as the sole brother to Memnon the Black,
Winnowing upper air wi’ feathers flashing and quiv’ring,
Chloris’ wing-borne steed, came before Arsinoë,
Whence upraising myself he flies through aëry shadows, 55
And in chaste Venus’ breast drops he the present he bears.
Eke Zephyritis had sent, for the purpose trusted, her bondsman,
Settler of Grecian strain on the Canopian strand.
So willèd various Gods, lest sole ‘mid lights of the Heavens
Should Ariadne’s crown taken from temples of her 60
Glitter in gold, but we not less shine fulgent in splendour,
We the consecrate spoils shed by a blond-hued head,
Even as weeping-wet sought I the fanes of Celestials,
Placed me the Goddess a new light amid starlights of old:
For with Virgo in touch and joining the furious Lion’s 65
Radiance with Callisto, maid of Lycáon beloved,
Wind I still to the west, conducting tardy Boötes,
Who unwilling and slow must into Ocean merge.
Yet though press me o’night the pacing footprints of Godheads,
Tethys, hoary of hair, ever regains me by day. 70
(Lend me thy leave to speak such words, Rhamnusian Virgin,
Verities like unto these never in fear will I veil;
Albeit every star asperse me with enemy’s censure,
Secrets in soothfast heart hoarded perforce I reveal.)
Nowise gladdens me so this state as absence torments me, 75
Absence doomèd for aye ta’en fro’ my mistress’s head,
Where I was wont (though she such cares unknew in her girlhood)
Many a thousand scents, Syrian unguents, to sip.
Now do you pair conjoined by the longed-for light of the torches,
Earlier yield not selves unto unanimous wills 80
Nor wi’ the dresses doft your barèd nipples encounter,
Ere shall yon onyx-vase pour me libations glad,
Onyx yours, ye that seek only rights of virtuous bed-rite.
But who yieldeth herself unto advowtry impure,
Ah! may her loathèd gifts in light dust uselessly soak, 85
For of unworthy sprite never a gift I desire.
Rather, O new-mated brides, be concord aye your companion,
Ever let constant love dwell in the dwellings of you.
Yet when thou sightest, O Queen, the Constellations, I pray thee,
Every festal day Venus the Goddess appease; 90
Nor of thy unguent-gifts allow myself to be lacking,
Nay, do thou rather add largeliest increase to boons.
Would but the stars down fall! Could I of my Queen be the hair-lock,
Neighbour to Hydrochois e’en let Oarion shine.
He who scanned all the lights of the great firmament, who ascertained the rising and the setting of the stars, how the flaming splendour of the swift sun was endarkened, how the planets disappear at certain seasons, how sweet love with stealth detaining Trivia beneath the Latmian crags, draws her away from her airy circuit, that same Conon saw me amongst celestial light, the hair from Berenice’s head, gleaming with brightness, which she outstretching graceful arms did devote to the whole of the gods, when the king flushed with the season of new wedlock had gone to lay waste the Assyrian borders, bearing the sweet traces of nightly contests, in which he had borne away her virginal spoils. Is Venus abhorred by new-made brides? Why be the parents’ joys turned aside by feigned tears, which they shed copiously amid the lights of the nuptial chamber? Untrue are their groans, by the gods I swear! This did my queen teach me by her many lamentings, when her bridegroom set out for stern warfare. Yet thou didst not mourn the widowhood of desolate couch, but the tearful separation from a dear brother? How care made sad inroads in thy very marrow! In so much that thine whole bosom being agitated, and thy senses being snatched from thee, thy mind wandered! But in truth I have known thee great of heart ever since thou wast a little maiden. Hast thou forgotten that noble deed, by which thou didst gain a regal wedlock, than which none dared other deeds bolder? Yet what grieving words didst thou speak when bidding thy bridegroom farewell! Jupiter! as with sad hand often thine eyes thou didst dry! What mighty god changed thee? Was it that lovers are unwilling to be long absent from their dear one’s body? Then didst thou devote me to the whole of the gods on thy sweet consort’s behalf, not without blood of bullocks, should he be granted safe return. In no long time he added captive Asia to the Egyptian boundaries. Wherefore for these reasons I, bestowed ‘midst the celestial host, by a new gift fulfil thine ancient promise. With grief, O queen, did I quit thy brow, with grief: I swear to thee and to thine head; fit ill befall whosoever shall swear lightly: but who may bear himself peer with steel? Even that mountain was swept away, the greatest on earth, over which Thia’s illustrious progeny passed, when the Medes created a new sea, and the barbarian youth sailed its fleet through the middle of Athos. What can locks of hair do, when such things yield to iron? Jupiter! may the whole race of the Chalybes perish, and whoever first questing the veins ‘neath the earth harassed its hardness, breaking it through with iron. Just before severance my sister locks were mourning my fate, when Ethiop Memnon’s brother, the winged steed, beating the air with fluttering pennons, appeared before Locrian Arsinoe, and this one bearing me up, flies through aethereal shadows and lays me in the chaste bosom of Venus. Him Zephyritis herself had dispatched as her servant, a Grecian settler on the Canopian shores. For ’twas the wish of many gods that not alone in heaven’s light should the golden coronet from Ariadne’s temples stay fixed, but that we also should gleam, the spoils devote from thy golden-yellow head; when humid with weeping I entered the temples of the gods, the Goddess placed me, a new star, amongst the ancient ones. For a-touching the Virgin’s and the fierce Lion’s gleams, hard by Callisto of Lycaon, I turn westwards fore-guiding the slow-moving Bootes who sinks unwillingly and late into the vasty ocean. But although the footsteps of the gods o’erpress me in the night-tide, and the daytime restoreth me to the white-haired Tethys, (grant me thy grace to speak thus, O Rhamnusian virgin, for I will not hide the truth through any fear, even if the stars revile me with ill words yet I will unfold the pent-up feelings from truthful breast) I am not so much rejoiced at these things as I am tortured by being for ever parted, parted from my lady’s head, with whom I (though whilst a virgin she was free from all such cares) drank many a thousand of Syrian scents.
Now do you, whom the gladsome light of the wedding torches hath joined, yield not your bodies to your desiring husbands nor throw aside your vestments and bare your bosom’s nipples, before your onyx cup brings me jocund gifts, your onyx, ye who seek the dues of chaste marriage-bed. But she who giveth herself to foul adultery, may the light-lying dust responselessly drink her vile gifts, for I seek no offerings from folk that do ill. But rather, O brides, may concord always be yours, and constant love ever dwell in your homes. But when thou, O queen, whilst gazing at the stars, shalt propitiate the goddess Venus with festal torch-lights, let not me, thine own, be left lacking of unguent, but rather gladden me with large gifts. Stars fall in confusion! So that I become a royal tress, Orion might gleam in Aquarius’ company.
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LXVII.
O DULCI IOCUNDA VIRO, IOCUNDA PARENTI,
SALVE, TEQUE BONA IUPPITER AUCTET OPE,
IANUA, QUAM BALBO DICUNT SERVISSE BENIGNE
OLIM, CUM SEDES IPSE SENEX TENUIT,
QUAMQUE FERUNT RURSUS VOTO SERVISSE MALIGNO, 5
POSTQUAM ES PORRECTO FACTA MARITA SENE.
DIC AGEDUM NOBIS, QUARE MUTATA FERARIS
IN DOMINUM VETEREM DESERUISSE FIDEM.
‘NON (ITA CAECILIO PLACEAM, CUI TRADITA NUNC SUM)
CULPA MEAST, QUAMQUAM DICITUR ESSE MEA, 10
NEC PECCATUM A ME QUISQUAM POTE DICERE QUICQUAM:
VERUM ISTUD POPULI FABULA, QUINTE, FACIT,
QUI, QUACUMQUE ALIQUID REPERITUR NON BENE FACTUM,
AD ME OMNES CLAMANT: IANUA, CULPA TUAST.’
NON ISTUC SATIS EST UNO TE DICERE VERBO, 15
SED FACERE UT QUIVIS SENTIAT ET VIDEAT.
‘QUI POSSUM? NEMO QUAERIT NEC SCIRE LABORAT.’
NOS VOLUMUS: NOBIS DICERE NE DUBITA.
‘PRIMUM IGITUR, VIRGO QUOD FERTUR TRADITA NOBIS,
FALSUMST. NON ILLAM VIR PRIOR ATTIGERIT, 20
LANGUIDIOR TENERA CUI PENDENS SICULA BETA
NUMQUAM SE MEDIAM SUSTULIT AD TUNICAM:
SED PATER ILLIUS GNATI VIOLASSE CUBILE
DICITUR ET MISERAM CONSCELERASSE DOMUM,
SIVE QUOD INPIA MENS CAECO FLAGRABAT AMORE, 25
SEU QUOD INERS STERILI SEMINE NATUS ERAT,
ET QUAERENDUS IS UNDE FORET NERVOSIUS ILLUD,
QUOD POSSET ZONAM SOLVERE VIRGINEAM.’
EGREGIUM NARRAS MIRA PIETATE PARENTEM,
QUI IPSE SUI GNATI MINXERIT IN GREMIUM. 30
ATQUI NON SOLUM HOC SE DICIT COGNITUM HABERE
BRIXIA CYCNEAE SUPPOSITA SPECULAE,
FLAVOS QUAM MOLLI PERCURRIT FLUMINE MELLA,
BRIXIA VERONAE MATER AMATA MEAE.
‘ET DE POSTUMIO ET CORNELI NARRAT AMORE, 35
CUM QUIBUS ILLA MALUM FECIT ADULTERIUM.’
DIXERIT HIC ALIQUIS: QUI TU ISTHAEC, IANUA, NOSTI?
CUI NUMQUAM DOMINI LIMINE ABESSE LICET,
NEC POPULUM AUSCULTARE, SED HEIC SUFFIXA TIGILLO
TANTUM OPERIRE SOLES AUT APERIRE DOMUM? 40
‘SAEPE ILLAM AUDIVI FURTIVA VOCE LOQUENTEM
SOLAM CUM ANCILLIS HAEC SUA FLAGITIA,
NOMINE DICENTEM QUOS DIXIMUS, UT POTE QUAE MI
SPERARET NEC LINGUAM ESSE NEC AURICULAM.
PRAETEREA ADDEBAT QUENDAM, QUEM DICERE NOLO 45
NOMINE, NE TOLLAT RUBRA SUPERCILIA.
LONGUS HOMOST, MAGNAS QUOI LITES INTULIT OLIM
FALSUM MENDACI VENTRE PUERPERIUM.’
LXVII.
DIALOGUE CONCERNING CATULLUS AT A HARLOT’S DOOR.
Quintus.
O to the gentle spouse right dear, right dear to his parent,
Hail, and with increase fair Jupiter lend thee his aid,
Door, ’tis said wast fain kind service render to Balbus
Erst while, long as the house by her old owner was held;
Yet wast rumoured again to serve a purpose malignant, 5
After the elder was stretched, thou being oped for a bride.
Come, then, tell us the why in thee such change be reported
That to thy lord hast abjured faithfulness owèd of old?
Door.
Never (so chance I to please Cæcilius owning me now-a-days!)
Is it my own default, how so they say it be mine; 10
Nor can any declare aught sin by me was committed.
Yet it is so declared (Quintus!) by fable of folk;
Who, whenever they find things done no better than should be,
Come to me outcrying all:—“Door, the default is thine own!”
Quintus.
This be never enough for thee one-worded to utter, 15
But in such way to deal, each and all sense it and see.
Door.
What shall I do? None asks, while nobody troubles to know.
Quintus.
Willing are we? unto us stay not thy saying to say.
Door.
First let me note that the maid to us committed (assert they)
Was but a fraud: her mate never a touch of her had, 20
But that a father durst dishonour the bed of his firstborn,
Folk all swear, and the house hapless with incest bewray;
Or that his impious mind was blunt with fiery passion 25
Or that his impotent son sprang from incapable seed.
And to be sought was one with nerve more nervous endowèd,
Who could better avail zone of the virgin to loose.
Quintus.
‘Sooth, of egregious sire for piety wondrous, thou tellest,
Who in the heart of his son lief was ——! 30
Yet professed herself not only this to be knowing,
Brixia-town that lies under the Cycnean cliff,
Traversed by Mella-stream’s soft-flowing yellow-hued current,
Brixia, Vérona’s mother, I love for my home.
Door.
Eke of Posthumius’ loves and Cornelius too there be tattle, 35
With whom darèd the dame evil advowtry commit.
Quintus.
Here might somebody ask:—“How, Door, hast mastered such matter?
Thou that canst never avail threshold of owner to quit,
Neither canst listen to folk since here fast fixt to the side-posts
Only one office thou hast, shutting or opening the house.” 40
Door.
Oft have I heard our dame in furtive murmurs o’er telling,
When with her handmaids alone, these her flagitious deeds,
Citing fore-cited names for that she never could fancy
Ever a Door was endow’d either with earlet or tongue.
Further she noted a wight whose name in public to mention 45
Nill I, lest he upraise eyebrows of carroty hue;
Long is the loon and large the law-suit brought they against him
Touching a child-bed false, claim of a belly that lied.
Catullus.
O dear in thought to the sweet husband, dear in thought to his sire, hail! and may Jove augment his good grace to thee, Door! which of old, men say, didst serve Balbus benignly, whilst the oldster held his home here; and which contrariwise, so ’tis said, didst serve with grudging service after the old man was stretched stark, thou doing service to the bride. Come, tell us why thou art reported to be changed and to have renounced thine ancient faithfulness to thy lord?
Door.
No, (so may I please Caecilius to whom I am now made over!) it is not my fault, although ’tis said so to be, nor may anyone impute any crime to me; albeit the fabling tongues of folk make it so, who, whene’er aught is found not well done, all clamour at me: “Door, thine is the blame!”
Catullus.
It is not enough for thee to say this by words merely, but so to act that everyone may feel it and see it.
Door.
In what way can I? No one questions or troubles to know.
Catullus.
We are wishful: be not doubtful to tell us.
Door.
First then, the virgin (so they called her!) who was handed to us was spurious. Her husband was not the first to touch her, he whose little dagger, hanging more limply than the tender beet, never raised itself to the middle of his tunic: but his father is said to have violated his son’s bed and to have polluted the unhappy house, either because his lewd mind blazed with blind lust, or because his impotent son was sprung from sterile seed, and therefore one greater of nerve than he was needed, who could unloose the virgin’s zone.
Catullus.
Thou tellest of an excellent parent marvellous in piety, who himself urined in the womb of his son!
Door.
But not this alone is Brixia said to have knowledge of, placed ‘neath the Cycnean peak, through which the golden-hued Mella flows with its gentle current, Brixia, beloved mother of my Verona. For it talks of the loves of Postumius and of Cornelius, with whom she committed foul adultery.
Catullus.
Folk might say here: “How knowest thou these things, O door? thou who art never allowed absence from thy lord’s threshold, nor mayst hear the folk’s gossip, but fixed to this beam art wont only to open or to shut the house!”
Door.
Often have I heard her talking with hushed voice, when alone with her handmaids, about her iniquities, quoting by name those whom we have spoken of, for she did not expect me to be gifted with either tongue or ear. Moreover she added a certain one whose name I’m unwilling to speak, lest he uplift his red eyebrows. A lanky fellow, against whom some time ago was brought a grave law-suit anent the spurious child-birth of a lying belly.
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LXVIII.
QUOD MIHI FORTUNA CASUQUE OPPRESSUS ACERBO
CONSCRIPTUM HOC LACRIMIS MITTIS EPISTOLIUM,
NAUFRAGUM UT EIECTUM SPUMANTIBUS AEQUORIS UNDIS
SUBLEVEM ET A MORTIS LIMINE RESTITUAM,
QUEM NEQUE SANCTA VENUS MOLLI REQUIESCERE SOMNO 5
DESERTUM IN LECTO CAELIBE PERPETITUR,
NEC VETERUM DULCI SCRIPTORUM CARMINE MUSAE
OBLECTANT, CUM MENS ANXIA PERVIGILAT,
ID GRATUMST MIHI, ME QUONIAM TIBI DICIS AMICUM,
MUNERAQUE ET MUSARUM HINC PETIS ET VENERIS: 10
SED TIBI NE MEA SINT IGNOTA INCOMMODA, MANI,
NEU ME ODISSE PUTES HOSPITIS OFFICIUM,
ACCIPE, QUIS MERSER FORTUNAE FLUCTIBUS IPSE,
NE AMPLIUS A MISERO DONA BEATA PETAS.
TEMPORE QUO PRIMUM VESTIS MIHI TRADITA PURAST, 15
IOCUNDUM CUM AETAS FLORIDA VER AGERET,
MULTA SATIS LUSI: NON EST DEA NESCIA NOSTRI,
QUAE DULCEM CURIS MISCET AMARITIEM:
SED TOTUM HOC STUDIUM LUCTU FRATERNA MIHI MORS
ABSTULIT. O MISERO FRATER ADEMPTE MIHI, 20
TU MEA TU MORIENS FREGISTI COMMODA, FRATER,
TECUM UNA TOTAST NOSTRA SEPULTA DOMUS,
OMNIA TECUM UNA PERIERUNT GAUDIA NOSTRA,
QUAE TUOS IN VITA DULCIS ALEBAT AMOR.
CUIUS EGO INTERITU TOTA DE MENTE FUGAVI 25
HAEC STUDIA ATQUE OMNIS DELICIAS ANIMI.
QUARE, QUOD SCRIBIS VERONAE TURPE CATULLO
ESSE, QUOD HIC QUIVIS DE MELIORE NOTA
FRIGIDA DESERTO TEPEFACTET MEMBRA CUBILI,
ID, MANI, NON EST TURPE, MAGIS MISERUMST. 30
IGNOSCES IGITUR, SI, QUAE MIHI LUCTUS ADEMIT,
HAEC TIBI NON TRIBUO MUNERA, CUM NEQUEO.
NAM, QUOD SCRIPTORUM NON MAGNAST COPIA APUD ME,
HOC FIT, QUOD ROMAE VIVIMUS: ILLA DOMUS,
ILLA MIHI SEDES, ILLIC MEA CARPITUR AETAS: 35
HUC UNA EX MULTIS CAPSULA ME SEQUITUR.
QUOD CUM ITA SIT, NOLIM STATUAS NOS MENTE MALIGNA
ID FACERE AUT ANIMO NON SATIS INGENUO,
QUOD TIBI NON UTRIUSQUE PETENTI COPIA FACTAST:
VLTRO EGO DEFERREM, COPIA SIQUA FORET. 40
NON POSSUM RETICERE, DEAE, QUA ME ALLIUS IN RE
IUVERIT AUT QUANTIS IUVERIT OFFICIIS:
NEC FUGIENS SAECLIS OBLIVISCENTIBUS AETAS
ILLIUS HOC CAECA NOCTE TEGAT STUDIUM:
SED DICAM VOBIS, VOS PORRO DICITE MULTIS 45
MILIBUS ET FACITE HAEC CHARTA LOQUATUR ANUS
NOTESCATQUE MAGIS MORTUOS ATQUE MAGIS,
NEC TENUEM TEXENS SUBLIMIS ARANEA TELAM
IN DESERTO ALLI NOMINE OPUS FACIAT. 50
NAM, MIHI QUAM DEDERIT DUPLEX AMATHUSIA CURAM,
SCITIS, ET IN QUO ME CORRUERIT GENERE,
CUM TANTUM ARDEREM QUANTUM TRINACRIA RUPES
LYMPHAQUE IN OETAEIS MALIA THERMOPYLIS,
MAESTA NEQUE ADSIDUO TABESCERE LUMINA FLETU 55
CESSARENT TRISTIQUE IMBRE MADERE GENAE.
QUALIS IN AERII PERLUCENS VERTICE MONTIS
RIVOS MUSCOSO PROSILIT E LAPIDE,
QUI CUM DE PRONA PRAECEPS EST VALLE VOLUTUS,
PER MEDIUM SENSIM TRANSIT ITER POPULI, 60
DULCI VIATORI LASSO IN SUDORE LEVAMEN,
CUM GRAVIS EXUSTOS AESTUS HIULCAT AGROS:
HIC, VELUT IN NIGRO IACTATIS TURBINE NAUTIS
LENIUS ASPIRANS AURA SECUNDA VENIT
IAM PRECE POLLUCIS, IAM CASTORIS INPLORATA, 65
TALE FUIT NOBIS MANIUS AUXILIUM.
IS CLUSUM LATO PATEFECIT LIMITE CAMPUM,
ISQUE DOMUM NOBIS ISQUE DEDIT DOMINAM,
AD QUAM COMMUNES EXERCEREMUS AMORES.
QUO MEA SE MOLLI CANDIDA DIVA PEDE 70
INTULIT ET TRITO FULGENTEM IN LIMINE PLANTAM
INNIXA ARGUTA CONSTITUIT SOLEA,
CONIUGIS UT QUONDAM FLAGRANS ADVENIT AMORE
PROTESILAEAM LAUDAMIA DOMUM
INCEPTAM FRUSTRA, NONDUM CUM SANGUINE SACRO 75
HOSTIA CAELESTIS PACIFICASSET EROS.
NIL MIHI TAM VALDE PLACEAT, RHAMNUSIA VIRGO,
QUOD TEMERE INVITIS SUSCIPIATUR ERIS.
QUAM IEIUNA PIUM DESIDERET ARA CRUOREM,
DOCTAST AMISSO LAUDAMIA VIRO, 80
CONIUGIS ANTE COACTA NOVI DIMITTERE COLLUM,
QUAM VENIENS UNA ATQUE ALTERA RURSUS HIEMPS
NOCTIBUS IN LONGIS AVIDUM SATURASSET AMOREM,
POSSET UT ABRUPTO VIVERE CONIUGIO,
QUOD SCIRANT PARCAE NON LONGO TEMPORE ADESSE, 85
SI MILES MUROS ISSET AD ILIACOS:
NAM TUM HELENAE RAPTU PRIMORES ARGIVORUM
COEPERAT AD SESE TROIA CIERE VIROS,
TROIA (NEFAS) COMMUNE SEPULCRUM ASIAE EUROPAEQUE,
TROIA VIRUM ET VIRTUTUM OMNIUM ACERBA CINIS, 90
QUAENE ETIAM NOSTRO LETUM MISERABILE FRATRI
ATTULIT. EI MISERO FRATER ADEMPTE MIHI,
EI MISERO FRATRI IOCUNDUM LUMEN ADEMPTUM,
TECUM UNA TOTAST NOSTRA SEPULTA DOMUS,
OMNIA TECUM UNA PERIERUNT GAUDIA NOSTRA, 95
QUAE TUOS IN VITA DULCIS ALEBAT AMOR.
QUEM NUNC TAM LONGE NON INTER NOTA SEPULCRA
NEC PROPE COGNATOS CONPOSITUM CINERES,
SED TROIA OBSCAENA, TROIA INFELICE SEPULTUM
DETINET EXTREMO TERRA ALIENA SOLO. 100
AD QUAM TUM PROPERANS FERTUR SIMUL UNDIQUE PUBES
GRAECA PENETRALES DESERUISSE FOCOS,
NE PARIS ABDUCTA GAVISUS LIBERA MOECHA
OTIA PACATO DEGERET IN THALAMO.
QUO TIBI TUM CASU, PULCHERRIMA LAUDAMIA, 105
EREPTUMST VITA DULCIUS ATQUE ANIMA
CONIUGIUM: TANTO TE ABSORBENS VERTICE AMORIS
AESTUS IN ABRUPTUM DETULERAT BARATHRUM,
QUALE FERUNT GRAI PHENEUM PROPE CYLLENEUM
SICCARE EMULSA PINGUE PALUDE SOLUM, 110
QUOD QUONDAM CAESIS MONTIS FODISSE MEDULLIS
AUDIT FALSIPARENS AMPHITRYONIADES,
TEMPORE QUO CERTA STYMPHALIA MONSTRA SAGITTA
PERCULIT IMPERIO DETERIORIS ERI,
PLURIBUS UT CAELI TERERETUR IANUA DIVIS, 115
HEBE NEC LONGA VIRGINITATE FORET.
SED TUOS ALTUS AMOR BARATHRO FUIT ALTIOR ILLO,
QUI DURUM DOMITAM FERRE IUGUM DOCUIT:
NAM NEC TAM CARUM CONFECTO AETATE PARENTI
VNA CAPUT SERI NATA NEPOTIS ALIT, 120
QUI, CUM DIVITIIS VIX TANDEM INVENTUS AVITIS
NOMEN TESTATAS INTULIT IN TABULAS,
INPIA DERISI GENTILIS GAUDIA TOLLENS
SUSCITAT A CANO VOLTURIUM CAPITI:
NEC TANTUM NIVEO GAVISAST ULLA COLUMBO 125
CONPAR, QUAE MULTO DICITUR INPROBIUS
OSCULA MORDENTI SEMPER DECERPERE ROSTRO,
QUAM QUAE PRAECIPUE MULTIVOLAST MULIER.
SED TU HORUM MAGNOS VICISTI SOLA FURORES,
VT SEMEL ES FLAVO CONCILIATA VIRO. 130
AUT NIHIL AUT PAULO CUI TUM CONCEDERE DIGNA
LUX MEA SE NOSTRUM CONTULIT IN GREMIUM,
QUAM CIRCUMCURSANS HINC ILLINC SAEPE CUPIDO
FULGEBAT CROCINA CANDIDUS IN TUNICA.
QUAE TAMEN ETSI UNO NON EST CONTENTA CATULLO, 135
RARA VERECUNDAE FURTA FEREMUS ERAE,
NE NIMIUM SIMUS STULTORUM MORE MOLESTI.
SAEPE ETIAM IUNO, MAXIMA CAELICOLUM,
CONIUGIS IN CULPA FLAGRANTEM CONQUOQUIT IRAM,
NOSCENS OMNIVOLI PLURIMA FURTA IOVIS. 140
ATQUEI NEC DIVIS HOMINES CONPONIER AEQUOMST,
INGRATUM TREMULI TOLLE PARENTIS ONUS.
NEC TAMEN ILLA MIHI DEXTRA DEDUCTA PATERNA
FRAGRANTEM ASSYRIO VENIT ODORE DOMUM,
SED FURTIVA DEDIT MUTA MUNUSCULA NOCTE, 145
IPSIUS EX IPSO DEMPTA VIRI GREMIO.
QUARE ILLUD SATIS EST, SI NOBIS IS DATUR UNIS,
QUEM LAPIDE ILLA DIEM CANDIDIORE NOTAT.
HOC TIBI, QUA POTUI, CONFECTUM CARMINE MUNUS
PRO MULTIS, ALLI, REDDITUR OFFICIIS, 150
NE VOSTRUM SCABRA TANGAT RUBIGINE NOMEN
HAEC ATQUE ILLA DIES ATQUE ALIA ATQUE ALIA.
HUC ADDENT DIVI QUAM PLURIMA, QUAE THEMIS OLIM
ANTIQUIS SOLITAST MUNERA FERRE PIIS:
SITIS FELICES ET TU SIMUL ET TUA VITA 155
ET DOMUS, IPSI IN QUA LUSIMUS ET DOMINA,
ET QUI PRINCIPIO NOBIS TE TRADIDIT ANSER,
A QUO SUNT PRIMO MI OMNIA NATA BONA.
ET LONGE ANTE OMNES MIHI QUAE ME CARIOR IPSOST,
LUX MEA, QUA VIVA VIVERE DULCE MIHIST. 160
LXVIII.
TO MANIUS ON VARIOUS MATTERS.
When to me sore opprest by bitter chance of misfortune
This thy letter thou send’st written wi’ blotting of tears,
So might I save thee flung by spuming billows of ocean,
Shipwreckt, rescuing life snatcht from the threshold of death;
Eke neither Venus the Holy to rest in slumber’s refreshment 5
Grants thee her grace on couch lying deserted and lone,
Nor can the Muses avail with dulcet song of old writers
Ever delight thy mind sleepless in anxious care;
Grateful be this to my thought since thus thy friend I’m entitled,
Hence of me seekest thou gifts Muses and Venus can give: 10
But that bide not unknown to thee my sorrows (O Manius!)
And lest office of host I should be holden to hate,
Learn how in Fortune’s deeps I chance myself to be drownèd,
Nor fro’ the poor rich boons furthermore prithee require.
What while first to myself the pure-white garment was given, 15
Whenas my flowery years flowed in fruition of spring,
Much I disported enow, nor ‘bode I a stranger to Goddess
Who with our cares is lief sweetness of bitter to mix:
Yet did a brother’s death pursuits like these to my sorrow
Bid for me cease: Oh, snatcht brother! from wretchedest me. 20
Then, yea, thou by thy dying hast broke my comfort, O brother;
Buried together wi’ thee lieth the whole of our house;
Perisht along wi’ thyself all gauds and joys of our life-tide,
Douce love fostered by thee during the term of our days.
After thy doom of death fro’ mind I banishèd wholly 25
Studies like these, and all lending a solace to soul;
Wherefore as to thy writ:—“Verona’s home for Catullus
Bringeth him shame, for there men of superior mark
Must on a deserted couch fain chafe their refrigerate limbs:”
Such be no shame (Manius!): rather ’tis matter of ruth. 30
Pardon me, then, wilt thou an gifts bereft me by grieving
These I send not to thee since I avail not presènt.
For, that I own not here abundant treasure of writings
Has for its cause, in Rome dwell I; and there am I homed,
There be my seat, and there my years are gathered to harvest; 35
Out of book-cases galore here am I followed by one.
This being thus, nill I thou deem ’tis spirit malignant
Acts in such wise or mind lacking of liberal mood
That to thy prayer both gifts be not in plenty supplièd:
Willingly both had I sent, had I the needed supply. 40
Nor can I (Goddesses!) hide in what things Allius sent me
Aid, forbear to declare what was the aidance he deigned:
Neither shall fugitive Time from centuries ever oblivious
Veil in the blinds of night friendship he lavisht on me.
But will I say unto you what you shall say to the many 45
Thousands in turn, and make paper, old crone, to proclaim
And in his death become noted the more and the more,
Nor let spider on high that weaves her delicate webbing
Practise such labours o’er Allius’ obsolete name. 50
For that ye weet right well what care Amathúsia two-faced
Gave me, and how she dasht every hope to the ground,
Whenas I burnt so hot as burn Trinacria’s rocks or
Mallia stream that feeds Oetéan Thermopylæ;
Nor did these saddened eyes to be dimmed by assiduous weeping 55
Cease, and my cheeks with showers ever in sadness be wet.
E’en as from aëry heights of mountain springeth a springlet
Limpidest leaping forth from rocking felted with moss,
Then having headlong rolled the prone-laid valley downpouring,
Populous region amid wendeth his gradual way, 60
Sweetest solace of all to the sweltering traveller wayworn,
Whenas the heavy heat fissures the fiery fields;
Or, as to seamen lost in night of whirlwind a-glooming
Gentle of breath there comes fairest and favouring breeze,
Pollux anon being prayed, nor less vows offered to Castor:— 65
Such was the aidance to us Manius pleased to afford.
He to my narrow domains far wider limits laid open,
He too gave me the house, also he gave me the dame,
She upon whom both might exert them, partners in love deeds.
Thither graceful of gait pacing my goddess white-hued 70
Came and with gleaming foot on the worn sole of the threshold
Stood she and prest its slab creaking her sandals the while;
E’en so with love enflamed in olden days to her helpmate,
Laodamía the home Protesiléan besought,
Sought, but in vain, for ne’er wi’ sacrificial bloodshed 75
Victims appeasèd the Lords ruling Celestial seats:
Never may I so joy in aught (Rhamnusian Virgin!)
That I engage in deed maugrè the will of the Lords.
How starved altar can crave for gore in piety pourèd,
Laodamia learnt taught by the loss of her man, 80
Driven perforce to loose the neck of new-wedded help-mate,
Whenas a winter had gone, nor other winter had come,
Ere in the long dark nights her greeding love was so sated
That she had power to live maugrè a marriage broke off,
Which, as the Parcæ knew, too soon was fated to happen 85
Should he a soldier sail bound for those Ilian walls.
For that by Helena’s rape, the Champion-leaders of Argives
Unto herself to incite Troy had already begun,
Troy (ah, curst be the name) common tomb of Asia and Europe,
Troy to sad ashes that turned valour and valorous men! 90
Eke to our brother beloved, destruction ever lamented
Brought she: O Brother for aye lost unto wretchedmost me,
Oh, to thy wretchedmost brother lost the light of his life-tide,
Buried together wi’ thee lieth the whole of our house:
Perisht along wi’ thyself forthright all joys we enjoyèd, 95
Douce joys fed by thy love during the term of our days;
Whom now art tombed so far nor ‘mid familiar pavestones
Nor wi’ thine ashes stored near to thy kith and thy kin,
But in that Troy obscene, that Troy of ill-omen, entombèd
Holds thee, an alien earth-buried in uttermost bourne. 100
Thither in haste so hot (’tis said) from allwhere the Youth-hood
Grecian, farèd in hosts forth of their hearths and their homes,
Lest with a stolen punk with fullest of pleasure should Paris
Fairly at leisure and ease sleep in the pacific bed.
Such was the hapless chance, most beautiful Laodamia, 105
Tare fro’ thee dearer than life, dearer than spirit itself,
Him, that husband, whose love in so mighty a whirlpool of passion
Whelmed thee absorbèd and plunged deep in its gulfy abyss,
E’en as the Grecians tell hard by Phenéus of Cylléne
Drained was the marish and dried, forming the fattest of soils, 110
Whenas in days long done to delve through marrow of mountains
Darèd, falsing his sire, Amphtryóniades;
What time sure of his shafts he smote Stymphalian monsters
Slaying their host at the hest dealt by a lord of less worth,
So might the gateway of Heaven be trodden by more of the godheads, 115
Nor might Hébé abide longer to maidenhood doomed.
Yet was the depth of thy love far deeper than deepest of marish
Which the hard mistress’s yoke taught him so tamely to bear;
Never was head so dear to a grandsire wasted by life-tide
Whenas one daughter alone a grandson so tardy had reared, 120
Who being found against hope to inherit riches of forbears
In the well-witnessed Will haply by name did appear,
And ‘spite impious hopes of baffled claimant to kinship
Startles the Vulturine grip clutching the frost-bitten poll.
Nor with such rapture e’er joyed his mate of snowy-hued plumage 125
Dove-mate, albeit aye wont in her immoderate heat
Said be the bird to snatch hot kisses with beak ever billing,
As diddest thou:—yet is Woman multivolent still.
But thou ‘vailedest alone all these to conquer in love-lowe,
When conjoinèd once more unto thy yellow-haired spouse. 130
Worthy of yielding to her in naught or ever so little
Came to the bosom of us she, the fair light of my life,
Round whom fluttering oft the Love–God hither and thither
Shone with a candid sheen robed in his safflower dress.
She though never she bide with one Catullus contented, 135
Yet will I bear with the rare thefts of my dame the discreet,
Lest over-irk I give which still of fools is the fashion.
Often did Juno eke Queen of the Heavenly host
Boil wi’ the rabidest rage at dire default of a husband
Learning the manifold thefts of her omnivolent Jove, 140
Yet with the Gods mankind ’tis nowise righteous to liken,
Rid me of graceless task fit for a tremulous sire.
Yet was she never to me by hand paternal committed
Whenas she came to my house reeking Assyrian scents;
Nay, in the darkness of night her furtive favours she deigned me, 145
Self-willed taking herself from very mate’s very breast.
Wherefore I hold it enough since given to us and us only
Boon of that day with Stone whiter than wont she denotes.
This to thee—all that I can—this offering couched in verses
(Allius!) as my return give I for service galore; 150
So wi’ the seabriny rust your name may never be sullied
This day and that nor yet other and other again.
Hereto add may the Gods all good gifts, which Themis erewhiles
Wont on the pious of old from her full store to bestow:
Blest be the times of the twain, thyself and she who thy life is, 155
Also the home wherein dallied we, no less the Dame,
Anser to boot who first of mortals brought us together,
Whence from beginning all good Fortunes that blest us were born.
Lastly than every else one dearer than self and far dearer,
Light of my life who alive living to me can endear. 160
That when, opprest by fortune and in grievous case, thou didst send me this epistle o’erwrit with tears, that I might bear up shipwrecked thee tossed by the foaming waves of the sea, and restore thee from the threshold of death; thou whom neither sacred Venus suffers to repose in soft slumber, desolate on a a lonely couch, nor do the Muses divert with the sweet song of ancient poets, whilst thy anxious mind keeps vigil:—this is grateful to me, since thou dost call me thy friend, and dost seek hither the gifts of the Muses and of Venus. But that my troubles may not be unknown to thee, O Manius, nor thou deem I shun the office of host, hear how I am whelmed in the waves of that same fortune, nor further seek joyful gifts from a wretched one. In that time when the white vestment was first handed to me, and my florid age was passing in jocund spring, much did I sport enow: nor was the goddess unknown to us who mixes bitter-sweet with our cares. But my brother’s death plunged all this pursuit into mourning. O brother, taken from my unhappy self; thou by thy dying hast broken my ease, O brother; all our house is buried with thee; with thee have perished the whole of our joys, which thy sweet love nourished in thy lifetime. Thou lost, I have dismissed wholly from mind these studies and every delight of mind. Wherefore, as to what thou writest, “’Tis shameful for Catullus to be at Verona, for there anyone of utmost note must chafe his frigid limbs on a desolate couch;” that, Manius, is not shameful; rather ’tis a pity. Therefore, do thou forgive, if what grief has snatched from me, these gifts, I do not bestow on thee, because I am unable. For, that there is no great store of writings with me arises from this, that we live at Rome: there is my home, there is my hall, thither my time is passed; hither but one of my book-cases follows me. As ’tis thus, I would not that thou deem we act so from ill-will or from a mind not sufficiently ingenuous, that ample store is not forthcoming to either of thy desires: both would I grant, had I the wherewithal. Nor can I conceal, goddesses, in what way Allius has aided me, or with how many good offices he has assisted me; nor shall fleeting time with its forgetful centuries cover with night’s blindness this care of his. But I tell it to you, and do ye declare it to many thousands, and make this paper, grown old, speak of it * * * * And let him be more and more noted when dead, nor let the spider aloft, weaving her thin-drawn web, carry on her work over the neglected name of Allius. For you know what anxiety of mind wily Amathusia gave me, and in what manner she overthrew me, when I was burning like the Trinacrian rocks, or the Malian fount in Oetaean Thermopylae; nor did my piteous eyes cease to dissolve with continual weeping, nor my cheeks with sad showers to be bedewed. As the pellucid stream gushes forth from the moss-grown rock on the aerial crest of the mountain, which when it has rolled headlong prone down the valley, softly wends its way through the midst of the populous parts, sweet solace to the wayfarer sweating with weariness, when the oppressive heat cracks the burnt-up fields agape: or, as to sailors tempest-tossed in black whirlpool, there cometh a favourable and a gently-moving breeze, Pollux having been prayed anon, and Castor alike implored: of such kind was Manius’ help to us. He with a wider limit laid open my closed field; he gave us a home and its mistress, on whom we both might exercise our loves in common. Thither with gracious gait my bright-hued goddess betook herself, and pressed her shining sole on the worn threshold with creaking of sandal; as once came Laodamia, flaming with love for her consort, to the home of Protesilaus,—a beginning of naught! for not yet with sacred blood had a victim made propitiate the lords of the heavens. May nothing please me so greatly, Rhamnusian virgin, that I should act thus heedlessly against the will of those lords! How the thirsty altar craves for sacrificial blood Laodamia was taught by the loss of her husband, being compelled to abandon the neck of her new spouse when one winter was past, before another winter had come, in whose long nights she might so glut her greedy love, that she could have lived despite her broken marriage-yoke, which the Parcae knew would not be long distant, if her husband as soldier should fare to the Ilian walls. For by Helena’s rape Troy had begun to put the Argive Chiefs in the field; Troy accurst, the common grave of Asia and of Europe, Troy, the sad ashes of heroes and of every noble deed, that also lamentably brought death to our brother. O brother taken from unhappy me! O jocund light taken from thy unhappy brother! in thy one grave lies all our house, in thy one grave have perished all our joys, which thy sweet love did nurture during life. Whom now is laid so far away, not amongst familiar tombs nor near the ashes of his kindred, but obscene Troy, malign Troy, an alien earth, holds thee entombed in its remote soil. Thither, ’tis said, hastening together from all parts, the Grecian manhood forsook their hearths and homes, lest Paris enjoy his abducted trollop with freedom and leisure in a peaceful bed. Such then was thy case, loveliest Laodamia, to be bereft of husband sweeter than life, and than soul; thou being sucked in so great a whirlpool of love, its eddy submerged thee in its steep abyss, like (so folk say) to the Graian gulph near Pheneus of Cyllene with its fat swamp’s soil drained and dried, which aforetime the falsely-born Amphitryoniades dared to hew through the marrow of cleft mountains, at the time when he smote down the Stymphalian monsters with sure shafts by the command of his inferior lord, so that the heavenly portal might be pressed by a greater number of deities, nor Hebe longer remain in her virginity. But deeper than that abyss was thy deep love which taught [thy husband] to bear his lady’s forceful yoke. For not so dear to the spent age of the grandsire is the late born grandchild an only daughter rears, who, long-wished-for, at length inherits the ancestral wealth, his name duly set down in the attested tablets; and casting afar the impious hopes of the baffled next-of-kin, scares away the vulture from the whitened head; nor so much does any dove-mate rejoice in her snow-white consort (though, ’tis averred, more shameless than most in continually plucking kisses with nibbling beak) as thou dost, though woman is especially inconstant. But thou alone didst surpass the great frenzies of these, when thou wast once united to thy yellow-haired husband. Worthy to yield to whom in naught or in little, my light brought herself to my bosom, round whom Cupid, often running hither thither, gleamed lustrous-white in saffron-tinted tunic. Still although she is not content with Catullus alone, we will suffer the rare frailties of our coy lady, lest we may be too greatly unbearable, after the manner of fools. Often even Juno, greatest of heaven-dwellers, boiled with flaring wrath at her husband’s default, wotting the host of frailties of all-wishful Jove. Yet ’tis not meet to match men with the gods, * * * * bear up the ungrateful burden of a tremulous parent. Yet she was not handed to me by a father’s right hand when she came to my house fragrant with Assyrian odour, but she gave me her stealthy favours in the mute night, withdrawing of her own will from the bosom of her spouse. Wherefore that is enough if to us alone she gives that day which she marks with a whiter stone. This gift to thee, all that I can, of verse completed, is requital, Allius, for many offices, so that this day and that, and other and other of days may not tarnish your name with scabrous rust. Hither may the gods add gifts full many, which Themis aforetimes was wont to bear to the pious of old. May ye be happy, both thou and thy life’s-love together, and thy home in which we have sported, and its mistress, and Anser who in the beginning brought thee to us, from whom all my good fortunes were first born, and lastly she whose very self is dearer to me than all these,—my light, whom living, ’tis sweet to me to live.
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LXVIIII.
NOLI ADMIRARI, QUARE TIBI FEMINA NULLA,
RUFE, VELIT TENERUM SUPPOSUISSE FEMUR,
NON SI ILLAM RARAE LABEFACTES MUNERE VESTIS
AUT PERLUCIDULI DELICIIS LAPIDIS.
LAEDIT TE QUAEDAM MALA FABULA, QUA TIBI FERTUR 5
VALLE SUB ALARUM TRUX HABITARE CAPER.
HUNC METUUNT OMNES. NEQUE MIRUM: NAM MALA VALDEST
BESTIA, NEC QUICUM BELLA PUELLA CUBET.
QUARE AUT CRUDELEM NASORUM INTERFICE PESTEM,
AUT ADMIRARI DESINE CUR FUGIUNT. 10
LXVIIII.
TO RUFUS THE FETID.
Wonder not blatantly why no woman shall ever be willing
(Rufus!) her tender thigh under thyself to bestow,
Not an thou tempt her full by bribes of the rarest garments,
Or by the dear delights gems the pellucidest deal.
Harms thee an ugly tale wherein of thee is recorded 5
Horrible stench of the goat under thine arm-pits be lodged.
All are in dread thereof; nor wonder this, for ’tis evil
Beastie, nor damsel fair ever thereto shall succumb.
So do thou either kill that cruel pest o’ their noses,
Or at their reason of flight blatantly wondering cease. 10
Be unwilling to wonder wherefore no woman, O Rufus, is wishful to place her tender thigh ‘neath thee, not even if thou dost tempt her by the gift of a rare robe or by the delights of a crystal-clear gem. A certain ill tale injures thee, that thou bearest housed in the valley of thine armpits a grim goat. Hence everyone’s fear. Nor be marvel: for ’tis an exceeding ill beast, with whom no fair girl will sleep. Wherefore, either murder that cruel plague of their noses, or cease to marvel why they fly?
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LXX.
NULLI SE DICIT MULIER MEA NUBERE MALLE
QUAM MIHI, NON SI SE IUPPITER IPSE PETAT.
DICIT: SED MULIER CUPIDO QUOD DICIT AMANTI,
IN VENTO ET RAPIDA SCRIBERE OPORTET AQUA.
LXX.
ON WOMAN’S INCONSTANCY.
Never, my woman oft says, with any of men will she mate be,
Save wi’ my own very self, ask her though Jupiter deign!
Says she: but womanly words that are spoken to desireful lover
Ought to be written on wind or upon water that runs.
No one, saith my lady, would she rather wed than myself, not even if Jupiter’s self crave her. Thus she saith! but what a woman tells an ardent amourist ought fitly to be graven on the breezes and in running waters.
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LXXI.
SIQUOI IURE BONO SACER ALARUM OBSTITIT HIRCUS,
AUT SIQUEM MERITO TARDA PODAGRA SECAT,
AEMULUS ISTE TUOS, QUI VOSTRUM EXERCET AMOREM,
MIRIFICOST FATO NACTUS UTRUMQUE MALUM,
NAM QUOTIENS FUTUIT, TOTIENS ULCISCITUR AMBOS: 5
ILLAM ADFLIGIT ODORE, IPSE PERIT PODAGRA.
LXXI.
TO VERRO.
An of a goat-stink damned from armpits fusty one suffer,
Or if a crippling gout worthily any one rack,
’Tis that rival o’ thine who lief in loves of you meddles,
And, by a wondrous fate, gains him the twain of such ills.
For that, oft as he ——, so oft that penance be two-fold; 5
Stifles her stench of goat, he too is kilt by his gout.
If ever anyone was deservedly cursed with an atrocious goat-stench from armpits, or if limping gout did justly gnaw one, ’tis thy rival, who occupies himself with your love, and who has stumbled by the marvel of fate on both these ills. For as oft as he swives, so oft is he taken vengeance on by both; she he prostrates by his stink, he is slain by his gout.
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LXXII.
DICEBAS QUONDAM SOLUM TE NOSSE CATULLUM,
LESBIA, NEC PRAE ME VELLE TENERE IOVEM.
DILEXI TUM TE NON TANTUM UT VOLGUS AMICAM,
SED PATER UT GNATOS DILIGIT ET GENEROS.
NUNC TE COGNOVI: QUARE ETSI INPENSIUS UROR, 5
MULTO MI TAMEN ES VILIOR ET LEVIOR.
QUI POTISEST? INQUIS. QUOD AMANTEM INIURIA TALIS
COGIT AMARE MAGIS, SED BENE VELLE MINUS.
LXXII.
TO LESBIA THE FALSE.
Wont thou to vaunt whilòme of knowing only Catullus
(Lesbia!) nor to prefer Jupiter’s self to myself.
Then, too, I loved thee well, not as vulgar wretch his mistress
But as a father his sons loves and his sons by the law.
Now have I learnt thee aright; wherefor though burn I the hotter, 5
Lighter and viler by far thou unto me hast become.
“How can this be?” dost ask: ’tis that such injury ever
Forces the hotter to love, also the less well to will.
Once thou didst profess to know but Catullus, Lesbia, nor wouldst hold Jove before me. I loved thee then, not only as a churl his mistress, but as a father loves his own sons and sons-inlaw. Now I do know thee: wherefore if more strongly I burn, thou art nevertheless to me far viler and of lighter thought. How may this be? thou askest. Because such wrongs drive a lover to greater passion, but to less wishes of welfare.
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LXXIII.
DESINE DE QUOQUAM QUICQUAM BENE VELLE MERERI
AUT ALIQUEM FIERI POSSE PUTARE PIUM.
OMNIA SUNT INGRATA, NIHIL FECISSE BENIGNE
PRODEST, IMMO ETIAM TAEDET OBESTQUE MAGIS
VT MIHI, QUEM NEMO GRAVIUS NEC ACERBIUS URGET, 5
QUAM MODO QUI ME UNUM ATQUE UNICUM AMICUM HABUIT.
LXXIII.
OF AN INGRATE.
Cease thou of any to hope desirèd boon of well-willing,
Or deem any shall prove pious and true to his dues.
Waxes the world ingrate, no deed benevolent profits,
Nay full oft it irks even offending the more:
Such is my case whom none maltreats more grievously bitter, 5
Than does the man that me held one and only to friend.
Cease thou to wish to merit well from anyone in aught, or to think any can become honourable. All are ingrate, naught benign doth avail to aught, but rather it doth irk and prove the greater ill: so with me, whom none doth o’erpress more heavily nor more bitterly than he who a little while ago held me his one and only friend.
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LXXIIII.
GELLIUS AUDIERAT PATRUOM OBIURGARE SOLERE,
SIQUIS DELICIAS DICERET AUT FACERET.
HOC NE IPSI ACCIDERET, PATRUI PERDEPSUIT IPSAM
VXOREM ET PATRUOM REDDIDIT HARPOCRATEM.
QUOD VOLUIT FECIT: NAM, QUAMVIS INRUMET IPSUM 5
NUNC PATRUOM, VERBUM NON FACIET PATRUOS.
LXXIIII.
OF GELLIUS.
Wont was Gellius hear his uncle rich in reproaches,
When any ventured aught wanton in word or in deed.
Lest to him chance such befall, his uncle’s consort seduced he,
And of his uncle himself fashioned an Harpocrates.
Whatso he willed did he; and nowdays albe his uncle 5
—— he, no word ever that uncle shall speak.
Gellius had heard that his uncle was wont to be wroth, if any spake of or practised love-sportings. That this should not happen to him, he kneaded up his uncle’s wife herself, and made of his uncle a god of silence. Whatever he wished, he did; for now, even if he irrumate his uncle’s self, not a word will that uncle murmur.
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LXXVII.
RUFE MIHI FRUSTRA AC NEQUIQUAM CREDITE AMICO
(FRUSTRA? IMMO MAGNO CUM PRETIO ATQUE MALO),
SICINE SUBREPSTI MEI, ATQUE INTESTINA PERURENS
EI MISERO ERIPUISTI OMNIA NOSTRA BONA?
ERIPUISTI, HEU HEU NOSTRAE CRUDELE VENENUM 5
VITAE, HEU HEU NOSTRAE PESTIS AMICITIAE.
SED NUNC ID DOLEO, QUOD PURAE PURA PUELLAE
SAVIA CONMINXIT SPURCA SALIVA TUA.
VERUM ID NON INPUNE FERES: NAM TE OMNIA SAECLA
NOSCENT, ET QUI SIS FAMA LOQUETUR ANUS. 10
LXXVII.
TO RUFUS, THE TRAITOR FRIEND.
Rufus, trusted as friend by me, so fruitlessly, vainly,
(Vainly? nay to my bane and at a ruinous price!)
Hast thou cajoled me thus, and enfiring innermost vitals,
Ravished the whole of our good own’d by wretchedest me?
Ravished; (alas and alas!) of our life thou cruellest cruel 5
Venom, (alas and alas!) plague of our friendship and pest.
Yet must I now lament that lips so pure of the purest
Damsel, thy slaver foul soilèd with filthiest kiss.
But ne’er hope to escape scot free; for thee shall all ages
Know, and what thing thou be, Fame, the old crone, shall declare. 10
O Rufus, credited by me as a friend, wrongly and for naught, (wrongly? nay, at an ill and grievous price) hast thou thus stolen upon me, and a-burning my innermost bowels, snatched from wretched me all our good? Thou hast snatched it, alas, alas, thou cruel venom of our life! alas, alas, thou plague of our amity. But now ’tis grief, that thy swinish slaver has soiled the pure love-kisses of our pure girl. But in truth thou shalt not come off with impunity; for every age shall know thee, and Fame the aged, shall denounce what thou art.
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LXXVIII.
GALLUS HABET FRATRES, QUORUMST LEPIDISSIMA CONIUNX
ALTERIUS, LEPIDUS FILIUS ALTERIUS.
GALLUS HOMOST BELLUS: NAM DULCES IUNGIT AMORES,
CUM PUERO UT BELLO BELLA PUELLA CUBET.
GALLUS HOMOST STULTUS NEC SE VIDET ESSE MARITUM, 5
QUI PATRUOS PATRUI MONSTRET ADULTERIUM.
LXXVIII.
OF GALLUS.
Gallus hath brothers in pair, this owning most beautiful consort,
While unto that is given also a beautiful son.
Gallus is charming as man; for sweet loves ever conjoins he,
So that the charming lad sleep wi’ the charmer his lass.
Gallus is foolish wight, nor self regards he as husband, 5
When being uncle how nuncle to cuckold he show.
Gallus has brothers, one of whom has a most charming spouse, the other a charming son. Gallus is a nice fellow! for pandering to their sweet loves, he beds together the nice lad and the nice aunt. Gallus is a foolish fellow not to see that he is himself a husband who as an uncle shews how to cuckold an uncle.
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LXXVIIII.
LESBIUS EST PULCHER: QUID NI? QUEM LESBIA MALIT
QUAM TE CUM TOTA GENTE, CATULLE, TUA.
SED TAMEN HIC PULCHER VENDAT CUM GENTE CATULLUM,
SI TRIA NOTORUM SAVIA REPPERERIT.
LXXVIIII.
OF LESBIUS.
Lesbius is beauty-man: why not? when Lesbia wills him
Better, Catullus, than thee backed by the whole of thy clan.
Yet may that beauty-man sell all his clan with Catullus,
An of three noted names greeting salute he can gain.
Lesbius is handsome: why not so? when Lesbia prefers him to thee, Catullus, and to thy whole tribe. Yet this handsome one may sell Catullus and his tribe if from three men of note he can gain kisses of salute.
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LXXX.
QUID DICAM, GELLI, QUARE ROSEA ISTA LABELLA
HIBERNA FIANT CANDIDIORA NIVE,
MANE DOMO CUM EXIS ET CUM TE OCTAVA QUIETE
E MOLLI LONGO SUSCITAT HORA DIE?
NESCIOQUID CERTEST: AN VERE FAMA SUSURRAT 5
GRANDIA TE MEDII TENTA VORARE VIRI?
SIC CERTEST: CLAMANT VICTORIS RUPTA MISELLI
ILIA, ET EMULSO LABRA NOTATA SERO.
LXXX.
TO GELLIUS.
How shall I (Gellius!) tell what way lips rosy as thine are
Come to be bleached and blanched whiter than wintry snow,
Whenas thou quittest the house a-morn, and at two after noon-tide
Rousèd from quiet repose, wakest for length of the day?
Certès sure am I not an Rumour rightfully whisper 5
What shall I say, Gellius, wherefore those lips, erstwhile rosy-red, have become whiter than wintery snow, thou leaving home at morn and when the noontide hour arouses thee from soothing slumber to face the longsome day? I know not forsure! but is Rumour gone astray with her whisper that thou devourest the well-grown tenseness of a man’s middle? So forsure it must be! the ruptured guts of wretched Virro cry it aloud, and thy lips marked with lately-drained [Greek: semen] publish the fact.
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LXXXI.
NEMONE IN TANTO POTUIT POPULO ESSE, IUVENTI,
BELLUS HOMO, QUEM TU DILIGERE INCIPERES,
PRAETERQUAM ISTE TUUS MORIBUNDA A SEDE PISAURI
HOSPES INAURATA PALLIDIOR STATUA,
QUI TIBI NUNC CORDIST, QUEM TU PRAEPONERE NOBIS 5
AUDES, ET NESCIS QUOD FACINUS FACIAS.
LXXXI.
TO JUVENTIUS.
Could there never be found in folk so thronging (Juventius!)
Any one charming thee whom thou couldst fancy to love,
Save and except that host from deadliest site of Pisaurum,
Wight than a statue gilt wanner and yellower-hued,
Whom to thy heart thou takest and whom thou darest before us 5
Choose? But villain what deed doest thou little canst wot!
Could there be no one in so great a crowd, Juventius, no gallant whom thou couldst fall to admiring, beyond him, the guest of thy hearth from moribund Pisaurum, wanner than a gilded statue? Who now is in thine heart, whom thou darest to place above us, and knowest not what crime thou dost commit.
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LXXXII.
QUINTI, SI TIBI VIS OCULOS DEBERE CATULLUM
AUT ALIUD SIQUID CARIUS EST OCULIS,
ERIPERE EI NOLI, MULTO QUOD CARIUS ILLI
EST OCULIS SEU QUID CARIUS EST OCULIS.
LXXXII.
TO QUINTIUS.
Quintius! an thou wish that Catullus should owe thee his eyes
Or aught further if aught dearer can be than his eyes,
Thou wilt not ravish from him what deems he dearer and nearer
E’en than his eyes if aught dearer there be than his eyes.
Quintius, if thou dost wish Catullus to owe his eyes to thee, or aught, if such may be, dearer than his eyes, be unwilling to snatch from him what is much dearer to him than his eyes, or than aught which itself may be dearer to him than his eyes.
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LXXXIII.
LESBIA MI PRAESENTE VIRO MALA PLURIMA DICIT:
HAEC ILLI FATUO MAXIMA LAETITIAST.
MULE, NIHIL SENTIS. SI NOSTRI OBLITA TACERET,
SANA ESSET: NUNC QUOD GANNIT ET OBLOQUITUR,
NON SOLUM MEMINIT, SED QUAE MULTO ACRIOR EST RES 5
IRATAST. HOC EST, URITUR ET COQUITUR.
LXXXIII.
OF LESBIA’S HUSBAND.
Lesbia heaps upon me foul words her mate being present;
Which to that simple soul causes the fullest delight.
Mule! naught sensest thou: did she forget us in silence,
Whole she had been; but now whatso she rails and she snarls,
Not only dwells in her thought, but worse and even more risky, 5
Wrathful she bides. Which means, she is afire and she fumes.
Lesbia in her lord’s presence says the utmost ill about me: this gives the greatest pleasure to that ninny. Ass, thou hast no sense! if through forgetfulness she were silent about us, it would be well: now that she snarls and scolds, not only does she remember, but what is a far bitterer thing, she is enraged. That is, she inflames herself and ripens her passion.
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LXXXIIII.
CHOMMODA DICEBAT, SI QUANDO COMMODA VELLET
DICERE, ET INSIDIAS ARRIUS HINSIDIAS,
ET TUM MIRIFICE SPERABAT SE ESSE LOCUTUM,
CUM QUANTUM POTERAT DIXERAT HINSIDIAS.
CREDO, SIC MATER, SIC LIBER AVONCULUS EIUS, 5
SIC MATERNUS AVOS DIXERAT ATQUE AVIA.
HOC MISSO IN SYRIAM REQUIERANT OMNIBUS AURES:
AUDIBANT EADEM HAEC LENITER ET LEVITER,
NEC SIBI POSTILLA METUEBANT TALIA VERBA,
CUM SUBITO ADFERTUR NUNTIUS HORRIBILIS, 10
IONIOS FLUCTUS, POSTQUAM ILLUC ARRIUS ISSET,
IAM NON IONIOS ESSE, SED HIONIOS.
LXXXIIII.
ON ARRIUS, A ROMAN ‘ARRY.
Wont is Arrius say “Chommodious” whenas “commodious”
Means he, and “Insidious” aspirate “Hinsidious,”
What time flattering self he speaks with marvellous purity,
Clamouring “Hinsidious” loudly as ever he can.
Deem I thus did his dame and thus-wise Liber his uncle 5
Speak, and on spindle-side grandsire and grandmother too.
Restful reposed all ears when he was sent into Syria,
Hearing the self-same words softly and smoothly pronouncèd,
Nor any feared to hear such harshness uttered thereafter,
Whenas a sudden came message of horrible news, 10
Namely th’ Ionian waves when Arrius thither had wended,
Were “Ionian” no more—they had “Hionian” become.
Chommodious did Arrius say, whenever he had need to say commodious, and for insidious hinsidious, and felt confident he spoke with accent wondrous fine, when aspirating hinsidious to the full of his lungs. I understand that his mother, his uncle Liber, his maternal grand-parents all spoke thus. He being sent into Syria, everyone’s ears were rested, hearing these words spoken smoothly and slightly, nor after that did folk fear such words from him, when on a sudden is brought the nauseous news that th’ Ionian waves, after Arrius’ arrival thither, no longer are Ionian hight, but are now the Hionian Hocean.
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LXXXV.
ODI ET AMO. QUARE ID FACIAM, FORTASSE REQUIRIS.
NESCIO, SED FIERI SENTIO ET EXCRUCIOR.
LXXXV.
HOW THE POET LOVES.
Hate I, and love I. Haps thou’lt ask me wherefore I do so.
Wot I not, yet so I do feeling a torture of pain.
I hate and I love. Wherefore do I so, peradventure thou askest. I know not, but I feel it to be thus and I suffer.
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LXXXVI.
QUINTIA FORMOSAST MULTIS, MIHI CANDIDA, LONGA,
RECTAST. HAEC EGO SIC SINGULA CONFITEOR,
TOTUM ILLUD FORMOSA NEGO: NAM NULLA VENUSTAS,
NULLA IN TAM MAGNOST CORPORE MICA SALIS.
LESBIA FORMOSAST, QUAE CUM PULCHERRIMA TOTAST, 5
TUM OMNIBUS UNA OMNES SURRIPUIT VENERES.
LXXXVI.
OF QUINTIA.
Quintia beautiful seems to the crowd; to me, fair, and tall,
Straight; and merits as these readily thus I confess,
But that she is beauteous all I deny, for nothing of lovesome,
Never a grain of salt, shows in her person so large.
Lesbia beautiful seems, and when all over she’s fairest, 5
Any Venus-gift stole she from every one.
Quintia is lovely to many; to me she is fair, tall, and shapely. Each of these qualities I grant. But that all these make loveliness I deny: for nothing of beauty nor scintilla of sprightliness is in her body so massive. Lesbia is lovely, for whilst the whole of her is most beautiful, she has stolen for herself every love-charm from all her sex.
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LXXXVII.
NULLA POTEST MULIER TANTUM SE DICERE AMATAM
VERE, QUANTUM A ME LESBIA AMATA MEA’S.
NULLA FIDES ULLO FUIT UMQUAM FOEDERE TANTA,
QUANTA IN AMORE TUO EX PARTE REPERTA MEAST.
NUNC EST MENS DIDUCTA TUA, MEA LESBIA, CULPA, LXXV
ATQUE ITA SE OFFICIO PERDIDIT IPSA SUO,
VT IAM NEC BENE VELLE QUEAT TIBI, SI OPTIMA FIAS,
NEC DESISTERE AMARE, OMNIA SI FACIAS.
LXXXVII.
TO LESBIA.
Never a woman could call herself so fondly belovèd
Truly as Lesbia mine has been beloved of myself.
Never were Truth and Faith so firm in any one compact
As on the part of me kept I my love to thyself.
Now is my mind to a pass, my Lesbia, brought by thy treason, LXXV
So in devotion to thee lost is the duty self due,
Nor can I will thee well if best of women thou prove thee,
Nor can I cease to love, do thou what doings thou wilt.
No woman can say with truth that she has been loved as much as thou, Lesbia, hast been loved by me: no love-troth was ever so greatly observed as in love of thee on my part has been found.
Now is my mind so led apart, my Lesbia, by thy fault, and has so lost itself by its very worship, that now it can not wish well to thee, wert thou to become most perfect, nor cease to love thee, do what thou wilt!
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LXXVI.
SIQUA RECORDANTI BENEFACTA PRIORA VOLUPTAS
EST HOMINI, CUM SE COGITAT ESSE PIUM,
NEC SANCTAM VIOLASSE FIDEM, NEC FOEDERE IN ULLO
DIVOM AD FALLENDOS NUMINE ABUSUM HOMINES,
MULTA PARATA MANENT IN LONGA AETATE, CATULLE, 5
EX HOC INGRATO GAUDIA AMORE TIBI.
NAM QUAECUMQUE HOMINES BENE CUIQUAM AUT DICERE POSSUNT
AUT FACERE, HAEC A TE DICTAQUE FACTAQUE SUNT;
OMNIAQUE INGRATAE PERIERUNT CREDITA MENTI.
QUARE IAM TE CUR AMPLIUS EXCRUCIES? 10
QUIN TU ANIMO OFFIRMAS ATQUE ISTINC TEQUE REDUCIS
ET DIS INVITIS DESINIS ESSE MISER?
DIFFICILEST LONGUM SUBITO DEPONERE AMOREM.
DIFFICILEST, VERUM HOC QUAE LUBET EFFICIAS.
VNA SALUS HAEC EST, HOC EST TIBI PERVINCENDUM: 15
HOC FACIAS, SIVE ID NON POTE SIVE POTE.
O DI, SI VESTRUMST MISERERI, AUT SI QUIBUS UMQUAM
EXTREMAM IAM IPSA MORTE TULISTIS OPEM,
ME MISERUM ASPICITE (ET, SI VITAM PURITER EGI,
ERIPITE HANC PESTEM PERNICIEMQUE MIHI), 20
EI MIHI SURREPENS IMOS UT TORPOR IN ARTUS
EXPULIT EX OMNI PECTORE LAETITIAS.
NON IAM ILLUD QUAERO, CONTRA ME UT DILIGAT ILLA,
AUT, QUOD NON POTISEST, ESSE PUDICA VELIT:
IPSE VALERE OPTO ET TAETRUM HUNC DEPONERE MORBUM. 25
O DI, REDDITE MI HOC PRO PIETATE MEA.
LXXVI.
IN SELF-GRATULATION.
If to remember deeds whilòme well done be a pleasure
Meet for a man who deems all of his dealings be just,
Nor Holy Faith ever broke nor in whatever his compact
Sanction of Gods abused better to swindle mankind,
Much there remains for thee during length of living, Catullus, 5
Out of that Love ingrate further to solace thy soul;
For whatever of good can mortal declare of another
Or can avail he do, such thou hast said and hast done;
While to a thankless mind entrusted all of them perisht.
Why, then, crucify self now with a furthering pain? 10
Why not steady thy thoughts and draw thee back from such purpose,
Ceasing wretched to be maugrè the will of the Gods?
Difficult ’tis indeed long Love to depose of a sudden,
Difficult ’tis, yet do e’en as thou deem to be best.
This be thy safe-guard sole; this conquest needs to be conquered; 15
This thou must do, thus act, whether thou cannot or can.
If an ye have (O Gods!) aught ruth, or if you for any
Bring at the moment of death latest assistance to man,
Look upon me (poor me!) and, should I be cleanly of living,
Out of my life deign pluck this my so pestilent plague, 20
Which as a lethargy o’er mine inmost vitals a-creeping,
Hath from my bosom expelled all of what joyance it joyed,
Now will I crave no more she love me e’en as I love her,
Nor (impossible chance!) ever she prove herself chaste:
Would I were only healed and shed this fulsome disorder. 25
Oh Gods, grant me this boon unto my piety due!
If to recall good deeds erewhiles performed be pleasure to a man, when he knows himself to be of probity, nor has violated sacred faith, nor has abused the holy assent of the gods in any pact, to work ill to men; great store of joys awaits thee during thy length of years, O Catullus, sprung from this ingrate love of thine. For whatever of benefit men can say or can do for anyone, such have been thy sayings and thy doings, and all thy confidences have been squandered on an ingrate mind. Wherefore now dost torture thyself further? Why not make firm thy heart and withdraw thyself from that [wretchedness], and cease to be unhappy despite the gods’ will? ’Tis difficult quickly to depose a love of long growth; ’tis difficult, yet it behoves thee to do this. This is thine only salvation, this is thy great victory; this thou must do, whether it be possible or impossible. O gods, if ’tis in you to have mercy, or if ever ye held forth help to men in death’s very extremity, look ye on pitiful me, and if I have acted my life with purity, snatch hence from me this canker and pest, which as a lethargy creeping through my veins and vitals, has cast out every gladness from my breast. Now I no longer pray that she may love me in return, or (what is not possible) that she should become chaste: I wish but for health and to cast aside this shameful complaint. O ye gods, vouchsafe me this in return for my probity.
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LXXXVIII.
QUID FACIT IS, GELLI, QUI CUM MATRE ATQUE SORORE
PRURIT ET ABIECTIS PERVIGILAT TUNICIS?
QUID FACIT IS, PATRUOM QUI NON SINIT ESSE MARITUM?
ECQUI SCIS QUANTUM SUSCIPIAT SCELERIS?
SUSCIPIT, O GELLI, QUANTUM NON ULTIMA TETHYS 5
NEC GENITOR LYMPHARUM ABLUIT OCEANUS:
NAM NIHIL EST QUICQUAM SCELERIS, QUO PRODEAT ULTRA,
NON SI DEMISSO SE IPSE VORET CAPITE.
LXXXVIII.
TO GELLIUS.
What may he (Gellius!) do that ever for mother and sister
Itches and wakes thro’ the nights, working wi’ tunic bedoffed?
What may he do who nills his uncle ever be husband?
Wottest thou how much he ventures of sacrilege-sin?
Ventures he (O Gellius!) what ne’er can ultimate Tethys 5
Wash from his soul, nor yet Ocean, watery sire.
For that of sin there’s naught wherewith this sin can exceed he
—— his head on himself.
What does he, Gellius, who with mother and sister itches and keeps vigils with tunics cast aside? What does he, who suffers not his uncle to be a husband? Dost thou know the weight of crime he takes upon himself? He takes, O Gellius, such store as not furthest Tethys nor Oceanus, progenitor of waters, can cleanse: for there is nothing of any crime which can go further, not though with lowered head he swallow himself.
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LXXXVIIII.
GELLIUS EST TENUIS: QUID NI? CUI TAM BONA MATER
TAMQUE VALENS VIVAT TAMQUE VENUSTA SOROR
TAMQUE BONUS PATRUOS TAMQUE OMNIA PLENA PUELLIS
COGNATIS, QUARE IS DESINAT ESSE MACER?
QUI UT NIHIL ATTINGIT, NISI QUOD FAS TANGERE NON EST, 5
QUANTUMVIS QUARE SIT MACER INVENIES.
LXXXVIIII.
ON GELLIUS.
Gellius is lean: Why not? For him so easy a mother
Lives, and a sister so boon, bonny and buxom to boot,
Uncle so kindly good and all things full of his lady-Cousins, how can he cease leanest of lankies to be?
Albeit, touch he naught save that whose touch is a scandal, 5
Soon shall thou find wherefor he be as lean as thou like.
Gellius is meagre: why not? He who lives with so good a mother, so healthy and so beauteous a sister, and who has such a good uncle, and a world-full of girl cousins, wherefore should he leave off being lean? Though he touch naught save what is banned, thou canst find ample reason wherefore he may stay lean.
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LXXXX.
NASCATUR MAGUS EX GELLI MATRISQUE NEFANDO
CONIUGIO ET DISCAT PERSICUM ARUSPICIUM:
NAM MAGUS EX MATRE ET GNATO GIGNATUR OPORTET,
SI VERAST PERSARUM INPIA RELLIGIO,
NAVOS UT ACCEPTO VENERETUR CARMINE DIVOS 5
OMENTUM IN FLAMMA PINGUE LIQUEFACIENS.
LXXXX.
ON GELLIUS.
Born be a Magus, got by Gellius out of his mother
(Marriage nefand!) who shall Persian augury learn.
Needs it a Magus begot of son upon mother who bare him,
If that impious faith, Persian religion be fact,
So may their issue adore busy gods with recognised verses 5
Melting in altar-flame fatness contained by the caul.
Let there be born a Magian from the infamous conjoining of Gellius and his mother, and he shall learn the Persian aruspicy. For a Magian from a mother and son must needs be begotten, if there be truth in Persia’s vile creed that one may worship with acceptable hymn the assiduous gods, whilst the caul’s fat in the sacred flame is melting.
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LXXXXI.
NON IDEO, GELLI, SPERABAM TE MIHI FIDUM
IN MISERO HOC NOSTRO, HOC PERDITO AMORE FORE,
QUOD TE COGNOSSEM BENE CONSTANTEMVE PUTAREM
AUT POSSE A TURPI MENTEM INHIBERE PROBRO,
SED NEQUE QUOD MATREM NEC GERMANAM ESSE VIDEBAM 5
HANC TIBI, CUIUS ME MAGNUS EDEBAT AMOR.
ET QUAMVIS TECUM MULTO CONIUNGERER USU,
NON SATIS ID CAUSAE CREDIDERAM ESSE TIBI.
TU SATIS ID DUXTI: TANTUM TIBI GAUDIUM IN OMNI
CULPAST, IN QUACUMQUE EST ALIQUID SCELERIS. 10
LXXXXI.
TO GELLIUS.
Not for due cause I hoped to find thee (Gellius!) faithful
In this saddest our love, love that is lost and forlore,
Or fro’ my wotting thee well or ever believing thee constant,
Or that thy mind could reject villany ever so vile,
But that because was she to thyself nor mother nor sister, 5
This same damsel whose Love me in its greatness devoured.
Yet though I had been joined wi’ thee by amplest of usance,
Still could I never believe this was sufficient of cause.
Thou diddest deem it suffice: so great is thy pleasure in every
Crime wherein may be found somewhat enormous of guilt. 10
Not for other reason, Gellius, did I hope for thy faith to me in this our unhappy, this our desperate love (because I knew thee well nor thought thee constant or able to restrain thy mind from shameless act), but that I saw this girl was neither thy mother nor thy sister, for whom my ardent love ate me. And although I have had many mutual dealings with thee, I did not credit this case to be enough cause for thee. Thou didst find it enough: so great is thy joy in every kind of guilt in which is something infamous.
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LXXXXII.
LESBIA MI DICIT SEMPER MALE NEC TACET UMQUAM
DE ME: LESBIA ME DISPEREAM NISI AMAT.
QUO SIGNO? QUIA SUNT + TOTIDEM MEA: DEPRECOR ILLAM
ABSIDUE, VERUM DISPEREAM NISI AMO.
LXXXXII.
ON LESBIA.
Lesbia naggeth at me evermore and ne’er is she silent
Touching myself: May I die but that by Lesbia I’m loved.
What be the proof? I rail and retort like her and revile her
Carefully, yet may I die but that I love her with love.
Lesbia forever speaks ill of me nor is ever silent anent me: may I perish if Lesbia do not love me! By what sign? because I am just the same: I malign her without cease, yet may I die if I do not love her in sober truth.
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LXXXXIII.
NIL NIMIUM STUDEO CAESAR TIBI BELLE PLACERE,
NEC SCIRE UTRUM SIS ALBUS AN ATER HOMO.
LXXXXIII.
ON JULIUS CÆSAR.
Study I not o’ermuch to please thee (Cæsar!) and court thee,
Nor do I care e’en to know an thou be white or be black.
I am not over anxious, Caesar, to please thee greatly, nor to know whether thou art white or black man.
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LXXXXIIII.
MENTULA MOECHATUR. MOECHATUR MENTULA: CERTE.
HOC EST, QUOD DICUNT, IPSA OLERA OLLA LEGIT.
LXXXXIIII.
AGAINST MENTULA (MAMURRA).
Mentula wooeth much: much wooeth he, be assured.
That is, e’en as they say, the Pot gathers leeks for the pot.
Mentula whores. By the mentule he is bewhored: certes. This is as though they say the oil pot itself gathers the olives.
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LXXXXV.
ZMYRNA MEI CINNAE NONAM POST DENIQUE MESSEM
QUAM COEPTAST NONAMQUE EDITA POST HIEMEM,
MILIA CUM INTEREA QUINGENTA HORTENSIUS UNO
ZMYRNA CAVAS SATRACHI PENITUS MITTETUR AD UNDAS, 5
ZMYRNAM CANA DIU SAECULA PERVOLUENT.
AT VOLUSI ANNALES PADUAM MORIENTUR AD IPSAM
ET LAXAS SCOMBRIS SAEPE DABUNT TUNICAS.
PARVA MEI MIHI SINT CORDI MONUMENTA SODALIS,
AT POPULUS TUMIDO GAUDEAT ANTIMACHO. 10
LXXXXV.
ON THE “ZMYRNA” OF THE POET CINNA.
“Zmyrna” begun erstwhile nine harvests past by my Cinna
Publisht appears when now nine of his winters be gone;
Thousands fifty of lines meanwhile Hortensius in single
“Zmyrna” shall travel afar as the hollow breakers of Satrax, 5
“Zmyrna” by ages grey lastingly shall be perused.
But upon Padus’ brink shall die Volusius his annals
And to the mackerel oft loose-fitting jacket afford.
Dear to my heart are aye the lightest works of my comrade,
Leave I the mob to enjoy tumidest Antimachus. 10
My Cinna’s “Zmyrna” at length, after nine harvests from its inception, is published when nine winters have gone by, whilst in the meantime Hortensius thousands upon thousands in one * * * * “Zmyrna” shall wander abroad e’en to the curving surf of Satrachus, hoary ages shall turn the leaves of “Zmyrna” in distant days. But Volusius’ Annals shall perish at Padua itself, and shall often furnish loose wrappings for mackerel. The short writings of my comrade are gladsome to my heart; let the populace rejoice in bombastic Antimachus.
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LXXXXVI.
SI QUICQUAM MUTIS GRATUM ACCEPTUMVE SEPULCRIS
ACCIDERE A NOSTRO, CALVE, DOLORE POTEST,
QUO DESIDERIO VETERES RENOVAMUS AMORES
ATQUE OLIM MISSAS FLEMUS AMICITIAS,
CERTE NON TANTO MORS INMATURA DOLORIST 5
QUINTILIAE, QUANTUM GAUDET AMORE TUO.
LXXXXVI.
TO CALVUS ANENT DEAD QUINTILIA.
If to the dumb deaf tomb can aught or grateful or pleasing
(Calvus!) ever accrue rising from out of our dule,
Wherewith yearning desire renews our loves in the bygone,
And for long friendships lost many a tear must be shed;
Certès, never so much for doom of premature death-day 5
Must thy Quintilia mourn as she is joyed by thy love.
If aught grateful or acceptable can penetrate the silent graves from our dolour, Calvus, when with sweet regret we renew old loves and beweep the lost friendships of yore, of a surety not so much doth Quintilia mourn her untimely death as she doth rejoice o’er thy constant love.
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LXXXXVII.
NON (ITA ME DI AMENT) QUICQUAM REFERRE PUTAVI,
VTRUMNE OS AN CULUM OLFACEREM AEMILIO.
NILO MUNDIUS HOC, NILOQUE IMMUNDIOR ILLE,
VERUM ETIAM CULUS MUNDIOR ET MELIOR:
NAM SINE DENTIBUS EST: DENTES OS SESQUIPEDALES, 5
GINGIVAS VERO PLOXENI HABET VETERIS,
PRAETEREA RICTUM QUALEM DIFFISSUS IN AESTU
MEIENTIS MULAE CUNNUS HABERE SOLET.
HIC FUTUIT MULTAS ET SE FACIT ESSE VENUSTUM,
ET NON PISTRINO TRADITUR ATQUE ASINO? 10
QUEM SIQUA ATTINGIT, NON ILLAM POSSE PUTEMUS
AEGROTI CULUM LINGERE CARNIFICIS?
LXXXXVII.
ON ÆMILIUS THE FOUL.
Never (so love me the Gods!) deemed I ’twas preference matter
Or Æmilius’ mouth choose I to smell or his ——
Nothing is this more clean, uncleaner nothing that other,
Yet I ajudge —— cleaner and nicer to be;
For while this one lacks teeth, that one has cubit-long tushes, 5
Set in their battered gums favouring a muddy old box,
Not to say aught of gape like wide-cleft gap of a she-mule
Whenas in summer-heat wont peradventure to stale.
Yet has he many a motte and holds himself to be handsome—
Why wi’ the baker’s ass is he not bound to the mill? 10
Him if a damsel kiss we fain must think she be ready
With her fair lips ——
Nay (may the Gods thus love me) have I thought there to be aught of choice whether I might smell thy mouth or thy buttocks, O Aemilius. Nothing could the one be cleaner, nothing the other more filthy; nay in truth thy backside is the cleaner and better,—for it is toothless. Thy mouth hath teeth full half a yard in length, gums of a verity like to an old waggon-box, behind which its gape is such as hath the vulva of a she-mule cleft apart by the summer’s heat, always a-staling. This object swives girls enow, and fancies himself a handsome fellow, and is not condemned to the mill as an ass? Whatso girl would touch thee, we think her capable of licking the breech of a leprous hangman.
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LXXXXVIII.
IN TE, SI IN QUEMQUAM, DICI POTE, PUTIDE VICTI,
ID QUOD VERBOSIS DICITUR ET FATUIS.
ISTA CUM LINGUA, SI USUS VENIAT TIBI, POSSIS
CULOS ET CREPIDAS LINGERE CARPATINAS.
SI NOS OMNINO VIS OMNES PERDERE, VICTI, 5
HISCAS: OMNINO QUOD CUPIS EFFICIES.
LXXXXVIII.
TO VICTIUS THE STINKARD.
Rightly of thee may be said, an of any, (thou stinkingest Victius!)
Whatso wont we to say touching the praters and prigs.
Thou wi’ that tongue o’ thine own, if granted occasion availest
Brogues of the cowherds to kiss, also their ——
Wouldst thou undo us all with a thorough undoing (O Victius!) 5
Open thy gape:—thereby all shall be wholly undone.
To thee, if to anyone, may I say, foul-mouthed Victius, that which is said to wind bags and fatuities. For with that tongue, if need arrive, thou couldst lick clodhoppers’ shoes, clogs, and buttocks. If thou wishest to destroy us all entirely, Victius, thou need’st but gape: thou wilt accomplish what thou wishest entirely.
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LXXXXVIIII.
SURRIPUI TIBI, DUM LUDIS, MELLITE IUVENTI,
SUAVIOLUM DULCI DULCIUS AMBROSIA.
VERUM ID NON INPUNE TULI: NAMQUE AMPLIUS HORAM
SUFFIXUM IN SUMMA ME MEMINI ESSE CRUCE,
DUM TIBI ME PURGO NEC POSSUM FLETIBUS ULLIS 5
TANTILLUM VOSTRAE DEMERE SAEVITIAE.
NAM SIMUL ID FACTUMST, MULTIS DILUTA LABELLA
ABSTERSTI GUTTIS OMNIBUS ARTICULIS,
NE QUICQUAM NOSTRO CONTRACTUM EX ORE MANERET,
TAMQUAM CONMICTAE SPURCA SALIVA LUPAE. 10
PRAETEREA INFESTO MISERUM ME TRADERE AMORI
NON CESSASTI OMNIQUE EXCRUCIARE MODO,
VT MI EX AMBROSIA MUTATUM IAM FORET ILLUD
SUAVIOLUM TRISTI TRISTIUS HELLEBORO.
QUAM QUONIAM POENAM MISERO PROPONIS AMORI, 15
NUMQUAM IAM POSTHAC BASIA SURRIPIAM.
LXXXXVIIII.
TO JUVENTIUS.
E’en as thou played’st, from thee snatched I (O honied Juventius!)
Kisslet of savour so sweet sweetest Ambrosia unknows.
Yet was the theft nowise scot-free, for more than an hour I
Clearly remember me fixt hanging from crest of the Cross,
Whatwhile I purged my sin unto thee nor with any weeping 5
Tittle of cruel despite such as be thine could I ‘bate.
For that no sooner done thou washed thy liplets with many
Drops which thy fingers did wipe, using their every joint,
Lest of our mouths conjoined remain there aught by the contact
Like unto slaver foul shed by the butterèd bun. 10
Further, wretchedmost me betrayed to unfriendliest Love-god
Never thou ceased’st to pain hurting with every harm,
So that my taste be turned and kisses ambrosial erstwhile
Even than hellebore-juice bitterest bitterer grow.
Seeing such pangs as these prepared for unfortunate lover, 15
After this never again kiss will I venture to snatch.
I snatched from thee, whilst thou wast sporting, O honied Juventius, a kiss sweeter than sweet ambrosia. But I bore it off not unpunished; for more than an hour do I remember myself hung on the summit of the cross, whilst I purged myself [for my crime] to thee, nor could any tears in the least remove your anger. For instantly it was done, thou didst bathe thy lips with many drops, and didst cleanse them with every finger-joint, lest anything remained from the conjoining of our mouths, as though it were the obscene slaver of a fetid fricatrice. Nay, more, thou hast handed wretched me over to despiteful Love, nor hast thou ceased to agonize me in every way, so that for me that kiss is now changed from ambrosia to be harsher than harsh hellebore. Since thou dost award such punishment to wretched amourist, never more after this will I steal kisses.
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C.
CAELIUS AUFILENUM ET QUINTIUS AUFILENAM
FLOS VERONENSUM DEPEREUNT IUVENUM,
HIC FRATREM, ILLE SOROREM. HOC EST, QUOD DICITUR, ILLUD
FRATERNUM VERE DULCE SODALITIUM.
CUI FAVEAM POTIUS? CAELI, TIBI: NAM TUA NOBIS 5
PER FACTA EXHIBITAST UNICA AMICITIA,
CUM VESANA MEAS TORRERET FLAMMA MEDULLAS.
SIS FELIX, CAELI, SIS IN AMORE POTENS.
C.
ON CÆLIUS AND QUINTIUS.
Cælius Aufilénus and Quintius Aufiléna,
Love to the death, both swains bloom of the youth Veronese,
This woo’d brother and that sue’d sister: so might the matter
Claim to be titled wi’ sooth fairest fraternalest tie.
Whom shall I favour the first? Thee (Cælius!) for thou hast provèd 5
Singular friendship to us shown by the deeds it has done,
Whenas the flames insane had madded me, firing my marrow:
Cælius! happy be thou; ever be lusty in love.
Caelius, Aufilenus; and Quintius, Aufilena;—flower of the Veronese youth,—love desperately: this, the brother; that, the sister. This is, as one would say, true brotherhood and sweet friendship. To whom shall I incline the more? Caelius, to thee; for thy single devotion to us was shewn by its deeds, when the raging flame scorched my marrow. Be happy, O Caelius, be potent in love.
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CI.
MULTAS PER GENTES ET MULTA PER AEQUORA VECTUS
ADVENIO HAS MISERAS, FRATER, AD INFERIAS,
VT TE POSTREMO DONAREM MUNERE MORTIS
ET MUTAM NEQUIQUAM ADLOQUERER CINEREM,
QUANDOQUIDEM FORTUNA MIHI TETE ABSTULIT IPSUM, 5
HEU MISER INDIGNE FRATER ADEMPTE MIHI.
NUNC TAMEN INTEREA HAEC PRISCO QUAE MORE PARENTUM
TRADITA SUNT TRISTES MUNERA AD INFERIAS,
ACCIPE FRATERNO MULTUM MANANTIA FLETU,
ATQUE IN PERPETUOM, FRATER, AVE ATQUE VALE. 10
CI.
ON THE BURIAL OF HIS BROTHER.
Faring thro’ many a folk and plowing many a sea-plain
These sad funeral-rites (Brother!) to deal thee I come,
So wi’ the latest boons to the dead bestowed I may gift thee,
And I may vainly address ashes that answer have none,
Sithence of thee, very thee, to deprive me Fortune behested, 5
Woe for thee, Brother forlore! Cruelly severed fro’ me.
Yet in the meanwhile now what olden usage of forbears
Brings as the boons that befit mournfullest funeral rites,
Thine be these gifts which flow with tear-flood shed by thy brother,
And, for ever and aye (Brother!) all hail and farewell. 10
Through many a folk and through many waters borne, I am come, brother, to thy sad grave, that I may give the last gifts to the dead, and may vainly speak to thy mute ashes, since fortune hath borne from me thyself. Ah, hapless brother, heavily snatched from me. * * * But now these gifts, which of yore, in manner ancestral handed down, are the sad gifts to the grave, accept thou, drenched with a brother’s tears, and for ever, brother, hail! for ever, adieu!
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CII.
SI QUICQUAM TACITO CONMISSUMST FIDO AB AMICO,
CUIUS SIT PENITUS NOTA FIDES ANIMI,
MEQUE ESSE INVENIES ILLORUM IURE SACRATUM,
CORNELI, ET FACTUM ME ESSE PUTA HARPOCRATEM.
CII.
TO CORNELIUS.
If by confiding friend aught e’er be trusted in silence,
Unto a man whose mind known is for worthiest trust,
Me shalt thou find no less than such to secrecy oathbound,
(Cornelius!) and now hold me an Harpocrates.
If aught be committed to secret faith from a friend to one whose inner faith of soul is known, thou wilt find me to be of that sacred faith, O Cornelius, and may’st deem me become an Harpocrates.
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CIII.
AUT, SODES, MIHI REDDE DECEM SESTERTIA, SILO,
DEINDE ESTO QUAMVIS SAEVUS ET INDOMITUS:
AUT, SI TE NUMMI DELECTANT, DESINE QUAESO
LENO ESSE ATQUE IDEM SAEVUS ET INDOMITUS.
CIII.
TO SILO.
Or, d’ye hear, refund those ten sestertia (Silo!)
Then be thou e’en at thy will surly and savage o’ mood:
Or, an thou love o’er-well those moneys, prithee no longer
Prove thee a pimp and withal surly and savage o’ mood.
Prithee, either return me my ten thousand sesterces, Silo; then be to thy content surly and boorish: or, if the money allure thee, desist I pray thee from being a pander and likewise surly and boorish.
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CIIII.
CREDIS ME POTUISSE MEAE MALEDICERE VITAE,
AMBOBUS MIHI QUAE CARIOR EST OCULIS?
NON POTUI, NEC SI POSSEM TAM PERDITE AMAREM:
SED TU CUM TAPPONE OMNIA MONSTRA FACIS.
CIIII.
CONCERNING LESBIA.
Canst thou credit that I could avail to revile my life-love,
She who be dearer to me even than either my eyes?
Ne’er could I, nor an I could, should I so losingly love her:
But with Tappo thou dost design every monstrous deed.
Dost deem me capable of speaking ill of my life, she who is dearer to me than are both mine eyes? I could not, nor if I could, would my love be so desperate: but thou with Tappo dost frame everything heinous.
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CV.
MENTULA CONATUR PIPLEUM SCANDERE MONTEM:
MUSAE FURCILLIS PRAECIPITEM EICIUNT.
CV.
ON MAMURRA.
Mentula fain would ascend Pipléan mountain up-mounting:
Pitch him the Muses down headlong wi’ forklets a-hurled.
Mentula presumes the Pimplean mount to scale: the Muses with their pitchforks chuck him headlong down.
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CVI.
CUM PUERO BELLO PRAECONEM QUI VIDET ESSE,
QUID CREDAT, NISI SE VENDERE DISCUPERE?
CVI.
THE AUCTIONEER AND THE FAIR BOY.
When with a pretty-faced boy we see one playing the Crier,
What can we wot except longs he for selling the same?
When with a comely lad a crier is seen to be, what may be thought save that he longs to sell himself.
http://ebooks.adelaide.edu.au/c/catullus/carmina/poem106.html
Last updated Sunday, September 2, 2012 at 20:33
CVII.
SIQUOI QUID CUPIDO OPTANTIQUE OBTIGIT UMQUAM
INSPERANTI, HOC EST GRATUM ANIMO PROPRIE.
QUARE HOC EST GRATUM NOBISQUE EST CARIUS AURO,
QUOD TE RESTITUIS, LESBIA, MI CUPIDO,
RESTITUIS CUPIDO ATQUE INSPERANTI IPSA REFERS TE. 5
NOBIS O LUCEM CANDIDIORE NOTA!
QUIS ME UNO VIVIT FELICIOR, AUT MAGIS HAC RES
OPTANDAS VITA DICERE QUIS POTERIT?
CVII.
TO LESBIA RECONCILED.
An to one ever accrue any boon he lusted and longed for
Any time after despair, grateful it comes to his soul.
Thus ’tis grateful to us nor gold was ever so goodly,
When thou restorest thyself (Lesbia!) to lovingmost me,
Self thou restorest unhoped, and after despair thou returnest. 5
Oh the fair light of a Day noted with notabler white!
Where lives a happier man than myself or—this being won me—
Who shall e’er boast that his life brought him more coveted lot?
If what one desires and covets is ever obtained unhoped for, this is specially grateful to the soul. Wherefore is it grateful to us and far dearer than gold, that thou com’st again, Lesbia, to longing me; com’st yet again, long-looked for and unhoped, thou restorest thyself. O day of whiter note for us! who lives more happily than I, sole I, or who can say what greater thing than this could be hoped for in life?
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CVIII.
SI, COMINI, POPULI ARBITRIO TUA CANA SENECTUS
SPURCATA INPURIS MORIBUS INTEREAT,
NON EQUIDEM DUBITO QUIN PRIMUM INIMICA BONORUM
LINGUA EXECTA AVIDO SIT DATA VOLTURIO,
EFFOSSOS OCULOS VORET ATRO GUTTURE CORVOS, 5
INTESTINA CANES, CETERA MEMBRA LUPI.
CVIII.
ON COMINIUS.
If by the verdict o’ folk thy hoary old age (O Cominius!)
Filthy with fulsomest lust ever be doomed to the death,
Make I no manner of doubt but first thy tongue to the worthy
Ever a foe, cut out, ravening Vulture shall feed;
Gulp shall the Crow’s black gorge those eye-balls dug from their sockets, 5
Guts of thee go to the dogs, all that remains to the wolves.
If, O Cominius, by the people’s vote thy hoary age made filthy by unclean practices shall perish, forsure I doubt not but that first thy tongue, hostile to goodness, cut out, shall be given to the greedy vulture-brood, thine eyes, gouged out, shall the crows gorge down with sable maw, thine entrails [shall be flung] to the dogs, the members still remaining to the wolf.
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CVIIII.
IOCUNDUM, MEA VITA, MIHI PROPONIS AMOREM
HUNC NOSTRUM INTERNOS PERPETUOMQUE FORE.
DI MAGNI, FACITE UT VERE PROMITTERE POSSIT,
ATQUE ID SINCERE DICAT ET EX ANIMO,
VT LICEAT NOBIS TOTA PRODUCERE VITA 5
ALTERNUM HOC SANCTAE FOEDUS AMICITAE.
CVIIII.
TO LESBIA ON HER VOW OF CONSTANCY.
Gladsome to me, O my life, this love whose offer thou deignest
Between us twain lively and lusty to last soothfast.
(Great Gods!) grant ye the boon that prove her promises loyal,
Saying her say in truth spoken with spirit sincere;
So be it lawful for us to protract through length of our life-tide 5
Mutual pact of our love, pledges of holy good will!
My joy, my life, thou declarest to me that this love of ours shall last ever between us. Great Gods! grant that she may promise truly, and say this in sincerity and from her soul, and that through all our lives we may be allowed to prolong together this bond of holy friendship.
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CX.
AUFILENA, BONAE SEMPER LAUDANTUR AMICAE:
ACCIPIUNT PRETIUM, QUAE FACERE INSTITUUNT.
TU QUOD PROMISTI, MIHI QUOD MENTITA INIMICA’S,
QUOD NEC DAS ET FERS SAEPE, FACIS FACINUS.
AUT FACERE INGENUAEST, AUT NON PROMISSE PUDICAE, 5
AUFILENA, FUIT: SED DATA CORRIPERE
FRAUDANDO + EFFICIT PLUS QUOM MERETRICIS AVARAE,
QUAE SESE TOTA CORPORE PROSTITUIT.
CX.
TO AUFILENA.
Aufiléna! for aye good lasses are lauded as loyal:
Price of themselves they accept when they intend to perform.
All thou promised’st me in belying proves thee unfriendly,
For never giving and oft taking is deed illy done.
Either as honest to grant, or modest as never to promise, 5
Aufiléna! were fair, but at the gifties to clutch
Fraudfully, viler seems than greed of greediest harlot
Who with her every limb maketh a whore of herself.
Aufilena, honest harlots are always praised: they accept the price of what they intend to do. Thou didst promise that to me, which, being a feigned promise, proves thee unfriendly; not giving that, and often accepting, thou dost wrongfully. Either to do it frankly, or not to promise from modesty, Aufilena, was becoming thee: but to snatch the gift and bilk, proves thee worse than the greedy strumpet who prostitutes herself with every part of her body.
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CXI.
AUFILENA, VIRO CONTENTAM VIVERE SOLO,
NUPTARUM LAUS E LAUDIBUS EXIMIIS:
SED CUIVIS QUAMVIS POTIUS SUCCUMBERE PAR EST,
QUAM MATREM FRATRES EFFICERE EX PATRUO.
CXI.
TO THE SAME.
Aufiléna! to live content with only one husband,
Praise is and truest of praise ever bestowed upon wife.
Yet were it liefer to lie any wise with any for lover,
Than to be breeder of boys uncle as cousins begat.
Aufilena, to be content to live with single mate, in married dame is praise of praises most excelling: but ’tis preferable to lie beneath any lover thou mayest choose, rather than to make thyself mother to thy cousins out of thy uncle.
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CXII.
MULTUS HOMO ES NASO, NEQUE TECUM MULTUS HOMOST QUI
DESCENDIT: NASO, MULTUS ES ET PATHICUS.
CXII.
ON NASO.
Great th’art (Naso!) as man, nor like thee many in greatness
Lower themselves (Naso!): great be thou, pathic to boot.
A mighty man thou art, Naso, yet is a man not mighty who doth stoop like thee: Naso thou art mighty—and pathic.
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CXIII.
CONSULE POMPEIO PRIMUM DUO, CINNA, SOLEBANT
MUCILLAM: FACTO CONSULE NUNC ITERUM
MANSERUNT DUO, SED CREVERUNT MILIA IN UNUM
SINGULA. FECUNDUM SEMEN ADULTERIO.
CXIII.
TO CINNA.
Pompey first being chosen to Consul, twofold (O Cinna!)
Men for amours were famed: also when chosen again
Two they remained; but now is each one grown to a thousand
Gallants:—fecundate aye springeth adultery’s seed.
In the first consulate of Pompey, two, Cinna, were wont to frequent Mucilla: now again made consul, the two remain, but thousands may be added to each unit. The seed of adultery is fecund.
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CXIIII.
FIRMANO SALTU NON FALSO MENTULA DIVES
FERTUR, QUI TOT RES IN SE HABET EGREGIAS,
AUCUPIUM, OMNE GENUS PISCIS, PRATA, ARVA FERASQUE.
NEQUIQUAM: FRUCTIBUS SUMPTIBUS EXUPERAT.
QUARE CONCEDO SIT DIVES, DUM OMNIA DESINT. 5
SALTUM LAUDEMUS, DUM MODO EO IPSE EGEAT.
CXIIII.
ON MAMURRA’S SQUANDERING.
For yon Firmian domain not falsely Mentula hight is
Richard, owning for self so many excellent things—
Fish, fur, feather, all kinds, with prairie, corn-land, and ferals.
All no good: for th’ outgoing, income immensely exceeds.
Therefore his grounds be rich own I, while he’s but a pauper. 5
Laud we thy land while thou lackest joyance thereof.
With Firmian demesne not falsely is Mentula deemed rich, who has everything in it of such excellence, game preserves of every kind, fish, meadows, arable land and ferals. In vain: the yield is o’ercome by the expense. Wherefore I admit the wealth, whilst everything is wanting. We may praise the demesne, but its owner is a needy man.
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CXV.
MENTULA HABES INSTAR TRIGINTA IUGERA PRATI,
QUADRAGINTA ARVI: CETERA SUNT MARIA.
CUR NON DIVITIIS CROESUM SUPERARE POTISSIT
VNO QUI IN SALTU TOTMODA POSSIDEAT,
PRATA, ARVA, INGENTES SILVAS SALTUSQUE PALUDESQUE 5
VSQUE AD HYPERBOREOS ET MARE AD OCEANUM?
OMNIA MAGNA HAEC SUNT, TAMEN IPSE’S MAXIMUS ULTRO,
NON HOMO, SED VERO MENTULA MAGNA MINAX.
CXV.
OF THE SAME.
Mentula! masterest thou some thirty acres of grass-land
Full told, forty of field soil; others are sized as the sea.
Why may he not surpass in his riches any a Croesus
Who in his one domain owns such abundance of good,
Grass-lands, arable fields, vast woods and forest and marish 5
Yonder to Boreal-bounds trenching on Ocean tide?
Great are indeed all these, but thou by far be the greatest,
Never a man, but a great Mentula of menacing might.
Mentula has something like thirty acres of meadow land, forty under cultivation: the rest are as the sea. Why might he not o’erpass Croesus in wealth, he who in one demesne possesses so much? Meadow, arable land, immense woods, and demesnes, and morasses, e’en to the uttermost north and to the ocean’s tide! All things great are here, yet is the owner most great beyond all; not a man, but in truth a Mentule mighty, menacing!
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CXVI.
SAEPE TIBI STUDIOSO ANIMO VENANTE REQUIRENS
CARMINA UTI POSSEM MITTERE BATTIADAE,
QUI TE LENIREM NOBIS, NEU CONARERE
TELIS INFESTIS ICERE MI USQUE CAPUT,
HUNC VIDEO MIHI NUNC FRUSTRA SUMPTUS ESSE LABOREM, 5
GELLI, NEC NOSTRAS HIS VALUISSE PRECES.
CONTRA NOS TELA ISTA TUA EVITAMUS AMICTU:
AT FIXUS NOSTRIS TU DABI’ SUPPLICIUM.
CXVI.
TO GELLIUS THE CRITIC.
Seeking often in mind with spirit eager of study
How I could send thee songs chaunted of Battiadés,
So thou be softened to us, nor any attempting thou venture
Shot of thy hostile shaft piercing me high as its head,—
Now do I ken this toil with vainest purpose was taken, 5
(Gellius!) nor herein aught have our prayers availèd.
Therefore we’ll parry with cloak what shafts thou shootest against us;
And by our bolts transfixt, penalty due thou shalt pay.
Oft with studious mind brought close, enquiring how I might send thee the poems of Battiades for use, that I might soften thee towards us, nor thou continually attempt to sting my head with troublesome barbs—this I see now to have been trouble and labour in vain, O Gellius, nor were our prayers to this end of any avail. Thy weapons against us we will ward off with our cloak; but, transfixed with ours, thou shalt suffer punishment.
NOTES
EXPLANATORY AND ILLUSTRATIVE
Carmen ii. v. 1. Politian, commenting on Catullus, held in common with Lampridius, Turnebus and Vossius that Lesbia’s sparrow was an indecent allegory, like the “grey duck” in Pope’s imitation of Chaucer. Sannazarius wrote an Epigram smartly castigating Politian, the closing lines of which were to the effect that the critic would like to devour the bird:—
Meus hic Pulicianus
Tam bellum sibi passerem Catulli
Intra viscera habere concupiscit.
Martial says:
“Kiss me and I will give you Catullus’s sparrow,
by which he does not mean a poem.
And in the Apophoreta:
“If you have such a sparrow as Catullus’s Lesbia deplored, it may lodge here.”
Chaulieu has a similar Epigram:—
Autant et plus que sa vie
Phyllis aime un passereau;
Ainsi la jeune Lesbie
Jadis aima son moineau.
Mais de celui de Catulle
Se laissant aussi charmer,
Dans sa cage, sans scrupule,
Elle eut soin de l’ enfermer.
Héguin de Guerle however sees nothing to justify this opinion, remarking that Catullus was not the man to use a veil of allegory in saying an indecency. “He preferred the bare, and even coarse, word; and he is too rich in this style of writing to need the loan of equivocal passages.”
v. 12. The story of the race between Hippomenes and Atalanta, and how the crafty lover tricked the damsel into defeat by the three golden apples is well known. Cf. Ovid. Metam. lib. x. v. 560, et seq. According to Vossius the gift of an apple was equivalent to a promise of the last favour. The Emperor Theodosius caused Paulinus to be murdered for receiving an apple from his Empress. As to this, cf. the “Tale of the Three Apples,” in The Book of the Thousand Nights and a Night (Sir Richard Burton’s Translation, Benares, 1885–8, 16 volumes), vol. i. p. 191. Cf. also note to C. lxv. v. 19.
v. 13. Virgins wore a girdle, generally of wool, for wool by the ancients was supposed to excite love, which the bridegroom the first night unbound in bed. Both in Greek and in Latin the phrase to undo the zone was used to signify the loss of virginity.
C. vi. v. 8. Some say this is the spikenard, and the same with the Syrian malobathrum. But any rich odour was termed Syrian, by the Romans, who were extravagantly fond of perfumes; and used them, according to Vulpius, as provocatives to venery.
v. 9. Pulvinus, not pulvinar. Cf. carmen lxiiii. v. 47, post.
C. vii. v. 6. Battus (in Libyan) Bahatus, a chief, a ruler.—Halevy Essai, p. 164.—R. F. B.
C. viii. v. 18. Plautus speaks of Teneris labellis molles morsiunculae. Thus too Horace:
Sive puer furens
Impressit memorem dente labris notam.
Or on thy lips the fierce fond boy
Marks with his teeth the furious joy. Francis.
Plutarch tells us that Flora, the mistress of Cn. Pompey, used to say in commendation of her lover, that she could never quit his arms without giving him a bite.
C. xi. v. 5. In the Classics, Arabs always appear as a soft effeminate race; under primitive Christianity as heretics; and after the seventh century as conquerors, men of letters, philosophers, mediciners, magicians and alchemists.—R. F. B.
v. 20. Ilia rumpens. More exactly rendered by Biacca:
E sol di tutti
Tenta l’iniqua ad isnervar i fianchi.
Guarini says of a coquette, that she likes to do with lovers as with gowns, have plenty of them, use one after another, and change them often.
C. xiii. v. 9. I understand this, “Thou shalt depart after supper carrying with thee all our hearts.”—R. F. B.
C. xiiii. v. 15. Whence our Christmas-day, the Winter Solstice connected with Christianity. There are only four universal festivals—“Holy days,”—and they are all of solar origin—The Solstices and the Equinoxes.—R. F. B.
C. xv. v. 7. The Etymology of “platea” shows it to be a street widening into a kind of place, as we often find in the old country towns of Southern Europe.—R. F. B.
v. 18. Patente porta. This may be read “Your house door being open so that each passer may see your punishment,” or it may be interpreted as referring to the punishment itself, i.e., through the opened buttocks.
v. 19. This mode of punishing adulterers was first instituted amongst the Athenians. The victim being securely tied, a mullet was thrust up his fundament and withdrawn, the sharp gills of the fish causing excruciating torment to the sufferer during the process of its withdrawal, and grievously lacerating the bowels. Sometimes an enormous radish was substituted for the mullet. According to an epigram quoted by Vossius from the Anthologia, Alcaeus, the comic writer, died under this very punishment.
Lo here Alcaeus sleeps; whom earth’s green child,
The broad-leaved radish, lust’s avenger, kill’d.
C. xvi. v. 1. Paedicabo et irrumabo. These detestable words are used here only as coarse forms of threatening, with no very definite meaning. It is certain that they were very commonly employed in this way, with no more distinct reference to their original import than the corresponding phrases of the modern Italians, T’ ho in culo and becco fottuto, or certain brutal exclamations common in the mouths of the English vulgar.
v. 5. Ovid has a distich to the same effect:
Crede mihi, distant mores a carmine nostri;
Vita verecunda est, musa jocosa mihi.
“Believe me there is a vast difference between my morals and my song; my life is decorous, my muse is wanton.” And Martial says:
Lasciva est nobis pagina, vita proba est.
Which is thus translated by Maynard:
Si ma plume est une putain,
Ma vie est une sainte.
Pliny quotes this poem of Catullus to excuse the wantonness of his own verses, which he is sending to his friend Paternus; and Apuleius cites the passage in his Apology for the same purpose. “Whoever,” says Lambe, “would see the subject fully discussed, should turn to the Essay on the Literary Character by Mr. Disraeli.” He enumerates as instances of free writers who have led pure lives, La Motte le Vayer, Bayle, la Fontaine, Smollet, and Cowley. “The imagination,” he adds, “may be a volcano, while the heart is an Alp of ice.” It would, however, be difficult to enlarge this list, while on the other hand, the catalogue of those who really practised the licentiousness they celebrated, would be very numerous. One period alone, the reign of Charles the Second, would furnish more than enough to outnumber the above small phalanx of purity. Muretus, whose poems clearly gave him every right to knowledge on the subject, but whose known debauchery would certainly have forbidden any credit to accrue to himself from establishing the general purity of lascivious poets, at once rejects the probability of such a contrast, saying:
Quisquis versibus exprimit Catullum
Raro moribus exprimit Catonem.
“One who is a Catullus in verse, is rarely a Cato in morals.”
C. xviii. This and the two following poems are found in the Catalecta of Vergilius, but they are assigned to Catullus by many of the best critics, chiefly on the authority of Terentianus Maurus.
v. 2. Cf. Auct. Priapeiorum, Eps. lv. v. 6, and lxxvii. v. 15.
v. 3. Ostreosior. This Epithet, peculiarly Catullian, is appropriate to the coasts most favoured by Priapus; oysters being an incentive to lust.
C. xx. v. 19. The traveller mocks at Priapus’ threat of sodomy, regarding it as a pleasure instead of as a punishment. The god, in anger, retorts that if that punishment has no fears for him, a fustigation by the farmer with the self-same mentule used as a cudgel may have a more deterrent effect. Cf. Auct. Priap. Ep. li. v. 27, 28:
Nimirum apertam convolatis ad poenam:
Et vos hoc ipsum, quod minamur, invitat.
Without doubt, ye flock to the open punishment [so called because the natural parts of Priapus were always exposed to view], and the very thing with which I threaten, allures you.
And also Ep. lxiv.,
Quidam mollior anseris medulla,
Furatum venit hoc amor poenae.
Furetur licet usque non videbo.
One than a goose’s marrow softer far,
Comes hither stealing for it’s penalty sake;
Steal he as please him: I will see him not.
C. xxiii. v. 6. Dry and meagre as wood; like the woman of whom Scarron says, that she never snuffed the candle with her fingers for fear of setting them on fire.
C. xxv. v. 1. Cf. Auct. Priap. Ep. xlv.
v. 5. This is a Catullian crux. Mr. Arthur Palmer (Trinity College, Dublin, Jan. 31, 1890) proposes, and we adopt—
“Cum diva miluorum aves ostendit oscitantes.”
(When the Goddess of Kites shows you birds agape.)
Diva miluorum is—Diva furum, Goddess of thieves; i.e., Laverna Milvus (hawk) being generally used for a rapacious robber. Mr. Palmer quotes Plaut. (Poen. 5, 5, 13; Pers. 3, 4, 5; Bacch. 2, 3, 40), and others.—R. F. B.
v. 6. Involasti, thou didst swoop—still metaphor of the prey-bird.—R. F. B.
C. xxvi. v. 3. Still the “Bora” of the Adriatic, extending, with intervals, from Trieste to Bari. It is a N.N. Easter of peculiar electrical properties, causing extreme thirst, wrecking ships, upsetting mail-trains, and sweeping carriages and horses into the sea. Austral, the south wind, is represented in these days by the Scirocco, S.S.E. It sets out from Africa a dry wind, becomes supersaturated in the Mediterranean, and is the scourge of Southern Italy, exhausting the air of ozone and depressing the spirits and making man utterly useless and miserable.—R. F. B.
C. xxviii. v. 10. These expressions, like those in carmen xvi. ante, are merely terms of realistically gross abuse.
C. xxviiii. v. 5. Cinaede Romule. The epithet is here applied in its grossest sense, which again is implied in the allusion to the spoil of Pontus; for this, as Vossius proves, can only be understood to mean the wealth obtained by Caesar, when a young man, through his infamous relations with Nicomedes, king of Pontus—as witness two lines sung by Caesar’s own soldiers on the occasion of his triumph:
Ecce Caesar nunc triumphat, qui subegit Galliam;
Nicomedes non triumphat, qui subegit Caesarem.
v. 13. Defututa Mentula = a worn-out voluptuary. Mentula is a cant term which Catullus frequently uses for a libidinous person, and particularly for Mamurra.
v. 24. Pompey married Caesar’s daughter, Julia, and is commonly supposed to be the “son-inlaw” here meant; but Vossius argues with some force, that socer and gener apply, not to Caesar and Pompey, but to Caesar and Mamurra. Those words, and the corresponding terms in Greek, were often used in an unnatural sense, as for instance in an epigram on Noctuinus, attributed to Calvus, in which occurs this very line, Gener socerque perdidistis omnia.
C. xxxi. v. 1. As the Venice–Trieste railway runs along the southern bar of the pyriform narrow, Lago di Garda, with its towering mountains, whose heads are usually in the storm-clouds, and whose feet sink into the nearest vineyards, the traveller catches a sight of the Sirmio Spit, long and sandy. It is a narrow ridge boldly projecting into the lake (once called Benacus) which was formerly a marsh, but now made into an island by the simple process of ditch cutting: at the southern end is the Sermione hill and its picturesque Scottish–German Castle. To the north are some ruins supposed to be the old Villa of Catullus, but they seem too extensive to serve for the purpose.—R. F. B.
C. xxxii. v. 11. Pezay, a French translator, strangely mistakes the meaning of the passage, as if it amounted to this, “I have gorged till I am ready to burst;” and he quotes the remark of “une femme charmante,” who said that her only reply to such a billet-doux would have been to send the writer an emetic. But the lady might have prescribed a different remedy if she had been acquainted with Martial’s line:
O quoties rigidâ pulsabis pallia venâ!
or with this quatrain of an old French poet:
Ainsi depuis une semaine
La longue roideur de ma veine,
Pour néant rouge et bien en point,
Bat ma chemise et mon pourpoint.
C. xxxvii. v. 1. Taverns and Wine-shops in Rome were distinguished by pillars projecting into the streets, the better to catch the eye of the passenger, as sign-posts of inns do with us now; the tavern in question was a house of ill-fame, and we are told it was the ninth column or sign-post from the Temple of Castor and Pollux.
v. 2. It was customary to display on the fronts of brothels the names of the inmates, just as shopkeepers’ names were inscribed over places of more reputable trade: this was called inscriptio or titulus.
v. 10. Scorpionibus. Indecent inscriptions scribbled on the walls and door with burnt sticks.
v. 11. Catullus’s mistress had, it seems, run away from him to a common brothel, in front of which it was the custom, not only for women but even for men, to sit down and offer themselves for prostitution.
v. 16. Semitarii moechi. Whoremongers who take up with common women who offer themselves at every corner of the streets for a mere trifle.
v. 20. Hibera Urina. We are assured by Strabo, Lib. 3, that this filthy custom prevailed greatly in Spain: teeth were not only washed in stale urine, the acid of which must necessarily render them white, but they were also rubbed with a powder of calcined human excrement. Persons sometimes even bathed their whole bodies in urine.
C. xxxxi. v. 3. Turpiculo naso. The kind of nose alluded to is such as sheep or goats have. Cf. Lucretius, lib. iv. v. 1152.
C. xxxxvii. v. 6. In trivio, i.e., in the most public places, in hopes of finding some host.
v. 7. This hunting for invitations does not, according to modern notions, place the two friends of Catullus in a respectable light; but it was a common and avowed practice at Rome.
C. liii. v. 5. Salaputium. A pet name for the male virile member. This word has been the subject of much debate among the learned. Some read solopachium, meaning a “mannikin eighteen inches high”; Saumasius proposes salopygium, a “wagtail”; several editors have salaputium, an indelicate word nurses used to children when they fondled them, so that the exclamation would mean, “what a learned little puppet!” Thus Augustus called Horace purissimum penem.
C. liiii. I find it an impossibility to make any sense out of this poem.
v. 5. Seni recocto. Horace applies this epithet to one who has served the office of quinquevir, or proconsul’s notary, and who was therefore master of all the arts of chicanery. These are his words, Sat. v. lib. 2:
Plerumque recoctus
Scriba ex quinqueviro corvum deludit hiantem.
A seasoned scrivener, bred in office low,
Full often dupes and mocks the gaping crow. FRANCIS.
The modern Italians say of a man of this stamp, Egli ha cotto il culo ne’ ceci rossi. The phrase seni recocto may imply one who enjoys a green and vigorous old age, as if made young again, as the old woman was by wine, of whom Petronius speaks, Anus recocta vino; or Æson, who was recooked by Medaea. That witch, says Valerius Flaccus, Recoquit fessos aetate parentes.
C. lvi. v. 6. Trusantem. Many read crissantem, which means the movement of the loins in women; ceventem being the like of a man. As the expression refers to the lad, crissantem cannot be correct.
v. 7. Pro telo. Alluding to the custom of punishing adulterers by transfixing them with darts. The double-entendre of Telo with Mentula is evident, and makes clear the apology to Venus. See lib. 9 of Apuleius for a similar passage.
C. lvii. v. 7. Erudituli. The accomplishments alluded to are not literary, but Priapeian. It is in this sense Petronius calls Gito doctissimus puer. Oezema, a grave German jurist, parodied a part of this piece. His epigram can be read without danger of having one’s stomach turned.
Belle convenit inter elegantes
Dione’s famulas, et eruditos
Antiquae Themidis meos sodales.
Nos jus justitiamque profitemur:
Illae semper amant coluntque rectum.
“There is a charming coincidence of sentiment between the fair votaries of Venus and my learned brethren: we profess law and justice; they dearly love the thing that is upright.”
C. lviii. v. 1. Caeli. This is the same with Caelius Rufus, Catullus’s rival in the affections of Lesbia, or Clodia, according to Achilles Statius; Plutarch calls her Quadrantaria; she was debauched by her own brother, Publius Clodius; afterwards she became the mistress of Catullus, and lastly the common strumpet of Rome.
v. 4. The meanest trulls frequented the public streets.
v. 5. Glubit. Glubo = to husk (corn), hence it is tropically used to denote masturbation. Cf. Ausonius, epigram 71.
C. lviiii. v. 1. Fellat. This refers to the complacent use by the female of her lips in the act of connection.
v. 3. The half-starved women of pleasure attended at funerals in the hope of picking up parts of the viands which were laid on the pile and burnt with the body.
C. lxi. v. 22. Myrtus Asia. The Asia of Catullus was that marshy tract of land near Mount Tmolus and the River Caystrus. Cf. Homer (Il. ii. 461) for the “Ancient Meadow.” It was said to be as famous for its myrtles as for its cranes. Proper “Asia Minor” is the title first used by Oratius (Orazius?) (1. 2.) in the IVth century. See the “Life and Works of St. Paul,” by Dr. Farrar (i. 465).—R. F. B.
v. 54. Timens. Many more obscenely write tumens, thus changing the “fear-full” bridegroom into the “swollen” bridegroom.
v. 123. It was usual for the mirthful friends of the newly married couple to sing obscene songs called Fescennine, which were tolerated on this occasion.
v. 124. Nec nuces pueris. This custom of throwing nuts, such as walnuts or almonds, is of Athenian origin; some say it was meant to divert the attention from the raptures of the bride and bridegroom, when in bed, by the noise they, and the scrambling boys, made on the floor. For nuces, referring to the use of boys, see Verg. Eclogue 8.
v. 125. Concubinus. By the shamelessness of this passage, it would seem to be quite a usual thing amongst the youthful Roman aristocracy to possess a bedfellow of their own sex.
v. 137. “This coarse imitation of the Fescennine poems,” says Dunlop (History of Roman Literature), “leaves on our minds a stronger impression of the prevalence and extent of Roman vices than any other passage in the Latin classics. Martial, and Catullus himself elsewhere, have branded their enemies; and Juvenal, in bursts of satiric indignation, has reproached his countrymen with the blackest crimes. But here, in a complimentary poem to a patron and intimate friend, these are jocularly alluded to as the venial indulgence of his earliest youth.”
C. lxii. v. 39, et seq. Thus exquisitely rendered by Spenser, Faery Queen, b. ii. c. 12:
The whiles some one did chaunt this lovely lay:
“Ah! see, whoso fayre thing doest faine to see,
In springing flowre the image of thy day!
Ah! see the virgin rose, how sweetly she
Doth first peepe foorth with bashfull modestie,
That fairer seemes the lesse ye see her may!
Lo see soone after how more bold and free
Her bared bosome she doth broad display;
Lo! see soone after how she fades and falls away!
“So passeth, in the passing of a day,
Of mortal life the leafe, the bud, the flowre;
Ne more doth flourish after first decay,
That erst was sought to deck both bed and bowre
Of many a lady, and many a paramoure!
Gather therefore the rose whilest yet is prime,
For soone comes age that will her pride deflowre;
Gather the rose of love whilest yet is time,
Whilest loving thou mayst loved be with equal crime.”
C. lxiii. v. 23. Women devoted to the service of Bacchus or of Cybele; for many things were common to the rights of both deities. The name is derived from [Greek: mainesthai], to rave.
v. 28. Thiasus is properly a chorus of sacred singers and dancers, living in a community, like a college of dervishes, who, indeed, are an exact counterpart of the Galli as regards their howling and dancing ritual, but have the advantage of their predecessors in one important particular, i.e., they are not castrated.
C. lxiiii. v. 65. The strophium was a band which confined the breasts and restrained the exuberance of their growth. Martial apostrophizes it thus:
Fascia, crescentes dominae compesce papillas,
Ut sit quod capiat nostra tegatque manus.
“Confine the growth of my fair one’s breasts, that they may be just large enough for my hand to enclose them.”
v. 377. Circumdare filo. That is, may you tomorrow prove that you are no longer a virgin; for the ancients had an idea that the neck swelled after venery; perhaps from the supposed descent of the procreative fluid which they thought lodged in the brain. See Hippocrates and Aristotle upon this subject. The swelling of the bride’s neck was therefore ascertained by measurement with a thread on the morning after the nuptials, and was held to be sufficient proof of their happy consummation. The ancients, says Pezay, had faith in another equally absurd test of virginity. They measured the circumference of the neck with a thread. Then the girl under trial took the two ends of the magic thread in her teeth, and if it was found to be so long that its bight could be passed over her head, it was clear she was not a maid. By this rule all the thin girls might pass for vestals, and all the plump ones for the reverse.
v. 403. Semiramis is said to have done thus by her son Ninus.
C. lxv. v. 19. The gift of an apple had a very tender meaning; according to Vossius it was quasi pignus concubitus, that is to say, it was the climax
To all those token flowers that tell
What words can never speak so well.
In one of the love epistles of Aristaenetus, Phalaris complains to her friend Petala, how her younger sister, who had accompanied her to dine with Pamphilus, her lover, attempted to seduce him, and among other wanton tricks did as follows: “Pamphilus, biting off a piece of an apple, chucked it dexterously into her bosom; she took it, kissed it, and thrusting it under her sash, hid it between her breasts.” Cf. note to C. ii. v. 12, ante.
C. lxvii. v. 21. Languidior. This expression, here obscenely applied, is proverbial, from the flagging of the leaves of the beet; hence the Latin word batizare, to droop, used by Suetonius, in Augusto. See Pliny on this plant, Cap. xiii. lib. 9.
v. 28. Zonam Solvere. See the note to C. ii. v. 13.
v. 30. Minxerit in gremium. Horace uses the word mingere in the same sense:
Dicitur ut formae melioris meïat eodem.
HOR. SAT. VII. LIB. 2.
and in like manner Persius
Patriciae immeïat vulvae.
Pliny more than once uses the word urina pro semine.
C. lxviiii. v. 6. Sub alarum. Many would join these two words and form one, which, however, is not authorised by any ancient writer. The Spaniards, it is true, say sobaco, the armpit, but this does not justify a new Latin coinage of any similar word. The smell alluded to in this line has often been compared to that of a goat; it is called capram, caprum, and hircam. Thus Horace, Epod. 12,
Namque sagacius unus odoror
Polypus an gravis hirsutis cubet hircus in alis.
This tetterous complaint is peculiar to warm countries; we know scarcely anything of it in our northern climate.
C. lxxiiii. v. 6. The reader will easily guess that one reason for the uncle’s inability to murmur was owing to the occupation which Gellius had thrust on him.
C. lxxvii. v. 8. Suavia comminxit. This habit, which the filthy Rufus adopts, is mentioned by Lucretius:
Jungunt salivas
Oris, et inspirant pressantes dentibus ora.
LUCRET. LIB. 4.
C. lxxx. v. 6. Martial has a similar expression,
Lambebat medios improba lingua viros.
v. 8. Ilia, et emulso. Lucretius uses the word mulgere in the same sense in lib. 4.
C. lxxxiiii. v. 2. The first notice in the classics of our far-famed ‘Arry, whose female is ‘Arriet.—R. F. B.
C. lxxxviiii. v. 1. The good condition and number of the relations of Gellius are assigned as the causes of his macilency, Gellius being an adulterer of the most infamous kind. Thus Propertius, on the amorous disposition peculiar to those of a spare make,
What tho’ my slender shape enervate seem,
Think not that vigour flies my meagre frame;
At Venus’ rites I ne’er was known to fail,
Th’ experienc’d fair can this dear truth reveal.
PROPER., ELEG. 22. LIB. 2.
C. lxxxx. v. 6. Omentum. The sages used to draw omens from the entrails of sacrificed beasts as they were burning; but more particularly from the omentum, or caul, that apron of fat which covers the abdominal viscera.
C. lxxxxiiii. v. 1. There is a double meaning in the original, and the translator can give but half of it. Mentula, synonymous with penis, is a nickname applied by Catullus to Mamurra, of whom he says (cxv.) that he is not a man, but a great thundering mentula. Mahérault has happily rendered the meaning of the epigram in French, in which language there is an equivalent for Mentula, that is to say, a man’s name which is also a popular synonym for what characterizes the god Priapus. “Jean Chouard fornique; eh! sans doute, c’est bien Jean Chouard. C’est ainsi qu’on peut dire que c’est la marmite qui cueille les choux.” Achilles Statius interprets this distich thus, “It is the flesh that is guilty, and not I who am guilty; so is it the pot that robs the garden, and not the thief that robs the pot-herbs.”
v. 2. Ipsa olera olla legat. This may have been a cant proverb of the day containing a meaning which is now unknown to us. Parthenius interprets it “A libidinous man is apt in adultery, as a vessel is suited to hold its contents.”
C. lxxxxvii. v. 1. There is in the Greek Anthology a similar epigram by Nicarchus, which has thus been translated by Grotius:
Non culo, Theodore, minus tibi foetida bucca est
Noscera discrimen sit sapientis opus.
Scribere debueras hîc podex est meus, hic os;
Nunc tu cum pedas atque loquare simul,
Discere non valeo, quid venerit inde vel inde;
Vipera namque infra sibilat atque supra.
v. 7. Few are ignorant of what Scaliger here gravely tells us: fessi muli strigare solent, ut meiant. Vossius reads defissus, in a different sense.
C. lxxxxviiii. This poem shews beyond contradiction that Catullus himself was not free from the vice of paederasty, so universal amongst the Roman youth.
v. 10. Lupae. The infamous, fetid harlot is called lupa (a she-wolf) from the ravenousness of the wolf answering to the rapacious disposition of the generality of courtezans: but Servius, Aen. 3, assigns a much more improper and filthy reason.
C. c. v. 1. Again the Roman paederasty shews itself in Caelius’s affection for Aufilenus.
C. ciii. It appears that Catullus had given a sum of money to the pander Silo to procure him a mistress. He did not perform his engagement, but kept the money, and abused our sinning bard when he reproached him with the cheat.
C. cv. There are not wanting commentators who give a very obscene turn to this epigram against Mamurra.
C. cx. v. 4. The word dare has here an erotic sense.
v. 8. Tota corpore prostituit. Some commentators think that this alludes to such women as not only submit to prostitution, but are in every way subservient to the lascivious caprices of depraved appetites. Vossius inclines to such an interpretation.
C. cxii. v. 2. Multus. Some commentators read moltus in an obscene sense, à molendo. Vossius understands by descendere in sese the same act as is alluded to in C. lxxxviii., hence the force of the word multus, meaning cum feminâ, which he jeeringly applies to Naso as though he would ironically exclaim: Et tu feminâ! tu solus es, aut sine feminâ. He writes the epigram thus:
Multus homo est, Naso, neque secum multus homo qui
Descendit? Naso, multus es et pathicus?
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