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Ancient forum in Rome — little is known about Tibullus’
life. There are only a few references to him and his birthplace and gentile
name have been much disputed.











PROSE TRANSLATION





Translated by J. P. Postgate


Very little is
known about the life of Albius Tibullus (55 BC – 19 BC), the Latin poet and
writer of elegies. There are only a few references to him in later writers and
a short Life of doubtful authority.
His praenomen is not known, nor is his birthplace and his gentile name has been
questioned. His status was probably that of a Roman knight (which the spurious
biography affirms) and it is conjectured that he inherited a considerable
estate. But, like Virgil, Horace and Propertius, he seems to have lost most of his
property in 41 BC amongst the confiscations of Mark Antony and Octavian.
Tibullus’ chief friend and patron was Marcus Valerius Messalla Corvinus, who
was himself an orator, poet and statesman, as well as firmly being established at
the centre of a literary circle in Rome. 


Tibullus’ extant
works survive in two books, with the first consisting of poems written at
various times between 30 and 26 BC. The poet’s principle lover, the subject of Book
I, is addressed as Delia in the text, though we have since learnt from the
novelist Apuleius (Apol. 10) that her real name was Plania. The poems which
refer to Delia are arranged in no particular chronological order. It is
revealed in the elegies that she was not entitled to wear the stola, the dress
of Roman matrons (i. 6, 68), indicating her low social status. In the second
elegy of the first book, her husband is mentioned as absent. Tibullus’ suit was
favoured by Delia’s mother, of whom he speaks in affectionate terms in the
sixth elegy. However, Tibullus is appalled to find that he was not Delia’s only
lover and, with his entreaties and appeals being ignored, no more mention of
Delia is made after the first book. In addition, several elegies in Book I
concern Tibullus’ love for a boy named Marathus.


It is likely
that the second book was published before the poet’s death in 19 BC, offering a
smaller collection of 428 lines, as the book is believed to be incomplete.
Delia’s place is filled by “Nemesis”, another fictitious name, who, like the
Cynthia of Propertius, was most likely a courtesan of the higher class, having many
other admirers besides Tibullus. He complains bitterly of his bondage, her greed
and her hard-heartedness. In spite of all, however, she seems to have retained
her hold on the poet until his death.


It is believed
that many other works by Tibullus have been lost. A third and fourth book have
survived antiquity, though they are very likely by the hands of other poets.
The third book contains 290 verses by a much inferior poet. The writer calls
himself Lygdamus and the love that he sings of Neaera. He has little poetical
power and his style is meagre and superficial.  We do not know when Lygdamus’ poems were added
to the genuine poems of Tibullus.  The
fourth book consists of poems of very different quality, beginning with a
composition of 211 hexameters on the achievements of Messalla — judged widely
as being very poor in quality. The author is unknown; but he was certainly not
Tibullus.


Tibullus’
style gives the impression of an amiable man, with generous impulses and
unselfish disposition, revealing himself as loyal to his friends, to the point
of self-sacrifice, and constant to his mistresses. His tenderness towards them
is enhanced by his delicacy of expression, which demonstrates a rare trait among
his fellow ancient writers. When treated cruelly by his lover, Tibullus does
not invoke curses upon her head. Instead he goes to her little sister’s grave,
hung so often with his garlands and wet with his tears, to bemoan his fate. His
ideal is a quiet retirement in the country with his lover by his side. He expresses
no ambition — not even a poet’s typical yearning for immortality. In an age of
crude materialism and gross superstition, he was religious in the traditional old
Roman way. His clear, polished and yet unaffected style made him a great
favourite, placing him in the judgment of Quintilian ahead of other elegiac
writers. For natural grace, tenderness and exquisiteness of feeling and
expression, he stands alone. Tibullus is regarded as smoother and more musical
in expression, though his elegies are liable to become monotonous, with many being
‘symmetrical’ in composition.


The best
manuscript of Tibullus is the Ambrosianus (A), which has been dated c. 1375,
whose earliest known owner was the humanist Coluccio Salutati. There are also a
number of extracts from Tibullus in Florilegium Gallicum, an anthology from
various Latin writers collected in the mid-twelfth century, and a few extracts
in the Excerpta frisingensia, preserved in a manuscript now at Munich. Also
excerpts from the lost Fragmentum
cuiacianum, made by Scaliger, and now held in the library at Leiden are of
importance for their independence of A. 




















Coluccio Salutati (1331-1406) was an Italian humanist
and man of letters, being one of the most important political and cultural
leaders of Renaissance Florence. He is the earliest known owner of the
Ambrosianus (A) manuscript of Tibullus’ elegies.
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INTRODUCTION


THE poems which
have come down to us under the name of Tibullus consist of three books, the
first two of which, published before his death in 19 B.C., were known to
antiquity under the titles of Delia and
Nemesis, the mistresses whom they
celebrated. The third book (divided by the Renaissance scholars into two),
which may be called the Messalla collection, and consisting of pieces by
different hands, was added at some later time. Among its contents may be
distinguished six elegies by one Lygdamus dedicated to a “Neaera,” a panegyric
of Messalla in hexameter verse, five short and graceful poems on the love of
Sulpicia, a kinswoman of Messalla, for a certain Cerinthus, and possibly
written by Tibullus, followed by six very brief pieces by the lady herself,
upon which they appear to have been founded, and, lastly, two poems of doubtful
authorship, though the first (III. xix.) claims to be by Tibullus. On these
questions, and on that of the name of the poet, generally said to be Albius
Tibullus, see Postgate, Selections from
Tibullus (ed. 2, 1910), pp xxxiv-li and 179-184.


The best of
the complete extant MSS. is the Ambrosianus (A.), the only one cited in this
edition. For the others and the lost or imperfect sources of the text and their
values reference should be made to the praefationes
of the critical editions, or to the Critical Appendix in Selections from Tibullus, pp. 200 sqq.


The first two
editions of Tibullus are that with Catullus, Propertius, and the Silvae of Statius by Vindelin de Spira
(Venice, 1472), and one of Tibullus alone by Florentius de Argentina, probably
published in the same year.


The chief
commentaries on Tibullus still of value are Heyne’s (4th ed., 1819), Huschke’s
(1819), and Dissen’s (1835), all in Latin. So also Némethy’s (1905-6). There is
no complete English commentary. Postgate’s Selections
contain the larger half. Modern critical editions are those of Baehrens (1878),
Hiller (1885, with Index Verborum, a later recension in the new Corpus Poetarum Latinoruni), Postgate
(Oxford Classical Texts, 1905), Cartault’s Tibulli,
&c. (Paris, 1909). Cartault’s A
propos du Corpus Tibullianum (1906) gives a valuable account of recent
contributions. The articles on the poet in Schanz’s Geschichte der romischen Litteratur (1911) and Teuffel’s
corresponding history (1910), and Marx’s article “Albius” in Pauly-Wissowa’s Realencyclopädie, may be recommended.


The Latin
text here translated is based upon the text and apparatus criticus already published in the 188


Oxford
Classical Texts, and is printed with the permission of the Delegates of the
Clarendon Press. Only such notes are appended as are needful to save the reader
from misunderstanding.


Square
brackets in the translation are used to enclose matter which is not from
Tibullus, whether it is a translation of a corrupt original or a conjectural
supplement for a gap in the text.


J. P.
POSTGATE


June 12, 1912



 

SINCE the
above was written there has appeared The
Elegies of Albius Tibullus, by Kirby Flower Smith (American Book Co.,
1913), containing the Corpus Tibullianum,
Latin text with Introduction and an ample commentary on Books I., II., and IV.
II.-XIV. (= III. VIII.-end).


May 17, 1914 — J. P. POSTGATE



 
















BOOK I

















I


The Poet’s Ideal


1 LET others heap up
their treasure of yellow gold; let theirs be many acres of well-tilled ground;
let them live in constant fighting and alarms with the foeman at their gates,
their slumbers routed by the outburst of the signal for the fray. But let the
humble fortune that is mine lead me along a quiet path of life, so my hearth
but shine with an unfailing fire.


25 May it now be mine
to live for myself, to live contented with my little, and no more be ever vowed
to distant marchings; but when the Dog-star rises, to escape its heat beneath
some tree’s shade with a rill of water fleeting past, nor think it shame to
grasp the hoe at times or chide the laggard oxen with the goad, nor a trouble
to carry homewards in my arms a ewe lamb or youngling goat forgotten by its dam
and left alone.


7 When the time is
ripe, let me plant the tender vines and the stout orchard trees with my own
deft hands, a countryman indeed. Nor let Hope disappoint me, but ever vouchsafe
the heaped-up corn and rich new wine to fill my vat. For I bend in worship
wherever flowery garlands lie on deserted tree-stock in the fields or old stone
at a crossway and of all my fruit that the fresh season ripens I set the first
before the country’s guardian god. Ceres of the yellow hair, let my farm
produce the spiky wreath to hang before thy temple doors. And in the fruitladen
garden be red Priapus set as watch, to scare the birds with cruel billhook.


19 Ye too, my Lares,
who watch over an estate, now poor though thriving once, receive your gifts.
Then a slam heifer was peace-offering for uncounted beeves a lamb is now the
humble victim for my narrow plot of ground. A lamb shall fall for you, and
round it the country youth shall shout: “Huzza! Send us good crops and wine!”


33 But ye, ye thieves
and wolves, have mercy on my scanty flocks; from great herds must ye take your
spoil. Here is all I have to make the yearly expiation for my herdsman, and to
sprinkle over Pales the milk that makes her kind. Be with me, Gods: nor scorn
gifts from a humble board and on clean earthenware. Earthen were the
drinking-cups which the ancient clay made himself,’ modelling them from pliant
clay.


41 I ask not for the
riches of my sires or the gains which garnered harvests brought to my ancestors
of yore. A small field’s produce is enough — enough if I may sleep upon my bed
and the mattress ease my limbs as heretofore. What delight to hear the winds
rage as I lie and hold my love safe in my gentle clasp; or, when the stormy
South Wind sheds the chilling showers to follow the road of untroubled sleep,
the ram my lullaby! This be my lot; let him be rightly rich who can bear the
rage of the sea and the dreary rain. Ah, sooner let all the gold and all the
emeralds perish from the world than any maiden weep for my departings.


53 ’Tis right for
thee, Messalla, to campaign on land and sea that on thy house’s front may show
the spoils of foemen: I am a captive fast bound in the bonds of a lovely girl;
I sit a janitor before her stubborn doors. I care not for glory, Delia dear;
let me only be with thee, and I will pray folk call me sluggard and idler.


59 May I look on thee
when my last hour comes; may I hold thy hand, as I sink, in my dying clasp.
Thou wilt weep for me, Delia, when I am laid on the bed that is to burn; thou
wilt give me kisses mingled with bitter tears. Thou wilt weep: thy breast is
not cased in iron mail; in thy soft heart there is no stubborn flint. From that
burial none, neither youth nor maiden, will return with dry eyes home. Do thou
hurt not my spirit; but spare thy loosened hair and spare thy soft cheeks,
Delia.


69 Meantime, while
Fate allows, let us be one in love. Soon will Death be here with his head
cowled in dark. Soon will steal on us the inactive age, nor will it be seemly
to play the lover or utter soft speeches when the head is hoar. Now let gay
love be my pursuit while it is no shame to break a door down and a joy to
plunge into a brawl. ’Tis here I am brave captain and private. Begone, ye
trumpets and ensigns! take wounds to the men of greed, and take them wealth. I,
safe on my garnered heap, will look down on hunger as I look down on wealth.

















II


To Delia


1 MORE wine; let the
liquor master these unwonted pains, that on my wearied eyes may fall triumphant
sleep; and when the wine god’s copious fumes have mounted to my brain, let none
awake me from unhappy love’s repose. For a cruel watch has been set upon my
girl, and the door is shut and bolted hard against me. Door of a stubborn
master, may the rain lash thee, and bolts flying at Jupiter’s command make thee
their mark. Door, now yield to my complaining and open only unto me, and make
no sound as thy hinge turns stealthily to let me in. And if my frenzy has ever
called ill upon thee, have pardon; let that fall, I pray, on my own head. ’Tis
right thou shouldst remember all that I rehearsed in suppliant tones when on
thy posts I laid my flowery garlands.


15 Do thou too, Delia,
trick the guard with no faint spirit. Be bold: Venus herself aids the
stouthearted. She helps when a lad tries a strange threshold or a lass pushes
in the prong to lift the bar from the door. She shows how to creep down
stealthily from the pillowed bed; how so to set the foot that it makes no
sound; how in the husband’s presence to exchange the speaking nods and hide
love’s language under a code of signs. Nor shows she this to all, but to them
whom neither indolence delays nor fear forbids to rise in the murk of night.


26 Lo, I in my
wanderings in distress through all the city in the dark [meet with no harm. The
goddess shields me] and lets no one cross my path to wound my body with his
steel or seize my garments for his prize. Whosoe’er hath love in his heart may
pass in heaven’s keeping where he will; no ambush should he fear. The numbing
cold of winter’s night brings me no hurt, no hurt the heavy downpour of the
rain. My sufferings here will harm me not, if Delia but unbar the door and
summon me silently with a finger’s snap.


33 Be not busy with
your eyes, be you man or woman that we meet. Love’s goddess wills her thefts
should not be seen. Nor frighten us with noisy feet nor seek our names, nor
bring the flashing torchlights near us. And if any have beheld us unawares, let
him hide the knowledge and aver by all the gods that he remembers not. For if
any man turn prater, he shall find that Venus is the child of blood and
whirling seas.


41 And yet none such
will thy spouse believe, as the honest witch has promised me from her magic
rites. I have seen her drawing stars from the sky. Her spells turn the course
of the hurrying stream. Her chaunting cleaves the ground, lures the spirit from
its tomb, and down from the warm pyre summons the bony frame. Now with magic
shrillings she keeps the troops of the grave before her; now she sprinkles them
with milk and commands them to retreat. At will she chases the clouds from the
frowning heavens; at will she musters the snow in the summer skies. Only she,
men say, holds the secret of Medea’s deadly herbs, only she has lamed the wild
hounds of Hecate.


53 She framed me a
charm to enable thee to deceive: chaunt it thrice and spit thrice when the
spell is done. Then will he never trust any one in aught that is said about us,
nay, not even his own eyes if he see us on the pillowed bed. Yet from others
thou must keep away; since all else will he perceive; only to me will he be blind.


59 “Why should I trust
her?” Surely it was she, none other, said that by spells or herbs she could
unbind my love. She cleansed me with the torch rite, and in the clear night a
dusky victim fell to the gods of sorcery. But my prayer was not that my love
might pass entirely, but that it might be shared. I would not choose to be
without thee if I could. That man was iron who, when thou mightest have been
his, chose rather to follow war and plunder. Let him chase Cilicia’s routed
troops before him, and pitch his martial camp upon captured ground; let folk
gaze upon him as he sits his swift charger, from head to foot a tissue of
silver and gold, if only with thee, my Delia, I may put the oxen in the yoke
and feed my flock on the familiar hill; and, so my young arms may hold thee
fast, I shall find soft slumber even on the rugged earth.


75 What gain is it to
lie on Tyrian cushions with Love untoward, when night must pass in waking and
weeping? For then can neither pillows of feathers nor broidered coverlets nor
the sound of purling waters bring us sleep.


79 Have I wronged the
godhead of Venus by aught that I have said, and does my tongue now pay the
penalty of sin? Can they say of me that I have wickedly invaded an abode of
gods and plucked the garland from the sacred altar? Am I guilty, then I will
not shrink to fall prone before her temple and to press kisses on its hallowed
threshold, nor to crawl on suppliant knees along the earth and strike my head
against the sacred door-posts.


87 Yet thou who dost
now rejoice and laugh at my woes must look to thyself ere long; the god will
not always persecute but one. I have seen the man that had mocked the hapless
loves of the young, in later time put his aged neck in the halter of Venus and
make soft speeches for himself in quavering tones and turn his hands to
dressing his hoary hair: nor did he blush to stand before the doors of the
beloved or to stop her maid in the middle of the forum. Round him boys and
young men pressed in a jostling crowd, and spat each into his own soft bosom.


97 Be gentle with me,
Venus: my soul is ever thy loyal slave. Why burn thine own corn in thy passion?

















III


The Poet Sick — To Messalla


1 WITHOUT me will ye
go, Messalla, across the Aegean wave, yet thinking, oh, I pray, both chief and
staff of me. Phaeacia holds me back, sick in a foreign land. Keep off thy
greedy hands, I pray, black Death. (The general sense is given. The Latin is
corrupt.) Black Death, I pray thee keep them off. No mother have I here to
gather the burned bones to her grieving bosom; no sister to lavish Assyrian
perfumes on my ashes and weep with hair dishevelled by my tomb. Nor any Delia,
who, ere from the city she let me go, inquired, they say, of every god. From
the boy’s hands thrice did she lift a sacred lot, and from the three did the
boy make answer to her that all was sure.


13 All promised a
return; yet did nothing stay her from looking back in tears and terror on my
journey. Yea, even I her comforter, after I had given my parting charge, sought
still in my disquiet for reasons to linger and delay. Either birds or words of
evil omen were my pretexts, or there was the holy day of Saturn to detain me.
How often, when my foot was on the road, said I that, stumbling at the gate, it
had warned me of disaster! Let no man venture to depart when Love says nay;
else shall he learn that a god forbade his going.


23 What help is there
now for me in thy Isis, Delia? what help in the bronze that was clashed so
often in thy hands? Or what avails it that in thy dutiful observance of her
rites, as I remember well, thou didst bathe in clean water and sleep apart in a
clean bed?


27 Now aid me,
goddess, now — that thou canst heal saith a crowd of painted panels (Pictures
on slabs of wood, representing the cures.) in thy temples — that my Delia may
pay the nightly vigils of her vow, sitting all swathed in linen before thy holy
door, and twice in the day be bound to chaunt thy praise with loosened tresses
for all to mark amid the Pharian throng. And be it mine many times to stand
before the shrine of my sires’ Penates and offer incense, as the months come
round, to the old Lar of my home.


35 How well lived folk
in olden days when Saturn was the king, before the earth was opened out for
distant travel! Not as yet had the pine-tree learned to swim the blue sea wave
or surrendered the spreading sail to belly before the wind; nor, seeking gain
in unknown lands, had the vagrant seaman loaded his bark with foreign wares.
That was a time when the sturdy bull had not bent his neck to the yoke, nor the
tamed horse champed the bit. No house had doors; no stone was planted on the
land to set fixed boundaries to men’s estates. The very oaks gave honey; and
with milky udders came the ewes unbidden to meet the careless swain. Then were
no marshalled hosts, no lust of blood, no battles; no swords had been forged by
the cruel armourer’s ruthless skill. But now that Jupiter is lord, there are
wounds and carnage without cease; now the sea slays, and a thousand ways of
sudden death.


51 Spare me, Sire. No
broken oaths make me to fear and tremble, no wicked speech against the holy
gods. But if even now I have fulfilled my destined span, let a stone be set
above my bones, graven with this legend:


HERE
LIES TIBULLUS, RAVISHED BY DEATH’S HAND, MESSALLA COMRADING O’ER SEA AND LAND.


57 But me, for I have
been ever pliable to gentle Love, shall Venus’ self escort to the Elysian
fields. There never flags the dance. The birds fly here and there, fluting
sweet carols from their slender throats. Untilled the field bears cassia, and
through all the land with scented roses blooms the kindly earth. Troops of
young men meet in sport with gentle maidens, and Love never lets his warfare
cease. There are all, on whom Death swooped because of love; on their hair are
myrtle garlands for all to see.


67 But the Wicked
Place lies buried in the gulf of night; and round it black rivers roar. There
storms Tisiphone, wild snakes her unkempt hair; and this way and that way flees
the godless crowd. Then at the gate upon black Cerberus hiss his wide-mouthed
snakes as he keeps his sentry-watch before the doors of bronze. There is Ixion,
who dared to offer force to Juno: on the swift wheel whirl his guilty limbs.
And there is Tityos stretched over nine roods of land; on his black vitals feed
the birds that never tire. There too is Tantalus, and pools around him; but on
the instant, ere he drinks, the wave flies from his raging thirst. And the
offspring of Danaus for slighting the godhead of Venus carry the waters of
Lethe into leaking butts. There let all be who have profaned my love and who
have wished me lingering campaigns.


83 But thou, I pray,
continue chaste. Let the aged dame sit ever by thy side to keep thy honour
true. She shall tell thee stories when the lamp is in its place, as she draws
the long yarn from the loaded distaff, while all around the maids bend over the
toilsome task till sleep steals upon them and the work drops from the tired
hand. Then of a sudden let me come, and no one bring the news of me; but may I
seem to have come from heaven to thy side. Then, just as thou art, with long
hair all disordered and feet unsandalled, run to meet me, Delia. For this I
pray; thus may that radiant Day-star bless my sight, home by the rosy horses of
the shining Dawn.

















IV


To Priapus


1 “PRIAPUS, tell me — so
may the sheltering shade be thine, nor thy head be harmed by sun or snows — what
cunning of thine captures the handsome lads? Sure thou hast no glossy beard nor
well-kept hair. Naked thou art all through the cold of stormy winter, naked
through the parching season of the Dog-star’s heats.”


7 Thus I; and thus to
me replied the country child or Bacchus, the god armed with the curving
billhook:


9 “O beware of
trusting thyself to the gentle band of boys; for they furnish always some valid
ground for love. One pleases, for he keeps a tight hand on his horse’s rein;
another drives the calm water before a breast of snow. This one takes you with
his brave assurance, that one by the maiden shame that guards his cheeks.


15 “Perchance at first
he will refuse thee; but let not this dishearten thee. Little by little his
neck will pass beneath the yoke. Length of time teaches lions to submit to man;
with length of time weak water eats through rock. The year’s flight ripens the
grapes on the sunny hillside; the year’s flight carries the radiant signs along
their round of change.


21 “Be not afraid to
swear. Null and void are the perjuries of love; the winds bear them overland
and the face of the sea. Great thanks to Jove! The Sire himself has decreed no
oath should stand that love has taken in the folly of desire. Dictynna too
allows thee to assever by her arrows, and Minerva by her hair.


27 “But if thou art
slow, thou wilt be lost. Youth fleets how quickly! Time stands not idle, nor
returns. How quickly does the earth lose its purple hues! how quickly the tall
poplar its beauteous leaves! How neglected is the horse, when the lot of weak
age overtakes him, that once shot free from the barriers of Elis! I have seen a
young man on whom later years were closing round mourning for his folly in the
days that had fled. Cruel gods! The snake sheds his years, and is young: but
the Fates grant no respite to beauty. Only Bacchus and Phoebus have youth
everlasting; of either god are unshorn tresses the glory.


39 “Do thou yield to
thy lad in aught that he is minded to attempt: love wins most by compliance.
Nor refuse to go with him, though far be his purposed journey and the Dog-star
bake the land with parching drought, though, fringing the sky with hues of
purple, the rain-charged bow threaten the coming storm. Should he wish to fly
over the blue waves in a boat, take the oar thyself and drive the light bark
through the sea. Nor grieve to undergo rough labour or if thy hands are chafed
by tasks to which they are strange. If round the deep glen he would place the
ambush, then, so thou canst pleasure him, let thy shoulders not refuse to bear
the hunting nets. If he would fence, thou wilt try thy light hand at the sport,
and often leave thy side unguarded, that he may win.


53 “Then will he be
gentle with thee; then thou mayst snatch the precious kiss: he will struggle,
but let thee snatch it. He will let thee snatch at first; but later will he
bring it for the asking, and presently even he will be fain to hang upon thy
neck.


57 “But now, alas! our
perverse age plies wretched crafts. Now gentle lads have learned to look for
gifts. Whoever thou art that first didst teach the sale of love, may an
unhallowed stone weigh heavy on thy bones.


61 “Love the Pierid
maidens, lads, and gifted poets; to no golden presents let the Pierian maids
succumb. Verse keeps the lock of Nisus (The father of Scylla, whom she betrayed
to Minos by severing his purple lock.) purple. Were verses not, no ivory would
have shone on Pelops’ shoulder. He whom the Muses tell of shall live, while
earth bears oaks, sky stars, and rivers water. But he who has no ear for the
Muses, who sells his love — let him follow the car of Ops of Ida and traverse,
a vagabond, three hundred towns and slash the parts he slights to Phrygian
measures. Venus herself allows love’s blandishments their play. She sides with
piteous weeping and suppliant complaints.”


73 These things did
the god’s voice utter for me to sing to Titius; but them doth Titius’ wife
forbid him to remember. So let him
listen to his dear; but do ye throng to my school whom some crafty lad with
many wiles treats ill. Each of us has his proper glory. Let slighted lovers
seek advice from me; to all my doors are open. A time shall come when round the
master of the lore of Venus shall crowd the attentive young and take the old
man home.


81 Alas! what
lingering torture is this love for Marathus: helpless is my skill, and helpless
all my cunning. Spare me, I pray thee, boy, lest I become a byword, when folk
shall laugh at my useless teaching!

















V


To Delia


1 I WAS angry. I vowed
I could bear our severance well. But now my proud vaunting has left me far and
far away. For I am driven as a top that springs before the lash over the level
ground, whirled by a quick boy’s practised art.


5 Bring brands and
tortures for the untamed creature, that he may have no love of talking loud
hereafter: quell his wild utterances.


7 Yet spare me, by the
bonds of our stealthy union, I entreat thee, by our love and the head that has
lain by mine. It was I, they say, whose vows snatched thee from peril when thou
layest exhausted in sickness’ gloomy hold. It was I that scattered all about
thee the cleansing sulphur, the beldame first chaunting her magic spell. I
appeased the cruel Dreams that had thrice to be honoured with offering of holy
meal, that they might work no harm. In woollen headdress and ungirdled tunic I
made nine vows to Trivia in the stilly night. All have I paid; but another hath
now my love. He is the fortunate one, and reaps the fruit of all my prayers.
Yet I used to dream that, if thou wert spared, there would be a happy life for
me. Madman! a god said No.


21 “In the country,” I
said, “I will live. My Delia shall be
there to keep watch upon the grain, while the threshing-floor winnows the
harvest in the blazing sun; or she shall watch the grapes in the brimming
trough when the quick feet tread the gleaming must. She shall learn to count
the flock; she shall teach the prattling serf-child to play on a loving
mistress’ lap. To the god that tends the country she will know what gifts to
offer — for vines a cluster, spiked ears for cornfield, drink offering for
flock. All folk shall she direct, and all things be her care. I shall love to
be but a cipher in the house. Hither shall come my own Messalla. From chosen
trees shall Delia pull him down sweet fruit. In homage to his greatness she
shall give him zealous tendance, and prepare and carry him the repast, herself
his waiting-maid.”


35 Such were my dreams
and prayers, now tost from East Wind unto South over all Armenia’s scented
land.


37 Often have I sought
to banish love’s troubles with strong drink; but pain turned all the wine to
tears. Often have I held another in my arms; but on the very brink of delight
Love bade me think of my mistress and forsook me. Then the woman, departing,
declared me bewitched, and spread the tale (oh, shame!) that my love was versed
in unholy arts. Not by charms does my lass do this. ’Tis her beauty, soft arms
and golden hair bewitch me. Such was Thetis, the sea-blue Nereid, when in old
days she rode on her bridled fish to Peleus of Haemonia.


47 These charms have
been my bane. A rich lover waits for the lass. So the crafty bawd is bent on my
undoing. May the hag’s food be mixed with blood. May the cup she puts to her
gory lips be bitterly charged with gall. May ghosts flit round her always,
bemoaning their fate, and the fierce vampire bird shrill from her roof; and she
herself, frantic from hunger’s goad, hunt for weeds upon the graves and for
bones which the wild wolves have left, and with middle bare run and shriek
through the towns, and a savage troop of dogs from the crossways chase her from
behind.


57 Thus shall it be. A
god gives the sign. There are powers to guard the lover, and Love shows no
ruth, when left for a lawless tie.


59 But do thou, Delia,
with all speed leave the school of the grasping witch. There is no love that
gifts will not master. The poor man will ever be at hand for thy service; he
will come to thee first and cleave to thy tender side. The poor man, a trusty
companion in the trooping crowds, will push below with his hands and make thee
a way. The poor man [will take thee privately to the abodes of his friends] and
himself unlace the boots from thy snowy feet.


67 Alas! in vain do I
sing; no words will win her door to open. Nay, the hand that knocks upon it
must be filled.


69 But thou who art
victor now must fear that my fate awaits thee. Chance turns lightly on her
swift-rolling wheel. Not without reason even now some one stands patient on the
threshold, looks oft in front, retreats, feigns to pass by the house, but soon
runs back again alone, and hawks without cease before the very door. Stealthy
Love has some scheme afoot. Take thy good, I beg, while thou mayst; for in calm
waters is thy shallop.

















VI


To Delia


1 LOVE, thou dost
always meet me with smiling visage to draw me on; but after that, poor wretch,
I find thee frowning and angry. What hast thou to do with me, cruel boy? Is
there great glory to a god in laying snares for a man?


5 For the net is
spread to take me; now cunning Delia clasps a gallant covertly in the hush of
night. She denies it, indeed, and on oath; but ’tis hard to believe her. Thus
touching me, too, she denies every hour to her husband. Poor wretch, it was I
who taught her the ways of tricking her watchers, and now alas! by my own craft
am I sore bestead. Then learned she how to frame excuses for lying alone, and
then how to turn the door without a sound from the hinges. Then I gave her
juices and herbs to efface the dark signs which the teeth in love’s communion
imprint upon the flesh.


15 And thou, the
unwary mate of a faithless wife, watching me with the rest that she may never
sin, take care that she talk not much or oft with young men, nor use nods to
deceive thee, or recline with loose robe and bosom bare; and see she take not
wine on her fingers and trace signs on the table’s round. Have thy fears when
she goes out often, or if she say that she would witness the rites of the Good
Goddess which no male must go nigh. But trust her to my keeping; and I, I only,
will attend her to that altar. Then for my eyes need I have no fear.


25 Many a time on the
plea of judging her gem and its image can I remember how I touched her hand.
Many a time my neat wine has put thee to sleep whilst I drank in triumph the sober cup of substituted water. I did not
wrong thee of purpose — forgive me, now I own it— ’twas at Love’s bidding. And
who may fight against a god? It was I — nor will I blush to speak the truth — whom
thy dog was menacing the whole night through!


33 What good is a
gentle wife to thee? If thine own treasures thou canst not guard, the key is
vainly turned in the door. Her arms are round thee; but her sighs are for
another, an absent love. And of a sudden she feigns the throes of headache.


37 Thou shouldst trust
her to my keeping. Then I recoil not
from torturing stripes, nor shrink from shackles on my feet. Then far be ye all
who dress your hair with art and whose togas fall slack with copious folds. And
let whosoever meets us, that no sin may be his, [stand aloof or pass by another
road.]


43 That this be done
doth God himself command; and this hath the great priestess revealed to me with
voice inspired. She, when Bellona’s impulse drives her, fears in that frenzy
neither searching flames nor twisted scourge. Fiercely with axe in hand she
hacks at her own arms. With the gushing blood is the goddess sprinkled; but she
goes without scathe. Erect with wounds on her breast, erect with the spit
standing out from her side, she chaunts the words of fate that the great
goddess prompts. “See to it that ye do no despite to the maid whom love doth
guard; lest hereafter a great mischief lesson you to your woe. If any touch
her, his fortune shall waste as the blood doth from my wound, and as these
ashes are scattered by the wind.”


55 And for thee, my
Delia, she named a punishment. If notwithstanding thou shouldst sin, I pray let
her be merciful. Not for thyself do I spare thee. It is thy aged mother moves
me; before her golden nature sinks my wrath. She brings me to thee in the dark,
and in fear and trembling secretly and silently she joins our hands. Long life
to thee still, dear dame. Did but heaven allow, to thy stock of years would I
add my own. I will love thee always, and thy daughter for thy sake; whatever
she does, she is of thy blood after all. Only teach her to be chaste, though no
band of the matrons’ fillets confines her hair, nor their long robe her feet.


69 And for me let
there be hard terms; let me never praise a woman without her flying at my eyes, and if she should think I have done her
wrong, let me be taken by the hair, though I be guiltless, and pitched forward
down the steep. I would not wish to strike thee, Delia, but if such madness
come to me, I would pray to have no hands. Yet be not chaste through cruel
fear, but by loyal heart; and when absent, let love on thy side keep thee safe
for me....


77 [The faithful have
their reward.] But she whom no one has found true, thereafter poor and bowed
with age draws out the twisted yarn with shaking hand and for hire fastens firm
the leashes to the loom and pulls and cleans the handfuls of snowy wool. The
troops of young are glad at heart to see her plight, and declare that she
deserves to suffer so many woes in age. Venus from her throne on high Olympus
looks upon her weeping, and bids us mark how sharp she is with the faithless.
Upon others, Delia, let these curses fall: but let us twain still be pattern
lovers when our hair is white.

















VII


1 The Triumph of Messalla OF this day sang the Parcae as they span
the thread of doom which no god can untwist — that this should be the day to
put the folk of Aquitaine to rout, to make the Aude to tremble, by a valiant
soldiery overpowered. So hath it come about. The men of Rome have seen new
triumphs, and chiefs with shackles on their captive arms, whilst thou,
Messalla, wearing the conqueror’s bays, wast borne in ivory car by steeds of
shining white.


9 Not without me was
thy glory won: witness Tarbellian Pyrenees and the shores of Ocean by
Saintonge; witness Saone and swift-running Rhone and great Garonne, with Loire,
blue stream of the blonde tribes of Chartres.


13 Or, Cydnus, shall I
sing of thee whose silent wave steals bluely through the waters of the still
lagoon? Or how with head that reaches to the clouds extends chill Taurus, the
feeder of Cilicia’s long-haired sons? Why should I recount how from town to
town unharmed flies the white dove that the Syrians of Palestine revere? How
Tyre, first town that learned to trust the ship to the mercy of the wind, looks
out from her towers across the vast sea-plain? Or how, when Sirius splits the
parching fields, through all the heats life-giving Nile is full in flood?


23 For what cause,
Father Nile, or in what lands may I declare that thou hast hid thy head?
Because of thee thy Egypt never sues for showers, nor does the parched blade
bow to Jove the Rain-giver. Thou art sung and worshipped, as their own Osiris,
by the barbarous folk brought up to wail the ox of Memphis.


29 It was Osiris’
cunning hand that first made ploughs and vexed the young earth with the iron
share. He first entrusted seed to the untried earth, and gathered fruits from
unknown trees. He showed how to join the young vine and the pole, he how to lop
its green leaves with the stern pruning-hook. For him the ripe grape-clusters,
which rugged feet had crushed, first yielded up their pleasant tastes; their
juice taught men to guide the voice through changing strains, and bade
untutored limbs move to a measure true.


39 When the breast of
the countryman is crushed with his heavy toil, it is the wine-god makes it over
to gladness to be loosened from its bonds; ’tis the wine-god brings relief to
mortals in distress, though cruel shackles clank upon their legs.


43 Harsh cares and
grief are not for thee, Osiris, but dance and songs and lightsome love. Yea,
flowers of many hues and brows with the berried ivy circled, and robe of
saffron flowing over youthful feet, raiment of Tyre and sweet-singing pipe and
the light basket with its mystery of holy things.


49 Then hither come,
and with a hundred sports and dances do honour to the Birth-sprite, and let
wine in plenty bathe his temples. From his glistening hair let the ointment
drip, and on his head and neck let soft garlands hang. Thus come to us to-day,
Birth-spirit; and I will bring thee offering of incense and cakes sweetened
with honey from the land of Mopsopus.


55 But for thee, my
friend, let a progeny spring up to add fresh exploits to their sire’s, and
stand in their distinctions about the old man’s chair.


57 And let him not be silent on the great work of
thy road whom the fields of Tusculum or white Alba’s ancient homesteads keep
from the city. For, heaped up through thy bounty, here is laid hard gravel, and
there are flint blocks featly joined. The dweller in the country shall sing thy
praise when he has come at night from the great city and brought his foot home
without tripping.


63 But thou,
Birth-spirit, come to thy honours for many a year — come ever brighter and
brighter still.

















VIII


To Pholoe on Marathus


1 No one can hide from
me the meaning of a lover’s nod, nor the message of gentle tones and whispered
words. Yet no lots help me, no liver with heaven’s will acquainted, nor do
birds’ notes tell me of the things to come. ’Twas Venus’ self that tied my arms
with magic knots and taught me all with many stripes.


7 Have done with
concealments. The god has fiercer fires for those that he sees have fallen to
him against their will.


9 What advantage hast
thou now in dressing the soft hair or shifting continually the arrangement of
the tresses, what in beautifying cheeks with lustrous pigment, in having the
nails pared by an artist’s cunning hand? In vain thy gowns, thy shawls are
changed, and the tight loop squeezes the feet together. ’Tis the other charms,
though she come with face untended and has spent no lingering skill on dressing
her sheeny hair.


17 Has some hag
bewitched thee with her spells, or with blanching herbs, in the silent night
hours? Incantation draws the crops from the neighbour’s field; incantation checks
the course of the angry snake; incantation seeks to draw the moon down from her
car, and would do it but for the blows on the echoing bronze.


23 Why do I complain,
alas! that spells or herbs have worked me woe? Beauty needs no aid from
sorcery. ’Tis touching the body does the harm, giving the long kiss, resting
thigh by thigh. Yet do thou for thy part see thou art not uncompliant to the
lad; Venus visits harsh deeds with punishment.


29 Ask for no
presents: these should a hoary lover give, that soft arms may warm his chilly
limbs. Gold is less precious than a lad whose face is bright and smooth, with
no rough beard to rasp caresses. Under his shoulder place thy radiant arms, and
thus look down on all the treasures of a king. Venus will find a way for stealthy
commerce with the lad while he quivers, and would draw your tender bosoms ever
closer, for giving wet kisses with quickened breath and struggling tongue and
printing the teeth’s marks on the neck. No stone or pearls will give her joy
who sleeps alone and chill, and to no man is desirable.


41 Ah, too late we
call back love and youth when hoary eld has bleached the aged head. Then looks
are studied. The hair is stained to disguise our years with dye from the nut’s
green husk. Then we task ourselves to pluck up the white hairs by the root and
to carry home a face transformed, with the old skin gone. But do thou while thy
life is still in its flowering springtide see that thou use it. Not slow are
its feet as it glides away.


49 Nor torture
Marathus. What glory is there in discomfiting a boy? Be hard, my lass, to the
effete old. Spare the tender shoot, I pray. Naught ails him gravely; ’tis from
excess of passion comes the yellow stain upon his skin. See again, poor wretch,
how often he heaps his piteous reproaches on the absent and all around is
flooded with his tears.


55 “Why dost thou
slight me?” he complains. “The watch might have been baffled. Heaven itself
gives the lovesick skill to cozen. I know the secret ways of love, how the
breath may be taken gently, and how kisses may be snatched and make no sound. I
can steal up e’en in the dead of night, and unseen unbar the door without a
sound. But what do arts avail if the girl spurn the hapless swain and, cruel,
fly from the very couch of love? Then again when she promises and suddenly
plays false, I must wake through a night of many woes. While I fondly think
that she will come to me, in every stir I hear her footfall sounding.”


67 Shed tears no more,
lad. Her heart is stone, and thy eyes are already worn and swelled with
weeping. The gods, I warn thee, Pholoe, abhor disdain. ‘Twill be vain to offer
incense to their holy fires. This is the Marathus that once made mock of
wretched lovers, unwitting that behind him stood the god of vengeance. Often,
too, we have heard, he laughed at the tears of anguish and kept a lover waiting
with pretences for delay. Now he abhors all coyness; now he hates every door
that is bolted fast against him. But for thee, girl, unless thou cease to be
proud, there is punishment in store. Then how wilt thou long that prayers might
bring thee back to-day!

















IX


To Marathus


1 WHY, if thou wast to
wrong my helpless love, didst thou pledge thy faith to me before the gods but
to break it privily? Unhappy! even if at first we hide the perjury, yet in the
end comes Punishment on noiseless feet. Still spare him, powers above. ’Tis not
unjust if for one sin against your
godhead beauty should pay no forfeit.


7 ’Tis in quest of
gain the countryman yokes his bulls to his good plough and plies his hard work
on the land; it is gain that the swaying ships pursue when the sure stars guide
them through seas that the winds control. And by gifts has my lad been
captured. But may God turn them to ashes and running water.


13 Ere long he will
make me full amends; his comeliness will be lost amid the dust and the winds
that roughen his hair; his face, his curls will be burned by the sun, and long
travel will disable his tender feet.


17 How many times have
I warned him: “Let not gold sully beauty; under gold there often lurks a
multitude of ills. Whosoever has let wealth tempt him to outrage love, with him
is Venus fierce and obdurate. Rather burn my head with fire, stab my body with
steel, and cut my back with the twisted scourge. And have no hope of
concealment when thou art planning wrong. God knows of it, and lets no
treachery stay hid. God himself has set [wine] within the reach of a
tongue-tied servant, that with much strong drink his speech might How free. Heaven
itself has bidden the lips that slumber had sealed to open and to speak
unwillingly of deeds that should have lain in the dark.”


29 So used I to say to
thee. Now I am ashamed that I wept as I spoke, that I fell at thy tender feet.
Then thou wouldst swear to me that for no weight of precious gold or for pearls
wouldst thou sell thy faith, nay, not if Campania’s land were given thee as the
price, or Falernum’s fields that Bacchus tends. Such words could have robbed me
of my certainty that stars shine in skies and that rivers run downward. Nay,
more, thou wouldst weep; but I unversed in deceit would ever fondly wipe the
water from thy cheeks.


39 What should I have
done hadst thou not thyself been in love with a maid? May she be fickle — fickle,
I pray, taking pattern by thee. Oh, how oft in the late night, that none should
be privy to thy wooing, did I myself attend thee with the light in my hand!
Often, when thou didst not hope for her, she came through my good offices, and
stood hid, a veiled figure, behind the fast shut door. Then, poor wretch, was
my undoing; I fondly trusted to Love: I might have been warier of thy snares.
Nay, in my craze of mind I made verses in thy honour; but now I am ashamed for
myself and the Muses. May the Fire-god shrivel those verses with devouring
flame, or the river wash them out in its running waters. Go thou far hence
whose aim is to sell thy beauty and to return with a great wage filling thy
hand.


53 And thou who durst
corrupt the boy with thy gifts, may thy wife unpunished make a constant jest of
thee by her intrigues; and when the gallant is spent with her furtive
dalliance, let her lie by thee lax with the coverlet between. Let there be
always stranger tracks upon thy bed, and thy house be always free and open to
the amorous. Nor let it be said that her wanton sister can drain more cups or
exhaust more gallants. She, folk say, prolongs her wine-bibbing revels till the
wheels of the Light-bringer rise to summon forth the day. Than she could none
lay out the night hours better, or arrange the different modes of love.


65 But thy spouse has
learned it all, and yet thou, poor fool, dost notice naught when she moves her
limbs with an unaccustomed art. Dost thou think that it is for thee that she
arranges her hair and through her fine tresses passes the close-toothed comb?
Is it thy beauty prompts her to clasp
gold on her arms and come forth arrayed in Tyrian drapery? Not thee, but a
certain youth would she have find her charming. For him she would consign to
ruin thee and all thy house. Nor does she this out of depravity; but the dainty
girl shrinks from limbs that gout disfigures and an old man’s arms.


75 Yet by him has my
own lad lain. I could believe that he would mate with a savage beast. Didst
thou dare, mad youth, to sell caresses that belonged to me and to take to
others the kisses that were mine? Thou wilt weep, then, when another lad has
made me his captive and shall proudly reign in thy realm.


81 In that hour of thy
punishment I shall rejoice, and a golden palm-branch shall be put up to Venus
for her goodness, with this record of my fortunes:



 

TIBULLUS
WHOM FROM TREACHEROUS LOVE, GODDESS, THOU DIDST UNBIND OFFERS THEE THIS AND
BEGS THEE KEEP FOR HIM A THANKFUL MIND.

















X


Against War


1 WHO was the first
discoverer of the horrible sword? How savage was he and literally iron! Then
slaughter and battles were born into the world of men: then to grisly death a
shorter road was opened.


5 But perhaps, poor
wretch, he is to blame in nothing, but we turn to our mischief what he gave us
to use against the savage wild beast. This is the curse of precious gold; nor
were there wars when the cup of beech wood stood beside men’s food. There were
no citadels, no palisades, and void of care the flock’s commander courted sleep
with his sheep of divers hue around him.


11 In that age would I
have lived nor known grim warfare or heard the trumpet-call with beating heart.
Now am I dragged to war; and some foeman, maybe, already bears the weapon that
is to be buried in my side.


15 Yet save me, Lares
of my fathers! Ye too did rear me when I ran, a little child, before your feet.
And feel it not a shame that ye are made of but an ancient tree-stock. Such
were ye when ye dwelt in the home of my grandsire long ago. Then faith was
better kept, when a wooden god stood poorly garbed in a harrow shrine. His favour
was won when a man had offered a bunch of grapes as first fruits, or laid the
spiky garland on the holy hair. And one who had gained his prayer would with
his own hands bring the honey-cake, his little daughter following with the pure
honeycomb in hers.


25 O Lares, turn the
bronze javelins away from me [and as thankoffering for my safe return shall
fall...] and a hog from the full sty, a farmer’s victim. With it will I follow
in clean apparel, and bear the basket bound with myrtle, even as the myrtle
binds my hair. Thus may I find favour in your eyes. Let another be stout in war
and, Mars to aid him, lay the hostile chieftains low, that, while I drink, he
may tell me of his feats in fighting and draw the camp in wine upon the table.


33 What madness is it
to call black Death to us by warfare! It is ever close upon us: it comes unseen
on silent feet. Below there are neither corn-lands nor well-kept vineyards;
only wild Cerberus and the ill-favoured mariner of the stream of Styx. There
wanders a sallow throng beside the dusky pools with eyeless sockets and
fire-ravaged hair.


39 Nay, the hero is he
whom, when his children are begotten, old age’s torpor overtakes in his humble
cottage. He follows his sheep, his son the lambs, while the good wife heats the
water for his weary limbs. So let me live till the white hairs glisten on my
head and I tell in old man’s fashion of the days gone by. Let Peace in the
meantime tend our fields. Bright Peace first led the oxen under curved yoke to
plough. Peace made the vine plants grow and stored the grape juice that from
the father’s jars might pour wine for the son. In peace shine hoe and
ploughshare; but the grisly arms of the rugged soldier rust preys on in the
dark.


51 Then the yeoman
drives back from the grove, himself half sober, with wife and offspring in his
wain.


53 Then love’s war
rages hotly; and women lament that hair is torn and doors are broken. The fair
weeps for the buffets on her tender cheek; but the conqueror weeps too that his
mad hands were so strong; while freakish Love feeds the feud with bitter
speeches, and sits in unconcern between the angry pair. Ah, he is stone and
iron who would beat his lass: this is to drag the gods down from the sky. Be it
enough to tear the light robe from her limbs, and to disorder the fair
arrangement of her hair: enough to cause her tears to flow. Thrice happy he
whose anger can make a soft lass weep! But he whose hands are cruel should
carry shield and stake and keep afar from gentle Venus.


67 Then come to us,
gracious Peace; grasp the cornspike in thy hand, and from the bosom of thy
white robe let fruits pour out before thee.
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I


The Country Festival


1 ALL present hush. We
purify the crops and lands in the fashion handed down from our ancestors of
old. Come to us, Bacchus, with the sweet grape cluster hanging from thy horns,
and, Ceres, wreathe thy temples with the corn-ears.


5 Upon this holy day
let earth, let ploughman rest. Hang up the share and let the heavy labour
cease. Loose from the yokes their straps; now by the well-filled manger must
the oxen stand with garlands round their heads. Let all things be at the
service of the god; let no spinner choose to set her hand to the task of wool.
Ye too I bid stand far away — let none be nigh the altar to whom Love’s goddess
gave her pleasures yesternight. The powers above ask purity. Clean be the
raiment that ye come in, and clean the hands to take the waters from the
spring. Mark how to the shining altar goes the holy lamb, and behind the white
procession; the olive binds their hair.


17 Gods of our sires,
we cleanse the farms, we cleanse the farming folk. Do ye outside our boundaries
drive all evil things. Let not our sown fields mock the reaping with defaulting
blade. Let not our slow lambs fear the swifter wolves. Then the sleek rustic,
full of trust in his teeming fields, will heap huge logs upon his blazing
hearth; and a young troop of home-born slaves, fair signs that show a lusty
yeoman, will play about and build them huts of sticks before the fire. My
prayers are heard. See in the favouring entrails how the liver-markings bear a
message that the gods are gracious.


27 Now from the old
bin bring me out the smoked Falernians and loose the bands of the Chian jar.
Let drinking be the order of the day. Now we keep holiday, and to be tipsy is
no shame, nor to carry ill our unsteady feet. But let each one, as he drinks,
cry, “Health to Messalla!” and in every utterance be the name of the absent
heard.


33 Messalla, now the
talk of all for thy triumph over the race of Aquitaine, whose victories cover
thy unshorn ancestors with glory, hither come and breathe upon me while with my
song I pay thanksgiving to the powers that tend the fields.


37 I sing the country
and the country’s gods. They were the guides when man first ceased to chase his
hunger with the acorns from the oak. They taught him first to put the planks
together and cover his humble dwelling with green leaves. They too, ’tis told,
trained bulls to be his slaves, and placed the wheel beneath the wain. Then
savage habits passed away; then was the fruit-tree planted, and the thriving
garden drank the water from the rills. Then the golden grapes gave up their
juices to the trampling feet, and sober water was mixed with cheering wine. From
the country comes our harvest, when in heaven’s glowing beat the earth is
yearly shorn of her shock of yellow hair. Through the country flits the bee in
spring-time, heaping the hive with flowers in her zeal to fill the combs with
the honey sweet.


51 Then first the
countryman, sated with ploughing without cease, sang rustic words in time and
tune; and, full of meat, first composed a song on the dry oat-pipes to chaunt
before the gods that his hands had dressed. And, Bacchus, it was a countryman
that first dyed his skin with red vermilion and wound through the dance with
unpractised art. It was he too that, offering from all his fold a gift to tell
about, the lie-goat, leader of the flock, gained increase for his scanty
wealth.


59 In the country the
lad first made a circlet from the flowers of spring and placed it on the
ancient Lares’ head. Of the country too is the sheep that will ere long make
trouble for gentle girls with the soft fleece it wears upon its glistening
back. Thence comes the toil of women’s hands, the weighed wool and the distaff,
and the spindle that twists its work ‘twixt thumb and finger; and weaving women
in unremitting service to Minerva sing while the loom clatters as the clay
weights swing.


67 Desire too himself,
they say, was born amid the fields, amid the cattle and the unbridled mares.
There first he practised with prentice bow. Ah, me! what expert hands has he
now! Nor are beasts his mark as heretofore. His joy is to pierce maids’ hearts
and make the bold man bite the dust. He strips the young of their wealth; the
old he forces to shameful speech at the threshold of an angry fair. He guides
the girl who stealthily steps by prostrate watchers and comes alone to her
lover in the night, high strung with fear, her feet feeling her path before her
while her hand is advanced to find passage through the dark.


79 Ah, wretched they
upon whom our god bears hardly; and happy is he on whom Love in his
graciousness breathes gently. Come to our festal cheer, holy lord. But,
prithee, lay aside thy arrows, and far from us put away thy burning torch.


83 Do ye chaunt the
god whom all adore, and loudly call him for your herd. Let each one call him
for the herd aloud, but in a whisper for himself. Or aloud too for himself: for
the merriment of the throng and the bent pipe’s Phrygian note will drown the
prayer. So take your sport. Now Night is yoking her team; and on their mother’s
car follow the golden Stars, a capering troupe, while behind comes Sleep the
silent, enwrapped in dusky wings, and black Visions of the night with wavering
steps.

















II


To Cornutus on his Birthday


1 Let naught but good
words pass our lips: the Birth-sprite cometh to the altar. Whoso art with us,
man or woman, peace! Let its fire burn the holy incense, burn the spices which
the soft Arabian sends us from his wealthy land. Let the Genius come to view
the offering to himself. Soft garlands must deck his hallowed locks; his
temples must drop with spikenard pure; he must be filled with honey-cake and
tipsy with neat wine. And to whatsoever thou askest, Cornutus, must he bow assent.
See, quick! Why laggest thou? He bows, and thou must ask. I divine that thou
wilt pray for thy wife’s true love: by now methinks the gods have learnt this
well. Thou wouldst not have rather for thine own all the fields in the whole
world that stout yeomen plough with sturdy steers, nor for thine own all pearls
soever that grow for India the blest by the red waters of the Eastern sea.


17 ’Tis done as thou
dost pray. See, on rustling wings Love flies to thy side with yellow bands to
bind thy spouse — bands never to be loosed till dragging age bring wrinkles to
her brow and bleach her hair. May the sign come true, Birth-spirit, and bring
them offspring, and may a troop of younglings play before thy feet.

















III


Nemesis is taken to the Country


1 IN country and
farmhouse bides my girl, Cornutus. Ah, me! he is iron who can stay in town.
Venus herself has moved into the spreading fields and Love is learning the
rustic speech of ploughmen. Oh, when I looked upon my mistress, how stoutly
there with my sturdy hoe would I turn the fertile soil and follow the curved
plough as a tiller of the fields, while the barren oxen forced the clods up for
the sowing! Nor would I murmur that the sun burned my slender limbs or that
broken blisters hurt my delicate hands.


11 Apollo, too, the
beautiful, fed the bulls of Admetus; nor did his lute and hair unshorn avail
him aught, nor could he cure his trouble by healthgiving herbs. Love had
triumphed o’er all resources of the healer’s art. The god became accustomed to
drive the kine from the byre, [’tis said]... and taught the way of mixing
rennet with new milk, and the milky stream curdled at its touch. Then was the
cheese-basket woven from the bulrushes’ light stems, and here and there through
their interlacings a passage left for the whey. Oh, how often as he went
through the fields, a calf in his arms, do they say, his sister met him and
blushed! Oh, how often, while he was singing deep in the valley, did the kine
with their lowings rudely break in on the artistic verse! Often did chiefs seek
oracles from him in times of trouble and the company go home in disappointment
from his temple. Often did Latona grieve for the unkemptness of the sacred hair
which before had been a marvel to his stepmother herself. Whoever had seen his
head undecked and hair all loose would have asked indeed where were the locks
of Phoebus. Where, Phoebus, is thy Delos now, and where thy Delphian Pytho?
Why, Love bids thee house in a humble cot.


29 Happy the men of
olden days, when they tell that gods eternal were not ashamed to be the open
slaves of passion. Now is he the talk of all. But one that loves his girl would
liefer be the talk of all than a god without a love.


32 And thou, whosoever
thou art, whom frowning Love now bids make warfare in my house...


35 It is not love but
booty that this iron age applauds. Yet booty is concerned in a multitude of
ills. Booty buckles the armour of strife on the raging hosts; hence bloodshed
comes, hence slaughter, and death approaches nigher than before. Booty bade men
double the perils on the surging deep when it fitted the beaks of war to the
rocking ships. ’Tis the freebooter who longs to seize upon the measureless
plains, that on many an acre he may graze his countless sheep. His fancy turns
to foreign marbles, and through the quaking city his column is carried by a
thousand sturdy teams. For him the mole confines the tameless sea, that
unconcerned inside the fish may reck naught of the storm that blusters near.
But in my feast’s happy course let
there be only the pottery of Samos or the slippery clay that Cumae’s wheels
have shaped.


49 Alas! I see that
maidens’ hearts are set upon the rich. Then come booty, if Love desires wealth,
that my Nemesis may float in finery and step it through the city, in bravery a
gift from me! Let her wear the gossamer robe which some woman of Cos has woven
and laid it out in golden tracks. Let hers be the dusky pages that India
scorches and the Sun’s fire tans as he drives so near. Let the lands vie to
give her their choicest dyes, Afric the crimson and Tyre the purple.


59 What I say all
know. That very man has now a kingdom who on the barbarians’ platform has oft
been forced to move his gypsumed feet.


61 For thee, cruel
field, that drawest Nemesis away from town, may Earth fail utterly to pay the
grain she owes thee. And thou, soft Bacchus, planter of the pleasant
grape-vine, do thou too, Bacchus, leave the vats that we have cursed. No one
may bury fair maids ‘mid dreary fields without a punishment. Thy new wine,
Sire, is not worth this price. Oh, let the corn go, so there are no lasses in
the country; let acorns be our fare and water our drink in the olden way.
Acorns were the food of the ancients, and they had love always wherever they
were. What hurt to them if they had no furrows sown with seed?


71 Then to those on
whom Love’s god breathed kindly did gentle Venus bring open pleasures in the
shady vales. No watchers were there, nor door to close against the anguished.
If it be not wrong, old custom, I pray thee to return. [Then... and let] rough
limbs be clad in shaggy raiment. Now, if my love is under bolt and bar, it but
seldom I can see her, poor wretch, what comfort is there in a flowing toga?
Take me away; I will plough the fields at a mistress’s command. From chains and
stripes my body shall not shrink.

















IV


Female Covetousness. To Nemesis


1 HERE see I slavery
and mistress waiting for me. Now, ancient freedom of my fathers, fare thee
well. Yea, harsh slavery is my lot — chains to hold me and Love that never
slackens the wretched prisoner’s bonds, and burns me whether I have deserved to
suffer or have done no wrong. Ah, how I burn! Take the torch away, thou cruel
girl.


7 Oh, not to feel such
pangs as these, would I were rather a stone on the bleak hills or cliff exposed
to the frenzy of the winds on which beats the shipwrecking wave of the desolate
sea. Now bitter is the day and bitterer still the shades of night, for every
moment is steeped in acrid gall.


13 Nor doth elegy help
or Apollo, inspirer of my song. Her hollowed palm is ever stretched out for
gold. Away, ye Muses, if ye have no aid for the lover; I court you not that I
may sing of wars. Nor tell I of the goings of the Sun, nor how when she has
accomplished her circuit the Moon wheels her horses and returns. Easy access to
my lady is all I seek by song. Off with ye, Muses, if the song is of no avail.


21 Yet by crime and
slaughter must I get gifts, that I may not lie lamenting before closed doors.
Or I must seize the ornaments that hang in holy temples. But Venus must I
pillage first. ’Tis she that prompts the evil deed, ’tis she that gives me a
grasping mistress; so let her feel my sacrilegious hands.


27 Ah, ruin to all who
gather the emeralds green or with Tyrian purple dye the snowy sheepskin. The
stuffs of Cos and the bright pearl from out of the red seas sow greed in
lasses. ’Tis these have made them evil. From these hath the door learned to
feel the key, and the dog been set to guard the threshold. But if thou comest
with a great fee, keys are no hindrance, and the very dog is mute. Ah, that god
who gave beauty to the covetous girl, what a pearl did he bring to a herd of
mischiefs! From this comes the noise of weeping and of bickering. This, in
brief, is the cause that Love now roams the earth dishonoured.


39 But thou, that dost
shut out lovers whom gold has vanquished, may wind and fire sweep off the
wealth that thou hast gained. Nay, may the young then see thy house ablaze, and
none bestir himself to put water on the fire. Or, if ’tis death that comes to
thee, let there be none to mourn thee or come with offering to thy woful
burial. But she that has been kind and free from greed, though she live a
hundred years, shall be wept by the burning pyre. And some aged man in homage
to his ancient love will yearly place a garland on her mounded tomb, and, as he
goes, will say: “Sleep well and peacefully, and above thy untroubled ashes let
the earth be light.”


51 ’Tis a true
warning; but of what help is the truth to me? I must ply my love as she
ordains. Yea, if she bid me sell the home of my forefathers, then, gods of the
household, ye must stoop to be labelled at her word. All Circe’s, all Medea’s
potions, all the herbs that the land of Thessaly bears, even the hippomanes
which drips from the yearning mare when Venus breathes passion into unbridled
herds, yea, a thousand herbs beside may my Nemesis mingle in the draught, and,
so she look kindly on me, I will drink.

















V


The Installation of Messalinus


1 BE gracious,
Phoebus; a new priest sets foot within thy temple. Hither I bid thee come with
lyre and song. Now, I prithee, let thy fingers sweep the singing strings; now
tune thy song to a loyal paean. And while they heap the altar, come to thy
rites thyself, thy brows encircled with triumphal bay. Come bright and
beautiful; now don thy treasured raiment; now duly comb thy flowing locks. Be
as men tell thou wast when, Saturn driven from his throne, thou sangest a paean
for victorious Jove.


11 Thou seest from
afar the things to come. The augur whose soul is given up to thee knows well
what means the note of the bird that foresees what is to be. ’Tis thou dost
guide the lots; through thee divines the reader of the inward parts, whensoever
a god has set his marks on the glistening entrails.


15 With thee her
guide, the Sibyl who sings Fate’s hidden will in six-foot measure hath never
played the Romans false. Phoebus, grant leave to Messalinus to touch the
seeress’ holy scroll, and teach him thyself the meaning of her strains.


19’Twas she
that gave responses to Aeneas after the hour when, as story tells, he bore away
in his arms his sire and household gods, never dreaming that a Rome would be,
when from the deep he turned his eyes in sorrow on Ilion and its gods ablaze.


23 (Not yet had
Romulus traced the walls of the Eternal City wherein was no abiding for his
brother Remus. But still on a grassy Palatine browsed the kine, and lowly
cabins stood upon the heights of Jove. There drenched with milk, was Pan
beneath the holm-oak’s shade, and Pales shaped from wood by rustic knife; and
on the tree, in quittance of the roving shepherd’s vow, the prattling pipe hung
sacred to the woodland god — the pipe with its ever-dwindling rows of reeds, “whose
wax joins stalks each lesser than the last. But where now spreads the quarter
of Velabrum, a small skiff stirred the waters as it plied across the shallows.
There oft a lass who would please some rich keeper of a herd was ferried on
holidays to her swain, and with her came back the gifts of a thriving farm,
cheese and the white lamb of a snowy ewe.)


39 “Aeneas
never-resting, brother of Cupid ever on the wing, whose exiled barks carry the
holy things of Troy, now doth Jove allot to thee the fields of Laurentum, now
doth a hospitable land invite thy wandering gods. There shall divinity be thine
when Numicius’ ever-worshipped waters pass thee to heaven, a god of the
native-born. See, o’er the weary ships is Victory hovering. At last the haughty
goddess comes to the men of Troy. Lo, I see the fire blaze from the Rutule
camp. Now, savage Turnus, I foretell thy fall. Before my eyes is Laurentum’s
fortress and Lavinium’s wall, and Long Alba, which Ascanius leads his host to
found. Now thee too, Ilia, priestess whom Mars is to find fair, I see departed
from the Vestal hearth. I see thy secret bridal, thy snood cast upon the
ground, and, left upon the banks, the arms of the eager god. Now, while ye may,
bulls, crop the grass of the Seven Hills. Ere long this will be a great city’s
site. Thy nation, Rome, is fated to rule the earth wherever Ceres looks from
heaven upon the fields she tends, both where the gates of dawn are opened and
where in tossing waters the Ocean river bathes the Sun-god’s panting team. Then
shall old Troy be a marvel to herself, and own that in this far journey ye did
well for her. ’Tis truth I sing; so may I ever eat the holy bay unharmed and
everlasting maidenhood be mine.”


65 So sang the
seeress, and called thee to her, Phoebus, and tossed before her face her
streaming hair.


67 All that Amalthea,
all that Herophile of Marpessos foretold, all the warnings of Grecian Phyto and
hers of Tibur who carried her holy scrolls of destiny through the stream of
Anio and in dry bosom bore them home.... These told that a comet should appear,
the evil sign of war, and how that thick on earth should fall the stony shower.
And they say that trumpets and the clash of arms were heard in heaven, and
sacred groves rang with the coming rout. From the images of the gods poured the
warm tears; and kine found tongue and spake of the coming doom. Yea, from the
very Sun ebbed the light, and the clouded year saw him yoke dim horses to his
car.


79 So was it once; but
thou, Apollo, kind at last, whelm monstrous things beneath the savage deep. Let
the bay crackle loud as it kindles in the holy flames, an omen telling that the
season shall be blest and holy. When the bay has given propitious sign,
rejoice, ye farmers: Ceres will fill with ears your straining barns. And
smeared with must the countryman will stamp above the grapes till the great
tanks and butts can hold no more. And drenched in wine the shepherd will chaunt
the feast of Pales, the shepherd’s holiday. Ye wolves, be ye then far from the
fold. Full of drink, he will fire the light straw heaps in the appointed way,
and leap across the sacred flames. Then shall his dame bear offspring, and the
child take hold of his father’s ears to snatch the kiss; nor shall the
grandsire find it irksome to watch by his little grandson’s side, nor, for all
his years, to lisp in prattle with the child.


95 Then in the god’s
service the folk shall recline upon the grass where fall the flickering shadows
of some ancient tree, or of their garments spread out canopies and tie them up
with garlands, wreaths also round the goblets where they stand. Then each for
himself will pile high the feast and festal board, cut sods the table and cut
sods the couch. Here the tipsy lad will heap curses on his lass, such as
erelong he will hope and pray may turn to naught. Aye, he who is now so savage
with his dear will weep when he is sober, and swear that his wits had gone astray.


105 Phoebus, by thy
good leave, let bows and arrows perish, so Love may rove unarmed upon the
earth. ’Tis an honest craft; but since Cupid took to carrying arrows, how many,
ah me, has that honest craft made smart! And me beyond the rest. For a year
have I been afflicted from his stroke, and, siding with my malady (for the pain
itself is pleasure), I sing unceasingly of Nemesis, apart from whom no verse of
mine can find its words or proper feet.


113 But do thou,
damsel (for guardian gods watch over poets), be warned in time, and spare thy
sacred bard, that I may tell of Messalinus when before his chariot he shall bear the conquered towns, the prize of war,
wearing the bay wreath, while his soldiery, with wild bay round their brows,
loudly chaunt the cry of triumph. Then let my dear Messalla afford the throng
the sight of a father’s love, and clap his hands as his son’s car passes by.
Phoebus, grant this; and so be thy locks for aye unshorn, and thy sister ever a
maiden pure.

















VI


To Macer


1 FOR the camp is Macer
bound. What shall become of gentle Love? Must he go with him and stoutly bear
his arms about his neck? And, weapons in hand, will he be at the gallant’s side
whether his path lie over the distant mainland or the tossing seas? Young sir,
I prithee, brand the rebel that has left thy haunts of peace: call back the
truant to thy banners.


7 But if thou art
merciful to soldiers, here is one will be a soldier too, and bring himself
refreshing water in his helm. I am off to the camp. Farewell to Love, farewell
to lasses. I too am stout of limb; in my ears too the trumpet’s note is sweet.


11 Brave is my speech;
but when I have uttered the brave bravado, the shutting of a door strikes the
bold words from my lips. How often have I sworn that to its threshold I would
return no more! For all’ my valiant swearing, my foot comes back itself. Fierce
Love, oh, if this could be, I would see thine arms destroyed, the arrows broken
and the torches quenched. Thou rackest me with anguish: thou forcest me to’curse
myself and in impious speech to vent the frenzy of my soul. Ere now I would
have ended my miseries in death; but fond Hope keeps the spark alive,
whispering ever that to-morrow things will mend.


21 ’Tis Hope sustains
the farmer; to ploughed furrows Hope entrusts the seed for fields to render
back with heavy usury. She takes the fowl in noose, the fish with rod, the
slender hook first hidden by the bait. Hope comforts, too, the slave whom stout
fetters bind. The iron clanks upon his legs, but still he sings at his task.
Hope promises me that Nemesis shall be kind; but she says Nay. Ah me! worst not
the goddess, cruel girl.


29 Mercy, I pray thee,
by the bones of thy sister, dead before her time; so may the child sleep well
beneath the gentle earth. For me she is divine; to her tomb I will bring
offerings and garlands wetted with my tears. To her grave will I fly and,
sitting suppliant there, bewail my fate to her silent dust. Not forever will
she bear with thee for making her votary weep. In her name I bid thee, be not cold
to me, lest the slighted spirit send thee evil dreams and in thy slumbers thy
mournful sister stand before thy bed, such as she was, when from the high
casement she fell headlong down and passed blood-spattered to the lakes below.
I cease, lest I stir again my lady’s bitter woe. I am not worth one cry of
grief from her.


43 Nor is it well that
tears should mar those speaking eyes. ’Tis the bawd that is my bane; the girl
herself is good. Phryne, the bawd, is killing me, alas, as stealthily she
passes to and fro with tablets hidden in her bosom. Many times, when from the
hard threshold I recognise my mistress’s sweet voice, Phryne denies she is at
home. Often, when the night has been pledged to me, she brings message that the
girl is sick or has been affrighted by some warning. Then I die with distress,
and desperate fancy figures to itself in what and whose embraces my love is
held. Then I call curses on thee, bawd. Thy life should be full enough of
fears, if any part of what I pray is heard in heaven.

















BOOK III


ELEGIES
OF LYGDAMUS

















I


Dedication to Neaera


1 THE festal Calends
of Mars of Rome are come. This for our ancestors was the year’s dawning. And on
all sides, travelling in order due, presents are speeding this way and that
along the city’s streets and houses. Tell me, Pierian maids, with what tribute
shall I present Neaera, whether mine or, if she plays me false, dear to me
still.


7 “Poetry is the lure
for the beautiful, gold for the greedy: so let there be new verses to gladden
her as she deserves. But first let yellow parchment wrap the snow-white roll
and pumice shear its hoary locks, and letters traced to show thy name border
the high top of the fine papyrus, and let the horned knobs ‘mid both its fronts
be painted. For in such trim guise must thy work be sent.”


15 Inspirers of this
my song, I entreat ye by the shade of Castaly and the Pierian springs go to the
house, and give her the dainty book just as it is; let none of its bloom be
lost. She will send me answer if her love is still as mine, or if it is less,
or if I have fallen wholly out of her heart. And first (she has deserved it)
bestow on her an ample greeting and in subdued accents speak these words:


23 “Thy husband once,
thy brother now, sends these lines to thee, chaste Neaera, and prays thee to
accept the humble gift. He swears that thou art dearer to him than his very
marrow, whether thou wilt be his sister or his wife. Better his wife: hope of
this title shall only Dis’s wan waters take from him when his life is quenched.”

















II


Lygdamus Deprived of Neaera


1 HE who first robbed
a swain of his dear and a girl of the youth she loved was a man of iron. And he was hard too who could bear a grief
so great and live when his mate was taken. I am not stout in this? in my strain
is no such endurance. Pain makes the brave heart break. I think it no shame to
speak the truth or to own that within me there is risen loathing of a life that
has suffered so much sorrow.


9 So then when I am
changed to a phantom shade and above my white bones lies the black ashes’
covering, let Neaera come to my pyre with her long hair disordered and sadly
weep beside it. Let her come with her dear mother to share her grief, to mourn,
one for a husband, the other for a son.


15 First of all let
them address my shade and fresh departed spirit and in lustral water bathe
their hands. Then with black robes ungirdled shall they gather the white bones,
sole part remaining of my body, and when they are gathered together sprinkle
them with old wine first and next proceed to drench them with snowy milk
likewise, and after this to remove the moisture with linen cloths and place
them dry in a chamber of marble. There let the merchandise which rich Panchaia,
Eastern Araby, and rich Assyria send, and tears to my memory withal, be shed on
the same spot. Thus, when naught is left of me but bones, would I be laid to
rest.


27 But the sad cause
of my death let a legend show, and on the stone’s face which all may see let it
set out these lines:



 

HERE
LYGDAMUS IS LAID, BY GRIEVOUS PAIN AND LONGING FOR HIS LOST NEAERA SLAIN.

















III


What is Wealth to Lygdamus without Love?


1 WHAT gain is it to
have filled the heavens with vows, Neaera, and offered bland incense with
constant prayer, not that I might step out from the threshold of a marble
dwelling, observed and noted for a glorious house, or that bulls of mine might
turn the clods o’er many a rood and earth in her bounty give me great harvests,
but that through long years of life I might share my joys with thee, and that
in thine arms might drop my aged frame in the hour when my course of light was
fully run and stripped of all I was forced to voyage on the barque of Lethe?


11 What good to me
were heavy weight of precious gold or a thousand oxen cleaving my rich fields?
what good a house that rests on pillars from Phrygian quarries, or, Taenaros,
from thine, or thine, Carystos, woods within mansions mimicking the sacred
groves, or gilded cross-beams and a floor of marble? Or what the pearl shell
gathered on Erythraean shores, or wool dipped in the purple dye of Sidon, and
all besides that the world admires? Here envy lodges: the crowd is misguided in
most that it adores. Wealth lightens not the hearts and cares of men. For
Fortune rules their circumstances by ordinances of her own.


23 With thee, Neaera,
would I welcome poverty without thee I want nothing that the kings can give. O
snow-bright morn that shall give thee back to me O day that will bring me
three-and four-fold bliss!


27 But if the
unfriendly god should turn his ears away from all that I vow for that dear
return, then no kingdoms please me, nor river of Lydia charged with gold, nor
all the wealth that the earth’s round bears. Let others long for these; but let
me live in humble style, if without misgivings I may have my dear wife for my
own.


33 Be with me,
daughter of Saturn, and listen to my timid prayers, and thou too listen,
goddess of Cyprus whose chariot is thy shell. But if Fate and the dour sisters
who draw the yarn and spin the future deny returning, then let the voice of
sallow Orcus, the lord of treasures amidst sluggish waters, call me to his
desolate rivers and his black morass.

















IV


Lygdamus’ Dream


1 MAY the gods send
better fortune, nor may the dream prove true which an evil sleep brought me
yesternight. Depart from me, vain visions, take your false show away; cease to
seek credit at my cost. The warnings gods send are true, and true the warnings
of the inward parts, approved by seers of Tuscany, announcing the fate to come.
But dreams — do they sport at random in a deceiving night, filling affrighted
souls with false alarms, and, vainly fearing, do mankind seek to propitiate the
menaces of the night with offering of spelt and sputtering salt? And yet,
howsoever it be, whether they are wont to receive true warnings or to give ear
to lies of sleep, may Lucina frustrate the terrors of this night and ordain
that the innocent shall have been alarmed in vain, if neither my soul be
chargeable with ugly sin nor my tongue have wickedly profaned the holy gods.


17 Night’s car of four
black steeds had already traversed the firmament of ether and bathed its wheels
in the dark blue stream. Yet on me the god who aids the sick spirit had laid no
spell: Sleep vanishes before the house of care. At last, when Phoebus looked
out above the dawn, late slumber closed the tired sufferer’s eyes. Thereon a
youth with holy bay encircling his brow, methought, set foot within my
dwelling. Nothing more lovely than him did any age of our forerunners see, or
any house of mortal folk. Down his long neck his unshorn hair was streaming.
From his myrrh-laden tresses trickled dews of Syria. His radiance was such as
the moon, daughter of Latona, spreads before her, and over his body’s snow was
a crimson flush, such as dyes the fair cheeks and blushing face of a maid when
she is first escorted to her young husband’s home, or like white lilies which
flower-girls interweave with amaranths, or argent apples touched with autumn
red. The hem of his palla seemed to play about his ankles. For this was the
garment that covered his gleaming limbs. On his left side hung his babbling
lyre, wrought with rare skill, shining with tortoise-shell and gold. On this,
when first he came, he played with ivory quill, and cheering music sounded from
his lips. But when fingers and voice had spoken together, then to the tune of a
sweet measure he uttered these bitter words:


43 “Hail to thee,
favourite of the gods — for to a holy poet Phoebus, Bacchus, and the Pierid
maids are fitly friends. But Bacchus, offspring of Semele, and the lettered
sisters have no skill to say what future hours shall bring. But to me my Sire
has granted the power to see the laws of Fate and what shall issue in the time
to come. Wherefore hearken to what I say, no seer untrustworthy, and learn how
true are accounted the utterances of Cynthus’ god. She who is as precious to
thee as is no daughter to her mother nor maiden fair to her yearning husband,
for whom thy prayers give the powers of heaven no rest, who never lets thy day
pass without misgiving, and when Sleep has wrapped thee in his dusky robe
baffles and mocks thee with her semblances in the night, the beautiful Neaera
whom thy songs have made renowned, prefers to be the girl of another man. Her
unnatural heart pursues an alien fancy of its own, and Neaera delights not to
be a wife in a virtuous home. O cruel sex! Woman a treacherous race! Away with
her who has learned to play her husband false!


63 “But she maybe
turned: their minds are changeable: but thou must stretch thy hands to her with
much beseeching. Tyrant Love has schooled us to engage in stubborn labours,
tyrant Love to endure the lash. It is no story made for idle merriment that
once I fed the snow-white kine of Admetus. Then could I take no pleasure in the
lyre’s loud tones nor my voice sing back in accord to its strings, but on the
unstopped reeds I practised, I, Latona’s son and Jove’s. Young sir, thou
knowest not what is love if thou dost shrink to bear with a cruel mistress and
ungentle wife. So doubt not to use the gentle arts of complaining: soft
pleadings make the hard heart melt. If oracles in holy temples utter truth,
then give her this message in my name: This is the mate that the Delian himself
awards to thee. Happy in him, cease to desire another man.”


81 He said, and from
my limbs slipped off the lethargy of sleep. Ah, may I never live to see such
woe! I could not think that thou hast hopes thus crossing hopes, or that sin so
great is harboured in thy breast. For thou wast not sprung from the waste sea’s
fields, or from Chimaera rolling flames from savage jaws, or from the dog with
three tongues and a triple head and back by a snaky troop encircled, or Scylla
with a girdle of hounds about her woman’s body. No cruel lioness conceived and
bore thee, nor the barbarous land of Scythia or the fearful Syrtis, but a humane
home where the ungentle might not dwell and a mother far kinder than all her
sex, and a sire than whom is none more lovable.


95 May a god turn this
cruel dream to good, or bid the hot South Wind carry it away without
fulfilment!

















V


Lygdamus Sick to his Friends


1 YE, my friends, stay
by the stream that flows from Etruscan source, stream not to be approached in
the Dog-star’s heat, but now second only to the holy waters of Baiae when the
ground loosens in bright-hued spring. But I have warning from Persephone that
the black hour is nigh.


6 Harm me not,
goddess; I am young and have done no wrong. I have not sought in recklessness
to make known the rites of the goddess whom folk call Good, which no male must
profane. My hand has infused no deadly juices in men’s cups or pounded poison
for the lips of any one. Nor have I sacrilegiously set fire to temples, nor is
my conscience vexed by horrid crime, nor from the pent-up bitterness of a
frantic soul have I let my blaspheming tongue wag in the very face of heaven.


15 Neither as yet has
my black hair been harmed by grey, nor bowed age come to me on halting feet. My
parents first beheld my birthday when both the consuls fell by the self-same
fate. What gain is it to rob a vine of growing grapes or to pluck the fruit
just formed with brutal hand? Spare me, ye gods in whose sway are the wan
waters and the stern realms, allotted to you third. Let the hour be far off
when my eyes shall see the Elysian plains, the barque of Lethe, and the
Cimmerian pools, when my cheeks are sallow with wrinkled age and the old man
tells the boys of the days gone by.


27 And would it were
no real fever, but some vain alarm! But for thrice five days their strength has
left my limbs.


29 But ye, my friends,
resort to the haunts of Tuscan water sprites, and the stream parts lightly to
the strokes of your leisurely arms. May ye live happy and with thoughts of me,
whether I am here or destiny choose that I be no more. Meantime do ye promise
black sheep to Dis and cups of snow-white milk mingled with wine

















VI


Lygdamus at the Feast


1 FAIR Liber, come to
me; so mayst thou ever have thy mystic vine, so bear the ivy bound about thy
brows. And do thou take away my pain with healing chalice. Oft has Love fallen,
vanquished by thy bounty. Dear lad, let the cups be flooded with noble wine;
slant the hand that pours out our Falernian.


7 Go, far away go,
toils and troubles, heartless tribe. Here let the Delian shine with his birds
of snow. Only, dear friends, ye must approve my project, and none refuse his
company if I lead the way. Or if any shrinks from wine’s gentle bouts, let his
dear lass play him false with covert treachery. Our god softens the heart, he
crushes the proud spirits and sends them under the strict yoke of a mistress.
He vanquishes the Armenian tiger and the tawny lioness and puts a tame heart in
the tameless. These things, and greater, can Love do. But do ye call for the
gifts of Bacchus. For which of you have chill draughts charms?


19 A mate and equal,
with no front of menace, doth Liber show himself to such as pay their court to
him and joyous wine at once; while without bound or measure runs his wrath
against the austere. Whoso fears a mighty god in anger, let him drink. For such
what chastisement he threatens, what and how great the threatener the bloody
quarry of the Theban mother shows us well. But far from us be this terror; let her feel all the anger of an outraged
god. Ah, what is this mad prayer? May the winds and clouds of heaven bear off
and scatter all ways the reckless wish! And, Neaera, though no thought of me
survives in thy breast, mayst thou be happy and thy lot be bright. But let us
devote these moments to the cheering board. After many days a cloudless one has
come.


33 Ah me! mock joys
are hard to make; ’tis hard to feign merriment when the heart is sad. Ill is it
to force a false smile to the face; ill is it when tipsy accents are heard from
the distressed. Unhappy, what is this complaining? Away, ye ugly cares! Father
Lenaeus loathes the language of sorrow. In old times, maid of Cnossos, thou
wast left alone to mourn the perjuries of Theseus’ tongue to an alien sea. So
for thee, daughter of Minos, did accomplished Catullus sing, recounting the
wicked doings of thy ingrate husband. And so I now warn you, friends. Fortunate
wilt thou be who art taught by another’s suffering to avoid thy own. Be not ye
deceived by arms flung round your necks, or cheated by a knavish tongue with
wheedling prayers. Though the beguiler swear by her eyes, by her Juno, by her
Venus, there will be no truth in her words. Jupiter laughs at the false oaths
of lovers, and bids the winds carry them off without fulfilment. Then why do I
complain so oft of the words of a faithless girl? Away from me, I pray, all
serious talk! How I could wish to pass with thee long nights of rest and spend
with thee long waking days, maid faithless, and for no fault of mine — faithless,
but, though faithless, beloved still.


57 Bacchus loves the
Naiad. Dost thou lag, my slow attendant? Let Marcian water temper our ancient
wine. If a trustless girl, in her yearning for a stranger’s arms, has fled the
entertainment of my table, shall I be sighing in distress the whole night
through? Not I. Come, boy, and without faltering pour in the bright wine. Long
ago should I have drenched my brows with nard of Syria and twined a garland in
my hair.

















VII


EULOGY OF MESSALLA


1 MESSALLA, I will
sing of thee albeit the knowledge of thy worth affrights me. Though my feeble
powers may not bear the strain, still will I make beginning: and, if my verse
fall short of thy meed of praise and I am but a poor chronicler for deeds so
great, and if none but thyself can so embroider the page with thy achievements
that what is left is not greater than what is recounted, it is enough for me to
have shown the will. And do not thou reject the humble offering. Even to
Phoebus did the Cretan bring gifts most welcome, and to Bacchus was Icarus a
host more pleasing than all besides, as stars in the clear sky witness, Erigone
and the Hound, lest a distant age deny the tale. Nay, more: Alcides, who was to
mount a god to Olympus, gladly set foot in the dwelling of Molorchus. A few
grains [of salt] appease the powers above; nor do they always claim as their
victim a bull with gilded horns. So may this humble effort prove welcome also,
that thereafter the memory may give me strength to make yet other and yet other
verses in thy honour.


18 Let another tell of
the great world’s wondrous fabric, how the Earth sank down in the measureless
Air and how the Sea streamed over the round globe; and how, where the shifting
Air strives to rise from the Earth, conjoined to it closely far and wide
undulates the fiery Ether, and how all is shut in above by the hanging
Firmament. All efforts of my muses’ daring, whether they can reach thy level or
whether (but this Hope grants not) they rise above it or they fall below (and
below it surely will they fall), I dedicate to thee; nor must a name so great
be wanting to my page. For though thou hast distinctions abundant in thy
ancient family, thy thirst for fame
is not to be sated with the renown of ancestors, nor dost thou ask what saith
the scroll beneath each mask; but thou strivest to surpass the olden honours of
thy line, thyself a greater lustre to posterity than ancestry to thee. For thy
exploits no legend underneath a name has room. Thou shalt have great rolls of
immortal verse; and, in eagerness to write thy praises, all will assemble who
compose in rhythm, whether bound or free. They will strive who shall be first.
May I be the conqueror among them all, that I may write my name above the great
story of those deeds.


39 For who doth
greater things than thou, whether in camp or forum? Yet neither here nor there
hast thou either greater or lesser praise. Just as when a true pair of scales
is loaded with equal weights — one that, so often as it has to carry a
balancing load on either side, wavers unsteadily with each pan lower in turn — it
sinks no more on this side than it rises on that.


45 For whether it be
the fickle populace roaring in division, there will be none to appease it like
thee; or be it an angry juror to be soothed, thy words will avail to make him
mild. Neither Pylos nor Ithaca can claim to have had sons as great in Nestor or
in Ulysses, high ornament of a humble town, though the old man lived on while
Titan ran for three lifetimes through his cycle of fruit-bringing seasons, and
the other roved fearlessly through unknown cities where Earth is shut in by
Ocean’s bounding waves. He faced the bands of Cicones in fight and drave them
back. The Lotus could not ensnare and turn aside his course. No match for him
was Neptune’s son that dwelt on the cliffs of Aetna whose eye was ravaged when
the wine of Maron made it close. He bore the winds of Aeolus o’er the calmed
realm of Nereus. He visited the savage Laestrygonians and Antiphates, whose
lands the cool waters of renowned Artacie lave. Him only could the cup of
cunning Circe not transform, though she was the offspring of the Sun and
skilled to change man’s proper shape by herbs and spells. He came also to the
dark fastnesses of the Cimmerians, whose eyes never saw the day dawn brightly,
whether Phoebus ran above or underneath the Earth. He saw how, subjected to the
nether rule of Pluto, the gods’ great sons laid down the law for flitting shades;
and in swift-rowed ship he passed the Sirens’ coast. He sailed a strait
bordered by death on either hand; yet neither did the swoop of Scylla’s six
mouths dismay him when the monster stole out amid the waves that her wild dogs
infested, nor did raging Charybdis destroy him after her wont, whether rising
aloft in surge from the abyss or baring the sea-bed with the breach in her
waters. I should not be mute on the profaning of the pastures of the
far-travelling Sun, nor the passion and rich fields of Atlas’ daughter Calypso,
nor Phaeacia’s land, the term of his woful wandering. And whether these
adventures were encountered amid the lands we know or report has placed his
wanderings in some new world, in suffering he may be first, but thou must be
first in eloquence.


82 Again, than thou
there is none with a surer mastery of the arts of war: where should be drawn a
protecting fosse before a camp, after what fashion chevaux de frise be driven
in to stop the foe, round what spots ’tis best to draw the enclosing earthwork
where the earth throws up a gush of sweet spring water, so that approach
thereto may be easy for thy men and uphill for the enemy. How the soldiery may
be kept robust by unceasing struggles for distinction, to prove whose hand
discharges best the slow stake or the speedy arrow or the obstinate pilum
breaking all down before it; whose hand has skill to hold in the swift horse
with bridle tightened and let the reins fly free for the slow, and, changing
about, now gallop on a straight course or at pleasure make him wheel in the
circle’s narrow round; who excels in the shield-guard on right or left side as
he will, as on the one or the other quarter comes the spear’s heavy rush, or in
getting the swift sling home upon the mark. Next, as soon as the struggle of
venturous battle comes, and under confronting standards the lines prepare to
close, then thou wilt not fail in forming the order of the fight, whether it be
needful for the troops to draw into a square, so that the dressed line runs
with level front, or it be desired to sunder the battle into two several parts,
so that the army’s right may hold the left and its left the right and the
twofold hazard yield a double victory.


106 But my verses do
not stray among unproved distinctions. I sing what wars have shown. I have a
witness in the gallant soldiery of vanquished Iapydia; a witness also in the
cunning Pannonian, scattered far and wide over the icy Alps; a witness too in
the poor son of Arupium’s fields, whom whoso sees unbroken by advanced old age will
wonder less at the three lifetimes of the Pylian legend. For while the old man
accomplishes his long life’s period Titan will have brought round a hundred
fruitful years. Yet unaided he scruples not to fling his nimble limbs above the
fleet steed’s back and sit there its master, with a strong grasp on the reins. Thou
wast commander when Domator that never turned his back before stooped his free
neck to take the Roman chains.


118 Nor wilt thou rest
content with this. What is coming is greater than what has come to pass, as I
have ascertained from signs that tell the truth, which Amythaon’s Melampus
could not match. Thou hadst just donned the garb of flaming Tyrian tissue, as
the day dawned that ushers in the fruitful year, when, brighter than before,
the Sun lifted his head from the clear waves and the warring winds held their
wild gusts in check, nor did the winding rivers pursue their wonted courses.
Nay, even the whirling sea stood still, its waves at peace. And no bird is
there that glides across the airs of heaven or savage four-footed beast that
grazes in woodland thickets but gave lavish silence to thy prayers. Jupiter
himself rode in airy chariot through the void unto thy side, and left Olympus,
neighbour of the sky He gave himself with ear attentive to thy prayers, and
granted all, bowing the head that never lies; and when fire touched the altar,
its glad flare rose on high above the piled-up incense.


135 Now at the god’s
call press thou on to great achievements. Not the same triumphs should there be
for thee as others. Confronting Gaul shall not detain thee in combat close at
hand, nor the wide territory of martial Spain, nor the wild land whereon the
settlers of Thera lodged, nor that where flows the Nile or the king’s stream
Choaspes, or where the rushing Gyndes which maddened Cyrus lies parched, or the
waters of Oroatis in the plains of Aracca, nor where is the wild Araxes which
Tamyris made the boundary of her kingdom, or where the Padaean, on whose savage
tables is often spread a cannibal repast, dwells in remotest lands, the
neighbour of Phoebus, and where the Hebrus and the Tanais water the Getae and
the Magyni.


147 Why do I trifle
thus? Wherever the Ocean’s deep encompasses the earth, no land will meet thee
with opposing force. The Briton whom Roman prowess has not vanquished is
reserved for thee, and the other portion of the world, with the Sun’s path set
between. For the Earth rests on circumambient air, and into five parts is its
whole sphere distributed. And two are always ravaged by icy cold. There the
earth is buried in thick shade and no waters slip to the end of their liquid
course, but are frozen hard to thick ice and snow, since Titan there never
shows his rising orb on high. But the middle is always underneath the heat of
Phoebus, whether he moves nearer to the earth on his summer orbit or whether
swiftly he hastes to conclude the winter day. So there the earth does not rise
in ridges before the deep-driven plough, nor do the cornfields yield grain or
the lands pasture. No god tends the fields, whether Bacchus or Ceres, nor do
any animals live in those parched regions. Between it and both the frozen zones
is set a fruitful one, ours and the region that is opposite this land of ours,
attempered to likeness by the neighbouring climes that hold them in on either
side, one air destroying all the other’s power. Hence comes it that our year
turns kindly through its seasons; hence that the bull has learned to bow his
neck to the yoke and the limber vine to climb the lofty bough, and year by year
the cornfield yields its ripe fruit to its shearer, and iron ploughs the earth
and bronze the sea; yea, and towns rise high with their pile of walls. So,
then, when thy deeds shall claim their glorious triumph, thou only shalt have
the name of great in either world.


177 I am not strong
enough to advertise such glory, no, not if Phoebus himself dictate my song.
Thou hast in Valgius one that can gird himself for these great achievements:
none other comes nearer to immortal Homer. ’Tis not that toil with me leaves
leisure to be passed in indolence, albeit Fortune, as is her wont, harasses me
with her enmity. For though once I had a lofty mansion glittering with wealth,
and rows of yellow furrows, pouring treasure into barns that could not cope
with the plenteous harvests, and serried lines of cattle browsing on the hills,
enough for owner and overmuch for thief and wolf, now naught but the sense of
loss remains. For pain springs up again as Grief remembers and reminds me ever
of the bygone years.


190 But though harder
times befall and I be stripped of what is left me, my Muse will not fail to
tell of thee. Nor shall Pierian homage only be accorded thee. For thee I would
venture over the rushing billows of the sea, though the stormy friths swelled
with hostile winds; for thee I would await alone the serried squadrons’ charge
or commit this poor body to the flames of Aetna. All that I am is thine. If
thou have but a little thought of me, however small it is, if thou do but have
it, neither Lydia’s monarchy nor the renown of great Gylippus would be more to
me, nor would I choose rather to surpass the writings of the son of Meles. But
if my verse, whether all of it or less, shall be well known to thee or else but
cross thy lips, the Fates shall set no bounds to my singing of thee. Nay, more
even then when the grave has covered my bones, whether the appointed day haste
betimes to bring me a speedy end or a long life awaits me, whether a change of
shape shall make me a horse that is trained to scour the unyielding plains or I
am a bull, the pride of the slow herd, or a bird, borne on wings through the
flowing air, none the less, when lapse of ages receives me back among mankind,
will I weave verse to append to the pages I had begun to write on thee.

















VIII


SULPICIA’S
GARLAND


To Sulpicia on the First of March


1 Great Mars, it is
thy Calends, and Sulpicia is dressed for thee. Come thyself, if thou hast wit,
from heaven to see her. Venus will pardon this ; but thou, rough god, have a
care lest to thy shame thy arms drop from thy wondering hold. From her eyes,
when he would burn the gods amain, doth fierce Love kindle his torches twin.
Whatsoever she does, whithersoever she turns her steps; Grace follows her
unseen to order all aright. Hath she loosed her hair? Then flowing locks become
her. Hath she dressed it? With dressed hair she is divine. She fires the heart
if she chooses to appear in gown of Tyrian hue; she fires it if she comes in
the sheen of snowy robes. Like her, on everlasting Olympus, bounteous Vertumnus
wears a thousand garbs, and wears with grace the thousand. Of all maids only
she deserves to receive from Tyre soft wool twice drenched in costly juice,
that hers should be all that the rich Arab, tiller of the perfumed field, reaps
from his fragrant lands; yea, all the pearls that the swart Indian, hard by the
waters of the Dawn, picks from the red seas’ shores. Sing of her on the festal
Calends, ye Pierian nymphs, and thou too, Phoebus, proud of thy tortoise lyre.
This rite recurring shall be hers for many a year. No maid is worthier of the
favours of your quire.

















IX


To Cerinthus at the Chase


1 BOAR, spare the
youth I love, whether thy haunt is the plain’s fair pastures or the deep
woodland of the hills, nor think it thy part to whet thy hard tusks for the
fray. Let Love be his guard and keep him safe for me.... But the dame of Delos
draws him far away with love of venery. Oh that woods might wither and dogs be
extinct! How mad, how senseless is this whim to hurt soft hands, setting the
tinchel round the thick-clad hills! What pleasure is it to steal into the lairs
of wild beasts and to score thy white legs with the bramble’s barbs? Yet still,
Cerinthus, so I may share thy roamings, I will myself carry the twisted nets
across the fells, myself follow the tracks of the fleet deer and undo the iron
collar of the rushing hound. Then, then would forests please me when it can be
shown I have been in thy arms, my love, beside the very toils. Then, though the
wild boar come up to the nets, he shall depart unharmed lest he break the joys
of eager love. But now without me let there be no loving; but, lad, be chaste,
and lay chaste hands upon the nets as Diana’s rule enjoins, and let any she
that creeps by stealth into my place of love fall among savage wild beasts and
be torn piecemeal. But do thou leave the love of hunting to thy sire and haste
back quickly to my arms.

















X


Sulpicia Sick


1 COME hither and
drive out the tender maid’s disease, come hither, Phoebus, with thy pride of
unshorn hair. Hear me and hasten; and henceforth, Phoebus, thou shalt ne’er
regret to have laid thy healing hands upon the fair. See to it that no wasting
blight fall on the pallid form, nor disfiguring hue mark the feeble limbs. Yea,
all the mischief, all the dread things we fear, let the rushing river-waters
carry out into the main. Come, holy one, and bring with thee all essences, all
chants that ease the body’s sickness. And torture not the youth who fears that
the maid will die, and offers prayers, past counting, for his mistress.
Sometimes he prays, sometimes in grief that she is sick he utters fierce words
against the eternal gods. Put fear aside, Cerinthus. God harms not lovers. Do
thou love ever, and thy girl is safe.


No need for
weeping. Then fitlier will thy tears flow if ever she is angered with thee. But
now she is wholly thine. In the kind maid’s breast are only thoughts of thee,
and a credulous company waits in vain upon her. Phoebus, be gracious. Great
praise will be thy portion when by saving one life thou restorest two. Then
famous and jubilant wilt thou be when in grateful rivalry both pay the debt
they owe to thy holy altar. Then the company of good gods will call thee
fortunate, and each desire thy own craft for himself.

















XI


Cerinthus’ Birthday


1 THIS day that made
thee live for me, Cerinthus, shall be for me one to be hallowed always and set
among the festivals. When thou wast born, the voices of the Fates proclaimed
that now there was new slavery for woman, and bestowed proud sovereignty on
thee. I burn more fiercely than them all, but joy, Cerinthus, in the burning,
if within thy breast live fires caught from mine. May love like mine be thine,
I pray thee, by our stolen raptures, by thine eyes and thy Birth-spirit. Great
Genius, take this incense with a will, and smile upon my prayer, if only when
he thinks on me his pulse beats high. But if perchance even now he sighs for
another love, then, holy one, depart thou from that faithless altar. And,
Venus, be not thou unjust; either let both alike be bound thy slaves or lift my
shackles off. But rather let us both be bound, with a strong chain that no
coming day can loose. The lad desires the same as I, but conceals his longing
more; he is ashamed to say the words aloud. But thou, Birth-spirit, a god and
knowing all things, grant the prayer. What matter if his suit be uttered or
unspoken?

















XII


Sulpicia’s Birthday


1 JUNO of the
birthday, receive the holy piles of incense which the accomplished maid’s soft
hand now offers thee. To-day she is thine wholly; most joyfully she has decked
herself for thee, to stand before thy altar a sight for all to see. ’Tis in
thee, goddess, she bids us find the reason for this apparelling. Yet there is
one that in secret she desires to please. Then, hallowed one, be kind, and let
none pluck apart the lovers: but forge, I prithee, like fetters for the youth.
Thus shalt thou match them well. To no maid he, to no man she might fitlier be
thrall. And may no watchful guard surprise their wooings, but Love suggest a
thousand ways for his outwitting. Bow assent and come in all the sheen of
purple palla. They are making offering to thee, holy goddess, thrice with cake
and thrice with wine, and the mother eagerly enjoins upon her child what she
must pray for. But she, now mistress of herself, sues for another thing in the silence
of her heart. She burns as the altar burns with the darting flames, nor, even
though she might, would she be whole. Be grateful, Juno, so that, when the next
year comes, this love, now of long standing, may be there unchanged to meet
their prayers.

















XIII


SULPICIA


On her Love


1 AT last has come a
love which, Rumour, it would shame me more to hide than to disclose to any one.
Won over by my Muse’s prayers, Cythera’s queen has brought and placed him in my
arms. What Venus promised she hath fulfilled. Let my joys be told by all of
whom ’tis said that they have missed their own. Never would I choose to entrust
my messages to tablets under seal, that none might read my thoughts before my
lover. Nay, I love my fault, and loathe to wear a mask for rumour. Let all hear
that we have met, each worthy of the other.

















XIV


Before her Birthday


1 MY hated birthday is
at hand, to be kept all joylessly in the odious country and without Cerinthus.
What is more pleasant than the town? Would a grange be fit place for a girl, or
the chill river of Arretium and its fields? Rest now, Messalla, from thy
excessive zeal for me. Journeys, my kinsman, are oft ill-timed. They take me
away, but here I leave my soul and heart, since force forbids my living
mistress of myself.

















XV


The Journey Abandoned


1 DOST thou know that
the burden of that journey is lifted from thy girl’s heart? Now she can be at
Rome upon her birthday. Let us all, then, keep that day [with gladness], which
comes to thee this time by unexpected chance.

















XVI


Cerinthus Unfaithful


1 IT is a pleasant
thought that now in thy unconcern thou dost allow thyself so much at my
expense, that I may not trip in some unhappy fit of folly. For thee toga and
strumpet loaded with wool-basket may be worthier of thy preference than Sulpicia,
Servius’ daughter. But they are distressed in my behalf, to whom this is the
greatest cause of pain, that I may yield my place to an ignoble rival.

















XVII


From her Sick-bed


1 CERINTHUS, hast thou
any tender thought for thine own girl, now that fever racks her feeble frame?
Ah, I would not pray to triumph over the drear disease if I thought not that
thou wouldst wish it too. How should it profit me to master sickness if thou
canst bear my troubles with a heart unmoved?

















XVIII


An Apology


1 MY life, let me be
no more to thee so hot a passion as few days ago methinks I was, if in my whole
youth I have done any deed of folly of which I would own I have repented more,
than leaving thee yesternight alone, through desire to hide the fire within me.

















XIX


To his Mistress


1 No woman shall filch
thy place of love with me such our covenant when first the love-tie joined us:
Only thou dost please me; save thee no girl in the city is beauteous to my
eyes. And, oh, might I be the only one to think thee fair! Mayst thou be
unpleasing to all besides. So shall I be safe. No need for envy here; far from
me be the vaunts of the common herd; let the wise man keep his joy hushed up
within his bosom. Thus shall I live happily in forest depths where foot of man
has never worn a path. For me thou art repose from cares, light even in night’s
darkness, a throng amid the solitudes. Now, though a mistress be sent to
Tibullus from the skies, she will be sent in vain, and desire be extinguished
This I swear to thee by thy Juno’s holy power; for to me is she great above all
gods beside. What mad thing am I doing? Alas! surrendering my hostages. That
was an oath of folly. Thy fears were my gain. Now wilt thou take heart, now fan
my flames more boldly. This, alas! is the mischief brought me by my chattering
tongue. Now, do what thou wilt, I will remain thine always, nor flee from
bondage to a mistress that I know, but will sit in my chains at the altar of
holy Venus. She brands law-breakers and befriends the suppliant.

















XX


Unkind Rumour


1 RUMOUR says that my
girl is oft unfaithful. Now could I wish my ears were deaf. These charges are
not made without suffering for me. Why dost thou torture thus thy victim,
bitter Rumour? Peace!

















DOMITIUS MARSUS


On the Death of Tibullus


1 THEE too, Tibullus,
ere thy time hath Death’s unfeeling hand


Despatched to
fare by Vergil’s side to dim Elysium’s land,


That none should
be to plain of love in elegy’s soft lay


Or in heroic
numbers sweep with princes to the fray.
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TO WILLIAM COE COLLAR


HEAD
MASTER OF THE ROXBURY LATIN SCHOOL


Our old master ever
young to his old boys:


Did Mentor with his mantle thee
invest,

Or Chiron lend thee his persuasive lyre,

Or Socrates, of pedagogues the best,

Teach thee the harp-strings of a youth’s desire?

















PREFACE


Albius Tibullus
was a Roman gentleman, whose father fought on Pompey’s side. The precise dates
of his birth and death are in doubt, and what we know of his life is all in his
own poems; except that Horace condoles with him about Glycera, and Apuleius
says Delia’s real name was Plautia.


Horace paid
him this immortal compliment: (Epist. 4 bk. I).



 

 “Albi nostrorum sermonum candide judex,


 Non tu corpus eras sine pectore; Di tibi
formam,


 Di tibi divitias dederant, artemque fruendi.”



 

After his
death, Ovid wrote him a fine elegy (); and Domitius Marsus a neat epigram. The
former promised him an immortality equal to Homer’s; the latter sent him to
Elysium at Virgil’s side. These excessive eulogies are the more remarkable in
that Tibullus stood, proudly or indolently, aloof from the court. He never
flatters Augustus nor mentions his name. He scoffs at riches, glory and war,
wanting nothing but to triumph as a lover. Ovid dares to group him with the
laurelled shades of Catullus and Gallus, of whom the former had lampooned the
divine Julius and the latter had been exiled by Augustus.


But in spite
of this contemporary succès d’estime, Tibullus is clearly a minor poet.
He expresses only one aspect of his time. His few themes are oft-repeated and
in monotonous rhythms. He sings of nothing greater than his own lost loves. Yet
of Delia, Nemesis and Neaera, we learn only that all were fair, faithless and
venal. For a man whose ideal of love was life-long fidelity, he was tragically unsuccessful.


If this were
all, his verse would have perished with that of Macer and Gallus. But it is not
all. These love-poems of a private gentleman of the Augustan time, show a
delicacy of sentiment almost modern. Of the ribald curses which Catullus hurls
after his departing Lesbia, there is nothing. He throws the blame on others:
and if, just to frighten, he describes the wretched old age of the girls who
never were faithful, it is with a playful tone and hoping such bad luck will
never befall any sweet-heart of his. This delicacy and tenderness, with the
playful accent, are, perhaps, Tibullus’ distinctive charm.


His
popularity in 18th century France was very great. The current English version,
Grainger’s (1755) with its cheap verse and common-place gallantries, is a
stupid echo of the French feeling for Tibullus as an erotic poet. Much better
is the witty prose version by the elder Mirabeau, done during the Terror, in
the prison at Vincennes, and published after his release, with a ravishing
portrait of “Sophie,” surrounded by Cupids and billing doves. One of the old
Parisian editors dared to say:


“Tons ceux
qui aiment, ou qui ont jamais aimé, savent par coeur ce délicieux Tibulle.”


But it was
unjust to classify Tibullus merely as an erotic poet. The gallants of the ancien
régime were quite capable of writing their own valentines. Tibullus was
popular as a sort of Latin Rousseau. He satirized rank, riches and glory as
corrupting man’s primitive simplicity. He pled for a return to nature, to
country-side, thatched cottages, ploughed fields, flocks, harvests, vintages
and rustic holidays. He made this plea, not with an armoury of Greek learning,
such as cumber Virgil and Horace, but with an original passion. He cannot speak
of the jewelled Roman coquettes without a sigh for those happy times when
Phoebus himself tended cattle and lived on curds and whey, all for the love of
a king’s daughter.


For our own
generation Tibullus has another claim to notice. All Augustan writers express
their dread and weariness of war. But Tibullus protests as a survivor of the
lost cause. He has been, himself, a soldier-lover maddened by separation. As an
heir of the old order, he saw how vulgar and mercenary was this parvenu
imperial glory, won at the expense of lost liberties and broken hearts. War, he
says, is only the strife of robbers. Its motive is the spoils. It happens
because beautiful women want emeralds, Indian slaves and glimmering silk from
Cos. Therefore, of course, we fight. But if Neaera and her kind would eat acorns,
as of old, we could burn the navies and build cities without walls.


He was indeed
a minor poet. He does not carry forward, like Virgil, the whole heritage from
the Greeks, or rise like him to idealizing the master-passion of his own age,
that vision of a cosmopolitan world-state, centred at Rome and based upon
eternal decrees of Fate and Jove. But neither was he duped, as Virgil was, into
mistaking the blood-bought empire of the Caesars for the return of Saturn’s
reign. Sometimes a minor poet, just by reason of his aloofness from the social
trend of his time, may also escape its limitations, and sound some notes which
remain forever true to what is unchanging in the human heart. I believe
Tibullus has done so.


This
translation has been done in the play-time of many busy years. I have used what
few helps I could find, especially the Mirabeau, above alluded to. The text is
often doubtful. But in so rambling a writer it has not seemed to me that the
laborious transpositions of later German editors were important. I have
rejected as probably spurious all of the fourth book but two short pieces.
While I agree with those who find the third book doubtful, I have included it.


But from
scholars I must ask indulgence. I have translated with latitude, considering
whole phrases rather than single words. But I have always been faithful to the
thought and spirit of the original, except in the few passages where euphemism
was required. If the reader who has no Latin, gets a pleasing impression of
Tibullus, that is what I have chiefly hoped to do. In my forth-coming
translations of the Aeneid I have kept stricter watch upon verbal
accuracy, as is due to an author better-known and more to be revered.


 THEODORE C. WILLIAMS.


 New York, 1905.
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ELEGY THE FIRST


THE
SIMPLE LIFE


 Give, if thou wilt, for gold a life of toil!

   Let endless acres claim thy care!

 While sounds of war thy fearful slumbers
spoil,

   And far-off trumpets scare!


 To me my poverty brings tranquil hours;

   My lowly hearth-stone cheerly shines;

 My modest garden bears me fruit and
flowers,

   And plenteous native wines.


 I set my tender vines with timely skill,

   Or pluck large apples from the bough;

 Or goad my lazy steers to work my will,

   Or guide my own rude plough.


 Full tenderly upon my breast I bear

   A lamb or small kid gone astray;

 And yearly worship with my swains
prepare,

   The shepherd’s ancient way.


 I love those rude shrines in a lonely field

   Where rustic faith the god reveres,

 Or flower-crowned cross-road
mile-stones, half concealed

   By gifts of travellers.


 Whatever fruit the kindly seasons show,

   Due tribute to our gods I pour;

 O’er Ceres’ brows the tasseled wheat I
throw,

   Or wreathe her temple door.


 My plenteous orchards fear no pelf or harm,

   By red Priapus sentinelled;

 By his huge sickle’s formidable charm

   The bird thieves are dispelled.


 With offerings at my hearth, and faithful
fires,

   My Lares I revere: not now

 As when with greater gifts my wealthier
sires

   Performed the hallowing vow.


 No herds have I like theirs: I only bring

   One white lamb from my little fold,

 While my few bondmen at the altar sing

   Our harvest anthems old.


 Gods of my hearth! ye never learned to slight

   A poor man’s gift. My bowls of clay

 To ye are hallowed by the cleansing rite,

   The best, most ancient way.


 If from my sheep the thief, the wolf, be
driven,

   If fatter flocks allure them more,

 To me the riches to my fathers given

   Kind Heaven need not restore.


 My small, sure crop contents me; and the storm

   That pelts my thatch breaks not my
rest,

 While to my heart I clasp the beauteous
form

   Of her it loves the best.


 My simple cot brings such secure repose,

   When so companioned I can lie,

 That winds of winter and the whirling
snows

   Sing me soft lullaby.


 This lot be mine! I envy not their gold

   Who rove the furious ocean foam:

 A frugal life will all my pleasures
hold,

   If love be mine, and home.


 Enough I travel, if I steal away

   To sleep at noon-tide by the flow

 Of some cool stream. Could India’s jewels
pay

   For longer absence? No!


 Let great Messala vanquish land and sea,

   And deck with spoils his golden hall!

 I am myself a conquest, and must be

   My Delia’s captive thrall.


 Be Delia mine, and Fame may flout and scorn,

   Or brand me with the sluggard’s name!

 With cheerful hands I’ll plant my upland
corn,

   And live to laugh at Fame.


 If I might hold my Delia to my side,

   The bare ground were a happier bed

 Than theirs who, on a couch of silken
pride,

   Must mourn for love long dead.


 Gilt couch, soft down, slow fountains
murmuring song — 

   These bring no peace. Befooled by
words

 Was he who, when in love a victor
strong,

   Left it for spoils and swords.


 For such let sad Cilicia’s captives bleed,

   Her citadels his legions hold!

 And let him stride his swift, triumphal
steed,

   In silvered robes or gold!


 These eyes of mine would look on only thee

   In that last hour when light shall
fail.

 Embrace me, dear, in death! Let thy hand
be

   In my cold fingers pale!


 With thine own arms my lifeless body lay

   On that cold couch so soon on fire!

 Give thy last kisses to my grateful
clay,

   And weep beside my pyre!


 And weep! Ah, me! Thy heart will wear no steel

   Nor be stone-cold that rueful day:

 Thy faithful grief may all true lovers feel

   Nor tearless turn away!


 Yet ask I not that thou shouldst vex my shade

   With cheek all wan and blighted brow:

 But, O, to-day be love’s full tribute
paid,

   While the swift Fates allow.


 Soon Death, with shadow-mantled head, will
come,

   Soon palsied age will creep our way,

 Bidding love’s flatteries at last be
dumb,

   Unfit for old and gray.


 But light-winged Venus still is smiling fair:

   By night or noon we heed her call;

 To pound on midnight doors I still may
dare,

   Or brave for love a brawl.


 I am a soldier and a captain good

   In love’s campaign, and calmly yield

 To all who hunger after wounds and
blood,

   War’s trumpet-echoing field.


 Ye toils and triumphs unto glory dear!

   Ye riches home from conquest borne!

 If my small fields their wonted harvest
bear,

   Both wealth and want I scorn!

















ELEGY THE SECOND


LOVE
AND WITCHCRAFT


 Bring larger bowls and give my sorrows wine,

   By heaviest slumbers be my brain
possessed!

 Soothe my sad brows with Bacchus’ gift
divine,

   Nor wake me while my hapless passions
rest!


 For Delia’s jealous master at her door

   Has set a watch, and bolts it with
stern steel.

 May wintry tempests strike it o’er and o’er,

   And amorous Jove crash through with
thunder-peal!


 My sighs alone, O Door, should pierce thee
through,

   Or backward upon soundless hinges
turn.

 The curses my mad rhymes upon thee
threw, — 

   Forgive them! — Ah! in my own breast
they burn!


 May I not move thee to remember now

   How oft, dear Door, thou wert love’s
place of prayer?

 While with fond kiss and supplicating
vow,

   I hung thee o’er with many a garland
fair?


 In vain the prayer! Thine own resolve must
break

   Thy prison, Delia, and its guards
evade.

 Bid them defiance for thy lover’s sake!

   Be bold!   The brave bring Venus to their aid.


 ’Tis Venus guides a youth through doors
unknown;

   ’Tis taught of her, a maid with
firm-set lips

 Steals from her soft couch, silent and
alone,

   And noiseless to her tryst securely
trips.


 Her art it is, if with a husband near,

   A lady darts a love-lorn look and
smile

 To one more blest; but languid sloth and
fear

   Receive not Venus’ perfect gift of
guile.


 Trust Venus, too, t’ avert the wretched wrath

   Of footpad, hungry for thy robe and
ring!

 So safe and sacred is a lover’s path,

  
That common caution to the winds we fling.


 Oft-times I fail the wintry frost to feel,

   And drenching rains unheeded round me
pour,

 If Delia comes at last with mute appeal,

   And, finger on her lip, throws wide
the door.


 Away those lamps! Thou, man or maid, away!

   Great Venus wills not that her gifts
be scanned.

 Ask me no names! Walk lightly there, I
pray!

   Hold back thy tell-tale torch and
curious hand!


 Yet fear not! Should some slave our loves
behold,

   Let him look on, and at his liking stare!

 Hereafter not a whisper shall be told;

   By all the gods our innocence he’ll
swear.


 Or should one such from prudent silence swerve

   The chatterer who prates of me and
thee

 Shall learn, too late, why Venus, whom I
serve,

   Was born of blood upon a storm-swept
sea.


 Nay, even thy husband will believe no ill.

   All this a wondrous witch did tell me
true:

 One who can guide the stars to work her
will,

   Or turn a torrent’s course her task to
do.


 Her spells call forth pale spectres from their
graves,

   And charm bare bones from smoking
pyres away:

 ‘Mid trooping ghosts with fearful shriek
she raves,

   Then sprinkles with new milk, and
holds at bay.


 She has the power to scatter tempests rude,

   And snows in summer at her whisper
fall;

 The horrid simples by Medea brewed

   Are hers; she holds the hounds of Hell
in thrall.


 For me a charm this potent witch did weave;

   Thrice if thou sing, then speak with
spittings three,

 Thy husband not one witness will
believe,

   Nor his own eyes, if our embrace they
see!


 But tempt not others!   He will surely spy

   All else — to me, me only,
magic-blind!

 And, hark! the hag with drugs, she said,
would try

   To heal love’s madness and my heart
unbind.


 One cloudless night, with smoky torch, she
burned

   Black victims to her gods of sorcery;

 Yet asked I not love’s loss, but love
returned,

   And would not wish for life, if robbed
of thee.

















ELEGY THE THIRD


SICKNESS
AND ABSENCE


 Am I abandoned? Does Messala sweep

   Yon wide Aegean wave, not any more

 He, nor my mates, remembering where I
weep,

   Struck down by fever on this alien
shore?


 Spare me, dark death! I have no mother here,

   To clasp my relics to her widowed
breast;

 No sister, to pour forth with hallowing
tear

   Assyrian incense where my ashes rest.


 Nor Delia, who, before she said adieu,

   Asked omens fair at every potent
shrine.

 Thrice did the ministrants give
blessings true,

   The thrice-cast lot returned the lucky
sign.


 All promised safe return;  but she had fears

   And doubting sorrows, which implored
my stay;

 While I, though all was ready, dried her
tears,

   And found fresh pretext for one more
delay.


 An evil bird, I cried, did near me flit,

   Or luckless portent thrust my plans
aside;

 Or Saturn’s day, unhallowed and unfit,

   Forbade a journey from my Delia’s
side.


 Full oft, when starting on the fatal track,

   My stumbling feet foretold unhappy
hours:

 Ah! he who journeys when love calls him
back,

   Should know he disobeys celestial
powers!


 Help me, great Goddess! For thy healing power

   The votive tablets on thy shrine
display.

 See Delia there outwatch the midnight
hour,

   Sitting, white-stoled, until the dawn
of day!


 Each day her tresses twice she doth unbind,

   And sings, the loveliest of the
Pharian band.

 O that my fathers’ gods this prayer
could find!

   Gods of my hearth and of my native
land!


 How happily men lived when Saturn reigned!

   Ere weary highways crossed the fair
young world,

 Ere lofty ships the purple seas
disdained,

   Their swelling canvas to the winds unfurled!


 No roving seaman, from a distant course,

   Filled full of far-fetched wares his
frail ship’s hold:

 At home, the strong bull stood unyoked;
the horse

   Endured no bridle in the age of gold.


 Men’s houses had no doors? No firm-set rock

   Marked field from field by niggard
masters held.

 The very oaks ran honey; the mild flock

   Brought home its swelling udders,
uncompelled.


 Nor wrath nor war did that blest kingdom know;

   No craft was taught in old Saturnian
time,

 By which the frowning smith, with blow
on blow,

   Could forge the furious sword and so
much crime.


 Now Jove is king! Now have we carnage foul,

   And wreckful seas, and countless ways
to die.

 Nay! spare me, Father Jove, for on my
soul

   Nor perjury, nor words blaspheming
lie.


 If longer life I ask of Fate in vain,

   O’er my frail dust this superscription
be: — 

“Here Death’s dark hand TIBULLUS doth detain,

Messala’s follower over land and sea!”


 Then, since my soul to love did always yield,

   Let Venus guide it the immortal way,

 Where dance and song fill all th’
Elysian field,

   And music that will never die away.


 There many a song-bird with his fellow sails,

   And cheerly carols on the cloudless
air;

 Each grove breathes incense; all the
happy vales

   O’er-run with roses, numberless and
fair.


 Bright bands of youth with tender maidens
stray,

   Led by the love-god all delights to
share;

 And each fond lover death once snatched
away

   Winds an immortal myrtle in his hair.


 Far, far from such, the dreadful realms of
gloom

   By those black streams of Hades circled round,

 Where viper-tressed, fierce ministers of
doom, — 

   The Furies drive lost souls from bound
to bound.


 The doors of brass, and dragon-gate of Hell,

   Grim Cerberus guards, and frights the
phantoms back:

 Ixion, who by Juno’s beauty fell,

   Gives his frail body to the whirling
rack.


 Stretched o’er nine roods, lies Tityos
accursed,

   The vulture at his vitals feeding
slow;

 There Tantalus, whose bitter, burning
thirst

   The fleeting waters madden as they flow.


 There Danaus’ daughters Venus’ anger feel,

   Filling their urns at Lethe all in
vain; — 

And there’s the wretch who would my Delia steal,

And wish me absent on a long campaign!


 O chaste and true! In thy still house shall
sit

   The careful crone who guards thy
virtuous bed;

 She tells thee tales, and when the lamps
are lit,

   Reels from her distaff the unending
thread.


 Some evening, after tasks too closely plied,

   My Delia, drowsing near the harmless
dame,

 All sweet surprise, will find me at her
side,

   Unheralded, as if from heaven I came.


 Then to my arms, in lovely disarray,

   With welcome kiss, thy darling feet
will fly!

 O happy dream and prayer! O blissful
day!

   What golden dawn, at last, shall bring
thee nigh?

















ELEGY THE FOURTH


THE ARTS
OF CONQUEST


 “Safe in the shelter of thy garden-bower,

 “Priapus, from the harm of suns or
snows,

 “With beard all shag, and hair that
wildly flows, — 

 “O say! o’er beauteous youth whence
comes thy power?

 “Naked thou frontest wintry nights and
days,

 “Naked, no less, to Sirius’ burning
rays.”


 So did my song implore the rustic son

 Of Bacchus, by his moon-shaped sickle
known.


 “Comply with beauty’s lightest wish,” said he,

 “Complying love leads best to victory.

 “Nor let a furious ‘No’ thy bosom pain;

 “Beauty but slowly can endure a chain.

 “Slow Time the rage of lions will o’er-sway,

 “And bid them fawn on man. Rough rocks
and rude

 “In gentle streams Time smoothly wears
away;

 “And on the vine-clad hills by sunshine
wooed,

 “The purpling grapes feel Time’s secure
control;

 “In Time, the skies themselves new stars
unroll.

 “Fear not  great oaths! Love’s broken oaths are borne

 “Unharmed of heaven o’er every wind and
wave.

 “Jove is most mild; and he himself hath
sworn

 “There is no force in vows which lovers
rave.

 “Falsely by Dian’s arrows boldly swear!

 “And perjure thee by chaste Minerva’s
hair!


 “Be a prompt wooer, if thou wouldst be wise:

 “Time is in flight, and never backward
flies.

 “How swiftly fades the bloom, the vernal
green!

 “How swift yon poplar dims its silver
sheen!

 “Spurning the goal th’ Olympian courser
flies,

 “Then yields to Time his strength, his
victories;

 “And oft I see sad, fading youth deplore

 “Each hour it lost, each pleasure it
forbore.

 “Serpents each spring look young once
more; harsh Heaven

 “To beauteous youth has one brief season
given.

 “With never-fading youth stern Fate
endows

 “Phoebus and Bacchus only, and allows

 “Full-clustering ringlets on their
lovely brows.


 “Keep at thy loved one’s side, though hour by
hour

 “The path runs on; though Summer’s
parching star

 “Burn all the fields, or blackest
tempests lower,

 “Or monitory rainbows threaten far.

 “If he would hasten o’er the purple sea,

 “Thyself the helmsman or the oarsman be.

 “Endure, unmurmuring, each unwelcome
toil,

 “Nor fear thy unaccustomed hands to
spoil.

 “If to the hills he goes with huntsman’s
snare,

 “Let thine own back the nets and burden
bear.

 “Swords would he have? Fence lightly
when you meet;

 “Expose thy body and compel defeat.

 “He will be gracious then, and will not
spurn

 “Caresses to receive, resist, return.

 “He will protest, relent, and
half-conspire,

 “And later, all unasked, thy love
desire.


 “But nay! In these vile times thy skill is
vain.

 “Beauty and youth are sold for golden
gain.

 “May he who first taught love to sell
and buy,

 “In grave accurst, with all his riches
lie!


 “O beauteous youth, how will ye dare to slight

 “The Muse, to whom Pierian streams
belong?

 “Will ye not smile on poets, and
delight,

 “More than all golden gifts, in gift of
song?

 “Did not some song empurple Nisus’ hair,

 “And bid young Pelops’ ivory shoulder
glow?

 “That youth the Muses praise, is he not
fair,

 “Long as the stars shall shine or waters
flow ?


 “But he who scorns the Muse, and will for gain

 “Surrender his base heart, — let his
foul cries

 “Pursue the Corybants’ infuriate train,

 “Through all the cities of the Phrygian
plain, — 

 “Unmanned forever, in foul Phrygian
guise!

 “But Venus blesses lovers who endear

 “Love’s quest alone by flattery, by fear,

 “By supplication, plaint, and piteous
tear.”


 Such song the god of gardens bade me sing

 For Titius; but his fond wife would
fling

 Such counsel to the winds: “Beware,” she
cried,

 “Trust not fair youth too far. For each
one’s pride

 “Offers alluring charms: one loves to
ride

 “A gallant horse, and rein him firmly
in;

 “One cleaves the calm wave with white
shoulder bare;

 “One is all courage, and for this looks
fair;

 “And one’s pure, blushing cheeks thy
praises win.”


 Let him obey her! But my precepts wise

 Are meant for all whom youthful beauty’s
eyes

 Turn from in scorn. Let each his glory
boast!

 Mine is, that lovers, when despairing
most,

 My clients should be called. For them my
door

 Stands hospitably open evermore.

 Philosopher to Venus I shall be,

 And throngs of studious youth will learn
of me.


 Alas! alas! How love has been my bane!

 My cunning fails, and all my arts are
vain.

 Have mercy, fair one, lest my pupils all

 Mock me, who point a path in which I
fall!

















ELEGY THE FIFTH


COUNTRY-LIFE
WITH DELIA


 With haughty frown I swore I could employ

   Thine absence well. But all my pride
is o’er!

 Now am I lashed, as when a madcap boy

   Whirls a swift top along the level
floor.


 Aye! Twist me! Plague me! Never shall I say

   Such boast again. Thy scorn and anger
spare!

 Spare me! — by all our stolen loves I
pray,

   By Venus, — by thy wealth of plaited
hair!


 Was it not I, when fever laid thee low,

   Whose holy rites and offerings set
thee free?

 Thrice round thy bed with brimstone did
I go,

   While the wise witch sang healing
charms for thee.


 Lest evil dreams should vex thee, I did bring

   That worshipped wafer by the Vestal
given;

 Then, with loose robes and linen stole,
did sing

   Nine prayers to  Hecate ‘neath the midnight heaven.


 All rites were done! Yet doth a rival hold

   My darling, and my futile prayers
deride:

 For I dreamed madly of a life all gold,

   If she were healed, — but Heaven the
dream denied.


 A pleasant country-seat, whose orchards yield

   Sweet fruit to be my Delia’s willing
care,

 While our full corn-crop in the sultry
field

   Stands ripe and dry! O, but my dreams
were fair!


 She in the vine-vat will our clusters press,

   And tread the rich must with her
dancing feet;

 She oft my sheep will number, oft caress

   Some pretty, prattling slave with
kisses sweet.


 She offers Pan due tributes of our wealth,

   Grapes for the vine, and for a field
of corn

 Wheat in the ear, or for the sheep-fold’s
health

   Some frugal feast is to his altar
borne.


 Of all my house let her the mistress be!

   I am displaced and give not one
command!

 Then let Messala come! From each choice
tree

   Let Delia pluck him fruit with her
soft hand!


 To serve and please so worshipful a guest,

   She spends her utmost art and anxious
care;

 Asks his least wish, and spreads her
dainty best,

   Herself the hostess and hand-maiden
fair.


 Mad hope! The storm-winds bore away that dream

   Far as Armenia’s perfume-breathing
bids.

 Great Venus! Did I at thy shrine
blaspheme?

   Am I accursed for rash and impious
words?


 Had I, polluted, touched some altar pure,

   Or stolen garlands from a temple door
— 

 What prayers and vigils would I not
endure,

   And weeping kiss the consecrated
floor?


 Had I deserved this stroke, — with pious pain

   From shrine to shrine my suppliant
knees should crawl;

 I would to all absolving gods complain,

   And smite my forehead on the marble
wall.


 Thou who thy gibes at love canst scarce
repress,

   Beware! The angry god may strike
again!

 I knew a youth who laughed at love’s
distress,

  And bore, when old, the worst that
lovers ken.


 His poor, thin voice he did compel to woo,

   And curled, for mockery, his scanty
hair;

 Spied on her door, as slighted lovers
do,

   And stopped her maid in any public
square.


 The forum-loungers thrust him roughly by,

   And spat upon their breasts, such luck
to turn:

 Have mercy, Venus! Thy true follower I!

   Why wouldst thou, goddess, thine own
harvest burn!

















ELEGY THE SIXTH


A
LOVER’S CURSES


 I strove with wine my sorrows to efface.

   But wine turned tears was all the
drink I knew;

 I tried a new, strange lass. Each cold
embrace

   Brought my true love to mind, and
colder grew.


 “I was bewitched” she cried “by shameful
charms;”

   And things most vile she vowed she
could declare.

 Bewitched! ’tis true! but by thy soft
white arms,

   Thy lovely brows and lavish golden
hair!


 Such charms had Thetis, born in Nereid cave,

   Who drives  her 
dolphin-chariot fast and free

 To Peleus o’er the smooth Hæmonian wave,

   Love-guided o’er long leagues of azure
sea.


 Ah me! the magic that dissolves my health

   Is a rich suitor in my mistress’ eye,

 Whom that vile bawd led to her door by
stealth

   And opened it, and bade me pine and
die.


 That hag should feed on blood. Her festive
bowls

   Should be rank gall: and round her
haunted room

 Wild, wailing ghosts and monitory owls

   Should flit forever shrieking death
and doom.


 Made hunger-mad, may she devour the grass

   That grows on graves, and gnaw the
bare bones down

 Which wolves have left! Stark-naked may
she pass,

   Chased by the street-dogs through the
taunting town!


 My curse comes fast. Unerring signs are seen

   In stars above us. There are gods who
still

 Protect unhappy lovers: and our Queen

   Venus rains fire on all who slight her
will.


 O cruel girl! unlearn the wicked art

   Of that rapacious hag! For everywhere

 Wealth murders love. But thy poor lover’s
heart

   Is ever thine, and thou his dearest
care.


 A poor man clings close to thy lovely side,

   And keeps the crowd off, and thy
pathway free;

 He hides thee with kind friends, and as
his bride

   From thy dull, golden thraldom ransoms
thee.


 Vain is my song. Her door will not unclose

   For words, but for a hand that knocks
with gold.

 O fear me, my proud rival, fear thy
foes!

   Oft have the wheels of fortune
backward rolled!

















ELEGY THE
SEVENTH


A
DESPERATE EXPEDIENT


 Thou beckonest ever with a face all smiles,

   Then, God of Love, thou lookest fierce
and pale.

 Unfeeling boy! why waste on me such
wiles?

   What glory if a god o’er man prevails?


 Once more thy snares are set. My Delia flies

   To steal a night — with whom I cannot
tell.

 Can I believe when she denies, denies — 

   I, for whose sake she tricked her lord
so well?


 By me, alas! those cunning ways were shown

   To fool her slaves. My skill I now
deplore!

 For me she made excuse to sleep alone,

   Or silenced the shrill hinges of her
door.


 “Twas I prescribed what remedies to use

   If mutual passion somewhat fiercely
play;

 If there were tell-tale bite or rosy
bruise,

   I showed what simples take the scars
away.


 Hear me! fond husband of the false and fair,

   Make me thy guest, and she shall
chastely go!

 When she makes talk with men I shall
take care,

   Nor shall she at the wine her bosom
show.


 I shall take care she does not nod or smile

   To any other, nor her hand imbue

 With his fast-flowing wine, that her
swift guile

   May scribble on the board their
rendez-vous.


 When she goes out, beware! And if she hie

   To Bona Dea, where no males may be,

 Straight to the sacred altars follow I,

   Who only trust her if my eyes can see.


 Oh! oft I pressed that soft hand I adore,

   Feigning with some rare ring or seal
to play,

 And plied thee with strong wine till
thou didst snore,

   While I, with wine and water, won the
day.


 I wronged thee, aye! But ’twas not what I
meant.

   Forgive, for I confess. ’Twas Cupid’s
spell

 O’er-swayed me. Who can foil a god’s
intent?

   Now have I courage all my deeds to
tell.


 Yes, it was I, unblushing I declare.

   At whom thy watch-dog all night long
did bay: — 

 But some-one else now stands insistent
there,

   Or peers about him and then walks
away.


 He seems to pass. But soon will backward fare

   Alone, and, coughing, at the threshold
hide.

 What skill hath stolen love! Beware,
beware!

   Thy boat is drifting on a treacherous
tide.


 What worth a lovely wife, if others buy

   Thy treasure, if thy stoutest bolt
betrays,

 If in thy very arms she breathes a sigh

   For absent joy, and feigns a slight malaise?


 Give her in charge to me! I will not spare

   A master’s whip. Her chain shall
constant be.

 While thou mayst go abroad and have no
care

   Who trims his curls, or flaunts his
toga free.


 Whatever beaux accost her, all is well!

   Not the least hint of scandal shall be
made.

 For I will send them far away, to tell

   In some quite distant street their
amorous trade.


 All this a god decrees; a sibyl wise

   In prophet-song did this to me
proclaim;

 Who when Bellona kindles in her eyes,

   Fears neither twisted scourge nor
scorching flame.


 Then with a battle-axe herself will scar

   Her own wild arms, and sprinkle on the
ground

 Blood, for Bellona’s emblems of wild
war,

   Swift-flowing from the bosom’s gaping
wound.


 A barb of iron rankles in her breast,

   As thus she chants the god’s command
to all:

 “Oh, spare a beauty by true love
possessed,

   Lest some vast after-woe upon thee
fall!


 “For shouldst thou win her, all thy power will
fail,

   As from this wound flows forth the
fatal gore,

 Or as these ashes cast upon the gale,

   Are scattered far and kindled never
more.”


 And, O my Delia, the fierce prophetess

   Told dreadful things that on thy head
should fall: — 

 I know not what they were — but none the
less

   I pray my darling may escape them all.


 Not for thyself do I forgive thee, no!

   ’Tis thy sweet mother all my wrath
disarms, — 

 That precious creature, who would come
and go,

   And lead thee through the darkness to
my arms.


 Though great the peril, oft the silent dame

   Would join our hands together, and all
night

 Wait watching on the threshold till I
came,

   Nor ever failed to know my steps
aright.


 Long be thy life! dear, kind and faithful
heart!

   Would it were possible my life’s whole
year

 Were at the friendly hearth-stone where
thou art!

   ’Tis for thy sake I hold thy daughter
dear.


 Be what she will, she is not less thy child.

   Oh, teach her to be chaste! Though
well she knows

 No free-born fillet binds her tresses
wild

   Nor Roman stole around her ankles
flows!


 My lot is servile too. Whate’er I see

   Of beauty brings her to my fevered
eye.

 If I should be accused of crime, or be

   Dragged up the steep street, by the
hair, to die: — 


 Even then there were no fear that I should lay

   Rude hands on thee my sweet! for if o’erswayed

 By such blind frenzy in an evil day,

   I should bewail the hour my hands were
made.


 Yet would I have thee chaste and constant be,

   Not with a fearful but a faithful
heart;

 And that in thy fond breast the love of
me

   Burn but more fondly when we live
apart.


 She who was never faithful to a friend

   Will come to age and misery, and wind

 With tremulous ringer from her distaff’s
end

   The ever-twisting wool; and she will
bind


 Upon her moving looms the finished thread,

   Or clean and pick the long skeins
white as snow.

 And all her fickle gallants when they
wed,

   Will say, “That old one well deserves
her woe.”


 Venus from heaven will note her flowing tear:

   “I smile not on the faithless,” she
will say.

 Her curse on others fall! O, Delia dear!

   Let us teach true love to grow old and
gray!

















ELEGY THE EIGHTH


MESSALA


 The Fatal Sisters did this day ordain,

 Reeling threads no god can rend,

 Foretelling to this man should bend

 The tribes of Acquitaine;

 And ‘neath his legions’ yoke

 Th’ impetuous torrent Atur glide
subdued.

 All was accomplished as the Fates
bespoke;

 His triumph then ensued:

 The Roman youth, exulting from afar,

 Acclaimed his mighty deeds,

 And watched the fettered chieftains
filing by,

 While, drawn by snow-white steeds,

 Messala followed on his ivory car,

 Laurelled and lifted high!


 Not without me this glory and renown!

 Let Pyrenees my boast attest!

 Tarbella, little mountain-town,

 Cold Ocean rolling in the utmost West,

 Arar, Garonne, and rushing Rhone,

 Will bear me witness due;

 And valleys broad the blond Carnutes
own,

 By Liger darkly blue.

 I saw the Cydnus flow,

 Winding on in ever-tranquil mood,

 And from his awful peak, in cloud and
snow,

 Cold Taurus o’er his wild Cilicians’
brood.

 I saw through thronged streets
unmolested flying

 Th’ inviolate white dove of Palestine;

 I looked on Tyrian towers, by soundless
waters lying,

 Whence Tyrians first were masters of the
brine.

 The flooding Nile I knew;

 What time hot Sirius glows,

 And Egypt’s thirsty field the covering
deluge knows;

 But whence the wonder flows,

 O Father Nile! no mortal e’er did view.

 Along thy bank not any prayer is made

 To Jove for fruitful showers.

 On thee they call! Or in sepulchral
shade,

 The life-reviving, sky-descended powers

 Of bright Osiris hail, — 

 While, wildly chanting, the barbaric choir,

 With timbrels and strange fire,

 Their Memphian bull bewail.


 Osiris did the plough bestow,

 And first with iron urged the yielding
ground.

 He taught mankind good seed to throw

 In furrows all untried;

 He plucked fair fruits the nameless
trees did hide:

 He first the young vine to its trellis
bound,

 And with his sounding sickle keen

 Shore off the tendrils green.


 For him the bursting clusters sweet

 Were in the wine-press trod;

 Song followed soon, a prompting of the
god,

 And rhythmic dance of lightly leaping
feet.

 Of Bacchus the o’er-wearied swain
receives

 Deliverance from all his pains;

 Bacchus gives comfort when a mortal
grieves,

 And mirth to men in chains.

 Not to Osiris toils and tears belong,

 But revels and delightful song;

 Lightly beckoning loves are thine!

 Garlands deck thee, god of wine!

 We hear thee coming, with the flute’s
refrain,

 With fruit of ivy on thy forehead bound,

 Thy saffron vesture streaming to the
ground.

 And thou hast garments, too, of Tyrian
stain,

 When thine ecstatic train

 Bear forth thy magic ark to mysteries
divine.


 Immortal guest, our games and pageant share!

 Smile on the flowing cup, and hail

 With us the Genius of this natal
day!

 From whose anointed, rose-entwisted
hair,

 Arabian odors waft away.

 If thou the festal bless, I will not
fail

 To burn sweet incense unto him and thee,

 And offerings of Arcadian honey bear.


 So grant Messala fortunes ever fair!

 Of such a sire the children worthy be!

 Till generations two and three

 Surround his venerated chair!

 See, winding upward through the Latin
land,

 Yon highway past, the Alban citadel,

 At great Messala’s mandate made,

 In fitted stones and firm-set gravel
laid,

 Thy monument forever more to stand!

 The mountain-villager thy fame will
tell,

 When through the darkness wending late
from Rome,

 He foots it smoothly home.


 O Genius of this natal day,

 May many a year thy gift declare!

 Now bright and fair thy pinions soar
away, — 

 Return, thou bright and fair!

















ELEGY THE NINTH


TO
PHOLOE AND MARATHUS


 The language of a lover’s eyes I cannot choose
but see;

 The oracles in tender sighs were never
dark to me.


 No art of augury I need, nor heart of victims
slain,

 Nor birds of omen singing forth the
future’s bliss or bane.


 Venus herself did round my arm th’ enchanted
wimple throw,

 And taught me — Ah! not unchastised! — what
wizardry I know.


 Deceive me then no more! The god more
furiously burns

 Whatever wight rebelliously his first
commandment spurns.

To Pholoë

 Fair Pholoë! what profits it to plait
thy flowing hair?

 Why rearrange each lustrous tress with
fond, superfluous care?


 Why tint that blooming cheek anew? Or give thy
fingers, Girl!

 To slaves who keep the dainty tips a
perfect pink and pearl?


 Why strain thy sandal-string so hard? or why
the daily change

 Of mantles, robes, and broideries, of
fashions new and strange?


 Howe’er thou hurry from thy glass in careless
disarray,

 Thou canst not miss the touch that
steals thy lover’s heart away!


 Thou needst not ask some wicked witch her
potion to provide,

 Brewed of the livid, midnight herbs, to
draw him to thy side.


 Her magic from a neighbor’s field the coming
crop can charm,

 Or stop the viper’s lifted sting before
it work thee harm.


 Such magic would the riding moon from her
white chariot spill,

 Did not the brazen cymbals’ sound undo
the impious ill!


 But fear not thou thy smitten swain of lures
and sorcery tell,

 Thy beauty his enchantment was, without
inferior spell.


 To touch thy flesh, to taste thy kiss, his
freedom did destroy;

 Thy beauteous body in his arms enslaved
the hapless boy.


 Proud Pholoë! why so unkind, when thy young
lover pleads?

 Remember Venus can avenge a fair one’s
heartless deeds!


 Nay, nay! no gifts! Go gather them of
bald-heads rich and old!

 Ay! let them buy thy mocking smiles and
languid kisses cold!


 Better than gold that youthful bloom of his
round, ruddy face,

 And beardless lips that mar not thine,
however close th’ embrace.


 If thou above his shoulders broad thy lily
arms entwine,

 The luxury of monarchs proud is mean
compared with thine.


 May Venus teach thee how to yield to all thy
lover’s will,

 When blushing passion bursts its bounds
and bids thy bosom thrill.


 Go, meet his dewy, lingering lips in many a
breathless kiss!

 And let his white neck bear away
rose-tokens of his bliss!


 What comfort, girl, can jewels bring, or gems
in priceless store,

 To her who sleeps and weeps alone, of
young love wooed no more?


 Too late, alas! for love’s return, or fleeting
youth’s recall,

 When on thy head relentless age has cast
the silvery pall.


 Then 
beauty will  be  anxious 
art, — to  tinge  the changing hair,

 And hide the record of the years with
colors falsely fair.


 To pluck the silver forth, and with strange
surgery and pain,

 Half-flay the fading cheek and brow, and
bid them bloom again.


 O listen, Pholoë! with thee are youth and
jocund May:

 Enjoy to-day! The golden hours are
gliding fast away!


 Why plague our comely Marathus? Thy chaste
severity

 Let wrinkled wooers feel, — but not, not
such a youth as he!


 Spare the poor lad! ’tis not some crime his
soul is brooding on;

 ’Tis love of thee that makes his eyes so
wild and woe-begone!


 He suffers! hark! he moans thy loss in many a
doleful sigh,

 And from his eyes the glittering tears
flow down and will not dry.


 “Why say me nay?” he cries, “Why talk of
chaperones severe?

 I am in love and know the art to trick a
listening ear.”


 “At stolen tryst and rendez-vous my
breath is light and low,

 And I can give a kiss so soft not even
the winds may know.


 “I creep unheard at dead of night along a
marble floor,

 “Nor foot-fall make, nor tell-tale
creak, when I unbar the door.


 “What use are all my arts, if still my lady
answers nay!

 “If even to her couch I came, she’d
frown and fly away!


 “Or when she says she will, ’tis then she doth
most treacherous prove,

 “And keeps me tortured all night long
with unrewarded love.


 “And while I say ‘She comes, she comes!’
whatever breathes or stirs,

 “I think I hear a footstep light of
tripping feet like hers!


 “Away vain arts of love! false aids to win the
fair!

 “Henceforth a cloak of filthy shag shall
be my only wear!


 “Her door is shut! She doth deny one moment’s
interview!

 “I’ll wear my toga loose no more, as
happier lovers do.”

To Marathus

 Have done, dear lad! In vain thy tears!
She will not heed thy plea!

 Redden no more thy bright young eyes to
please her cruelty!

To Pholoë

 I warn thee, Pholoë, when the gods
chastise thy naughty pride,

 No incense burned at holy shrines will
turn their wrath aside.


 This Marathus himself, erewhile, made mock of
lovers’ moan,

 Nor knew how soon the vengeful god would
mark him for his own.


 He also laughed at sighs and tears, and oft
would make delay,

 And oft a lover’s fondest wish would
baffle and betray.


 But now on beauty’s haughty ways he looks in
fierce disdain;

 He scarce may pass a bolted door without
a secret pain.


 Beware, proud girl, some plague will fall,
unless thy pride give way;

 Thou wilt in vain the gods implore to
send thee back this day!

















ELEGY THE TENTH


TO
VENAL BEAUTY


 Why, if my sighs thou wert so soon to scorn,

   Didst dare on Heaven with perjured
promise call?

 Ah! not unpunished can men be forsworn;

   Silent and slow the perjurer’s doom
shall fall.


 Ye gods, be merciful! Oh! let it be

   That beauteous creatures who for once
offend

 Your powers divine, for once may go
scot-free,

   Escape your scourge, and make some
happy end!


 ’Tis love of gold binds oxen to the plough,

   And bids their goading driver sweat
and chide;

 The quest of gold allures the ship’s
frail prow

   O’er wind-swept seas, where stars the
wanderers guide.


 By golden gifts my love was made a slave.

   Oh, that some god a lover’s prayer
might hear,

 And sink such gifts in ashes of a grave,

   Or bid them in swift waters disappear!


 But I shall be avenged. Thy lovely grace

   The dust of weary exile will impair;

 Fierce, parching suns will mar thy
tender face,

   And rude winds rough thy curls and
clustering hair.


 Did I not warn thee never to defile

   Beauty with gold? For every wise man
knows

 That riches only mantle with a smile

   A thousand sorrows and a host of woes.


 If snared by wealth, thou dost at love
blaspheme,

   Venus will frown so on thy guilty
deed,

 ‘Twere better to be burned or stabbed, I
deem,

   Or lashed with twisted scourge till
one should bleed.


 Hope not to cover it! That god will come

   Who lets not mortal secrets safely
hide;

 That god who bids our slaves be deaf and
dumb,

   Then, in their cups, the scandal
publish wide.


 This god from men asleep compels the cry

   That shouts aloud the thing they last
would tell.

 How oft with tears I told thee this,
when I

   At thy white feet a shameful suppliant
fell!


 Then wouldst thou vow that never glittering
gold

   Nor jewels rare could turn thine eyes
from me,

 Nor all the wealth Campania’s acres
hold,

   Nor full Falernian vintage flowing
free.


 For oaths like thine I would have sworn the
skies

   Hold not a star, nor crystal streams
look clear:

 While thou wouldst weep, and I,
unskilled in lies,

   Wiped from thy lovely blush the
trickling tear.


 Why didst thou so? save that thy fancy strayed

   To beauty fickle as thine own and
light?

 I let thee go. Myself the torches made,

   And kept thy secret for a live-long
night.


 Sometimes I led to sudden rendezvous

   The flattered object of thy roving
joys.

 Mad that I was! Till now I never knew

   How love like thine ensnares and then
destroyes.


 With wondering mind I versified thy praise;

   But now that Muse with blushes I
requite.

 May some swift fire consume my
moon-struck lays,

   Or flooding rivers drown them out of
sight!


 And thou, O thou whose beauty is a trade,

   Begone, begone! Thy gains bring cursed
ill.

 And thou, whose gifts my frail and fair
betrayed,

   May thy wife rival thine adulterous
skill!


 Languid with stolen kisses, may she frown,

   And chastely to thy lips drop down her
veil!

 May thy proud house be common to the
town,

   And many a gallant at thy bed prevail!


 Nor let thy gamesome sister e’er be said

   To drain more wine-cups than her
lovers be,

 Though oft with wine and rose her feast
is red

   Till the bright wheels of morn her
revels see!


 No one like her to pass a furious night

   In varied vices and voluptuous art!

 Well did she train thy wife, who fools
thee quite,

   And clasps, with practised passion, to
her heart!


 Is it for thee she binds her beauteous hair,

   Or in long toilets combs each dainty
tress?

 For thee, that golden armlet rich and
rare,

   Or Tyrian robes that her soft bosom
press?


 Nay, not for thee! some lover young and trim

   Compels her passion to allure his flame

 By all the arts of beauty. ’Tis for him

   She wastes thy wealth and brings thy
house to shame.


 I praise her for it. What nice girl could bear

   Thy gouty body and old dotard smile?

 Yet unto thee did my lost love repair — 

   O Venus! a wild beast were not so
vile!


 Didst thou make traffic of my fond caress,

   And with another mock my kiss for
gain?

 Go, weep! Another shall my heart
possess,

   And sway the kingdom where thou once
didst reign.


 Go, weep! But I shall laugh. At Venus’ door

   I hang a wreath of palm enwrought with
gold;

 And graven on that garland evermore,

   Her votaries shall read this story
told:


“Tibullus, from a lying love set
free,

O Goddess, brings his gift, and asks new grace of thee.”

















ELEGY THE
ELEVENTH


WAR IS
A CRIME


 Whoe’er first forged the terror-striking
sword,

 His own fierce heart had tempered like
its blade.

 What slaughter followed! Ah! what
conflict wild!

 What swifter journeys unto darksome
death!

 But blame not him! Ourselves have madly
turned

 On one another’s breasts that cunning
edge

 Wherewith he meant mere blood of beast
to spill.


 Gold makes our crime. No need for plundering
war,

 When bowls of beech-wood held the frugal
feast.

 No citadel was seen nor moated wall;

 The shepherd chief led home his motley
flock,

 And slumbered free from care. Would I
had lived

 In that good, golden time; nor e’er had
known

 A mob in arms arrayed; nor felt my heart

 Throb to the trumpet’s call! Now to the
wars

 I must away, where haply some chance foe

 Bears now the blade my naked side shall
feel.

 Save me, dear Lares of my hearth and
home!

 Ye oft my childish steps did guard and
bless,

 As timidly beneath your seat they
strayed.


 Deem it no shame that hewn of ancient oak

 Your simple emblems in my dwelling
stand!

 For so the pious generations gone

 Revered your powers, and with offerings
rude

 To rough-hewn gods in narrow-built
abodes,

 Lived beautiful and honorable lives.

 Did they not bring to crown your
hallowed brows

 Garlands of ripest corn, or pour new
wine

 In pure libation on the thirsty ground?

 Oft on some votive day the father
brought

 The consecrated loaf, and close behind

 His little daughter in her virgin palm

 Bore honey bright as gold. O powers
benign!

 To ye once more a faithful servant prays

 For safety! Let the deadly brazen spear

 Pass harmless o’er my head! and I will
slay

 For sacrifice, with many a thankful
song,

 A swine and all her brood, while I, the
priest,

 Bearing the votive basket myrtle-bound,

 Walk clothed in white, with myrtle in my
hair.


 Grant me but this! and he who can may prove

 Mighty in arms and by the grace of Mars

 Lay chieftains low; and let him tell the
tale

 To me who drink his health, while on the
board

 His wine-dipped finger draws, line after
line,

 Just how his trenches ranged! What madness
dire

 Bids men go foraging for death in war?

 Our death is always near, and hour by
hour,

 With soundless step a little nearer
draws.


 What harvest down below, or vineyard green?

 There Cerberus howls, and o’er the
Stygian flood

 The dark ship goes; while on the clouded
shore

 With hollow cheek and tresses
lustreless,

 Wanders the ghostly throng. O happier
far

 Some white-haired sire, among his
children dear,

 Beneath a lowly thatch! His sturdy son

 Shepherds the young rams; he, his gentle
ewes;

 And oft at eve, his willing labor done,

 His careful wife his weary limbs will
bathe

 From a full, steaming bowl. Such lot be
mine!

 So let this head grow gray, while I
shall tell,

 Repeating oft, the deeds of long ago!

 Then may long Peace my country’s harvests
bless!

 Till then, let Peace on all our fields
abide!

 Bright-vestured Peace, who first beneath
their yoke

 Led oxen in the plough, who first the
vine

 Did nourish tenderly, and chose good
grapes,

 That rare old wine may pass from sire to
son!

 Peace! who doth keep the plow and harrow
bright,

 While rust on some forgotten shelf
devours

 The cruel soldier’s useless sword and
shield.

 From peaceful holiday with mirth and
wine

 The rustic, not half sober, driveth home

 With wife and weans upon the lumbering
wain.


 But wars by Venus kindled ne’er have done;

 The vanquished lass, with tresses rudely
torn,

 Of doors broke down, and smitten cheek
complains;

 And he, her victor-lover, weeps to see

 How strong were his wild hands. But
mocking Love

 Teaches more angry words, and while they
rave,

 Sits with a smile between! O heart of
stone!

 O iron heart! that could thy sweetheart
strike!

 Ye gods avenge her! Is it not enough

 To tear her soft robe from her limbs
away,

 And loose her knotted hair? — Enough,
indeed,

 To move her tears! Thrice happy is the
wight

 Whose frown some lovely mistress weeps
to see!

 But he who gives her blows! — Go, let
him bear

 A sword and spear! In exile let him be

 From Venus’ mild domain! Come blessed
Peace!

 Come, holding forth thy blade of ripened
corn!

 Fill thy large lap with mellow fruits
and fair!
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ELEGY THE FIRST


A
RUSTIC HOLIDAY


 Give us good omen, friends! To-day we bless

 With hallowed rites this dear, ancestral
seat.

 Let Bacchus his twin horns with clusters
dress,

 And Ceres clasp her brows with bursting
wheat!


 To-day no furrows! Both for field and man

 Be sacred rest from delving toil and
care!

 With necks yoke-free, at mangers full of
bran,

 The tranquil steers shall nought but
garlands bear.


 Our tasks to-day are heaven’s. No maid shall
dare

 Upon a distaff her deft hands employ.

 Let none, too rash, our simple worship
share,

 Who wrought last eve at Venus’ fleeting
joy!


 The gods claim chastity. Come clad in white,

 And lave your palms at some clear
fountain’s brim!

 Then watch the mild lamb at the altar
bright,

 Yon olive-cinctured choir
close-following him!


 “Ye Guardian Powers, who bless our native
soil,

 Far from these acres keep ill luck away!

 No withered ears the reaper’s task to
spoil!

 Nor swift wolf on our laggard lambs to
prey!”


 So shall the master of this happy house

 Pile the huge logs upon his blazing
floor;

 While with kind mirth and neighborly
carouse,

 His bondsmen build their huts beside his
door.


 The bliss I pray for has been granted me!

 With reverent art observing things
divine,

 I have explored the omens, — and I see

 The Guardian Powers are good to me and
mine.


 Bring old Falernian from the shadows gray,

 And burst my Chian seal! He is
disgraced,

 Who gets home sober from this festive
day,

 Or finds his door without a step
retraced.


 Health to Messala now from all our band!

 Drink to each letter of his noble name!

 Messala! laurelled from the Gallic land,

 Of his grim-bearded sires the last, best
fame!


 Be with me, thou! inspire a song for me

 To sing those gods of woodland, hill and
glade,

 Without whose arts man’s hunger still
would be

 Only on mast and gathered acorns stayed.


 They taught us rough-hewn rafters to prepare,

 And clothe low cabins with a roof of
green;

 They bade fierce bulls the servile yoke
to bear;

 And wheels to move a wain were theirs, I
ween.


 Our wild fruit was forgot, when apple-boughs

 Bore grafts, and thirsty orchards (art
divine!)

 Were freshed by ditching; while with
sweet carouse

 The wine-press flowed, and water wed
with wine.


 Our fields bore harvests, when the dog-star
flame

 Bade Summer of her tawny tress be shorn;

 From fields of Spring the bees, with
busy game,

 Stored well their frugal combs the
live-long morn.


 ’Twas some field-tiller from his plough at rest,

 First hummed his homely words to numbers
true,

 Or trilled his pipe of straw in songs
addressed

 To his blithe woodland gods, with
worship due.


 Some rustic ruddied with vermilion clay

 First led, O Bacchus, thy swift choric
throng,

 And won for record of thy festal day

 Some fold’s chief goat, fit meed of
frolic song!


 It was our rustic boys whose virgin band

 New coronals of Spring’s sweet flowrets
made

 For offering to the gods who bless our
land,

 Which on the Lares’ hallowed heads were
laid.


 Our country-lasses find a pleasing care

 In soft, warm wool their snowy flocks
have bred;

 The distaff, skein and spindle they
prepare,

 And reel, with firm-set thumb, the
faultless thread.


 Then following Minerva’s heavenly art,

 They weave with patient toil some fabric
proud;

 While at her loom the lass with cheerful
heart

 Sings songs the sounding shuttle answers
loud.


 Cupid himself with flocks and herds did pass

 His boyhood, and on sheep and horses
drew

 His erring infant bow; but now, alas!

 He is an archer far too swift and true.


 Not now dull beasts, but luckless maids engage

 His enmity; brave men are brave no more;

 Youth’s strength he wastes, and drives
fond, foolish age

 To blush and sigh at scornful beauty’s
door.


 Love-lured, the virgin, guarded and discreet,

 Slips by the night-watch at her lover’s
call,

 Feels the dark path-way with her
trembling feet,

 And gropes with out-spread hands along
the wall.


 Oh! wretched are the wights this god would
harm!

 But blest as gods whom Love with smiles
will sway!

 Come, boy divine! and these dear revels
charm — 

 But fling thy burning brands, far, far
away!


 Sing to this god, sweet shepherds! Ask aloud

 Your flocks’ good health; then each,
discreetly mute,

 His love’s! — Nay, scream her name! Yon
madcap crowd

 Screams louder, to its wry-necked
Phrygian flute.


 On with the sport! Night’s chariot appears:

 The stars, her children, follow through
the sky:

 Dark Sleep comes soon, on wings no
mortal hears,

 With strange, dim dreams that know not
where they fly.

















ELEGY THE SECOND


A
BIRTHDAY WISH


 Burn incense now! and round our altars fair

   With cheerful vows or sacred silence
stand!

 To-day Cerinthus’ birth our rites
declare,

   With perfumes from the blest Arabian
land.


 Let his own Genius to our festal haste,

   While fresh-blown flowers his heavenly
tresses twine

 And balm-anointed brows; so let him
taste

   Our offered loaf and sweet, unstinted
wine!


 To thee Cerinthus may his favoring care

   Grant every wish! O claim some
priceless meed!

 Ask a fond wife thy life-long bliss to
share — 

   Nay! This the great gods have long
since decreed!


 Less than this gift were lordship of wide
fields,

   Where slow-paced yoke and swain compel
the corn;

 Less, all rich gems the womb of India
yields,

   Where the flushed Ocean rims the
shores of Morn.


 Thy vow is granted! Lo! on pinions bright,

   The Love-god comes, a yellow cincture
bearing,

 To bind thee ever to thy dear delight,

   In nuptial knot, all other knots
outwearing.


 When wrinkles delve, and o’er the reverend
brow

   Fall silver locks and few, the bond
shall be

 But more endeared; and thou shall bless
this vow

   O’er children’s children smiling at
thy knee.

















ELEGY THE THIRD


MY
LADY RUSTICATES


 To pleasures of the country-side

   My lady-love is lightly flown;

 And now in cities to abide

   Betrays a heart of stone.


 Venus herself henceforth will choose

   Only in field and farm to walk,

 And Cupid but the language use

   Which plough-boy lovers talk.


 O what a ploughman I could be!

   How deep the furrows I would trace,

 If while I toiled, I might but see

   My mistress’ smiling face!


 A farmer true, I’d guide my team

   Of barren steers o’er fruitful lands,

 Nor murmur at the noon-day beam,

   Or my soft, blistered hands.


 Once fair Apollo fed the flocks

   Of King Admetus, like a swain;

 Little availed his flowing locks,

   His lyre was little gain.


 No virtuous herb to reach that ill

   His heavenly arts of healing knew;

 For love made vain his famous skill,

   And all his art o’er-threw.


 Himself his herds afield he drove,

   Or where the cooling waters stray;

 Himself the willow baskets wove,

   And strained out curds and whey.


 Oft would his heavenly shoulders bear

   A calf adown some pathless place;

 And oft Diana met him there,

   And blushed at his disgrace.


 O often, if his voice divine

   Echoed the mountain glens along,

 Out-burst the loud, audacious kine,

   And bellowing drowned his song.


 His tripods prince and people found

   All silent to their troubled cry,

 His locks dishevelled and unbound

   Woke fond Latona’s sigh.


 To see his pale, neglected brow,

   And unkempt tresses, once so fair, — 

 They cried, “O where is Phoebus now?

   “His glorious tresses, where?”


 “In place of Delos’ golden fane,

   “Love gives thee but a lowly shed!

 “O, where are Delphi and its train?

   “The Sibyl, whither fled?”


 Happy the days, forever flown,

   When even immortal gods could dare

 Proudly to serve at Venus’ throne,

   Nor blushed her chain to wear!


 “Irreverent fables!” I am told.

   But lovers true these tales receive:

 Rather a thousand such they hold,

   Than loveless gods believe.


 O Ceres, who didst charm away

   My Nemesis from life in Rome,

 May barren glebe thy pains repay

   And scanty harvest come!


 A curse upon thy merry trade!

   Young Bacchus, giver of the vine!

 Thy vine-yards have ensnared a maid

   Far sweeter than thy wine.


 Let herbs and acorns be our meat!

   Drink good old water! Better so

 Than that my fickle beauty’s feet

   To those far hills should go!


 Did not our sires on acorns feed,

   And love-sick rove o’er hill and dale?

 Our furrowed fields they did not need,

   Nor did love’s harvest fail.


 When passion did their hearts employ,

   And o’er them breathed the blissful
hour,

 Mild Venus freely found them joy

   In every leafy bower.


 No chaperone was there, no door

   Against a lover’s sighs to stand.

 Delicious age! May Heaven restore

   Its customs to our land!


 Nay, take me! In my lady’s train

   Some stubborn field I fain would
plough

 Lay on the lash and clamp the chain!

   I bear them meekly now.

















ELEGY THE FOURTH


ON HIS
LADY’S AVARICE


 A woman’s slave am I, and know it well.

   Farewell, my birthright! farewell,
liberty!

 In wretched slavery and chains I dwell,

   For love’s sad captives never are set
free.


 Whether I smile or curse, love just the same

   Brands me and burns. O, cruel woman,
spare!

 O would I were a rock, to ‘scape this
flame

   Far off upon the frosty mountains
there!


 Would I were flint, to front the tempest’s
power,

   Wave-buffeted on some wild, wreckful
shore!

 My sad days bring worse nights, and
every hour

   Fills me some cup of gall and brims it
o’er.


 What use are songs? Her greedy hands disdain

   Apollo’s gift. She says some gold is
due.

 Farewell, ye Muses, I have sung in vain!

   Only in quest of her I followed
you.


 I sing no wars; nor how the moon and sun

   In heavenly paths their circling
chariots steer.

 To win my lady’s smiles my numbers run;

   Farewell, ye Muses, if ye fail me
here!


 Let deeds of bloody crime now make me bold!

   No longer at her bolted door I whine;

 But I will find that necessary gold,

   Though I steal treasure from some holy
shrine.


 Venus I first will violate; for she

   Compelled my crime, and did my heart
enthrall

 To beauty that requires a golden fee.

   Yes, Venus’ shrine shall suffer worst
of all.


 Curse on that man who finds the emerald green,

   And Tyrian purples for our flattered
girls!

 He makes them greedy. Now they must be
seen

   In Coan robe and gleaming Red Sea
pearls.


 It spoils them all. Now bolts and barriers hold

  Their doors, and watch-dogs threaten
through the dark;

 But let the lover overflow with gold, — 

   All bolts fly back and not a dog will
bark.


 What God did beauty unto gold degrade,

   And mix one bliss with many a woe and
shame?

 Tears, quarrels, curses were the gifts
he made;

   And Love bears now a very evil name.


 False girl, who dost for riches thrust aside

   Love’s honest vow, may winds and
flames conspire

 To wreck thy wealth, while all thy beaux
deride

   The loss, nor throw one bowl-full on
the fire!


 O when dark Death shall be thy final guest,

   No lover true will shed the faithful
tear,

 Nor bring an offering where thy ashes
rest,

   Nor lay one garland on thy lonely bier
I


 But some warm-hearted lass who loved not gain

   Shall live a hundred years, yet be
much mourned;

 Her tomb shall be some lover’s holiest
fane,

   With annual gift of all sad flowers
adorned.


 “Farewell, true heart!” his trembling lips
will say,

   “Let peace untroubled bless thy relics
dear!”

 Oft will he visit, and departing pray,

   “Light lie this earth on her whose
rest is here!”


 Nay, it is vain such serious songs to breathe:

   I must be modern, if I would prevail.

 How much? Just all my ancestors
bequeath?

   Come, Lares! You are advertised for
sale.


 Let Circe and Medea bring the lees

   Of some foul cup! Let Thessaly prepare

 Its direst poison! Bring hippomanes,

   Fierce philtre from the frantic,
brooding mare!

 For if my mistress mix it with a smile,

 I drain a draught a thousand times as
vile.

















ELEGY THE FIFTH


THE
PRIESTHOOD OF APOLLO


 Smile, Phoebus, on the youthful priest

 Who seeks thy shrine to-day!

 With lyre and song attend our feast,

 And with imperious finger play

 Thy loudly thrilling chords to anthems
high!

 Come, with temples laurel-bound,

 O’er thine own thrice-hallowed ground,

 Where incense from our altars meets the
sky!

 Come radiant and fair,

 In golden garb and glorious, clustering
hair,

 The famous guise in which thou sang’st
so well

 Of victor Jove, when Saturn’s kingdom
fell!

 The far-off future all is thine!

 Thy hallowed augurs can divine

 Whate’er dark song the birds of omen
sing;

 Of augury thou art the king,

 And thy wise haruspex finds meaning fit

 For what the gods have in the victims
writ.

 The hoary Sibyl taught of thee

 Never sings of Rome untrue,

 Chanting forth in measures due

 Her mysterious prophecy.


 Once she bade Aeneas look

 In her all-revealing book,

 What time from Trojan shore

 His father and his fallen gods he bore.

 Doubtful and dark to him was Rome’s
bright name,

 While yet his mournful eyes

 Saw Ilium dying and her gods in flame.

 Not yet beneath the skies

 Had Romulus upreared the weight

 Of our Eternal City’s wall,

 Denied to Remus by unequal fate.

 Then lowly cabins small

 Possessed the seat of Capitolian Jove;

 And, over Palatine, the rustics drove

 Their herds afield, where Pan’s
similitude

 Dripped down with milk beneath an ilex
tall,

 And Pales’ image rude

 Hewn out by pruning-hook, for worship
stood.

 The shepherd hung upon the bough

 His babbling pipes in payment of a vow,
— 

 The pipe of reeds in lessening order
placed,

 Knit well with wax from longest unto
last.

 Where proud Velabrum lies,

 A little skiff across the shallows
plies;

 And oft, to meet her shepherd lover,

 The village lass is ferried over

 For a woodland holiday:

 At night returning o’er the watery way,

 She brings a tribute from the fruitful
farms — 

 A cheese, or white lamb, carried in her
arms.

The Sibyl

 “High-souled Aeneas, brother of
light-winged Love,

 “Thy pilgrim ships Troy’s fallen worship
bear.

 “To thee the Latin lands are given of
Jove,

 “And thy far-wandering gods are welcome
there.

 “Thou thyself shalt have a shrine

 “By Numicus’ holy wave;

 “Be thou its genius strong to bless and
save,

 “By power divine!


 “O’er thy ship’s storm-beaten prow

 “Victory her wings will spread,

 “And, glorious, rest at last above a
Trojan head.

 “I see Rutulia flaming round me now.

 “O barbarous Turnus, I behold thee dead!

 “Laurentum rushes on my sight,

 “And proud Lavinium’s castled height,

 “And Alba Longa for thy royal heir.

 “Now I see a priestess fair

 “Close in Mars’ divine embrace.

 “Daughter of Ilium, she fled away

 “From Vesta’s fires, and from her virgin
face

 “The fillet dropped, and quite unheeded
lay;

 “Nor shield nor corslet then her hero
wore,

 “Keeping their stolen tryst by Tiber’s
sacred shore!

 “Browse, ye bulls, along the seven green
hills!

 “For yet a little while ye may,

 “E’er the vast city shall confront the
day!

 “O Rome! thy destined glory fills

 “A wide world subject to thy sway, — 

 “Wide as all the regions given

 “To fruitful Ceres, as she looks from
heaven

 “O’er her fields of golden corn,

 “From the opening gates of morn

 “To where the Sun in Ocean’s billowy
stream

 “Cools at eve his spent and panting
team.

 “Troy herself at last shall praise

 “Thee and thy far-wandering ways.

 “My song is truth. Thus only I endure

 “The bitter laurel-leaf divine,

 “And keep me at Apollo’s shrine

 “A virgin ever pure.”


 So, Phoebus, in thy name the Sibyl sung,

 As o’er her frenzied brow her loosened
locks she flung.


 In equal song Herophile

 Chanted forth the times to be,

 From her cold Marpesian glade.

 Amalthea, dauntless maid,

 In the blessed days gone by,

 Bore thy book through Anio’s river

 And did thy prophecies deliver,

 From her mantle, safe and dry.


 All prophesied of omens dire,

 The comet’s monitory fire,

 Stones raining down, and tumult in the
sky

 Of trumpets, swords, and routed
chivalry;

 The very forests whispered fear,

 And through the stormful year

 Tears, burning tears, from marble altars
ran;

 Dumb beast took voice to tell the fate
of man;

 The Sun himself in light did fail

 As if he yoked his car to horses
mortal-pale.


 Such was the olden time. O Phoebus, now

 Of mild, benignant brow,

 Let those portents buried be

 In the wild, unfathomed sea!

 Now let thy laurel loudly flame

 On altars to thy gracious name,

 And give good omen of a fruitful year

 Crackling laurel if the rustic hear,

 He knows his granary shall bursting be,

 And sweet new wine flow free,

 And purple grapes by jolly feet be trod,

 Vat and cellar will be too small,

 While at the vintage-festival,

 With choral song,

 The tipsy swains carouse the shepherd’s
god:

 “Away, ye wolves, and do our folds no
wrong!”


 Then shall the master touch the straw-built
fire,

 And as it blazes high and higher,

 Lightly leap its lucky crest.

 A welcome heir with frolic face

 Shall his jovial sire embrace,

 And kiss him hard and pull him by the
ears;

 While o’er the cradle the good
grand-sire bent

 Will babble with the babe in equal
merriment,

 And feel no more his weight of years.


 There in soft shadow of some ancient tree,

 Maidens, boys, and wine-cups be,

 Scattered on the pleasant grass;

 From lip to lip the cups they pass;

 Their own mantles garland-bound

 Hang o’er-head for canopy,

 And every cup with rose is crowned;

 Each at banquet buildeth high

 Of turf the table, and of turf the bed,
— 

 Such was ancient revelry!

 Here too some lover at his darling’s
head

 Flings words of scorn, which by and by

 He wildly prays be left unsaid,

 And swears that wine-cups lie.


 O under Phoebus’ ever-peaceful sway,

 Away, ye bows, ye arrows fierce, away!

 Let Love without a shaft among earth’s
peoples stray!

 A noble weapon! but when Cupid takes

 His arrow, — ah! what mortal wound he
makes!

 Mine is the chief. This whole year have
I lain

 Wounded to death, yet cherishing the
pain,

 And counting my delicious anguish gain.

 Of Nemesis my song must tell!

 Without her name I make no verses well,

 My metres limp and all fine words are
vain!


 Therefore, my darling, since the powers on
high

 Protect the poets, — O! a little while

 On Apollo’s servant smile!

 So let me sing in words divine

 An ode of triumph for young Messaline.

 Before his chariot he shall bear

 Towns and towers for trophies proud,

 And on his brow the laurel-garland wear;

 While, with woodland laurel crowned.

 His legions follow him acclaiming loud,

 “Io triumphe,” with far-echoing sound.


 Let my Messala of the festive crowd

 Receive applause, and joyfully behold

 His son’s victorious chariot passing by!


 Smile, Phoebus there! Thy flowing locks all
gold!

 Thy virgin sister, too, stoop with thee
from the sky!

















ELEGY THE SIXTH


LET
LOVERS ALL ENLIST


 Now for a soldier Macer goes. Will Cupid take
the field?

 Will Love himself enlist, and bear on his
soft breast a shield?


 Through weary marches over land, through
wandering waves at sea,

 Armed cap-a-pie, will that small
god the hero’s comrade be?


 O burn him, boy, I pray, that could thy
blessed favors slight!

 Back to the ranks the straggler bring beneath
thy standard bright!


 Yet, if to soldiers thou art kind, I too will
volunteer,

 I too will from a helmet drink, nor
thirst in desert’s fear.


 Venus, good-bye! Now, off I go! Good-bye,
sweet ladies all!

 I am all valor, and delight to hear the
trumpets call.


 Large is my brag! But while with pride my
project I recite,

 I see her bolted door, — and then my
boasting fails me quite.


 Never to visit her again, with many an oath I
swore;

 But while I vowed, my feet had run
unguided to her door.


 Come now, ye lovers all! who serve in Cupid’s
hard campaign,

 Let us together to the wars, and thus
our peace regain!


 This age of iron frowns on love and smiles on
golden gain, — 

 On spoils of war which must be won by
agony and pain.


 For spoils alone our swords are keen, and
deadly spears are hurled

 While carnage, wrath, and swifter death
fly broadcast through the world.


 For spoils, with double risk of death the
threatening seas we sail,

 And climb the steel-beaked ship-of-war,
so mighty and so frail!


 The spoilers proud to boundless lands their
bloody titles read,

 And see innumerable flocks o’er endless
acres feed


 Fine foreign marbles they will bring; and all
the city stare,

 While one tall column for a house a
thousand oxen bear.


 They bind with bars the tameless sea; behind a
rampart proud

 Their little fishes swim in calm, when
wintry storms are loud.


 Ah! Love! Will not a Samian bowl hold all our
mirth and wine?

 And pottery of poor Cuman clay, with
love, seem fair and fine?


 Nay! Woe is me! Naught now but gold can please
our ladies gay;

 And so, since Venus asks for wealth, the
spoils of war must pay.


 My Nemesis shall roll in wealth; and promenade
the town,

 All glittering, with my golden gifts
upon her gorgeous gown.


 Her filmy web of Coan weave with golden
broidery gleams;

 Her swarthy slaves the Indian sun
touched with its burning beams.


 In rival hues to make her fair all conquered
regions vie,

 Afric its azure must bestow, and Tyre
its purple dye.


 O look — I tell what all men know — on that
most favored lover!

 Once in the market-place he sat, with
both his soles chalked over.
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ELEGY THE FIRST


THE NEW-YEAR’S GIFT


 Now the month of Mars beginning brings the
merry season near,

 By our fathers named and numbered as the
threshold of the year.

 Faithfully their custom keeping, through
the wide streets to and fro,

 Offered at each friendly dwelling,
seasonable gifts must go.

 O what gifts, Pierian Muses, may
acceptably be poured

 On my own adored Neaera? — or, if not my
own, adored!


 Song is love’s best gift to beauty; gold but
tempts the venal soul;

 Therefore, ’tis a song I send her on
this amateurish scroll.

 Wind a page of saffron parchment round
the white papyrus there,

 Polish well with careful pumice every
silvery margin fair:


 On the dainty little cover, for a title to the
same

 Let her bright eyes read the blazon of a
love-sick poet’s name.

 Let the pair of horn-tipped handles be
embossed with colors gay,

 For my book must make a toilet, must put
on its best array.


 By Castalia’s whispering shadow, by Pieria’s
vocal spring,

 By yourselves, O listening Muses, who
did prompt the song I sing, — 

 Fly, I pray you, to her chamber, and my
pretty booklet bear,

 All unmarred and perfect give it, every
color fresh and fair:

 Let her send you back, confessing, if
our hearts together burn;

 Or, if she but loves me little, or will
nevermore return.

 Utter first, for she deserves it, many a
golden wish and vow;

 Then deliver this true message, humbly,
as I speak it now.


 ’Tis a gift, O chaste Neaera, from thy husband
yet to be.

 Take the trifle, though a “brother” now
is all he seems to thee.


 He will swear he loves thee dearer than the
blood in all his veins;

 Whether husband, or if only that cold “sister”
name remains.

 Ah! but “wife” he calls it: nothing takes
this sweet hope from his soul!

 Till a hapless ghost he wanders where
the Stygian waters roll.

















ELEGY THE SECOND


HE
DIED FOR LOVE


 Whoe’er from darling bride her husband dear

   First forced to part, had but a heart
of stone;

 And not less hard the man who could
appear

   To bear such loss and live unloved,
alone.


 I am but weak in this; such fortitude

   My soul has not; grief breaks my
spirit quite.

 I shame not to declare it is my mood

   To sicken of a life such sorrows
smite.


 When I shall journey to the shadowy land,

   And over my white bones black ashes
be,

 Beside my pyre let fair Neaera stand,

   With long, loose locks unbound,
lamenting me.


 Let her dear mother’s grief with hers have
share,

   One mourn a husband, one a son bewail!

 Then call upon my ghost with holy
prayer,

   And pour ablution o’er their fingers
pale.


 The white bones, which my body’s wreck
outlast,

   Girdled in flowing black they will
upbear,

 Sprinkle with rare, old wine, and gently
cast

   In bath of snowy milk, with pious
care.


 These will they swathe with linen mantles o’er,

   And lay unmouldering in their marble
bed;

 Then gift of Arab or Panchaian shore,

   Assyrian balm and Orient incense shed.


 And may they o’er my tomb the gift disburse

   Of faithful tears, remembering him
below;

 For those cold ashes I have made this
verse,

   That all my doleful way of death may
know.


 My oft-frequented grave the words shall bear,

   And all who pass will read with
pitying eyes: — 

 “Here Lygdamus, consumed with grief
and care

“For his lost bride Neaera, hapless lies.”

















ELEGY THE THIRD


RICHES
ARE USELESS


 ’Tis vain to plague the skies with eager
prayer,

   And offer incense with thy votive
song,

 If only thou dost ask for marbles fair,

   To deck thy palace for the gazing
throng.


 Not wider fields my oxen to employ,

   Nor flowing harvests and abundant
land,

 I ask of heaven; but for a long life’s
joy

   With thee, and in old age to clasp thy
hand.


 If when my season of sweet light is o’er,

   I, carrying nothing, unto Charon yield,

 What profits me a ponderous golden
store,

   Or that a thousand yoke must plough my
field?


 What if proud Phrygian columns fill my halls,

   Taenarian, Carystian, and the rest,

 Or branching groves adorn my spacious
walls,

   Or golden roof, or floor with marbles
dressed?


 What pleasure in rare Erythraean dyes,

   Or purple pride of Sidon and of Tyre,

 Or all that can solicit envious eyes,

   And which the mob of fools so well
admire?


 Wealth has no power to lift life’s load of
care,

   Or free man’s lot from Fortune’s fatal
chain;

 With thee, Neaera, poverty looks fair,

   And lacking thee, a kingdom were in
vain.


 O golden day that shall at last restore

   My lost love to my arms! O blest
indeed,

 And worthy to be hallowed evermore!

   May some kind god my long petition
heed!


 No! not dominion, nor Pactolian stream,

   Nor all the riches the wide world can
give!

 These other men may ask. My fondest
dream

   Is, poor but free, with my true wife
to live.


 Saturnian Juno, to all nuptials kind,

   Receive with grace my ever-anxious
vow!

 Come, Venus, wafted by the Cyprian wind,

   And from thy car of shell smile on me
now!


 But if the mournful sisters, by whose hands

   Our threads of life are spun, refuse
me all — 

 May Pluto bid me to his dreary lands,

   Where those wide rivers through the
darkness fall!

















ELEGY THE FOURTH


A
DREAM FROM PHOEBUS


 Be kinder, gods! Let not the dreams come true

   Which last night’s cruel slumber bade
believe!

 Begone! your vain, delusive spells undo,

   Nor ask me to receive!


 The gods tell truth. With truth the Tuscan
seer

   In entrails dark a book of fate may
find;

 But dreams are folly and with fruitless
fear

   Address the trembling mind.


 Although mankind, against night’s dark
surprise

   With sprinkled meal or salt ward off
the ill,

 And often turn deaf ear to prophets
wise,

   While dreams deceive them still; — 


 May bright Lucina my foreboding mind

   From such vain terrors of the night
redeem,

 For in my soul no deed of guilt I find,

   Nor do my lips blaspheme.


 Now had the Night upon her ebon wain

   Passed o’er the upper sky, and dipped
a wheel

 In the blue sea: but Sleep, the friend
of pain,

   Refused my sense to seal.


 Sleep stands defeated at the house of care:

   And only when from purpled orient
skies

 Peered Phoebus forth, did tardy slumber
bear

   Down on my weary eyes.


 Then seemed a youth with holy laurel crowned

   To fill my door: a wight so wondrous
rare

 Was not in all the vanished ages found.

   No marble half so fair!


 Adown his neck, with myrtle-buds inwove

   And Syrian dews, his unshorn tresses
flow:

 White is he as the moon in heaven above,

   But rose is blent with snow.


 Like that soft blush on face of virgin fair

   Led to her husband; or as maidens
twine

 Lilies in amaranth; or Autumn’s air

   Tinges the apples fine.


 A long, loose mantle to his ankles played, — 

   Such vesture did his lucent shape
enfold:

 His left hand bore the vocal lyre, all
made

   Of gleaming shell and gold.


 He smote its strings with ivory instrument,

   And words auspicious tuned his
heavenly tongue;

 Then, while his hands and voice
concording blent,

   These sad, sweet words he sung:


 “Hail, blest of Heaven! For a poet divine

   Phoebus and Bacchus and the Muses
bless.

 But Bacchus and the skilful Sisters nine

   No prophecies possess.


 “But of what Fate ordains for times to be

   Jove gave me vision. Therefore,
minstrel dear!

 Receive what my unerring lips decree!

   The Cynthian wisdom hear!


 “She whom thy love holds dearer than sweet
child

   Is to a mother’s breast, or virgin
soft

 To longing lover, she for whom thy wild

   Prayers vex high Heaven so oft,


 “Who worries thee each day, and vainly fills

   Dark-mantled sleep with visions that
beguile,

 Lovely Neaera, theme of all thy quills,

   Now elsewhere gives her smile.


 “For sighs not thine her fickle passions
flame:

   For thy chaste house Neaera has no
care.

 O cruel tribe! O woman, faithless name!

   Curse on the false and fair!


 “But woo her still! For mutability

   Is woman’s soul. Fond vows may yet
prevail,

 Fierce love bears well a woman’s
cruelty,

   Nor at the lash will quail.


 “That I did feed Admetus’ heifers white

   Is no light tale. Upon the lyric
string

 Nor more could I my joyful notes indite,

   Nor with sweet concord sing.


 “On oaten pipe I sued the woodland Muse — 

   I, of Latona and the Thunderer son!

 Thou knowst not what love is, if thou
refuse

   T’endure a cruel one.


 “Go, then, and ply her with persuasive woe!

   Soft supplications the hard heart
subdue.

 Then, if my oracles the future know,

   Give her this message true:


 “‘The God whose seat is Delos’ marble isle,

   Declares this marriage happy and
secure.

 It has Apollo’s own auspicious smile.

Cast off that rival wooer!’”


 He spoke: dull slumber from my body fell.

   Can I believe such perils round me
fold?

 That such discordant vows thy tongue can
tell?

   Thy heart in guilt so bold?


 Thou wert not gendered by the Pontic Sea,

   Nor where Chimaera’s lips fierce flame
out-pour,

 Nor of that dog with tongues and
foreheads three,

   His back all snakes and gore;


 Nor out of Scylla’s whelp-engirdled womb;

   Nor wert thou of fell lioness the
child;

 Nor was thy cradle Scythia’s
forest-gloom,

   Nor Syrtis’ sandy wild.


 No, but thy home was human! round its fire

   Sate creatures lovable: of all her
kind

 Thy mother was the mildest, and thy sire

   Showed a most friendly mind.


 May Heaven in these bad dreams good omen show,

 And bid warm south-winds to oblivion
blow!

















ELEGY THE FIFTH


TO
FRIENDS AT THE BATHS


 You take your pleasure by Etrurian streams,

   Save when the dog-star burns:

 Or bathe you where mysterious Baiae
steams,

   When purple Spring returns.


 But dread Persephone assigns to me

   The hour of gloom and fears.

 O Queen of death! be innocence my plea!

   Pity my youthful tears!


 I never have profaned that sacred shrine

   Where none but women go,

 Nor in my cup cast hemlock, or poured
wine

   Death-drugged for friend or foe.


 I have not burned a temple: nor to crime

   My fevered passions given:

 Nor with wild blasphemy at worship-time

  
Insulted frowning Heaven.


 Not yet is my dark hair defaced with gray,

   Nor stoop nor staff have I;

 For I was born upon that fatal day

   That saw two consuls die.


 What profits it from tender vine to tear

   The growing grape? Or who

 Would pluck with naughty hand an apple
fair,

   Before its season due?


 Have mercy! gods who keep the murky stream

   Of that third kingdom dark!

 On my far future let Elysium beam!

   Postpone me Charon’s bark! — 


 Till wrinkled age shall make my features pale,

   And to the listening boys

 The old man babbles his repeated tale

   Of vanished days and joys!


 I trust I fear too much this fever-heat

   Which two long weeks I have,

 While with Etrurian nymphs ye sweetly
meet,

   And cleave the yielding wave.


 Live lucky, friends! live loyal unto me,

   Though life, though death be mine!

 Let herds all black dread Pluto’s
offering be

   With white milk and red wine!

















ELEGY THE SIXTH


A FARE-WELL TOAST


 Come radiant Bacchus! With the hallowed leaf

   Of grape and ivy be thy forehead
crowned!

 For thou canst chase away or cure my
grief — 

   Let love in wine be drowned!


 Dear bearer of my cup, come, brim it o’er!

   Pour forth unstinted our Falernian
wine!

 Care’s cruel brood is gone; I toil no
more,

   If Phoebus o’er me shine.


 Dear, jovial friends, let not a lip be dry!

   Drink as I drink, and every toast
obey!

 And him who will not with my wine-cup
vie,

   May some false lass betray!


 This god makes all men rich. He tames proud
souls,

   And bids them by a woman’s hand be
chained;

 Armenian tigresses his power controls,

   And lions tawny-maned.


 That love-god is as strong; but I delight

   In Bacchus rather. Fill our cups once
more!

 Just and benign is he, if mortal wight

   Him and his vines adore!


 But, O! he rages, if his gift ye spurn.

   Drink, if ye dare not a god’s anger
brave!

 How fierce his stroke, let temperate
fellows learn

   Of Pentheus’ gory grave.


 Away such fear! Rather may some fierce stroke

   On that false beauty fall! — O
frightful prayer!

 O, I am mad! O may my curse be broke,

   And melt in misty air!


 For, O Neaera, though I am forgot,

   I ask all gods to bless thee, every
one.

 Back to my cups I go. This wine has
brought

   After long storms, the sun.


 Alas! How hard to masque dull grief in joy!

   A sad heart’s jest — what bitter
mockery!

 With vain deceit my laughing lips employ

   Loud mirth that is a lie.


 But why complain and moan? O wretched me!

   When will my lagging sorrows haste and
go?

 Delightful Bacchus at his mystery

   Forbids these words of woe.


 Once, by the wave, lone Ariadne pale,

   Abandoned of false Theseus, weeping
stood: — 

 Our wise Catullus tells the doleful tale

   Of love’s ingratitude.


 Take warning friends! How fortunate is he,

   Who learns of others’ loss his own to
shun!

 Trust not caressing arms and sighs, nor
be

   By flatteries undone!


 Though by her own sweet eyes her oath she
swear,

   By solemn Juno, or by Venus gay,

 At oaths of love Jove laughs, and bids
the air

   Waft the light things away.


 It is but folly, then, to fume and fret,

   If one light lass that old deception
wrought;

 O that I too might evermore forget

   To speak my heart’s true thought!


 O that my long, long nights brought peace and
thee!

   That nought but thee my waking eyes
did fill!

 Thou wert most false and cruel, woe is
me!

   False! But I love thee still.

L’Envoi

 How well fresh water mixes with old
wine!

   Bacchus loves water-nymphs. Bring
water, boy!

 What care I where she sleeps? This night
of mine

   Shall I in sighs employ?


 Make the cup strong, I tell you! Stronger
there!

   Wine only! While the Syrian balm o’er-flows!

 Long would I revel with anointed hair,

   And wear this wreath of rose.
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ELEGY THE
THIRTEENTH


A
LOVER’S OATH


 No! ne’er shall rival lure me from thine arms!

   (In such sweet bond did our first
sighs agree!)

 Save for thine own I see no woman’s
charms;

   No maid in all the world is fair but
thee.


 Would that no eyes but mine could find thee
fair!

   Displease those others! Save me this
annoy!

 I ask not envy nor the people’s stare: —


   Wisest is he who loves with silent
joy.


 With thee in gloomy woods my life were gay,

   Where pathway ne’er was found for
human feet,

 Thou art my balm of care, in dark my
day,

   In wildest waste, society complete.


 If Heaven should send a goddess to my bed,

   All were in vain. My pulse would never
rise.

 I swear thee this by Juno’s holy head — 

   Greatest to us of all who hold the
skies.


 What madness this? I give away my case!

   Swear a fool’s oath! Thy tears my
safety won.

 Now wilt thou flirt, and tease me to my
face — 

   Such mischief has my babbling fully
done.


 Now am I but thy slave: yet thine remain,

   My mistress’ yoke I never shall
undo.

 To Venus’ altar let me drag my
chain!

   She brands the proud, and smiles
on lovers true.

















OVID’S LAMENT
FOR TIBULLUS’ DEATH


 If tears for their dead sons, in deep despair,

   Mothers of Memnon and Achilles
shed,

 If gods in mortal grief have any
share,

   O Muse of tears! bow down thy
mournful head!


 Tibullus, thy true minstrel and best fame,

   Mere lifeless clay, on tall-built
pyre doth blaze;

 While Eros, with rent bow,
extinguished flame,

   And quiver empty, his wild grief
displays.


 Behold, he comes with trailing wing forlorn,

   And smites with desperate hands
his bosom bare!

 Tears rain unheeded o’er his tresses
turn,

   And many a trembling sob his soft
lips bear.


 Thus for a brother Eros mourned of yore,

   Aeneas, in Iulus’ regal hall;

 Not less do Venus’ eyes this death
deplore

   Than when she saw her slain Adonis
fall.


 Yet poets are sacred! Simple souls have deemed

   That ranked with gods we sons of
song may stand,

 See one and all by sullen Death
blasphemed,

   And violated by his shadowy hand!


 Little avails it Orpheus that his sire

   Was more than man; for though his
songs restrain

 The wolves of Ismara, his love-lorn
lyre

   Wails in the wildwood gloom with
anguish vain.


 Maeonides, from whose exhaustless well

   All bards since then some tribute
stream derive, — 

 Him, even him, th’ Avernian shades
camped;

   Only his songs his scattered dust
survive


 Yet songs endure. Endures the Trojan fame,

   And how Penelope’s wise nights
were passed.

 So Nemesis and Delia have a name, — 

   A poet’s earliest passion and his
last.


 Live piously! Build shrines! Revere the skies!

   Death, from the temple, thrusts
thee to the tomb

 Or sing divinely! Lo, Tibullus dies!

   One scanty urn gives all his ashes
room.


 Could not that laurelled head the flames
restrain?

   How dared they that inspired
breast explore?

 Rather they should have burned some
golden fane

   Of gods, — of gods who this last
insult bore!


 Yet ’tis my faith the Queen of Love the while,

   Whose altars crown the bright,
voluptuous steep

 Of Eryx, at that sight did lose her
smile;

   Oh! I believe sweet Venus deigned
to weep!


 But he had feared worse deaths: for now he
lies

   Not on Phaeacia’s strand in grave
unknown;

 His own dear mother closed his
fading eyes,

   And brought her prayers to bless
his votive stone.


 Thither drew near in mournful disarray

   His sister pale, her mother’s
grief to share:

 Thither no less, their rival tears
to pay,

   His Nemesis and Delia, fond and
fair.


 There Delia murmured, “In such love as thine

   I was too happy; thou, supremely
blest,”

 Rut Nemesis: “Nay, nay! The loss is
mine;

  
By mine alone his dying hand was pressed.”


 If after death, we haply may retain

   More of true being than a name and
shade,

 Tibullus now the bright Elysian
plain

   Doth enter, and hears stir of
welcome made.


 With ivy garlands on his fadeless brow,

   Catullus hails his peer in perfect rhyme;

 Comes Calvus, too; and slandered
Gallus! thou, — 

   Not guilty, save if wasted love be
crime!


 Such comrades now attend thy happy shade, — 

   If shade in truth to our frail
flesh belong:

 Th’ Elysian company is larger made

   By thee, Tibullus, skilled in
noble song!


 May thy bones rest in peace! is my fond
prayer:

   Safe and inviolate thine urn shall
be.

 Be changeless peace on thy loved
relies there!

   And light the hallowed earth that
shelters thee!
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LIBER PRIMVS

















I


Divitias alius fulvo sibi congerat
auro

     Et teneat culti iugera multa soli,

Quem labor adsiduus vicino terreat hoste,

     Martia cui somnos classica pulsa
fugent:

Me mea paupertas vita traducat inerti,   5

     Dum meus adsiduo luceat igne focus.

Ipse seram teneras maturo tempore vites

     Rusticus et facili grandia poma
manu;

Nec spes destituat, sed frugum semper acervos

     Praebeat et pleno pinguia musta
lacu.   10

Nam veneror, seu stipes habet desertus in agris

     Seu vetus in trivio florida serta
lapis,

Et quodcumque mihi pomum novus educat annus,

     Libatum agricolae ponitur ante deo.

Flava Ceres, tibi sit nostro de rure corona   15

     Spicea, quae templi pendeat ante
fores,

Pomosisque ruber custos ponatur in hortis,

     Terreat ut saeva falce Priapus aves.

Vos quoque, felicis quondam, nunc pauperis agri

     Custodes, fertis munera vestra,
Lares.   20

Tunc vitula innumeros lustrabat caesa iuvencos,

     Nunc agna exigui est hostia parva
soli.

Agna cadet vobis, quam circum rustica pubes

     Clamet ‘io messes et bona vina date’.

Iam modo iam possim contentus vivere parvo   25

     Nec semper longae deditus esse viae,

Sed Canis aestivos ortus vitare sub umbra

     Arboris ad rivos praetereuntis
aquae.

Nec tamen interdum pudeat tenuisse bidentem

     Aut stimulo tardos increpuisse
boves,   30

Non agnamve sinu pigeat fetumve capellae

     Desertum oblita matre referre domum.

At vos exiguo pecori, furesque lupique,

     Parcite: de magno est praeda petenda
grege.

Hic ego pastoremque meum lustrare quotannis   35

     Et placidam soleo spargere lacte
Palem.

Adsitis, divi, neu vos e paupere mensa

     Dona nec e puris spernite
fictilibus.

Fictilia antiquus primum sibi fecit agrestis

     Pocula, de facili conposuitque luto.   40

Non ego divitias patrum fructusque requiro,

     Quos tulit antiquo condita messis
avo:

Parva seges satis est, satis requiescere lecto

     Si licet et solito membra levare
toro.

Quam iuvat inmites ventos audire cubantem   45

     Et dominam tenero continuisse sinu

Aut, gelidas hibernus aquas cum fuderit Auster,

     Securum somnos igne iuvante sequi.

Hoc mihi contingat. Sit dives iure, furorem

     Qui maris et tristes ferre potest
pluvias.   50

O quantum est auri pereat potiusque smaragdi,

     Quam fleat ob nostras ulla puella
vias.

Te bellare decet terra, Messalla, marique,

     Ut domus hostiles praeferat exuvias;

Me retinent vinctum formosae vincla puellae,   55

     Et sedeo duras ianitor ante fores.

Non ego laudari curo, mea Delia; tecum

     Dum modo sim, quaeso segnis inersque
vocer.

Te spectem, suprema mihi cum venerit hora,

     Te teneam moriens deficiente manu.   60

Flebis et arsuro positum me, Delia, lecto,

     Tristibus et lacrimis oscula mixta
dabis.

Flebis: non tua sunt duro praecordia ferro

     Vincta, neque in tenero stat tibi
corde silex.

Illo non iuvenis poterit de funere quisquam   65

     Lumina, non virgo, sicca referre
domum.

Tu manes ne laede meos, sed parce solutis

     Crinibus et teneris, Delia, parce
genis.

Interea, dum fata sinunt, iungamus amores:

     Iam veniet tenebris Mors adoperta
caput,   70

Iam subrepet iners aetas, nec amare decebit,

     Dicere nec cano blanditias capite.

Nunc levis est tractanda Venus, dum frangere postes

     Non pudet et rixas inseruisse iuvat.

Hic ego dux milesque bonus: vos, signa tubaeque,   75

     Ite procul, cupidis volnera ferte
viris,

Ferte et opes: ego conposito securus acervo

     Despiciam dites despiciamque famem.

















II


Adde merum vinoque novos conpesce
dolores,

     Occupet ut fessi lumina victa sopor,

Neu quisquam multo percussum tempora baccho

     Excitet, infelix dum requiescit
amor.

Nam posita est nostrae custodia saeva puellae,   5

     Clauditur et dura ianua firma sera.

Ianua difficilis domini, te verberet imber,

     Te Iovis imperio fulmina missa
petant.

Ianua, iam pateas uni mihi, victa querelis,

     Neu furtim verso cardine aperta
sones.   10

Et mala siqua tibi dixit dementia nostra,

     Ignoscas: capiti sint precor illa
meo.

Te meminisse decet, quae plurima voce peregi

     Supplice, cum posti florida serta
darem.

Tu quoque ne timide custodes, Delia, falle,   15

     Audendum est: fortes adiuvat ipsa
Venus.

Illa favet, seu quis iuvenis nova limina temptat,

     Seu reserat fixo dente puella fores;

Illa docet molli furtim derepere lecto,

     Illa pedem nullo ponere posse sono,   20

Illa viro coram nutus conferre loquaces

     Blandaque conpositis abdere verba
notis.

Nec docet hoc omnes, sed quos nec inertia tardat

     Nec vetat obscura surgere nocte
timor.

En ego cum tenebris tota vagor anxius urbe,   25


* * *


Nec sinit occurrat quisquam, qui
corpora ferro

     Volneret aut rapta praemia veste
petat.

Quisquis amore tenetur, eat tutusque sacerque

     Qualibet: insidias non timuisse
decet.   30

Non mihi pigra nocent hibernae frigora noctis,

     Non mihi, cum multa decidit imber
aqua.

Non labor hic laedit, reseret modo Delia postes

     Et vocet ad digiti me taciturna
sonum.

Parcite luminibus, seu vir seu femina fiat   35

     Obvia: celari volt sua furta Venus.

Neu strepitu terrete pedum neu quaerite nomen

     Neu prope fulgenti lumina ferte
face.

Siquis et inprudens adspexerit, occulat ille

     Perque deos omnes se meminisse
neget:   40

Nam fuerit quicumque loquax, is sanguine natam,

     Is Venerem e rapido sentiet esse
mari.

Nec tamen huic credet coniunx tuus, ut mihi verax

     Pollicita est magico saga
ministerio.

Hanc ego de caelo ducentem sidera vidi,   45

    
Fluminis haec rapidi carmine vertit iter,

Haec cantu finditque solum Manesque sepulcris

     Elicit et tepido devocat ossa rogo;

Iam tenet infernas magico stridore catervas,

     Iam iubet adspersas lacte referre
pedem.   50

Cum libet, haec tristi depellit nubila caelo,

     Cum libet, aestivo convocat orbe
nives.

Sola tenere malas Medeae dicitur herbas,

     Sola feros Hecates perdomuisse
canes.

Haec mihi conposuit cantus, quis fallere posses:   55

     Ter cane, ter dictis despue
carminibus.

Ille nihil poterit de nobis credere cuiquam,

     Non sibi, si in molli viderit ipse
toro.

Tu tamen abstineas aliis: nam cetera cernet

     Omnia, de me uno sentiet ipse nihil.   60

Quid, credam? nempe haec eadem se dixit amores

     Cantibus aut herbis solvere posse
meos,

Et me lustravit taedis, et nocte serena

     Concidit ad magicos hostia pulla
deos.

Non ego, totus abesset amor, sed mutuus esset,   65

     Orabam, nec te posse carere velim.

Ferreus ille fuit, qui, te cum posset habere,

     Maluerit praedas stultus et arma
sequi.

Ille licet Cilicum victas agat ante catervas,

     Ponat et in capto Martia castra
solo,   70

Totus et argento contextus, totus et auro

     Insideat celeri conspiciendus equo,

Ipse boves mea si tecum modo Delia possim

     Iungere et in solito pascere monte
pecus,

Et te, dum liceat, teneris retinere lacertis,   75

     Mollis et inculta sit mihi somnus
humo.

Quid Tyrio recubare toro sine amore secundo

     Prodest, cum fletu nox vigilanda
venit?

Nam neque tum plumae nec stragula picta soporem

     Nec sonitus placidae ducere posset
aquae.   80

Num Veneris magnae violavi numina verbo,

     Et mea nunc poenas inpia lingua
luit?

Num feror incestus sedes adiisse deorum

     Sertaque de sanctis deripuisse
focis?

Non ego, si merui, dubitem procumbere templis   85

     Et dare sacratis oscula liminibus,

Non ego tellurem genibus perrepere supplex

     Et miserum sancto tundere poste
caput.

At tu, qui laetus rides mala nostra, caveto

     Mox tibi: non uni saeviet usque
deus.   90

Vidi ego, qui iuvenum miseros lusisset amores,

     Post Veneris vinclis subdere colla
senem

Et sibi blanditias tremula conponere voce

     Et manibus canas fingere velle
comas,

Stare nec ante fores puduit caraeve puellae   95

     Ancillam medio detinuisse foro.

Hunc puer, hunc iuvenis turba circumterit arta,

     Despuit in molles et sibi quisque
sinus.

At mihi parce, Venus: semper tibi dedita servit

     Mens mea: quid messes uris acerba
tuas?

















III


Ibitis Aegaeas sine me, Messalla, per
undas,

     O utinam memores ipse cohorsque mei.

Me tenet ignotis aegrum Phaeacia terris,

     Abstineas avidas, Mors, modo, nigra,
manus.

Abstineas, Mors atra, precor: non hic mihi mater   5

     Quae legat in maestos ossa perusta
sinus,

Non soror, Assyrios cineri quae dedat odores

     Et fleat effusis ante sepulcra
comis,

Delia non usquam; quae me cum mitteret urbe,

     Dicitur ante omnes consuluisse deos.   10

Illa sacras pueri sortes ter sustulit: illi

     Rettulit e trinis omina certa puer.

Cuncta dabant reditus: tamen est deterrita numquam,

     Quin fleret nostras respiceretque
vias.

Ipse ego solator, cum iam mandata dedissem,   15

     Quaerebam tardas anxius usque moras.

Aut ego sum causatus aves aut omina dira,

     Saturni sacram me tenuisse diem.

O quotiens ingressus iter mihi tristia dixi

     Offensum in porta signa dedisse
pedem!   20

Audeat invito ne quis discedere Amore,

     Aut sciat egressum se prohibente
deo.

Quid tua nunc Isis mihi, Delia, quid mihi prosunt

     Illa tua totiens aera repulsa manu,

Quidve, pie dum sacra colis, pureque lavari   25

     Te — memini — et puro secubuisse
toro?

Nunc, dea, nunc succurre mihi — nam posse mederi

     Picta docet templis multa tabella
tuis — ,

Ut mea votivas persolvens Delia voces

     Ante sacras lino tecta fores sedeat   30

Bisque die resoluta comas tibi dicere laudes

     Insignis turba debeat in Pharia.

At mihi contingat patrios celebrare Penates

     Reddereque antiquo menstrua tura
Lari.

Quam bene Saturno vivebant rege, priusquam   35

     Tellus in longas est patefacta vias!

Nondum caeruleas pinus contempserat undas,

     Effusum ventis praebueratque sinum,

Nec vagus ignotis repetens conpendia terris

     Presserat externa navita merce
ratem.   40

Illo non validus subiit iuga tempore taurus,

     Non domito frenos ore momordit
equus,

Non domus ulla fores habuit, non fixus in agris,

     Qui regeret certis finibus arva,
lapis.

Ipsae mella dabant quercus, ultroque ferebant   45

     Obvia securis ubera lactis oves.

Non acies, non ira fuit, non bella, nec ensem

     Inmiti saevus duxerat arte faber.

Nunc Iove sub domino caedes et vulnera semper,

     Nunc mare, nunc leti mille repente
viae.   50

Parce, pater. timidum non me periuria terrent,

     Non dicta in sanctos inpia verba
deos.

Quodsi fatales iam nunc explevimus annos,

     Fac lapis inscriptis stet super ossa notis:

‘Hic iacet inmiti consumptus morte Tibullus,   55

     Messallam terra dum sequiturque
mari.’

Sed me, quod facilis tenero sum semper Amori,

     Ipsa Venus campos ducet in Elysios.

Hic choreae cantusque vigent, passimque vagantes

     Dulce sonant tenui gutture carmen
aves,   60

Fert casiam non culta seges, totosque per agros

     Floret odoratis terra benigna rosis;

Ac iuvenum series teneris inmixta puellis

     Ludit, et adsidue proelia miscet
Amor.

Illic est, cuicumque rapax mors venit amanti,   65

     Et gerit insigni myrtea serta coma.

At scelerata iacet sedes in nocte profunda

     Abdita, quam circum flumina nigra
sonant:

Tisiphoneque inpexa feros pro crinibus angues

     Saevit, et huc illuc inpia turba
fugit.   70

Tum niger in porta serpentum Cerberus ore

     Stridet et aeratas excubat ante
fores.

Illic Iunonem temptare Ixionis ausi

     Versantur celeri noxia membra rota,

Porrectusque novem Tityos per iugera terrae   75

     Adsiduas atro viscere pascit aves.

Tantalus est illic, et circum stagna, sed acrem

     Iam iam poturi deserit unda sitim,

Et Danai proles, Veneris quod numina laesit,

     In cava Lethaeas dolia portat aquas.   80

Illic sit, quicumque meos violavit amores,

     Optavit lentas et mihi militias.

At tu casta precor maneas, sanctique pudoris

     Adsideat custos sedula semper anus.

Haec tibi fabellas referat positaque lucerna   85

     Deducat plena stamina longa colu,

At circa gravibus pensis adfixa puella

     Paulatim somno fessa remittat opus.

Tum veniam subito, nec quisquam nuntiet ante,

     Sed videar caelo missus adesse tibi.   90

Tunc mihi, qualis eris, longos turbata capillos,

     Obvia nudato, Delia, curre pede.

Hoc precor, hunc illum nobis Aurora nitentem

     Luciferum roseis candida portet
equis.

















IV


‘Sic umbrosa tibi contingant tecta,
Priape,

     Ne capiti soles, ne noceantque
nives:

Quae tua formosos cepit sollertia? certe

     Non tibi barba nitet, non tibi culta
coma est,

Nudus et hibernae producis frigora brumae,   5

     Nudus et aestivi tempora sicca
Canis.’

Sic ego; tum Bacchi respondit rustica proles

     Armatus curva sic mihi falce deus:

‘O fuge te tenerae puerorum credere turbae,

     Nam causam iusti semper amoris
habent.   10

Hic placet, angustis quod equom conpescit habenis,

     Hic placidam niveo pectore pellit
aquam,

Hic, quia fortis adest audacia, cepit; at illi

     Virgineus teneras stat pudor ante
genas.

Sed ne te capiant, primo si forte negabit,   15

     Taedia: paulatim sub iuga colla
dabit.

Longa dies homini docuit parere leones,

     Longa dies molli saxa peredit aqua;

Annus in apricis maturat collibus uvas,

     Annus agit certa lucida signa vice.   20

Nec iurare time: Veneris periuria venti

     Inrita per terras et freta summa
ferunt.

Gratia magna Iovi: vetuit pater ipse valere,

     Iurasset cupide quicquid ineptus
amor,

Perque suas inpune sinit Dictynna sagittas   25

     Adfirmes crines perque Minerva suos.

At si tardus eris, errabis: transiet aetas.

     Quam cito non segnis stat remeatque
dies,

Quam cito purpureos deperdit terra colores,

     Quam cito formosas populus alta
comas!   30

Quam iacet, infirmae venere ubi fata senectae,

     Qui prior Eleo est carcere missus
equos!

Vidi iam iuvenem, premeret cum serior aetas,

     Maerentem stultos praeteriisse dies.

Crudeles divi! serpens novus exuit annos,   35

     Formae non ullam fata dedere moram.

Solis aeterna est Baccho Phoeboque iuventas,

     Nam decet intonsus crinis utrumque
deum.

Tu, puero quodcumque tuo temptare libebit,

     Cedas: obsequio plurima vincet amor.   40

Neu comes ire neges, quamvis via longa paretur

     Et Canis arenti torreat arva siti,

Quamvis praetexens picta ferrugine caelum

     Venturam anticipet imbrifer arcus
aquam.

Vel si caeruleas puppi volet ire per undas,   45

     Ipse levem remo per freta pelle
ratem.

Nec te paeniteat duros subiisse labores

     Aut opera insuetas adteruisse manus,

Nec, velit insidiis altas si claudere valles,

     Dum placeas, umeri retia ferre
negent.   50

Si volet arma, levi temptabis ludere dextra:

     Saepe dabis nudum, vincat ut ille,
latus.

Tum tibi mitis erit, rapias tum cara licebit

     Oscula: pugnabit, sed tamen apta
dabit.

Rapta dabit primo, post adferet ipse roganti,   55

     Post etiam collo se inplicuisse
velit.

Heu male nunc artes miseras haec saecula tractant:

     Iam tener adsuevit munera velle
puer.

At tu, qui venerem docuisti vendere primus,

     Quisquis es, infelix urgeat ossa
lapis.   60

Pieridas, pueri, doctos et amate poetas,

     Aurea nec superent munera Pieridas.

Carmine purpurea est Nisi coma: carmina ni sint,

     Ex umero Pelopis non nituisset ebur.

Quem referent Musae, vivet, dum robora tellus,   65

     Dum caelum stellas, dum vehet amnis
aquas.

At qui non audit Musas, qui vendit amorem,

     Idaeae currus ille sequatur Opis

Et tercentenas erroribus expleat urbes

     Et secet ad Phrygios vilia membra
modos.   70

Blanditiis volt esse locum Venus ipsa: querelis

     Supplicibus, miseris fletibus illa
favet.’

Haec mihi, quae canerem Titio, deus edidit ore,

     Sed Titium coniunx haec meminisse vetat.

Pareat ille suae; vos me celebrate magistrum,   75

     Quos male habet multa callidus arte
puer.

Gloria cuique sua est: me, qui spernentur, amantes

     Consultent: cunctis ianua nostra
patet.

Tempus erit, cum me Veneris praecepta ferentem

     Deducat iuvenum sedula turba senem.   80

Heu heu quam Marathus lento me torquet amore!

     Deficiunt artes, deficiuntque doli.

Parce, puer, quaeso, ne turpis fabula fiam,

     Cum mea ridebunt vana magisteria.

















V


Asper eram et bene discidium me ferre
loquebar,

     At mihi nunc longe gloria fortis
abest.

Namque agor ut per plana citus sola verbere turben,

     Quem celer adsueta versat ab arte
puer.

Ure ferum et torque, libeat ne dicere quicquam   5

     Magnificum post haec: horrida verba
doma.

Parce tamen, per te furtivi foedera lecti,

     Per venerem quaeso conpositumque
caput.

Ille ego, cum tristi morbo defessa iaceres,

     Te dicor votis eripuisse meis,   10

Ipseque te circum lustravi sulphure puro,

     Carmine cum magico praecinuisset
anus;

Ipse procuravi, ne possent saeva nocere

     Somnia, ter sancta deveneranda mola;

Ipse ego velatus filo tunicisque solutis   15

     Vota novem Triviae nocte silente
dedi.

Omnia persolvi: fruitur nunc alter amore,

     Et precibus felix utitur ille meis.

At mihi felicem vitam, si salva fuisses,

     Fingebam demens, sed renuente deo.   20

Rura colam, frugumque aderit mea Delia custos,

     Area dum messes sole calente teret,

Aut mihi servabit plenis in lintribus uvas

     Pressaque veloci candida musta pede;

Consuescet numerare pecus, consuescet amantis   25

     Garrulus in dominae ludere verna
sinu.

Illa deo sciet agricolae pro vitibus uvam,

     Pro segete spicas, pro grege ferre
dapem.

Illa regat cunctos, illi sint omnia curae,

    
At iuvet in tota me nihil esse domo.   30

Huc veniet Messalla meus, cui dulcia poma

     Delia selectis detrahat arboribus;

Et tantum venerata virum hunc sedula curet,

     Huic paret atque epulas ipsa
ministra gerat.

Haec mihi fingebam, quae nunc Eurusque Notusque   35

     Iactat odoratos vota per Armenios.

Saepe ego temptavi curas depellere vino,

     At dolor in lacrimas verterat omne
merum.

Saepe aliam tenui, sed iam cum gaudia adirem,

     Admonuit dominae deseruitque Venus.   40

Tunc me discedens devotum femina dixit

     Et pudet et narrat scire nefanda
meam.

Non facit hoc verbis, facie tenerisque lacertis

     Devovet et flavis nostra puella
comis.

Talis ad Haemonium Nereis Pelea quondam   45

     Vecta est frenato caerula pisce
Thetis.

Haec nocuere mihi, quod adest huic dives amator;

     Venit in exitium callida lena meum.

Sanguineas edat illa dapes atque ore cruento

     Tristia cum multo pocula felle
bibat;   50

Hanc volitent animae circum sua fata querentes

     Semper et e tectis strix violenta
canat;

Ipsa fame stimulante furens herbasque sepulcris

     Quaerat et a saevis ossa relicta
lupis,

Currat et inguinibus nudis ululetque per urbes,   55

     Post agat e triviis aspera turba
canum.

Eveniet: dat signa deus; sunt numina amanti,

     Saevit et iniusta lege relicta
Venus.

At tu quam primum sagae praecepta rapacis

     Desere, nam donis vincitur omnis
amor.   60

Pauper erit praesto semper, te pauper adibit

     Primus et in tenero fixus erit
latere,

Pauper in angusto fidus comes agmine turbae

     Subicietque manus efficietque viam,

Pauper ad occultos furtim deducet amicos   65

     Vinclaque de niveo detrahet ipse
pede.

Heu canimus frustra, nec verbis victa patescit

     Ianua, sed plena est percutienda
manu.

At tu, qui potior nunc es, mea fata timeto:

     Versatur celeri Fors levis orbe
rotae.   70

Non frustra quidam iam nunc in limine perstat

     Sedulus ac crebro prospicit ac
refugit,

Et simulat transire domum, mox deinde recurrit,

     Solus et ante ipsas excreat usque
fores.

Nescio quid furtivus amor parat. utere quaeso,   75

     Dum licet: in liquida nat tibi
linter aqua.

















VI


Semper, ut inducar, blandos offers
mihi voltus,

     Post tamen es misero tristis et
asper, Amor.

Quid tibi saevitiae mecum est? an gloria magna est

     Insidias homini conposuisse deum?

Nam mihi tenduntur casses: iam Delia furtim   5

     Nescio quem tacita callida nocte
fovet.

Illa quidem tam multa negat, sed credere durum est:

     Sic etiam de me pernegat usque viro.

Ipse miser docui, quo posset ludere pacto

     Custodes: heu heu nunc premor arte
mea,   10

Fingere nunc didicit causas, ut sola cubaret,

     Cardine nunc tacito vertere posse
fores.

Tum sucos herbasque dedi, quis livor abiret,

     Quem facit inpresso mutua dente
venus.

At tu, fallacis coniunx incaute puellae,   15

     Me quoque servato, peccet ut illa
nihil.

Neu iuvenes celebret multo sermone, caveto,

     Neve cubet laxo pectus aperta sinu,

Neu te decipiat nutu, digitoque liquorem

     Ne trahat et mensae ducat in orbe
notas.   20

Exibit quam saepe, time, seu visere dicet

     Sacra Bonae maribus non adeunda
Deae.

At mihi si credas, illam sequar unus ad aras;

     Tunc mihi non oculis sit timuisse
meis.

Saepe, velut gemmas eius signumque probarem,   25

     Per causam memini me tetigisse manum;

Saepe mero somnum peperi tibi, at ipse bibebam

     Sobria subposita pocula victor aqua.

Non ego te laesi prudens: ignosce fatenti,

     Iussit Amor: contra quis ferat arma
deos?   30

Ille ego sum, nec me iam dicere vera pudebit,

     Instabat tota cui tua nocte canis.

Quid tenera tibi coniuge opus? tua si bona nescis

     Servare, frustra clavis inest
foribus.

Te tenet, absentes alios suspirat amores   35

     Et simulat subito condoluisse caput.

At mihi servandam credas: non saeva recuso

     Verbera, detrecto non ego vincla
pedum.

Tum procul absitis, quisquis colit arte capillos,

     Et fluit effuso cui toga laxa sinu,   40

Quisquis et occurret, ne possit crimen habere,

     Stet procul aut alia ~stet procul~
ante via.

Sic fieri iubet ipse deus, sic magna sacerdos

     Est mihi divino vaticinata sono.

Haec ubi Bellonae motu est agitata, nec acrem   45

     Flammam, non amens verbera torta
timet;

Ipsa bipenne suos caedit violenta lacertos

     Sanguineque effuso spargit inulta
deam,

Statque latus praefixa veru, stat saucia pectus,

     Et canit eventus, quos dea magna
monet:   50

‘Parcite, quam custodit Amor, violare puellam,

     Ne pigeat magno post didicisse malo.

Adtigerit, labentur opes, ut volnere nostro

     Sanguis, ut hic ventis diripiturque
cinis.’

Et tibi nescio quas dixit, mea Delia, poenas;   55

     Si tamen admittas, sit precor illa
levis.

Non ego te propter parco tibi, sed tua mater

     Me movet atque iras aurea vincit
anus.

Haec mihi te adducit tenebris multoque timore

     Coniungit nostras clam taciturna
manus,   60

Haec foribusque manet noctu me adfixa proculque

     Cognoscit strepitus me veniente
pedum.

Vive diu mihi, dulcis anus: proprios ego tecum,

     Sit modo fas, annos contribuisse
velim.

Te semper natamque tuam te propter amabo:   65

     Quicquid agit, sanguis est tamen
illa tuos.

Sit modo casta, doce, quamvis non vitta ligatos

     Impediat crines nec stola longa
pedes.

Et mihi sint durae leges, laudare nec ullam

     Possim ego, quin oculos adpetat illa
meos,   70

Et siquid peccasse putet, ducarque capillis

     Inmerito pronas proripiarque vias.

Non ego te pulsare velim, sed, venerit iste

     Si furor, optarim non habuisse
manus;

Nec saevo sis casta metu, sed mente fideli,   75

     Mutuus absenti te mihi servet amor.

At, quae fida fuit nulli, post victa senecta

     Ducit inops tremula stamina torta
manu

Firmaque conductis adnectit licia telis

     Tractaque de niveo vellere ducta
putat.   80

Hanc animo gaudente vident iuvenumque catervae

     Conmemorant merito tot mala ferre
senem,

Hanc Venus exalto flentem sublimis Olympo

     Spectat et, infidis quam sit acerba,
monet.

Haec aliis maledicta cadant; nos, Delia, amoris   85

     Exemplum cana simus uterque coma.

















VII


Hunc cecinere diem Parcae fatalia
nentes

     Stamina, non ulli dissoluenda deo,

Hunc fore, Aquitanas posset qui fundere gentes,

     Quem tremeret forti milite victus
Atax.

Evenere: novos pubes Romana triumphos   5

     Vidit et evinctos bracchia capta
duces;

At te victrices lauros, Messalla, gerentem

     Portabat nitidis currus eburnus
equis.

Non sine me est tibi partus honos: Tarbella Pyrene

     Testis et Oceani litora Santonici,   10

Testis Arar Rhodanusque celer magnusque Garunna,

     Carnutis et flavi caerula lympha
Liger.

An te, Cydne, canam, tacitis qui leniter undis

     Caeruleus placidis per vada serpis
aquis,

Quantus et aetherio contingens vertice nubes   15

     Frigidus intonsos Taurus alat
Cilicas?

Quid referam, ut volitet crebras intacta per urbes

     Alba Palaestino sancta columba Syro,

Utque maris vastum prospectet turribus aequor

     Prima ratem ventis credere docta
Tyros,   20

Qualis et, arentes cum findit Sirius agros,

     Fertilis aestiva Nilus abundet aqua?

Nile pater, quanam possim te dicere causa

     Aut quibus in terris occuluisse caput?

Te propter nullos tellus tua postulat imbres,   25

     Arida nec pluvio supplicat herba
Iovi.

Te canit atque suum pubes miratur Osirim

     Barbara, Memphiten plangere docta
bovem.

Primus aratra manu sollerti fecit Osiris

     Et teneram ferro sollicitavit humum,   30

Primus inexpertae conmisit semina terrae

     Pomaque non notis legit ab
arboribus.

Hic docuit teneram palis adiungere vitem,

     Hic viridem dura caedere falce
comam;

Illi iucundos primum matura sapores   35

     Expressa incultis uva dedit pedibus.

Ille liquor docuit voces inflectere cantu,

     Movit et ad certos nescia membra
modos,

Bacchus et agricolae magno confecta labore

     Pectora tristitiae dissoluenda
dedit.   40

Bacchus et adflictis requiem mortalibus adfert,

     Crura licet dura conpede pulsa
sonent.

Non tibi sunt tristes curae nec luctus, Osiri,

     Sed chorus et cantus et levis aptus
amor,

Sed varii flores et frons redimita corymbis,   45

     Fusa sed ad teneros lutea palla
pedes

Et Tyriae vestes et dulcis tibia cantu

     Et levis occultis conscia cista
sacris.

Huc ades et Genium ludis Geniumque choreis

     Concelebra et multo tempora funde
mero:   50

Illius et nitido stillent unguenta capillo,

     Et capite et collo mollia serta
gerat.

Sic venias hodierne: tibi dem turis honores,

     Liba et Mopsopio dulcia melle feram.

At tibi succrescat proles, quae facta parentis   55

     Augeat et circa stet veneranda
senem.

Nec taceat monumenta viae, quem Tuscula tellus

     Candidaque antiquo detinet Alba
Lare.

Namque opibus congesta tuis hic glarea dura

     Sternitur, hic apta iungitur arte
silex.   60

Te canit agricola, a magna cum venerit urbe

     Serus inoffensum rettuleritque
pedem.

At tu, Natalis multos celebrande per annos,

     Candidior semper candidiorque veni.

















VIII


Non ego celari possum, quid nutus
amantis

     Quidve ferant miti lenia verba sono.

Nec mihi sunt sortes nec conscia fibra deorum,

     Praecinit eventus nec mihi cantus
avis:

Ipsa Venus magico religatum bracchia nodo   5

     Perdocuit multis non sine verberibus.

Desine dissimulare: deus crudelius urit,

     Quos videt invitos subcubuisse sibi.

Quid tibi nunc molles prodest coluisse capillos

     Saepeque mutatas disposuisse comas,   10

Quid fuco splendente genas ornare, quid ungues

     Artificis docta subsecuisse manu?

Frustra iam vestes, frustra mutantur amictus,

     Ansaque conpressos conligat arta
pedes.

Illa placet, quamvis inculto venerit ore   15

     Nec nitidum tarda compserit arte
caput.

Num te carminibus, num te pallentibus herbis

     Devovit tacito tempore noctis anus?

Cantus vicinis fruges traducit ab agris,

     Cantus et iratae detinet anguis
iter,   20

Cantus et e curru Lunam deducere temptat

     Et faceret, si non aera repulsa
sonent.

Quid queror heu misero carmen nocuisse, quid herbas?

     Forma nihil magicis utitur auxiliis:

Sed corpus tetigisse nocet, sed longa dedisse   25

     Oscula, sed femori conseruisse
femur.

Nec tu difficilis puero tamen esse memento:

     Persequitur poenis tristia facta
Venus.

Munera ne poscas: det munera canus amator,

     Ut foveat molli frigida membra sinu.   30

Carior est auro iuvenis, cui levia fulgent

     Ora nec amplexus aspera barba terit.

Huic tu candentes umero subpone lacertos,

     Et regum magnae despiciantur opes.

At Venus invenit puero concumbere furtim,   35

     Dum timet et teneros conserit usque
sinus,

Et dare anhelanti pugnantibus umida linguis

     Oscula et in collo figere dente
notas.

Non lapis hanc gemmaeque iuvant, quae frigore sola

     Dormiat et nulli sit cupienda viro.   40

Heu sero revocatur amor seroque iuventas,

     Cum vetus infecit cana senecta
caput.

Tum studium formae est: coma tum mutatur, ut annos

     Dissimulet viridi cortice tincta
nucis;

Tollere tum cura est albos a stirpe capillos   45

     Et faciem dempta pelle referre
novam.

At tu, dum primi floret tibi temporis aetas,

     Utere: non tardo labitur illa pede.

Neu Marathum torque: puero quae gloria victo est?

     In veteres esto dura, puella, senes.   50

Parce precor tenero: non illi sontica causa est,

     Sed nimius luto corpora tingit amor.

Vel miser absenti maestas quam saepe querelas

     Conicit, et lacrimis omnia plena
madent!

‘Quid me spernis?’ ait. ‘poterat custodia vinci:   55

     Ipse dedit cupidis fallere posse
deus.

Nota venus furtiva mihi est, ut lenis agatur

     Spiritus, ut nec dent oscula rapta
sonum;

Et possum media quamvis obrepere nocte

     Et strepitu nullo clam reserare
fores.   60

Quid prosunt artes, miserum si spernit amantem

     Et fugit ex ipso saeva puella toro?

Vel cum promittit, subito sed perfida fallit,

     Est mihi nox multis evigilanda
malis.

Dum mihi venturam fingo, quodcumque movetur,   65

     Illius credo tunc sonuisse pedes.’

Desistas lacrimare, puer: non frangitur illa,

     Et tua iam fletu lumina fessa
tument.

Oderunt, Pholoe, moneo, fastidia divi,

     Nec prodest sanctis tura dedisse
focis.   70

Hic Marathus quondam miseros ludebat amantes,

     Nescius ultorem post caput esse
deum;

Saepe etiam lacrimas fertur risisse dolentis

     Et cupidum ficta detinuisse mora:

Nunc omnes odit fastus, nunc displicet illi   75

     Quaecumque obposita est ianua dura
sera.

At te poena manet, ni desinis esse superba.

     Quam cupies votis hunc revocare
diem!

















IX


Quid mihi si fueras miseros laesurus
amores,

     Foedera per divos, clam violanda,
dabas?

A miser, et siquis primo periuria celat,

     Sera tamen tacitis Poena venit
pedibus.

Parcite, caelestes: aequum est inpune licere   5

     Numina formosis laedere vestra
semel.

Lucra petens habili tauros adiungit aratro

     Et durum terrae rusticus urget opus,

Lucra petituras freta per parentia ventis

     Ducunt instabiles sidera certa
rates:   10

Muneribus meus est captus puer, at deus illa

     In cunerem et liquidas munera vertat
aquas.

Iam mihi persolvet poenas, pulvisque decorem

     Detrahet et ventis horrida facta coma;

Uretur facies, urentur sole capilli,   15

     Deteret invalidos et via longa
pedes.

Admonui quotiens ‘auro ne pollue formam:

     Saepe solent auro multa subesse
mala.

Divitiis captus siquis violavit amorem,

     Asperaque est illi difficilisque
Venus.   20

Ure meum potius flamma caput et pete ferro

     Corpus et intorto verbere terga
seca.

Nec tibi celandi spes sit peccare paranti:

     Est deus, occultos qui vetat esse
dolos.

Ipse deus tacito permisit lene ministro,   25

     Ederet ut multo libera verba mero;

Ipse deus somno domitos emittere vocem

     Iussit et invitos facta tegenda
loqui.’

Haec ego dicebam: nunc me flevisse loquentem,

     Nunc pudet ad teneros procubuisse
pedes.   30

Tum mihi iurabas nullo te divitis auri

     Pondere, non gemmis, vendere velle
fidem,

Non tibi si pretium Campania terra daretur,

     Non tibi si, Bacchi cura, Falernus
ager.

Illis eriperes verbis mihi sidera caeli   35

     Lucere et puras fulminis esse vias.

Quin etiam flebas: at non ego fallere doctus

     Tergebam umentes credulus usque
genas.

Quid faciam, nisi et ipse fores in amore puellae?

     Sed precor exemplo sit levis illa
tuo.   40

O quotiens, verbis ne quisquam conscius esset,

     Ipse comes multa lumina nocte tuli!

Saepe insperanti venit tibi munere nostro

     Et latuit clausas post adoperta
fores.

Tum miser interii, stulte confisus amari:   45

     Nam poteram ad laqueos cautior esse
tuos.

Quin etiam adtonita laudes tibi mente canebam,

     Et me nunc nostri Pieridumque pudet.

Illa velim rapida Volcanus carmina flamma

     Torreat et liquida deleat amnis
aqua.   50

Tu procul hinc absis, cui formam vendere cura est

     Et pretium plena grande referre
manu.

At te, qui puerum donis corrumpere es ausus,

     Rideat adsiduis uxor inulta dolis,

Et cum furtivo iuvenem lassaverit usu,   55

     Tecum interposita languida veste
cubet.

Semper sint externa tuo vestigia lecto,

     Et pateat cupidis semper aperta
domus;

Nec lasciva soror dicatur plura bibisse

     Pocula vel plures emeruisse viros.   60

Illam saepe ferunt convivia ducere Baccho,

     Dum rota Luciferi provocet orta
diem.

Illa nulla queat melius consumere noctem

     Aut operum varias disposuisse vices.

At tua perdidicit, nec tu, stultissime, sentis,   65

     Cum tibi non solita corpus ab arte
movet.

Tune putas illam pro te disponere crines

     Aut tenues denso pectere dente
comas?

Ista haec persuadet facies, auroque lacertos

     Vinciat et Tyrio prodeat apta sinu?   70

Non tibi, sed iuveni cuidam volt bella videri,

     Devoveat pro quo remque domumque
tuam.

Nec facit hoc vitio, sed corpora foeda podagra

     Et senis amplexus culta puella
fugit.

Huic tamen adcubuit noster puer: hunc ego credam   75

     Cum trucibus venerem iungere posse
feris.

Blanditiasne meas aliis tu vendere es ausus?

     Tune aliis demens oscula ferre mea?

Tum flebis, cum me vinctum puer alter habebit

     Et geret in regno regna superba tuo.   80

At tua tum me poena iuvet, Venerique merenti

     Fixa notet casus aurea palma meos:

‘Hanc tibi fallaci resolutus amore Tibullus

     Dedicat et grata sis, dea, mente
rogat’.

















X


Quis fuit, horrendos primus qui
protulit enses?

     Quam ferus et vere ferreus ille
fuit!

Tum caedes hominum generi, tum proelia nata,

     Tum brevior dirae mortis aperta via
est.

An nihil ille miser meruit, nos ad mala nostra   5

     Vertimus, in saevas quod dedit ille
feras?

Divitis hoc vitium est auri, nec bella fuerunt,

     Faginus adstabat cum scyphus ante
dapes.

Non arces, non vallus erat, somnumque petebat

     Securus sparsas dux gregis inter oves.   10

Tunc mihi vita foret, volgi nec tristia nossem

     Arma nec audissem corde micante
tubam;

Nunc ad bella trahor, et iam quis forsitan hostis

     Haesura in nostro tela gerit latere.

Sed patrii servate Lares: aluistis et idem,   15

     Cursarem vestros cum tener ante
pedes.

Neu pudeat prisco vos esse e stipite factos:

     Sic veteris sedes incoluistis avi.

Tum melius tenuere fidem, cum paupere cultu

     Stabat in exigua ligneus aede deus.   20

Hic placatus erat, seu quis libaverat uva,

     Seu dederat sanctae spicea serta
comae,

Atque aliquis voti compos liba ipse ferebat

     Postque comes purum filia parva
favum.

At nobis aerata, Lares, depellite tela,   25

                              * * *                            25a

                              * * *                            25b

     Hostiaque e plena rustica porcus
hara.

Hanc pura cum veste sequar myrtoque canistra

     Vincta geram, myrto vinctus et ipse
caput.

Sic placeam vobis: alius sit fortis in armis

     Sternat et adversos Marte favente
duces,   30

Ut mihi potanti possit sua dicere facta

     Miles et in mensa pingere castra
mero.

Quis furor est atram bellis accersere mortem?

     Inminet et tacito clam venit illa
pede.

Non seges est infra, non vinea culta, sed audax   35

     Cerberus et Stygiae navita turpis
aquae;

Illic percussisque genis ustoque capillo

     Errat ad obscuros pallida turba
lacus.

Quam potius laudandus hic est, quem prole parata

     Occupat in parva pigra senecta casa.   40

Ipse suas sectatur oves, at filius agnos,

     Et calidam fesso conparat uxor
aquam.

Sic ego sim, liceatque caput candescere canis,

     Temporis et prisci facta referre
senem.

Interea pax arva colat. pax candida primum   45

     Duxit araturos sub iuga curva boves,

Pax aluit vites et sucos condidit uvae,

     Funderet ut nato testa paterna
merum,

Pace bidens vomerque nitent — at tristia duri

     Militis in tenebris occupat arma
situs — 50

Rusticus e lucoque vehit, male sobrius ipse,

     Uxorem plaustro progeniemque domum.

Sed Veneris tum bella calent, scissosque capillos

     Femina perfractas conqueriturque
fores.

Flet teneras subtusa genas, sed victor et ipse   55

     Flet sibi dementes tam valuisse
manus.

At lascivus Amor rixae mala verba ministrat,

     Inter et iratum lentus utrumque
sedet.

A, lapis est ferrumque, suam quicumque puellam

     Verberat: e caelo deripit ille deos.   60

Sit satis e membris tenuem rescindere vestem,

     Sit satis ornatus dissoluisse comae,

Sit lacrimas movisse satis: quater ille beatus,

     Quo tenera irato flere puella
potest.

Sed manibus qui saevus erit, scutumque sudemque   65

     Is gerat et miti sit procul a
Venere.

At nobis, Pax alma, veni spicamque teneto,

     Perfluat et pomis candidus ante
sinus.
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I


Quisquis adest, faveat: fruges lustramus et agros,

Ritus ut a prisco traditus extat avo.

Bacche, veni, dulcisque tuis e cornibus uva

Pendeat, et spicis tempora cinge, Ceres.

Luce sacra requiescat humus, requiescat arator,   5

Et grave suspenso vomere cesset
opus.

Solvite vincla iugis: nunc ad praesepia debent

Plena coronato stare boves capite.

Omnia sint operata deo: non audeat ulla

Lanificam pensis inposuisse manum.   10

Vos quoque abesse procul iubeo,
discedat ab aris,

Cui tulit hesterna gaudia nocte Venus.

Casta placent superis: pura cum veste venite

Et manibus puris sumite fontis aquam.

Cernite, fulgentes ut eat sacer agnus ad aras   15

Vinctaque post olea candida turba
comas.

Di patrii, purgamus agros, purgamus agrestes:

Vos mala de nostris pellite limitibus,

Neu seges eludat messem fallacibus herbis,

Neu timeat celeres tardior agna lupos.   20

Tunc nitidus plenis confisus
rusticus agris

Ingeret ardenti grandia ligna foco,

Turbaque vernarum, saturi bona signa coloni,

Ludet et ex virgis exstruet ante casas.

Eventura precor: viden ut felicibus extis   25

Significet placidos nuntia fibra
deos?

Nunc mihi fumosos veteris proferte Falernos

Consulis et Chio solvite vincla cado.

Vina diem celebrent: non festa luce madere

Est rubor, errantes et male ferre pedes.   30

Sed «bene Messallam» sua quisque ad
pocula dicat,

Nomen et absentis singula verba sonent.

Gentis Aquitanae celeber Messalla triumpho

Et magna intonsis gloria victor avis,

Huc ades adspiraque mihi, dum carmine nostro   35

Redditur agricolis gratia
caelitibus.

Rura cano rurisque deos. his vita magistris

Desuevit querna pellere glande famem;

Illi conpositis primum docuere tigillis

Exiguam viridi fronde operire domum,   40

Illi etiam tauros primi docuisse
feruntur

Servitium et plaustro subposuisse rotam.

Tum victus abiere feri, tum consita pomus,

Tum bibit inriguas fertilis hortus aquas,

Aurea tum pressos pedibus dedit uva liquores,   45

Mixtaque securo est sobria lympha
mero.

Rura ferunt messes, calidi cum sideris aestu

Deponit flavas annua terra comas.

Rure levis verno flores apis ingerit alveo,

Conpleat ut dulci sedula melle favos.   50

Agricola adsiduo primum satiatus
aratro

Cantavit certo rustica verba pede

Et satur arenti primum est modulatus avena

Carmen, ut ornatos diceret ante deos;

Agricola et minio subfusus, Bacche, rubenti   55

Primus inexperta duxit ab arte
choros.

Huic datus a pleno, memorabile munus, ovili

Dux pecoris hircus: duxerat hircus oves.

Rure puer verno primum de flore coronam

Fecit et antiquis inposuit Laribus.   60

Rure etiam teneris curam exhibitura
puellis

Molle gerit tergo lucida vellus ovis.

Hinc et femineus labor est, hinc pensa colusque,

Fusus et adposito pollice versat opus,

Atque aliqua adsidue textrix operata Minervam   65

Cantat, et adplauso tela sonat
latere.

Ipse quoque inter agros interque armenta Cupido

Natus et indomitas dicitur inter equas.

Illic indocto primum se exercuit arcu:

Ei mihi, quam doctas nunc habet ille manus!   70

Nec pecudes, velut ante, petit:
fixisse puellas

Gestit et audaces perdomuisse viros.

Hic iuveni detraxit opes, hic dicere iussit

Limen ad iratae verba pudenda senem;

Hoc duce custodes furtim transgressa iacentes   75

Ad iuvenem tenebris sola puella
venit

Et pedibus praetemptat iter suspensa timore,

Explorat caecas cui manus ante vias.

A miseri; quos hic graviter deus urget, at ille

Felix, cui placidus leniter adflat Amor.   80

Sancte, veni dapibus festis, sed
pone sagittas

Et procul ardentes hinc precor abde faces.

Vos celebrem cantate deum pecorique vocate

Voce: palam pecori, clam sibi quisque vocet,

Aut etiam sibi quisque palam: nam turba iocosa   85

Obstrepit et Phrygio tibia curva
sono.

Ludite: iam Nox iungit equos, currumque sequuntur

Matris lascivo sidera fulva choro,

Postque venit tacitus furvis circumdatus alis

Somnus et incerto Somnia nigra pede.   90

















II


Dicamus bona verba: venit Natalis ad aras:

Quisquis ades, lingua, vir mulierque, fave.

Urantur pia tura focis, urantur odores,

Quos tener e terra divite mittit Arabs.

Ipse suos Genius adsit visurus honores,   5

Cui decorent sanctas mollia serta
comas.

Illius puro destillent tempora nardo,

Atque satur libo sit madeatque mero,

Adnuat et, Cornute, tibi, quodcumque rogabis.

En age, quid cessas? adnuit ille: roga.   10

Auguror, uxoris fidos optabis
amores:

Iam reor hoc ipsos edidicisse deos.

Nec tibi malueris, totum quaecumque per orbem

Fortis arat valido rusticus arva bove,

Nec tibi, gemmarum quicquid felicibus Indis   15

Nascitur, Eoi qua maris unda rubet.

Vota cadunt: utinam strepitantibus advolet alis

Flavaque coniugio vincula portet Amor,

Vincula, quae maneant semper, dum tarda senectus

Inducat rugas inficiatque comas.   20

Huc venias, Natalis, avis prolemque
ministres,

Ludat ut ante tuos turba novella pedes.

















III


Rura meam, Cornute, tenent villaeque puellam;

Ferreus est, heu, heu, quisquis in urbe manet.

Ipsa Venus latos iam nunc migravit in agros,

Verbaque aratoris rustica discit Amor.

O ego, cum adspicerem dominam, quam fortiter illic   5

Versarem valido pingue bidente
solum

Agricolaeque modo curvom sectarer aratrum,

Dum subigunt steriles arva serenda boves,

Nec quererer, quod sol graciles exureret artus,

Laederet et teneras pussula rupta manus.   10

Pavit et Admeti tauros formosus
Apollo,

Nec cithara intonsae profueruntve comae,

Nec potuit curas sanare salubribus herbis:

Quicquid erat medicae, vicerat, artis, amor.

Ipse deus solitus stabulis expellere vaccas   15

<Creditur ad mulctram
constituisse prius>

Et miscere novo docuisse coagula lacte,

Lacteus et mixtus obriguisse liquor.

Tum fiscella levi detexta est vimine iunci,

Raraque per nexus est via facta sero.   20

O quotiens illo vitulum gestante
per agros

Dicitur occurrens erubuisse soror!

O quotiens ausae, caneret dum valle sub alta,

Rumpere mugitu carmina docta boves!

Saepe duces trepidis petiere oracula rebus,   25

Venit et a templis inrita turba
domum;

Saepe horrere sacros doluit Latona capillos,

Quos admirata est ipsa noverca prius.

Quisquis inornatumque caput crinesque solutos

Adspiceret, Phoebi quaereret ille comam.   30

Delos ubi nunc, Phoebe, tua est,
ubi Delphica Pytho?

Nempe Amor in parva te iubet esse casa.

Felices olim, Veneri cum fertur aperte

Servire aeternos non puduisse deos.

Fabula nunc ille est, sed cui sua cura puella est,   35

Fabula sit mavolt quam sine amore
deus.

At tu, quisquis is est, cui tristi fronte Cupido

Imperat, ut nostra sint tua castra domo:

Ferrea non Venerem, sed praedam saecula laudant,

Praeda tamen multis est operata malis.   40

Praeda feras acies cinxit
discordibus armis:

Hinc cruor, hinc caedes mors propiorque venit.

Praeda vago iussit geminare pericula ponto,

Bellica cum dubiis rostra dedit ratibus.

Praedator cupit inmensos obsidere campos,   45

Ut multa innumera iugera pascat
ove;

Cui lapis externus curae est, urbisque tumultu

Portatur validis mille columna iugis,

Claudit et indomitum moles mare, lentus ut intra

Neglegat hibernas piscis adesse minas.   50

At tibi laeta trahant Samiae
convivia testae

Fictaque Cumana lubrica terra rota.

Heu heu divitibus video gaudere puellas:

Iam veniant praedae, si Venus optat opes,

Ut mea luxuria Nemesis fluat utque per urbem   55

Incedat donis conspicienda meis.

Illa gerat vestes tenues, quas femina Coa

Texuit, auratas disposuitque vias;

Illi sint comites fusci, quos India torret,

Solis et admotis inficit ignis equis;   60

Illi selectos certent praebere
colores

Africa puniceum purpureumque Tyros.

Nota loquor: regnum ipse tenet, quem saepe coegit

Barbara gypsatos ferre catasta pedes.

At tibi dura seges, Nemesim qui abducis ab urbe,   65

Persolvat nulla semina terra fide.

Et tu, Bacche tener, iucundae consitor uvae,

Tu quoque devotos, Bacche, relinque lacus.

Haud inpune licet formosas tristibus agris

Abdere: non tanti sunt tua musta, pater.   70

O valeant fruges, ne sint modo rure
puellae:

Glans alat, et prisco more bibantur aquae.

Glans aluit veteres, et passim semper amarunt:

Quid nocuit sulcos non habuisse satos?

Tum, quibus adspirabat Amor, praebebat aperte   75

Mitis in umbrosa gaudia valle
Venus.

Nullus erat custos, nulla exclusura dolentes

Ianua; si fas est, mos precor ille redi.

<O utinam veteri peragrantes more puellae>

Horrida villosa corpora veste tegant.   80

Nunc si clausa mea est, si copia
rara videndi,

Heu miserum, laxam quid iuvat esse togam?

Ducite: ad imperium dominae sulcabimus agros,

Non ego me vinclis verberibusque nego.

















IV


Sic mihi servitium video dominamque paratam:

Iam mihi, libertas illa paterna, vale,

Servitium sed triste datur, teneorque catenis,

Et numquam misero vincla remittit Amor,

Et seu quid merui seu quid peccavimus, urit.   5

Uror, io, remove, saeva puella,
faces.

O ego ne possim tales sentire dolores,

Quam mallem in gelidis montibus esse lapis,

Stare vel insanis cautes obnoxia ventis,

Naufraga quam vasti tunderet unda maris!   10

Nunc et amara dies et noctis
amarior umbra est,

Omnia nunc tristi tempora felle madent.

Nec prosunt elegi nec carminis auctor Apollo:

Illa cava pretium flagitat usque manu.

Ite procul, Musae, si non prodestis amanti:   15

Non ego vos, ut sint bella canenda,
colo,

Nec refero Solisque vias et qualis, ubi orbem

Conplevit, versis Luna recurrit equis.

Ad dominam faciles aditus per carmina quaero:

Ite procul, Musae, si nihil ista valent.   20

At mihi per caedem et facinus sunt
dona paranda,

Ne iaceam clausam flebilis ante domum,

Aut rapiam suspensa sacris insignia fanis,

Sed Venus ante alios est violanda mihi.

Illa malum facinus suadet dominamque rapacem   25

Dat mihi: sacrilegas sentiat illa
manus.

O pereat, quicumque legit viridesque smaragdos

Et niveam Tyrio murice tingit ovem.

Hic dat avaritiae causas et Coa puellis

Vestis et e Rubro lucida concha mari.   30

Haec fecere malas: hinc clavim
ianua sensit,

Et coepit custos liminis esse canis.

Sed pretium si grande feras, custodia victa est,

Nec prohibent claves, et canis ipse tacet.

Heu quicumque dedit formam caelestis avarae,   35

Quale bonum multis adtulit ille
malis!

Hinc fletus rixaeque sonant, haec denique causa

Fecit ut infamis hic deus esset Amor.

At tibi, quae pretio victos excludis amantes,

Eripiant partas ventus et ignis opes;   40

Quin tua tum iuvenes spectent
incendia laeti,

Nec quisquam flammae sedulus addat aquam.

Seu veniet tibi mors, nec erit qui lugeat ullus,

Nec qui det maestas munus in exequias.

At bona quae nec avara fuit, centum licet annos   40

Vixerit, ardentem flebitur ante
rogum,

Atque aliquis senior veteres veneratus amores

Annua constructo serta dabit tumulo

Et «bene» discedens dicet «placideque quiescas,

Terraque securae sit super ossa levis.»   45

Vera quidem moneo, sed prosunt quid
mihi vera?

Illius est nobis lege colendus Amor.

Quin etiam sedes iubeat si vendere avitas,

Ite sub imperium sub titulumque, Lares.

Quicquid habet Circe, quicquid Medea veneni,   55

Quicquid et herbarum Thessala terra
gerit,

Et quod, ubi indomitis gregibus Venus adflat amores,

Hippomanes cupidae stillat ab inguine equae,

Si modo me placido videat Nemesis mea voltu,

Mille alias herbas misceat illa, bibam.   60

















V


Phoebe, fave: novus ingreditur tua templa sacerdos:

Huc age cum cithara carminibusque veni.

Nunc te vocales inpellere pollice chordas,

Nunc precor ad laudes flectere verba meas.

Ipse triumphali devinctus tempora lauro,   5

Dum cumulant aras, ad tua sacra
veni;

Sed nitidus pulcherque veni: nunc indue vestem

Sepositam, longas nunc bene pecte comas,

Qualem te memorant Saturno rege fugato

Victori laudes concinuisse Iovi.   10

Tu procul eventura vides, tibi
deditus augur

Scit bene, quid fati provida cantet avis,

Tuque regis sortes, per te praesentit haruspex,

Lubrica signavit cum deus exta notis;

Te duce Romanos numquam frustrata Sibylla,   15

Abdita quae senis fata canit
pedibus.

Phoebe, sacras Messalinum sine tangere chartas

Vatis, et ipse precor quid canat illa doce.

Haec dedit Aeneae sortes, postquam ille parentem

Dicitur et raptos sustinuisse Lares;   20

Nec fore credebat Romam, cum
maestus ab alto

Ilion ardentes respiceretque deos.

Romulus aeternae nondum formaverat urbis

Moenia, consorti non habitanda Remo,

Sed tunc pascebant herbosa Palatia vaccae,   25

Et stabant humiles in Iovis arce
casae.

Lacte madens illic suberat Pan ilicis umbrae

Et facta agresti lignea falce Pales,

Pendebatque vagi pastoris in arbore votum,

Garrula silvestri fistula sacra deo,   30

Fistula, cui semper decrescit
arundinis ordo,

Nam calamus cera iungitur usque minor.

At qua Velabri regio patet, ire solebat

Exiguus pulsa per vada linter aqua.

Illa saepe gregis diti placitura magistro   35

Ad iuvenem festa est vecta puella
die,

Cum qua fecundi redierunt munera ruris,

Caseus et niveae candidus agnus ovis. -

«Inpiger Aenea, volitantis frater Amoris,

Troica qui profugis sacra vehis ratibus,   40

Iam tibi Laurentes adsignat
Iuppiter agros,

Iam vocat errantes hospita terra Lares.

Illic sanctus eris, cum te veneranda Numici

Unda deum caelo miserit indigetem.

Ecce super fessas volitat Victoria puppes,   45

Tandem ad Troianos diva superba
venit.

Ecce mihi lucent Rutulis incendia castris:

Iam tibi praedico, barbare Turne, necem.

Ante oculos Laurens castrum murusque Lavini est

Albaque ab Ascanio condita Longa duce.   50

Te quoque iam video, Marti
placitura sacerdos

Ilia, Vestales deseruisse focos,

Concubitusque tuos furtim vittasque iacentes

Et cupidi ad ripas arma relicta dei.

Carpite nunc, tauri, de septem montibus herbas,   55

Dum licet: hic magnae iam locus
urbis erit.

Roma, tuum nomen terris fatale regendis,

Qua sua de caelo prospicit arva Ceres,

Quaque patent ortus, et qua fluitantibus undis

Solis anhelantes abluit amnis equos.   60

Troia quidem tunc se mirabitur et
sibi dicet

Vos bene tam longa consuluisse via.

Vera cano: sic usque sacras innoxia laurus

Vescar, et aeternum sit mihi virginitas.»

Haec cecinit vates et te sibi, Phoebe, vocavit,   65

Iactavit fusas et caput ante comas.

Quicquid Amalthea, quicquid Marpesia dixit

Herophile, Phoeto Graia quod admonuit,

Quasque Aniena sacras Tiburs per flumina sortes

Portarit sicco pertuleritque sinu, -   70

Haec fore dixerunt belli mala signa
cometen,

Multus ut in terras deplueretque lapis,

Atque tubas atque arma ferunt strepitantia caelo

Audita et lucos praecinuisse fugam.

Ipsum etiam Solem defectum lumine vidit   75

Iungere pallentes nubilus annus
equos

Et simulacra deum lacrimas fudisse tepentes

Fataque vocales praemonuisse boves. -

Haec fuerunt olim, sed tu iam mitis, Apollo,

Prodigia indomitis merge sub aequoribus,   80

Et succensa sacris crepitet bene
laurea flammis,

Omine quo felix et sacer annus erit.

Laurus ubi bona signa dedit, gaudete coloni:

Distendet spicis horrea plena Ceres,

Oblitus et musto feriet pede rusticus uvas,   85

Dolia dum magni deficiantque lacus,

Ac madidus Baccho sua festa Palilia pastor

Concinet: a stabulis tunc procul este lupi.

Ille levis stipulae sollemnis potus acervos

Accendet, flammas transilietque sacras,   90

Et fetus matrona dabit, natusque
parenti

Oscula conprensis auribus eripiet,

Nec taedebit avum parvo advigilare nepoti

Balbaque cum puero dicere verba senem.

Tunc operata deo pubes discumbet in herba,   95

Arboris antiquae qua levis umbra
cadit,

Aut e veste sua tendent umbracula sertis

Vincta, coronatus stabit et ipse calix.

At sibi quisque dapes et festas exstruet alte

Caespitibus mensas caespitibusque torum.   100

Ingeret hic potus iuvenis maledicta
puellae,

Postmodo quae votis inrita facta velit:

Nam ferus ille suae plorabit sobrius idem

Et se iurabit mente fuisse mala.

Pace tua pereant arcus pereantque sagittae,   105

Phoebe, modo in terris erret
inermis Amor.

Ars bona, sed postquam sumpsit sibi tela Cupido,

Heu heu quam multis ars dedit ista malum!

Et mihi praecipue: iaceo cum saucius annum

Et faveo morbo, cum iuvat ipse dolor,   110

Usque cano Nemesim, sine qua versus
mihi nullus

Verba potest iustos aut reperire pedes.

At tu - nam divum servat tutela poetas -

Praemoneo, vati parce, puella, sacro,

Ut Messalinum celebrem, cum praemia belli   115

Ante suos currus oppida victa
feret,

Ipse gerens laurus: lauro devinctus agresti

Miles «o» magna voce «triumphe» canet.

Tum Messalla meus pia det spectacula turbae

Et plaudat curru praetereunte pater.   120

Adnue: sic tibi sint intonsi,
Phoebe, capilli,

Sic tua perpetuo sit tibi casta soror.

















VI


Castra Macer sequitur: tenero quid fiet Amori?

Sit comes et collo fortiter arma gerat?

Et seu longa virum terrae via seu vaga ducent

Aequora, cum telis ad latus ire volet?

Ure, puer, quaeso, tua qui ferus otia liquit,   5

Atque iterum erronem sub tua signa
voca.

Quod si militibus parces, erit hic quoque miles,

Ipse levem galea qui sibi portet aquam.

Castra peto, valeatque Venus valeantque puellae:

Et mihi sunt vires, et mihi facta tuba est.   10

Magna loquor, sed magnifice mihi
magna locuto

Excutiunt clausae fortia verba fores.

Iuravi quotiens rediturum ad limina numquam!

Cum bene iuravi, pes tamen ipse redit.

Acer Amor, fractas utinam, tua tela, sagittas,   15

Si licet, extinctas adspiciamque
faces!

Tu miserum torques, tu me mihi dira precari

Cogis et insana mente nefanda loqui.

Iam mala finissem leto, sed credula vitam

Spes fovet et fore cras semper ait melius.   20

Spes alit agricolas, Spes sulcis
credit aratis

Semina, quae magno faenore reddat ager;

Haec laqueo volucres, haec captat arundine pisces,

Cum tenues hamos abdidit ante cibus;

Spes etiam valida solatur conpede vinctum:   25

Crura sonant ferro, sed canit inter
opus;

Spes facilem Nemesim spondet mihi, sed negat illa;

Ei mihi, ne vincas, dura puella, deam.

Parce, per inmatura tuae precor ossa sororis:

Sic bene sub tenera parva quiescat humo.   30

Illa mihi sancta est, illius dona
sepulcro

Et madefacta meis serta feram lacrimis,

Illius ad tumulum fugiam supplexque sedebo

Et mea cum muto fata querar cinere.

Non feret usque suum te propter flere clientem:   35

Illius ut verbis, sis mihi lenta,
veto,

Ne tibi neglecti mittant mala somnia Manes,

Maestaque sopitae stet soror ante torum,

Qualis ab excelsa praeceps delapsa fenestra

Venit ad infernos sanguinolenta lacus.   40

Desino, ne dominae luctus
renoventur acerbi:

Non ego sum tanti, ploret ut illa semel.

Nec lacrimis oculos digna est foedare loquaces:

Lena nocet nobis, ipsa puella bona est.

Lena necat miserum Phryne furtimque tabellas   45

Occulto portans itque reditque
sinu.

Saepe, ego cum dominae dulces a limine duro

Adgnosco voces, haec negat esse domi,

Saepe, ubi nox mihi promissa est, languere puellam

Nuntiat aut aliquas extimuisse minas.   50

Tunc morior curis, tunc mens mihi
perdita fingit,

Quisve meam teneat, quot teneatve modis;

Tunc tibi, lena, precor diras: satis anxia vivas,

Moverit e votis pars quotacumque deos.

















LIBER TERTIVS

















I


Martis Romani festae uenere kalendae

    - exoriens nostris hic fuit annus
auis -

et uaga nunc certa discurrunt undique pompa

    perque uias urbis munera perque
domos.

Dicite, Pierides, quonam donetur honore   5

    seu mea, seu fallor, cara Neaera
tamen.

Carmine formosae, pretio capiuntur auare:

    gaudeat, ut digna est, uersibus illa
meis.

Lutea sed niueum inuoluat membrana libellum,

    pumex et canas tondeat ante comas,   10

summaque praetexat tenuis fastigia chartae

    indicet ut nomen littera facta tuum,

atque inter geminas pingantur cornua frontes:

    sic etenim comptum mittere oportet
opus.

Per uos, auctores huius mihi carminis, oro   15

    Castaliamque umbram Pieriosque lacus,

ite domum cultumque illi donate libellum,

    sicut erit: nullus defluat inde
color.

Illa mihi referet, si nostri mutua cura est,

    an minor, an toto pectore deciderim.   20

Sed primum meritam larga donate salute

    atque haec submisso dicite uerba
sono:

“Haec tibi uir quondam, nunc frater, casta Neaera,

    mittit et accipias munera parua
rogat,

teque suis iurat caram magis esse medullis,   25

    siue sibi coniunx siue futura soror;

sed potius coniunx: huius spem nominis illi

    auferet extincto pallida Ditis aqua.”

















II


Qui primus caram iuueni carumque
puellae

    eripuit iuuenem, ferreus ille fuit;

durus et ille fuit, qui tantum ferre dolorem,

    uiuere et erepta coniuge qui potuit.

Non ego firmus in hoc, non haec patientia nostro   5

    ingenio: frangit fortia corda dolor;

nec mihi uera loqui pudor est uitaeque fateri,

    tot mala perpessae, taedia nata meae.

Ergo cum tenuem fuero mutatus in umbram

    candidaque ossa supra nigra fauilla
teget,   10

ante meum ueniat longos incompta capillos

    et fleat ante meum maesta Neaera
rogum;

sed ueniat carae matris comitata dolore:

    maereat haec genero, maereat illa uiro.

Praefatae ante meos manes animamque precatae   15

    perfusaeque pias ante liquore manus,

pars quae sola mei superabit corporis, ossa

    incinctae nigra candida ueste legent

et primum annoso spargent collecta lyaeo,

    mox etiam niueo lacte parent,   20

post haec carbaseis umorem tollere uelis

    atque in marmorea ponere sicca domo.

Illic quas mittit diues Panchaia merces

    Eoique Arabes, diues et Assyria,

et nostri memores lacrimae fundantur eodem:   25

    sic ego componi uersus in ossa uelim.

Sed tristem mortis demonstret littera causam

    atque haec in celebri carmina fronte
notet:

               LYGDAMVS HIC SITVS EST:
DOLOR HVIC ET CVRA NEAERAE,

                   CONIVGIS EREPTAE,
CAVSA PERIRE FVIT   30

















III


Quid prodest caelum uotis implesse,
Neaera,

    blandaque cum multa tura dedisse
prece,

non ut marmorei prodirem e limine tecti,

    insignis clara conspicuusque domo,

aut ut multa mei renouarent iugera tauri   5

    et magnas messes terra benigna daret,

sed tecum ut longae sociarem gaudia uitae

    inque tuo caderet nostra senecta
sinu,

tum cum permenso defunctus tempore lucis

    nudus Lethaea cogerer ire rate?   10

Nam graue quid prodest pondus mihi diuitis auri,

    aruaque si findant pinguia mille
boues?

Quidue domus prodest Phrygiis innixa columnis,

    Taenare siue tuis, siue Caryste tuis,

et nemora in domibus sacros imitantia lucos   15

    aurataeque trabes marmoreumque solum?

Quidue in Erythraeo legitur quae litore concha

    tinctaque Sidonio murice lana iuuat,

et quae praeterea populus miratur? In illis

    inuidia est: falso plurima uulgus
amat.   20

Non opibus mentes hominum curaeque leuantur

    nec Fortuna sua tempora lege regit.

Sit mihi paupertas tecum iucunda, Neaera:

    at sine te regum munera nulla uolo.

O niueam quae te poterit mihi reddere lucem!   25

    O mihi felicem terque quaterque diem!

At si, pro dulci reditu quaecumque uouentur,

    audiat auersa non meus aure deus,

nec me regna iuuant nec Lydius aurifer amnis

    nec quas terrarum sustinet orbis
opes.   30

Haec alii cupiant; liceat mihi paupere cultu

    securo cara coniuge posse frui.

Adsis et timidis faueas, Saturnia, uotis,

    et faueas concha, Cypria, uecta tua.

Aut si fata negant reditum tristesque sorores,   35

    stamina quae ducunt quaeque futura
neunt,

me uocet in uastos amnes nigramque paludem

    diues in ignaua luridus Orcus aqua.

















IV


Di meliora ferant, nec sint mihi
somnia uera,

    quae tulit hesterna pessima nocte
quies.

Ite procul uani falsique auertite uisus,

    desinite in nobis quaerere uelle
fidem.

Diui uera monent, uenturae nuntia sortis   5

    uera monent Tuscis exta probata
uiris;

somnia fallaci ludunt temeraria nocte

    et pauidas mentes falsa timere
iubent;

et natum in curas hominum genus omina noctis

    farre pio placant et saliente sale!   10

Et tamen, utcumque est, siue illi uera moneri,

    mendaci somno credere siue uolent,

efficiat uanos noctis Lucina timores

    et frustra inmeritum pertimuisse
uelit,

si mea nec turpi mens est obnoxia facto   15

    nec laesit magnos impia lingua deos.

Iam Nox aetherium nigris emensa quadrigis

    mundum cacruleo lauerat amne rotas,

nec me sopierat menti deus utilis aegrae:

    Somnus sollicitas deficit ante domos.   20

Tandem, cum summo Phoebus prospexit ab ortu,

    pressit languentis lumina sera quies.

Hic iuuenis casta redimitus tempora lauro

    est uisus nostra ponere sede pedem.

Non illo quicquam formosius ulla priorum   25

    aetas, heroum nec tulit ulla domus.

Intonsi crines longa ceruice fluebant,

    stillabat Syrio myrtea rore coma.

Candor erat qualem praefert Latonia Luna,

    et color in niueo corpore purpureus,   30

ut iuueni primum uirgo deducta marito

    inficitur teneras ore rubente genas,

et cum contexunt amarantis alba puellae

    lilia et autumno candida mala rubent.

Ima uidebatur talis inludere palla:   35

    namque haec in nitido corpore uestis
erat.

Artis opus rarae, fulgens testudine et auro

    pendebat laeua garrula parte lyra.

Hanc primum ueniens plectro modulatus eburno

    felices cantus ore sonante dedit;   40

sed postquam fuerant digiti cum uoce locuti,

    edidit haec dulci tristia uerba modo:

“Salue, cura deum: casto nam rite poetae

    Phoebusque et Bacchus Pieridesque
fauent;

sed proles Semelae Bacchus doctaeque sorores   45

    dicere non norunt quid ferat hora
sequens;

at mihi fatorum leges aeuisque futuri

    euentura pater posse uidere dedit;

quare ego quae dico non fallax accipe uates

    quodque deus uero Cynthius ore feram.   50

Tantum cara tibi quantum nec filia matri,

    quantum nec cupido bella puella uiro,

pro qua sollicitas caelestia numina uotis,

    quae tibi securos non sinit ire dies

et, cum te fusco Somnus uelauit amictu,   55

    uanum nocturnis fallit imaginibus,

carminibus celebrata tuis formosa Neaera

    alterius mauultl esse puella uiri,

diuersasque suas agitat mens impia curas,

    nec gaudet casta nupta Neaera domo.   60

A crudele genus nec fidum femina nomen!

    A pereat, didicit fallere si qua
uirum!

Sed flecti poterit: mens est mutabilis illis;

    tu modo cum multa bracchia tende fide.

Saeuus Amor docuit ualidos temptare labores,   65

    saeuus Amor docuit uerbera posse
pati.

Me quondam Admeti niueas pauisse iuuencas

    non est in uanum fabula ficta iocum;

tunc ego nec cithara poteram gaudere sonora

    nec similes chordis reddere uoce
sonos,   70

sed perlucenti cantum meditabar auena

    ille ego Latonae filius atque Iouis.

Nescis quid sit amor, iuuenis, si ferre recusas

    immitem dominam coniugiumque ferum.

Ergo ne dubita blandas adhibere querellas:   75

    uincuntur molli pectora dura prece.

Quod si uera canunt sacris oracula templis,

    haec illi nostro nomine dicta refer:

hoc tibi conigium promittit Delius ipse;

    felix hoc, alium desine uelle uirum.”   80

Dixit, et ignauus defluxit corpore somnus.

    A ego ne possim tanta uidere mala!

Nec tibi crediderim uotis contraria uota

    nec tantum crimen pectore inesse tuo:

nam te nec uasti genuerunt aequora ponti   85

    nec flammam uoluens ore Chimaera fero

nec canis anguinea redimitus terga caterua,

    cui tres sunt linguae tergeminumque
caput,

Scyllaque uirgineam canibus succincta figuram,

    nec te conceptam saeua leaena tulit,   90

barbara nec Scythiae tellus horrendaue Syrtis,

    sed culta et duris non habitanda
domus

et longe ante alias omnes mitissima mater

    isque pater quo non alter amabilior.

Haec deus in melius crudelia somnia uertat   95

    et iubeat tepidos inrita ferre Notos.

















V


Vos tenet, Etruscis manat quae
fontibus unda,

    unda sub aestiuum non adeunda Canem,

nunc autem sacris Baiarum proxima lymphis,

    cum se purpureo uere remittit humus.

At mihi Persephone nigram denuntiat horam:   5

    immerito iuueni parce nocere, dea.

Non ego temptauit nulli temeranda uirorum

    audax laudandae sacra docere deae,

nec mea mortiferis infecit pocula sucis

    dextera nec cuiquam trita uenena
dedit,   10

nec nos sacrilegos templis admouimus ignes,

    nec cor sollicitant facta nefanda
meum,

nec nos insanae meditantes iurgia mentis

    impia in aduersos soluimus ora deos.

Et nondum cani nigros laesere capillos,   15

    nec uenit tardo curua senecta pede:

natalem primo nostrum uidere parentes,

    cum cecidit fato consul uterque pari.

Quid fraudare iuuat uitem crescentibus uuis

    et modo nata mala uellere poma manu?   20

Parcite, pallentes undas quicumque tenetis

    duraque sortiti tertia regna dei.

Elysios olim liceat cognoscere campos

    Lethaeamque ratem Cimmeriosque lacus,

cum mea rugosa pallebunt ora senecta   25

    et referam pueris tempora prisca
senex.

Atque utinam uano nequiquam terrear aestu!

    Languent ter quinos sed mea membra
dies.

At uobis Tuscae celebrantur numina lymphae

    et facilis lenta pellitur unda manu.   30

Viuite felices, memores et uiuite nostri,

    siue erimus seu nos fata fuisse
uelint.

Interea nigras pecudes promittite Diti

    et niuei lactis pocula mixta mero.

















VI


Candide Liber, ades - sic sit tibi
mystica uitis

    semper, sic hedera tempora uincta
feras -

aufer et, ipse, meum, pariter medicande, dolorem:

    saepe tuo cecidit munere uictus amor.

Care puer, madeant generoso pocula baccho,   5

    et nobis prona funde Falerna manu.

Ite procul durum curae genus, ite labores;

    fulserit hic niueis Delius alitibus.

Vos modo proposito dulces faueatis amici,

    neue neget quisquam me duce se
comitem,   10

aut si quis uini certamen mite recusat,

    fallat eum tecto cara puella dolo.

Ille facit dites animos deus, ille ferocem

    contundit et dominae misit in
arbitrium,

Armenias tigres et fuluas ille leaenas   15

    uicit et indomitis mollia corda
dedit.

Haec Amor et maiora ualet; sed poscite Bacchi

    munera: quem uestrum pocula sicca
iuuant?

Conuenit ex aequo nec toruus Liber in illis

    qui se quique una uina iocosa colunt,   20

nunc uenit iratus nimium nimiumque seueris:

    qui timet irati numina magna, bibat.

Quales his poenas qualis quantusque minetur,

    Cadmeae matris praeda cruenta docet.

Sed procul a nobis hic sit timor, illaque, si qua est,   25

    quid ualeat laesi sentiat ira dei.

Quid precor a demens? Venti temeraria uota,

    aeriae et nubes diripienda ferant.

Quamuis nulla mei superest tibi cura, Neaera,

    sis felix et sint candida fata tua.   30

At nos securae reddamus tempora mensae:

    uenit post multos una serena dies.

Ei mihi, difficile est imitari gaudia falsa,

    difficile est tristi fingere mente
iocum,

nec bene mendaci risus componitur ore,   35

    nec bene sollicitis ebria uerba
sonant.

Quid queror infelix? Turpes discedite curae:

    odit Lanaeus tristia uerba pater.

Gnosia, Theseae quondam periuria linguae

    fleuisti ignoto sola relicta mari:   40

sic cecinit pro te doctus, Minoi, Catullus

    ingrati referens impia facta uiri.

Vos ego nunc moneo: felix, quicumque dolore

    alterius disces posse cauere tuos.

Nec uos aut capiant pendentia bracchia collo   45

    aut fallat blanda sordida lingua
fide;

etsi perque suos fallax iurauit ocellos

    Iononemque suam perque suam Venerem,

nulla fides inerit: periuria ridet amantum

    Iuppiter et uentos inrita ferre
iubet.   50

Ergo quid totiens fallacis uerba puellae

    conqueror? Ite a me, seria uerba,
precor.

Quam uellem tecum longas requiescere noctes

    et tecum longos peruigilare dies,

perfida nec merito nobis inimica merenti,   55

    perfida, sed, quamuis perfida, cara
tamen!

Naida Bacchus amat: cessas, o lente minister?

    Temperet annosum Marcia lympha merum.

Non ego, si fugit nostrae conuiuia mensae

    ignotum cupiens uana puella torum,   60

sollicitus repetam tota suspiria nocte.

    Tu, puer, i, liquidum fortius adde
merum.

Iam dudum Syrio madefactus tempora nardo

    debueram sertis implicuisse comas.

















VII


Panegyricus Messallae

Te, Messalla, canam, quamquam me cognita uirtus

terret; ut infirmae nequeant subsistere uires,

incipiam tamen, ac meritas si carmina laudes

deficiant, - humilis tantis sim conditor actis

nec tua praeter te chartis intexere quisquam   5

facta queat, dictis ut non maiora supersint, -

est nobis uoluisse satis; nec munera parua

respueris: etiam Phoebo gratissima dona

Cres tulit, et cunctis Baccho iucundior hospes

Icarus, ut puro testantur sidera caelo   10

Erigoneque Canisque, neget ne longior aetas;

quin etiam Alcides, deus ascensurus Olympum,

laeta Molorcheis posuit uestigia tectis,

paruaque caelestis placauit mica, nec illis

semper inaurato taurus cadit hostia cornu.   15

Hic quoque sit gratus paruus labor, ut tibi possim

inde alios alioque memor componere uersus.

Alter dicat opus magni mirabile mundi,

qualis in immenso desederit aere tellus,

qualis et in curuum pontus confluxerit orbem,   20

et uagus, e terris qua surgere nititur, aer,

huic et contextus passim fluat igneus aether,

pendentique super claudantur ut omnia caelo;

at quodcumque meae poterunt audere camenae,

seu tibi par poterunt seu, quod spes abnuit, ultra   25

siue minus ( certeque canent minus), omne uouemus

hoc tibi, nec tanto careat mihi carmine charta.

Nam quamquam antiquae gentis superant tibi laudes,

non tua maiorum contenta est gloria fama

nec quaeris quid quaque index sub imagine dicat,   30

sed generis priscos contendis uincere honores,

quam tibi maiores maius decus ipse futuris:

at tua non titulus capiet sub nomine facta,

aeterno sed erunt tibi magna uolumina uersu,

conuenientque tuas cupidi componere laudes   35

undique quique canent uincto pede quique soluto;

quis potius, certamen erit: sim uictor in illis,

ut nostrum tantis inscribam nomen in actis.

Nam quis te maiora gerit castrisue foroue?

Nec tamen hic aut hic tibi laus maiorue minorue,   40

iusta pari premitur ueluti cum pondere libra,

prona nec hac plus parte sedet nec surgit ab illa,

qualis, inaequatum si quando onus urget utrimque,

instabilis natat alterno depressior orbe.

Nam seu diuersi fremat inconstantia uulgi,   45

non alius sedare queat; seu iudicis ira

sit placanda, tuis poterit mitescere uerbis.

Non Pylos aut Ithace tantos genuisse feruntur

Nestora uel paruae magnum decus urbis Vlixem,

uixerit ille senex quamuis, dum terna per orbem   50

saecula fertilibus Titan decurreret horis,

ille per ignotas audax errauerit urbes,

qua maris extremis tellus includitur undis:

nam Ciconumque manus aduersis reppulit armis,

nec ualuit lotos coeptos auertere cursus,   55

cessit et Aetnaeae Neptunius incola rupis

uicta Maroneo foedatus lumina baccho;

uexit et Aeolios placidum per Nerea uentos,

incultos adiit Laestrygonas Antiphatenque,

nobilis Artacie gelida quos inrigat unda;   60

solum nec doctae uerterunt pocula Circes,

quamuis illa foret Solis genus, apta uel herbis

aptaque uel cantu ueteres mutare figuras;

Cimmerion etiam obscuras accessit ad arces,

quis numquam candente dies apparuit ortu,   65

seu supra terras Phoebus seu curreret infra;

uidit ut inferno Plutonis subdita regno

magna deum proles leuibus discurreret umbris,

praeteriitque cita Sirenum litora puppi;

illum inter geminae nantem confinia mortis   70

nec Scyllae saeuo conterruit impetus ore,

cum canibus rabidas inter fera serperet undas,

nec uiolenta suo consumpsit more Charybdis,

uel si sublimis fluctu consurgeret imo,

uel si interrupto nudaret gurgite pontum.   75

Non uiolata uagi sileantur pascua Solis,

non amor et fecunda Atlantidos arua Calypsus,

finis et erroris miseri Phaeacia tellus.

Atque haec seu nostras inter sunt cognita terras,

fabula siue nouum dedit his erroribus orbem,   80

sit labor illius, tua dum facundia maior.

Iam te non alius belli tenet aptius artes,

qua deceat tutam castris praeducere fossam,

qualiter aduersos hosti defigere ceruos,

quemue locum ducto melius sit claudere uallo,   85

fontis ubi dulces erumpat terra liquores,

ut facilisque tuis aditus sit et arduus hosti,

laudis ut adsiduo uigeat certamine miles,

quis tardamue sudem melius celeremue sagittam

iecerit aut lento perfregerit obuia pilo,   90

aut quis equum celeremue arto compescere freno

possit et effusas tardo permittere habenas

inque uicem modo directo contendere passu,

seu libeat, curuo breuius conuertere gyro,

quis parma, seu dextra uelit seu laeua, tueri,   95

siue hac siue illac ueniat grauis impetus hastae

amplior aut signata cita loca tangere funda.

Iam simul audacis uenient certamina Martis

aduersisque parent acies concurrere signis,

tum tibi non desit faciem componere pugnae,   100

seu sit opus quadratum acies consistat in agmen, 

rectus ut aequatis decurrat frontibus ordo,

seu libeat duplicem seiunctim cernere martem,

dexter uti laeuum teneat dextrumque sinister

miles sitque duplex gemini uictoria casus.   105

At non per dubias errant mea carmina laudes:

nam bellis experta cano. Testis mihi uictae

fortis Iapydiae miles, testis quoque fallax

Pannonius, gelidas passim disiectus in Alpes,

testis Arupinis et pauper natus in aruis,   110

quem si quis uideat uetus ut non fregerit aetas,

terna minus Pyliae miretur saecula famae:

namque senex longae peragit dum tempora uitae,   112b

centum fecundos Titan renouauerit annos,

ipse tamen uelox celerem super edere corpus

audet equum ualidisque sedet moderator habenis.   115

Te duce non alias conuersus terga Domator

libera Romanae subiecit colla catenae.

Nec tamen his contentus eris: maiora peractis

instant, compertum est ueracibus ut mihi signis,

quis Amythaonius nequeat certare Melampus.   120

Nam modo fulgentem Tyrio subtegmine uestem

indueras oriente die duce fertilis anni,

splendidior liquidis cum Sol caput extulit undis

et fera discordes tenuerunt flamina uenti,

curua nec adsuetos egerunt flumina cursus,   125

quin rapidum placidis etiam mare constitit undis,

ulla nec aerias uolucris perlabitur auras

nec quadrupes densas depascitur aspera siluas,

quin largita tuis sunt muta silentia uotis.

Iuppiter ipse leui uectus per inania curru   130

adfuit et caelo uicinum liquit Olympum

intentaque tuis precibus se praebuit aure

cunctaque ueraci capite adnuit: additus aris

laetior eluxit structos super ignis aceruos.

Quin hortante deo magnis insistere rebus   135

incipe; non idem tibi sint aliisque triumphi:

non te uicino remorabitur obuia marte

Gallia nec latis audax Hispania terris

nec fera Theraeo tellus obsessa colono,

nec qua uel Nilus uel regia lympha Choaspes   140

profluit aut rapidus, Cyri dementia, Gyndes,

aret Araccaeis aut unda Oroatia campis,

nec qua regna uago Tomyris finiuit Araxe,

impia nec saeuis celebrans conuiuia mensis

ultima uicinus Phoebo tenet arua Padaeus,   145

quaque Hebrus Tanaisque Getas rigat atque Magynos.

Quid moror? Oceanus ponto qua continet orbem,

nulla tibi aduersis regio sese offeret armis.

Te manet inuictus Romano marte Britannus

teque interiecto mundi pars altera sole.   150

Nam circumfuso consistit in aere tellus

et quinque in partes toto disponitur orbe.

Atque duae gelido uastantur frigore semper:

illic et densa tellus absconditur umbra,

et nulla incepto perlabitur unda liquore,   155

sed durata riget densam in glaciemque niuemque,

quippe ubi non umquam Titan super egerit ortus.

At media est Phoebi semper subiecta calori,

seu propior terris aestiuum fertur in orbem

seu celer hibernas properat decurrere luces;   160

non igitur presso tellus exsurgit aratro,

nec frugem segetes praebent neque pabula terrae;

non illic colit arua deus, Bacchusue Ceresue,

nulla nec exustas habitant animalia partes.

Fertilis hanc inter posita est interque rigentes   165

nostraque et huic aduersa solo pars altera nostro,

quas similis utrimque tenens uicinia caeli

temperat, alter et alterius uires necat aer;

hinc placidus nobis per tempora uertitur annus,

hinc et colla iugo didicit submittere taurus   170

et lenta excelsos uitis conscendere ramos,

tondeturque seges maturos annua partus,

et ferro tellus, pontus confinditur aere,

quin etiam structis exsurgunt oppida muris.

Ergo ubi per claros ierint tua facta triumphos,   175

solus utroque idem diceris magnus in orbe.

Non ego sum satis ad tantae praeconia laudis,

ipse mihi non si praescribat carmina Phoebus.

Est tibi, qui possit magnis se accingere rebus,

Valgius: aeterno propior non alter Homero.   180

Languida non noster peragit labor otia, quamuis

Fortuna, ut mos est illi, me aduersa fatiget.

Nam mihi, cum magnis opibus domus alta niteret,

cui fuerant flaui ditantes ordine sulci

horrea fecundas ad deficientia messis,   185

cuique pecus denso pascebant agmine colles,

et domino satis et nimium furique lupoque,

nunc desiderium superest: nam cura nouatur,

cum memor ante actos semper dolor admonet annos.

Sed licet asperiora cadant spolierque relictis,   190

non te deficient nostrae memorare camenae.

Nec solum tibi Pierii tribuentur honores:

pro te uel rapidas ausim maris ire per undas,

aduersis hiberna licet tumeant freta uentis,

pro te uel densis solus subsistere turmis   195

uel paruum Aetnaeae corpus committere flammae.

Sum quodcumque, tuum est. Nostri si paruula cura

sit tibi, quanta libet, si sit modo, non mihi regna

Lydia, non magni potior sit fama Gylippi,

posse Meleteas nec mallem uincere chartas.   200

Quod tibi si uersus noster, totusue minusue,

uel bene sit notus, summo uel inerret in ore,

nulla mihi statuunt finem te fata canendi.

Quin etiam mea tunc tumulus cum texerit ossa,

seu matura dies celerem properat mihi mortem,   205

longa manet seu uita, tamen, mutata figura

seu me finget equum rigidos percurrere campos

doctum seu tardi pecoris sim gloria taurus

siue ego per liquidum uolucris uehar aera pennis,

quandocumque hominem me longa receperit aetas,   210

inceptis de te subtexam carmina chartis.


De Sulpici Incerti Auctoris Elegiae

















VIII


Sulpicia est tibi culta tuis, Mars
magne, kalendis;

    spectatum e caelo, si sapis, ipse
ueni;

hoc Venus ignoscet; at tu, uiolente, caueto

    ne tibi miranti turpiter arma cadant:

illius ex oculis, cum uult exurere diuos,   5

    accendit geminas lampadas acer Amor.

Illam, quidquid agit, quoquo uestigia mouit,

    componit furtim subsequiturque Decor;

seu soluit crines, fusis decet esse capillis:

    seu composit, comptis est ueneranda
comis.   10

Vrit, seu Tyria uoluit procedere palla:

    urit, seu niuea candida ueste uenit.

Talis in aeterno felix Vertumnus Olympo

    mille habet ornatus, mille decenter
habet.

Sola puellarum digna est cui mollia caris   15

    uellera det sucis bis madefacta
Tyros,

possideatque, metit quidquid bene olentibus aruis

    cultor odoratae diues Arabs segetis,

et quascumque niger rubro de litore gemmas

    proximus Eois colligit Indus aquis.   20

Hanc uos, Pierides, festis cantate kalendis,

    et testudinea Phoebe superbe lyra.

Hoc sollemne sacrum multos haec sumet in annos:

    dignior est uestro nulla puella
choro.

















IX


Parce meo iuueni, seu quis bona pascua
campi

    seu colis umbrosi deuia montis aper,

neu tibi sit duros acuisse in proelia dentes;

    incolumem custos hunc mihi seruet
Amor.

Sed procul abducit uenandi Delia cura:   5

    o pereant siluae deficiantque canes!

Quis furor est, quae mens, densos indagine colles

    claudentem teneras laedere uelle
manus?

Quidue iuuat furtim latebras intrare ferarum

    candidaque hamatis crura notare
rubis?   10

Sed tamen, ut tecum liceat, Cerinthe, uagari,

    ipsa ego per montes retia torta
feram,

ipsa ego uelocis quaeram uestigia cerui

    et demam celeri ferrea uincla cani.

Tunc mihi, tunc placeant siluae, si, lux mea, tecum   15

    arguar ante ipsas concubuisse plagas:

tunc ueniat licet ad casses, inlaesus abibit,

    ne ueneris cupidae gaudia turbet,
aper.

Nunc sine me sit nulla Venus, sed lege Dianae,

    caste puer, casta retia tange manu:   20

et, quaecumque meo furtim subrepit amori,

    incidat in saeuas diripienda feras.

At tu uenandi studium concede parenti,

    et celer in nostros ipse recurre
sinus.

















X


Huc ades et tenerae morbos expelle
puellae,

    huc ades, intonsa Phoebe superbe
coma;

crede mihi, propera, nec te iam, Phoebe, pigebit

    formosae medicas applicuisse manus.

Effice ne macies pallentes occupet artus,   5

    neu notet informis candida membra
color,

et quodcumque mali est et quidquid triste timemus,

    in pelagus rapidis euehat amnis
aquis.

Sancte, ueni, tecumque feras, quicumque sapores,

    quicumque et cantus corpora fessa leuant;   10

neu iuuenem torque, metuit qui fata puellae

    uotaque pro domina uix numeranda
facit;

interdum uouet, interdum, quod langueat illa,

    dicit in aeternos aspera uerba deos.

Pone metum, Cerinthe: deus non laedit amantes;   15

    tu modo semper ama: salua puella tibi
est;

nil opus est fletu: lacrimis erit aptius uti,   21

    si quando fuerit tristior illa tibi.   22

At nunc tota tua est, te solum candida secum   17

    cogitat, et frustra credula turba
sedet.

Phoebe, faue: laus magna tibi tribuetur in uno

    corpore seruato restituisse duos.   20

Iam celeber, iam laetus eris, cum debita reddet   23

    certatim sanctis laetus uterque
focis;

tunc te felicem dicet pia turba deorum,   25

    optabunt artes et sibi quisque tuas.

















XI


Qui mihi te, Cerinthe, dies dedit, hic
mihi sanctus

    atque inter festos semper habendus
erit:

te nascente nouum Parcae cecinere puellis

    seruitium et dederunt regna superba
tibi.

Vror ego ante alias: iuuat hoc, Cerinthe, quod uror,   5

    si tibi de nobis mutuus ignis adest;

mutuus adsit amor, per te dulcissima furta

    perque tuos oculos per Geniumque
rogo.

Mane Geni, cape tura libens uotisque faueto,

    si modo, cum de me cogitat, ille
calet.   10

Quod si forte alios iam nunc suspiret amores,

    tunc precor infidos, sancte, relinque
focos.

Nec tu sis iniusta, Venus: uel seruiat aeque

    uinctus uterque tibi uel mea uincla
leua;

sed potius ualida teneamur uterque catena,   15

    nulla queat posthac quam soluisse
dies.

Optat idem iuuenis quod nos, sed tectius optat:

    nam pudet haec illum dicere uerba
palam.

At tu, Natalis, quoniam deus omnia sentis,

    adnue: quid refert, clamne palamne
roget?   20

















XII


Natalis Iuno, sanctos cape turis
aceruos,

    quos tibi dat tenera docta puella
manu;

tota tibi est hodie, tibi se laetissima compsit,

    staret ut ante tuos conspicienda
focos.

Illa quidem ornandi causas tibi, diua, relegat;   5

    est tamen, occulte cui placuisse
uelit.

At tu, sancta, faue, neu quis diuellat amantes,

   
sed iuueni, quaeso, mutua uincla para.

Sic bene compones: ullae non ille puellae

    seruire aut cuiquam dignior illa
uiro.   10

Nec possit cupidos uigilans deprendere custos

    fallendique uias mille ministret
Amor.

Adnue purpureaque ueni perlucida palla:

    ter tibi fit libo, ter, dea casta,
mero;

praecipit et natae mater studiosa, quod optat:   15

    illa aliud tacita iam sua mente
rogat;

uritur, ut celeres urunt altaria flammae,

    nec, liceat quamuis, sana fuisse
uelit.

Sis iuueni grata ac, ueniet cum proximus annus,

    hic idem uotis iam uetus exstet amor.   20


Sulpiciae Elegidia

















XIII


Tandem uenit amor, qualem texisse
pudori

    quam nudasse alicui sit mihi fama
magis.

Exorata meis illum Cytherea Camenis

    attulit in nostrum deposuitque sinum.

Exsoluit promissa Venus: mea gaudia narret,   5

    dicetur si quis non habuisse sua.

Non ego signatis quicquam mandare tabellis,

    ne legat id nemo quam meus ante,
uelim,

sed peccasse iuuat, uultus componere famae

    taedet: cum digno digna fuisse ferar.   10

















XIV


Inuisus natalis adest, qui rure
molesto

    et sine Cerintho tristis agendus
erit.

Dulcius urbe quid est? An uilla sit apta puellae

    atque Arretino frigidus amnis agro?

Iam, nimium Messalla mei studiose, quiescas;   5

    non tempestiuae saepe, propinque,
uiae.

Hic animum sensusque meos abducta relinquo

    arbitrio, quamuis non sinis esse,
meo.

















XV


Scis iter ex animo sublatum triste
puellae?

    Natali Romae iam licet esse tuo.

Omnibus ille dies nobis natalis agatur,

    qui nec opinanti nunc tibi forte
uenit.

















XVI


Gratum est, securus multum quod iam
tibi de me

    permittis, subito ne male inepta
cadam.

Sit tibi cura togae potior pressumque quasillo

    scortum quam Serui filia Sulpicia:

solliciti sunt pro nobis, quibus illa dolori est   5

ne cedam ignoto maxima causa toro.

















XVII


Estne tibi, Cerinthe, tuae pia cura
puellae,

    quod mea nunc uexat corpora fessa
calor?

A ego non aliter tristes euincere morbos

    optarim, quam te si quoque uelle
putem.

At mihi quid prosit morbos euincere, si tu   5

    nostra potes lento pectore ferre
mala?

















XVIII


Ne tibi sim, mea lux, aeque iam
feruida cura

    ac uideor paucos ante fuisse dies,

si quicquam tota commisi stulta iuuenta

    cuius me fatear paenituisse magis,

hesterna quam te solum quod nocte reliqui,   5

    ardorem cupiens dissimulare meum.


Incerti Auctoris

















XIX


Nulla tuum nobis subducet femina
lectum:

    hoc primum iuncta est foedere nostra
uenus.

Tu mihi sola places, nec iam te praeter in urbe

    formosa est oculis ulla puella meis.

Atque utinam posses uni mihi bella uideri!   5

    Displiceas aliis: sic ego tutus ero.

Nil opus inuidia est, procul absit gloria uulgi:

    qui sapit, in tacito gaudeat ille
sinu.

Sic ego secretis possum bene uiuere siluis,

    qua nulla humano sit uia trita pede.   10

Tu mihi curarum requies, tu nocte uel atra

    lumen, et in solis tu mihi turba
locis.

Nunc licet e caelo mittatur amica Tibullo,

    mittetur frustra deficietque Venus;

hoc tibi sancta tuae Iunonis numina iuro,   15

    quae sola ante alios est mihi magna
deos.

Quid facio demens? Heu! heu! mea pignora cedo;

    iuraui stulte: proderat iste timor.

Nunc tu fortis eris, nunc tu me audacius ures:

    hoc peperit misero garrula lingua
malum.   20

Iam faciam quodcumque uoles, tuus usque manebo,

    nec fugiam notae seruitium dominae,

sed Veneris sanctae considam uinctus ad aras:

    haec notat iniustos supplicibusque
fauet.

















XX


Rumor ait crebro nostram peccare
puellam

    nunc ego me surdis auribus esse
uelim.

Crimina non haec sunt nostro sine facta dolore:

    quid miserum torques, rumor acerbe?
Tace.


Domiti Marsi


Te quoque Vergilio comitem non aequa,
Tibulle,

    Mors iuvenem campos misit ad Elysios

ne foret aut elegis molles qui fleret amores

    aut caneret forti regia bella pede.











The Dual Text





Corcyra, modern day Corfu — in 28 BC,
Tibullus accompanied a friend that had been sent on a mission to the East, but
the poet fell sick and had to stay behind in Corcyra.











DUAL LATIN AND
ENGLISH TEXT





Translated by J. P. Postgate


In this section,
readers can view a section by section text of Tibullus’ poems, alternating
between the original Latin and Postgate’s English translation.
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LIBER PRIMVS — BOOK I

















I


The
Poet’s Ideal


Divitias alius fulvo sibi congerat
auro

     Et teneat culti iugera multa
soli,

Quem labor adsiduus vicino terreat hoste,

     Martia cui somnos classica pulsa
fugent:

Me mea paupertas vita traducat inerti,   5

     Dum meus adsiduo luceat igne
focus.


1 LET others heap up
their treasure of yellow gold; let theirs be many acres of well-tilled ground;
let them live in constant fighting and alarms with the foeman at their gates,
their slumbers routed by the outburst of the signal for the fray. But let the
humble fortune that is mine lead me along a quiet path of life, so my hearth
but shine with an unfailing fire.


Iam
modo iam possim contentus vivere parvo   25

     Nec semper longae deditus esse
viae,

Sed Canis aestivos ortus vitare sub umbra

     Arboris ad rivos praetereuntis
aquae.

Nec tamen interdum pudeat tenuisse bidentem

     Aut stimulo tardos increpuisse
boves,   30

Non agnamve sinu pigeat fetumve capellae

     Desertum oblita matre referre
domum.  32


25 May it now be mine
to live for myself, to live contented with my little, and no more be ever vowed
to distant marchings; but when the Dog-star rises, to escape its heat beneath
some tree’s shade with a rill of water fleeting past, nor think it shame to
grasp the hoe at times or chide the laggard oxen with the goad, nor a trouble
to carry homewards in my arms a ewe lamb or youngling goat forgotten by its dam
and left alone.


Ipse seram teneras maturo tempore
vites  7

     Rusticus et facili grandia poma
manu;

Nec spes destituat, sed frugum semper acervos

     Praebeat et pleno pinguia musta
lacu.   10

Nam veneror, seu stipes habet desertus in agris

     Seu vetus in trivio florida
serta lapis,

Et quodcumque mihi pomum novus educat annus,

     Libatum agricolae ponitur ante
deo.

Flava Ceres, tibi sit nostro de rure corona   15

     Spicea, quae templi pendeat ante
fores,

Pomosisque ruber custos ponatur in hortis,

     Terreat ut saeva falce Priapus
aves.


7 When the time is
ripe, let me plant the tender vines and the stout orchard trees with my own
deft hands, a countryman indeed. Nor let Hope disappoint me, but ever vouchsafe
the heaped-up corn and rich new wine to fill my vat. For I bend in worship
wherever flowery garlands lie on deserted tree-stock in the fields or old stone
at a crossway and of all my fruit that the fresh season ripens I set the first
before the country’s guardian god. Ceres of the yellow hair, let my farm
produce the spiky wreath to hang before thy temple doors. And in the fruitladen
garden be red Priapus set as watch, to scare the birds with cruel billhook.


Vos quoque, felicis quondam, nunc
pauperis agri

     Custodes, fertis munera vestra,
Lares.   20

Tunc vitula innumeros lustrabat caesa iuvencos,

     Nunc agna exigui est hostia
parva soli.

Agna cadet vobis, quam circum rustica pubes

     Clamet ‘io messes et bona vina
date’.


19 Ye too, my Lares,
who watch over an estate, now poor though thriving once, receive your gifts.
Then a slam heifer was peace-offering for uncounted beeves a lamb is now the
humble victim for my narrow plot of ground. A lamb shall fall for you, and
round it the country youth shall shout: “Huzza! Send us good crops and wine!”


At vos exiguo pecori, furesque
lupique,

     Parcite: de magno est praeda
petenda grege.

Hic ego pastoremque meum lustrare quotannis   35

     Et placidam soleo spargere lacte
Palem.

Adsitis, divi, neu vos e paupere mensa

     Dona nec e puris spernite
fictilibus.

Fictilia antiquus primum sibi fecit agrestis

     Pocula, de facili conposuitque
luto.   40


33 But ye, ye thieves
and wolves, have mercy on my scanty flocks; from great herds must ye take your
spoil. Here is all I have to make the yearly expiation for my herdsman, and to
sprinkle over Pales the milk that makes her kind. Be with me, Gods: nor scorn
gifts from a humble board and on clean earthenware. Earthen were the
drinking-cups which the ancient clay made himself,’ modelling them from pliant
clay.


Non ego divitias patrum fructusque
requiro,

     Quos tulit antiquo condita
messis avo:

Parva seges satis est, satis requiescere lecto

     Si licet et solito membra levare
toro.

Quam iuvat inmites ventos audire cubantem   45

     Et dominam tenero continuisse
sinu

Aut, gelidas hibernus aquas cum fuderit Auster,

     Securum somnos igne iuvante
sequi.

Hoc mihi contingat. Sit dives iure, furorem

     Qui maris et tristes ferre
potest pluvias.  
50

O quantum est auri pereat potiusque smaragdi,

     Quam fleat ob nostras ulla
puella vias.


41 I ask not for the
riches of my sires or the gains which garnered harvests brought to my ancestors
of yore. A small field’s produce is enough — enough if I may sleep upon my bed and
the mattress ease my limbs as heretofore. What delight to hear the winds rage
as I lie and hold my love safe in my gentle clasp; or, when the stormy South
Wind sheds the chilling showers to follow the road of untroubled sleep, the ram
my lullaby! This be my lot; let him be rightly rich who can bear the rage of
the sea and the dreary rain. Ah, sooner let all the gold and all the emeralds
perish from the world than any maiden weep for my departings.


Te bellare decet terra, Messalla,
marique,

     Ut domus hostiles praeferat
exuvias;

Me retinent vinctum formosae vincla puellae,   55

     Et sedeo duras ianitor ante
fores.

Non ego laudari curo, mea Delia; tecum

     Dum modo sim, quaeso segnis
inersque vocer.


53 ’Tis right for
thee, Messalla, to campaign on land and sea that on thy house’s front may show
the spoils of foemen: I am a captive fast bound in the bonds of a lovely girl;
I sit a janitor before her stubborn doors. I care not for glory, Delia dear;
let me only be with thee, and I will pray folk call me sluggard and idler.


Te spectem, suprema mihi cum venerit
hora,

     Te teneam moriens deficiente
manu.   60

Flebis et arsuro positum me, Delia, lecto,

     Tristibus et lacrimis oscula
mixta dabis.

Flebis: non tua sunt duro praecordia ferro

     Vincta, neque in tenero stat
tibi corde silex.

Illo non iuvenis poterit de funere quisquam   65

     Lumina, non virgo, sicca referre
domum.

Tu manes ne laede meos, sed parce solutis

     Crinibus et teneris, Delia,
parce genis.


59 May I look on thee
when my last hour comes; may I hold thy hand, as I sink, in my dying clasp.
Thou wilt weep for me, Delia, when I am laid on the bed that is to burn; thou
wilt give me kisses mingled with bitter tears. Thou wilt weep: thy breast is
not cased in iron mail; in thy soft heart there is no stubborn flint. From that
burial none, neither youth nor maiden, will return with dry eyes home. Do thou
hurt not my spirit; but spare thy loosened hair and spare thy soft cheeks,
Delia.


Interea, dum fata sinunt, iungamus
amores:

     Iam veniet tenebris Mors
adoperta caput,  
70

Iam subrepet iners aetas, nec amare decebit,

     Dicere nec cano blanditias
capite.

Nunc levis est tractanda Venus, dum frangere postes

     Non pudet et rixas inseruisse
iuvat.

Hic ego dux milesque bonus: vos, signa tubaeque,   75

     Ite procul, cupidis volnera
ferte viris,

Ferte et opes: ego conposito securus acervo

     Despiciam dites despiciamque
famem.


69 Meantime, while
Fate allows, let us be one in love. Soon will Death be here with his head
cowled in dark. Soon will steal on us the inactive age, nor will it be seemly
to play the lover or utter soft speeches when the head is hoar. Now let gay
love be my pursuit while it is no shame to break a door down and a joy to
plunge into a brawl. ’Tis here I am brave captain and private. Begone, ye
trumpets and ensigns! take wounds to the men of greed, and take them wealth. I,
safe on my garnered heap, will look down on hunger as I look down on wealth.

















II


To
Delia


Adde merum vinoque novos conpesce
dolores,

     Occupet ut fessi lumina victa
sopor,

Neu quisquam multo percussum tempora baccho

     Excitet, infelix dum requiescit
amor.

Nam posita est nostrae custodia saeva puellae,   5

     Clauditur et dura ianua firma
sera.

Ianua difficilis domini, te verberet imber,

    
Te Iovis imperio fulmina missa petant.

Ianua, iam pateas uni mihi, victa querelis,

     Neu furtim verso cardine aperta
sones.   10

Et mala siqua tibi dixit dementia nostra,

     Ignoscas: capiti sint precor
illa meo.

Te meminisse decet, quae plurima voce peregi

     Supplice, cum posti florida
serta darem.


1 MORE wine; let the
liquor master these unwonted pains, that on my wearied eyes may fall triumphant
sleep; and when the wine god’s copious fumes have mounted to my brain, let none
awake me from unhappy love’s repose. For a cruel watch has been set upon my
girl, and the door is shut and bolted hard against me. Door of a stubborn
master, may the rain lash thee, and bolts flying at Jupiter’s command make thee
their mark. Door, now yield to my complaining and open only unto me, and make
no sound as thy hinge turns stealthily to let me in. And if my frenzy has ever
called ill upon thee, have pardon; let that fall, I pray, on my own head. ’Tis
right thou shouldst remember all that I rehearsed in suppliant tones when on
thy posts I laid my flowery garlands.


Tu quoque ne timide custodes, Delia,
falle,   15

     Audendum est: fortes adiuvat
ipsa Venus.

Illa favet, seu quis iuvenis nova limina temptat,

     Seu reserat fixo dente puella
fores;

Illa docet molli furtim derepere lecto,

     Illa pedem nullo ponere posse
sono,   20

Illa viro coram nutus conferre loquaces

     Blandaque conpositis abdere
verba notis.

Nec docet hoc omnes, sed quos nec inertia tardat

     Nec vetat obscura surgere nocte
timor.

En ego cum tenebris tota vagor anxius urbe,   25


* *
*


15 Do thou too, Delia,
trick the guard with no faint spirit. Be bold: Venus herself aids the
stouthearted. She helps when a lad tries a strange threshold or a lass pushes
in the prong to lift the bar from the door. She shows how to creep down
stealthily from the pillowed bed; how so to set the foot that it makes no
sound; how in the husband’s presence to exchange the speaking nods and hide
love’s language under a code of signs. Nor shows she this to all, but to them
whom neither indolence delays nor fear forbids to rise in the murk of night.


Nec
sinit occurrat quisquam, qui corpora ferro

     Volneret aut rapta praemia veste
petat.

Quisquis amore tenetur, eat tutusque sacerque

     Qualibet: insidias non timuisse
decet.   30

Non mihi pigra nocent hibernae frigora noctis,

     Non mihi, cum multa decidit
imber aqua.


26 Lo, I in my
wanderings in distress through all the city in the dark [meet with no harm. The
goddess shields me] and lets no one cross my path to wound my body with his
steel or seize my garments for his prize. Whosoe’er hath love in his heart may
pass in heaven’s keeping where he will; no ambush should he fear. The numbing
cold of winter’s night brings me no hurt, no hurt the heavy downpour of the rain.
My sufferings here will harm me not, if Delia but unbar the door and summon me
silently with a finger’s snap.


Non labor hic laedit, reseret modo
Delia postes

     Et vocet ad digiti me taciturna
sonum.

Parcite luminibus, seu vir seu femina fiat   35

     Obvia: celari volt sua furta Venus.

Neu strepitu terrete pedum neu quaerite nomen

     Neu prope fulgenti lumina ferte
face.

Siquis et inprudens adspexerit, occulat ille

     Perque deos omnes se meminisse
neget:   40


33 Be not busy with
your eyes, be you man or woman that we meet. Love’s goddess wills her thefts
should not be seen. Nor frighten us with noisy feet nor seek our names, nor
bring the flashing torchlights near us. And if any have beheld us unawares, let
him hide the knowledge and aver by all the gods that he remembers not. For if
any man turn prater, he shall find that Venus is the child of blood and
whirling seas.


Nam fuerit quicumque loquax, is
sanguine natam,

     Is Venerem e rapido sentiet esse
mari.

Nec tamen huic credet coniunx tuus, ut mihi verax

     Pollicita est magico saga
ministerio.

Hanc ego de caelo ducentem sidera vidi,   45

     Fluminis haec rapidi carmine
vertit iter,

Haec cantu finditque solum Manesque sepulcris

     Elicit et tepido devocat ossa
rogo;

Iam tenet infernas magico stridore catervas,

     Iam iubet adspersas lacte
referre pedem.  
50

Cum libet, haec tristi depellit nubila caelo,

     Cum libet, aestivo convocat orbe
nives.


41 And yet none such
will thy spouse believe, as the honest witch has promised me from her magic
rites. I have seen her drawing stars from the sky. Her spells turn the course
of the hurrying stream. Her chaunting cleaves the ground, lures the spirit from
its tomb, and down from the warm pyre summons the bony frame. Now with magic
shrillings she keeps the troops of the grave before her; now she sprinkles them
with milk and commands them to retreat. At will she chases the clouds from the
frowning heavens; at will she musters the snow in the summer skies. Only she,
men say, holds the secret of Medea’s deadly herbs, only she has lamed the wild
hounds of Hecate.


Sola tenere malas Medeae dicitur
herbas,

     Sola feros Hecates perdomuisse
canes.

Haec mihi conposuit cantus, quis fallere posses:   55

     Ter cane, ter dictis despue
carminibus.

Ille nihil poterit de nobis credere cuiquam,

     Non sibi, si in molli viderit
ipse toro.


53 She framed me a
charm to enable thee to deceive: chaunt it thrice and spit thrice when the
spell is done. Then will he never trust any one in aught that is said about us,
nay, not even his own eyes if he see us on the pillowed bed. Yet from others
thou must keep away; since all else will he perceive; only to me will he be
blind.


Tu tamen abstineas aliis: nam cetera
cernet

     Omnia, de me uno sentiet ipse
nihil.   60

Quid, credam? nempe haec eadem se dixit amores

     Cantibus aut herbis solvere
posse meos,

Et me lustravit taedis, et nocte serena

     Concidit ad magicos hostia pulla
deos.

Non ego, totus abesset amor, sed mutuus esset,   65

     Orabam, nec te posse carere velim.

Ferreus ille fuit, qui, te cum posset habere,

     Maluerit praedas stultus et arma
sequi.

Ille licet Cilicum victas agat ante catervas,

     Ponat et in capto Martia castra
solo,   70

Totus et argento contextus, totus et auro

     Insideat celeri conspiciendus
equo,

Ipse boves mea si tecum modo Delia possim

     Iungere et in solito pascere
monte pecus,


59 “Why should I trust
her?” Surely it was she, none other, said that by spells or herbs she could
unbind my love. She cleansed me with the torch rite, and in the clear night a
dusky victim fell to the gods of sorcery. But my prayer was not that my love
might pass entirely, but that it might be shared. I would not choose to be
without thee if I could. That man was iron who, when thou mightest have been
his, chose rather to follow war and plunder. Let him chase Cilicia’s routed
troops before him, and pitch his martial camp upon captured ground; let folk
gaze upon him as he sits his swift charger, from head to foot a tissue of
silver and gold, if only with thee, my Delia, I may put the oxen in the yoke
and feed my flock on the familiar hill; and, so my young arms may hold thee
fast, I shall find soft slumber even on the rugged earth.


Et te, dum liceat, teneris retinere
lacertis,  
75

     Mollis et inculta sit mihi
somnus humo.

Quid Tyrio recubare toro sine amore secundo

     Prodest, cum fletu nox vigilanda
venit?


75 What gain is it to
lie on Tyrian cushions with Love untoward, when night must pass in waking and
weeping? For then can neither pillows of feathers nor broidered coverlets nor
the sound of purling waters bring us sleep.


Nam neque tum plumae nec stragula
picta soporem

     Nec sonitus placidae ducere
posset aquae.  
80

Num Veneris magnae violavi numina verbo,

     Et mea nunc poenas inpia lingua luit?

Num feror incestus sedes adiisse deorum

     Sertaque de sanctis deripuisse
focis?

Non ego, si merui, dubitem procumbere templis   85

     Et dare sacratis oscula
liminibus,

Non ego tellurem genibus perrepere supplex


79 Have I wronged the
godhead of Venus by aught that I have said, and does my tongue now pay the
penalty of sin? Can they say of me that I have wickedly invaded an abode of
gods and plucked the garland from the sacred altar? Am I guilty, then I will
not shrink to fall prone before her temple and to press kisses on its hallowed
threshold, nor to crawl on suppliant knees along the earth and strike my head
against the sacred door-posts.


    
Et miserum sancto tundere poste caput.

At tu, qui laetus rides mala nostra, caveto

     Mox tibi: non uni saeviet usque
deus.   90

Vidi ego, qui iuvenum miseros lusisset amores,

     Post Veneris vinclis subdere
colla senem

Et sibi blanditias tremula conponere voce

     Et manibus canas fingere velle
comas,

Stare nec ante fores puduit caraeve puellae   95

     Ancillam medio detinuisse foro.


87 Yet thou who dost
now rejoice and laugh at my woes must look to thyself ere long; the god will
not always persecute but one. I have seen the man that had mocked the hapless
loves of the young, in later time put his aged neck in the halter of Venus and
make soft speeches for himself in quavering tones and turn his hands to
dressing his hoary hair: nor did he blush to stand before the doors of the
beloved or to stop her maid in the middle of the forum. Round him boys and
young men pressed in a jostling crowd, and spat each into his own soft bosom.


Hunc puer, hunc iuvenis turba
circumterit arta,

     Despuit in molles et sibi
quisque sinus.

At mihi parce, Venus: semper tibi dedita servit

     Mens mea: quid messes uris acerba
tuas?


97 Be gentle with me,
Venus: my soul is ever thy loyal slave. Why burn thine own corn in thy passion?

















III


The
Poet Sick — To Messalla


Ibitis Aegaeas sine me, Messalla, per
undas,

     O utinam memores ipse cohorsque
mei.

Me tenet ignotis aegrum Phaeacia terris,

     Abstineas avidas, Mors, modo,
nigra, manus.

Abstineas, Mors atra, precor: non hic mihi mater   5

     Quae legat in maestos ossa
perusta sinus,

Non soror, Assyrios cineri quae dedat odores

     Et fleat effusis ante sepulcra
comis,

Delia non usquam; quae me cum mitteret urbe,

     Dicitur ante omnes consuluisse
deos.   10

Illa sacras pueri sortes ter sustulit: illi

     Rettulit e trinis omina certa
puer.


1 WITHOUT me will ye
go, Messalla, across the Aegean wave, yet thinking, oh, I pray, both chief and
staff of me. Phaeacia holds me back, sick in a foreign land. Keep off thy
greedy hands, I pray, black Death. (The general sense is given. The Latin is
corrupt.) Black Death, I pray thee keep them off. No mother have I here to
gather the burned bones to her grieving bosom; no sister to lavish Assyrian
perfumes on my ashes and weep with hair dishevelled by my tomb. Nor any Delia,
who, ere from the city she let me go, inquired, they say, of every god. From
the boy’s hands thrice did she lift a sacred lot, and from the three did the
boy make answer to her that all was sure.


Cuncta dabant reditus: tamen est
deterrita numquam,

     Quin fleret nostras
respiceretque vias.

Ipse ego solator, cum iam mandata dedissem,   15

     Quaerebam tardas anxius usque
moras.

Aut ego sum causatus aves aut omina dira,

     Saturni sacram me tenuisse diem.

O quotiens ingressus iter mihi tristia dixi

     Offensum in porta signa dedisse
pedem!   20

Audeat invito ne quis discedere Amore,


13 All promised a
return; yet did nothing stay her from looking back in tears and terror on my
journey. Yea, even I her comforter, after I had given my parting charge, sought
still in my disquiet for reasons to linger and delay. Either birds or words of
evil omen were my pretexts, or there was the holy day of Saturn to detain me.
How often, when my foot was on the road, said I that, stumbling at the gate, it
had warned me of disaster! Let no man venture to depart when Love says nay;
else shall he learn that a god forbade his going.


     Aut
sciat egressum se prohibente deo.

Quid tua nunc Isis mihi, Delia, quid mihi prosunt

     Illa tua totiens aera repulsa
manu,

Quidve, pie dum sacra colis, pureque lavari   25

     Te — memini — et puro secubuisse
toro?


23 What help is there
now for me in thy Isis, Delia? what help in the bronze that was clashed so
often in thy hands? Or what avails it that in thy dutiful observance of her
rites, as I remember well, thou didst bathe in clean water and sleep apart in a
clean bed?


Nunc, dea, nunc succurre mihi — nam
posse mederi

     Picta docet templis multa
tabella tuis — ,

Ut mea votivas persolvens Delia voces

     Ante sacras lino tecta fores
sedeat   30

Bisque die resoluta comas tibi dicere laudes

     Insignis turba debeat in Pharia.

At mihi contingat patrios celebrare Penates

     Reddereque antiquo menstrua tura
Lari.


27 Now aid me,
goddess, now — that thou canst heal saith a crowd of painted panels (Pictures
on slabs of wood, representing the cures.) in thy temples — that my Delia may
pay the nightly vigils of her vow, sitting all swathed in linen before thy holy
door, and twice in the day be bound to chaunt thy praise with loosened tresses
for all to mark amid the Pharian throng. And be it mine many times to stand
before the shrine of my sires’ Penates and offer incense, as the months come
round, to the old Lar of my home.


Quam bene Saturno vivebant rege,
priusquam  
35

     Tellus in longas est patefacta
vias!

Nondum caeruleas pinus contempserat undas,

     Effusum ventis praebueratque
sinum,

Nec vagus ignotis repetens conpendia terris

     Presserat externa navita merce
ratem.   40

Illo non validus subiit iuga tempore taurus,

     Non domito frenos ore momordit
equus,

Non domus ulla fores habuit, non fixus in agris,

     Qui regeret certis finibus arva,
lapis.

Ipsae mella dabant quercus, ultroque ferebant   45

     Obvia securis ubera lactis oves.

Non acies, non ira fuit, non bella, nec ensem

     Inmiti saevus duxerat arte
faber.

Nunc Iove sub domino caedes et vulnera semper,

     Nunc mare, nunc leti mille
repente viae.  
50


35 How well lived folk
in olden days when Saturn was the king, before the earth was opened out for
distant travel! Not as yet had the pine-tree learned to swim the blue sea wave
or surrendered the spreading sail to belly before the wind; nor, seeking gain
in unknown lands, had the vagrant seaman loaded his bark with foreign wares.
That was a time when the sturdy bull had not bent his neck to the yoke, nor the
tamed horse champed the bit. No house had doors; no stone was planted on the
land to set fixed boundaries to men’s estates. The very oaks gave honey; and
with milky udders came the ewes unbidden to meet the careless swain. Then were
no marshalled hosts, no lust of blood, no battles; no swords had been forged by
the cruel armourer’s ruthless skill. But now that Jupiter is lord, there are
wounds and carnage without cease; now the sea slays, and a thousand ways of
sudden death.


Parce, pater. timidum non me periuria
terrent,

     Non dicta in sanctos inpia verba
deos.

Quodsi fatales iam nunc explevimus annos,

     Fac lapis inscriptis stet super
ossa notis:

‘Hic iacet inmiti consumptus morte Tibullus,   55

     Messallam terra dum sequiturque
mari.’


51 Spare me, Sire. No
broken oaths make me to fear and tremble, no wicked speech against the holy
gods. But if even now I have fulfilled my destined span, let a stone be set
above my bones, graven with this legend:


HERE
LIES TIBULLUS, RAVISHED BY DEATH’S HAND, MESSALLA COMRADING O’ER SEA AND LAND.


Sed me, quod facilis tenero sum semper
Amori,

     Ipsa Venus campos ducet in
Elysios.

Hic choreae cantusque vigent, passimque vagantes

     Dulce sonant tenui gutture
carmen aves,  
60

Fert casiam non culta seges, totosque per agros

     Floret odoratis terra benigna
rosis;

Ac iuvenum series teneris inmixta puellis

     Ludit, et adsidue proelia miscet
Amor.

Illic est, cuicumque rapax mors venit amanti,   65

     Et gerit insigni myrtea serta
coma.


57 But me, for I have
been ever pliable to gentle Love, shall Venus’ self escort to the Elysian
fields. There never flags the dance. The birds fly here and there, fluting
sweet carols from their slender throats. Untilled the field bears cassia, and
through all the land with scented roses blooms the kindly earth. Troops of
young men meet in sport with gentle maidens, and Love never lets his warfare
cease. There are all, on whom Death swooped because of love; on their hair are
myrtle garlands for all to see.


At scelerata iacet sedes in nocte
profunda

     Abdita, quam circum flumina
nigra sonant:

Tisiphoneque inpexa feros pro crinibus angues

     Saevit, et huc illuc inpia turba
fugit.   70

Tum niger in porta serpentum Cerberus ore

     Stridet et aeratas excubat ante
fores.

Illic Iunonem temptare Ixionis ausi

     Versantur celeri noxia membra
rota,

Porrectusque novem Tityos per iugera terrae   75

     Adsiduas atro viscere pascit
aves.

Tantalus est illic, et circum stagna, sed acrem

     Iam iam poturi deserit unda
sitim,

Et Danai proles, Veneris quod numina laesit,

     In cava Lethaeas dolia portat aquas.   80

Illic sit, quicumque meos violavit amores,

     Optavit lentas et mihi militias.


67 But the Wicked
Place lies buried in the gulf of night; and round it black rivers roar. There
storms Tisiphone, wild snakes her unkempt hair; and this way and that way flees
the godless crowd. Then at the gate upon black Cerberus hiss his wide-mouthed
snakes as he keeps his sentry-watch before the doors of bronze. There is Ixion,
who dared to offer force to Juno: on the swift wheel whirl his guilty limbs.
And there is Tityos stretched over nine roods of land; on his black vitals feed
the birds that never tire. There too is Tantalus, and pools around him; but on
the instant, ere he drinks, the wave flies from his raging thirst. And the
offspring of Danaus for slighting the godhead of Venus carry the waters of
Lethe into leaking butts. There let all be who have profaned my love and who
have wished me lingering campaigns.


At tu casta precor maneas, sanctique
pudoris

     Adsideat custos sedula semper
anus.

Haec tibi fabellas referat positaque lucerna   85

     Deducat plena stamina longa
colu,

At circa gravibus pensis adfixa puella

     Paulatim somno fessa remittat
opus.

Tum veniam subito, nec quisquam nuntiet ante,

     Sed videar caelo missus adesse
tibi.   90

Tunc mihi, qualis eris, longos turbata capillos,

     Obvia nudato, Delia, curre pede.

Hoc precor, hunc illum nobis Aurora nitentem

     Luciferum roseis candida portet
equis.


83 But thou, I pray,
continue chaste. Let the aged dame sit ever by thy side to keep thy honour
true. She shall tell thee stories when the lamp is in its place, as she draws
the long yarn from the loaded distaff, while all around the maids bend over the
toilsome task till sleep steals upon them and the work drops from the tired
hand. Then of a sudden let me come, and no one bring the news of me; but may I
seem to have come from heaven to thy side. Then, just as thou art, with long
hair all disordered and feet unsandalled, run to meet me, Delia. For this I
pray; thus may that radiant Day-star bless my sight, home by the rosy horses of
the shining Dawn.

















IV


To
Priapus


‘Sic umbrosa tibi contingant tecta,
Priape,

     Ne capiti soles, ne noceantque
nives:

Quae tua formosos cepit sollertia? certe

     Non tibi barba nitet, non tibi
culta coma est,

Nudus et hibernae producis frigora brumae,   5

     Nudus et aestivi tempora sicca
Canis.’


1 “PRIAPUS, tell me — so
may the sheltering shade be thine, nor thy head be harmed by sun or snows — what
cunning of thine captures the handsome lads? Sure thou hast no glossy beard nor
well-kept hair. Naked thou art all through the cold of stormy winter, naked
through the parching season of the Dog-star’s heats.”


Sic
ego; tum Bacchi respondit rustica proles

     Armatus curva sic mihi falce
deus:


7 Thus I; and thus to
me replied the country child or Bacchus, the god armed with the curving
billhook:


‘O fuge te tenerae puerorum credere
turbae,

     Nam causam iusti semper amoris
habent.  
10

Hic placet, angustis quod equom conpescit habenis,

     Hic placidam niveo pectore
pellit aquam,

Hic, quia fortis adest audacia, cepit; at illi

     Virgineus teneras stat pudor
ante genas.


9 “O beware of
trusting thyself to the gentle band of boys; for they furnish always some valid
ground for love. One pleases, for he keeps a tight hand on his horse’s rein;
another drives the calm water before a breast of snow. This one takes you with
his brave assurance, that one by the maiden shame that guards his cheeks.


Sed ne te capiant, primo si forte
negabit,  
15

     Taedia: paulatim sub iuga colla
dabit.

Longa dies homini docuit parere leones,

     Longa dies molli saxa peredit
aqua;

Annus in apricis maturat collibus uvas,

     Annus agit certa lucida signa
vice.   20


15 “Perchance at first
he will refuse thee; but let not this dishearten thee. Little by little his
neck will pass beneath the yoke. Length of time teaches lions to submit to man;
with length of time weak water eats through rock. The year’s flight ripens the
grapes on the sunny hillside; the year’s flight carries the radiant signs along
their round of change.


Nec iurare time: Veneris periuria
venti

     Inrita per terras et freta summa
ferunt.

Gratia magna Iovi: vetuit pater ipse valere,

     Iurasset cupide quicquid ineptus
amor,

Perque suas inpune sinit Dictynna sagittas   25

    
Adfirmes crines perque Minerva suos.


21 “Be not afraid to
swear. Null and void are the perjuries of love; the winds bear them overland
and the face of the sea. Great thanks to Jove! The Sire himself has decreed no
oath should stand that love has taken in the folly of desire. Dictynna too
allows thee to assever by her arrows, and Minerva by her hair.


At si tardus eris, errabis: transiet
aetas.

     Quam cito non segnis stat
remeatque dies,

Quam cito purpureos deperdit terra colores,

     Quam cito formosas populus alta
comas!   30

Quam iacet, infirmae venere ubi fata senectae,

     Qui prior Eleo est carcere
missus equos!

Vidi iam iuvenem, premeret cum serior aetas,

     Maerentem stultos praeteriisse
dies.

Crudeles divi! serpens novus exuit annos,   35

    
Formae non ullam fata dedere moram.

Solis aeterna est Baccho Phoeboque iuventas,

     Nam decet intonsus crinis
utrumque deum.


27 “But if thou art
slow, thou wilt be lost. Youth fleets how quickly! Time stands not idle, nor
returns. How quickly does the earth lose its purple hues! how quickly the tall
poplar its beauteous leaves! How neglected is the horse, when the lot of weak
age overtakes him, that once shot free from the barriers of Elis! I have seen a
young man on whom later years were closing round mourning for his folly in the
days that had fled. Cruel gods! The snake sheds his years, and is young: but
the Fates grant no respite to beauty. Only Bacchus and Phoebus have youth
everlasting; of either god are unshorn tresses the glory.


Tu, puero quodcumque tuo temptare
libebit,

     Cedas: obsequio plurima vincet
amor.   40

Neu comes ire neges, quamvis via longa paretur

     Et Canis arenti torreat arva
siti,

Quamvis praetexens picta ferrugine caelum

     Venturam anticipet imbrifer
arcus aquam.

Vel si caeruleas puppi volet ire per undas,   45

     Ipse levem remo per freta pelle
ratem.

Nec te paeniteat duros subiisse labores

     Aut opera insuetas adteruisse
manus,

Nec, velit insidiis altas si claudere valles,

     Dum placeas, umeri retia ferre
negent.  
50

Si volet arma, levi temptabis ludere dextra:

     Saepe dabis nudum, vincat ut
ille, latus.


39 “Do thou yield to
thy lad in aught that he is minded to attempt: love wins most by compliance.
Nor refuse to go with him, though far be his purposed journey and the Dog-star
bake the land with parching drought, though, fringing the sky with hues of
purple, the rain-charged bow threaten the coming storm. Should he wish to fly
over the blue waves in a boat, take the oar thyself and drive the light bark
through the sea. Nor grieve to undergo rough labour or if thy hands are chafed
by tasks to which they are strange. If round the deep glen he would place the
ambush, then, so thou canst pleasure him, let thy shoulders not refuse to bear
the hunting nets. If he would fence, thou wilt try thy light hand at the sport,
and often leave thy side unguarded, that he may win.


Tum tibi mitis erit, rapias tum cara
licebit

     Oscula: pugnabit, sed tamen apta
dabit.

Rapta dabit primo, post adferet ipse roganti,   55

     Post etiam collo se inplicuisse
velit.


53 “Then will he be
gentle with thee; then thou mayst snatch the precious kiss: he will struggle,
but let thee snatch it. He will let thee snatch at first; but later will he
bring it for the asking, and presently even he will be fain to hang upon thy
neck.


Heu male nunc artes miseras haec
saecula tractant:

     Iam tener adsuevit munera velle
puer.

At tu, qui venerem docuisti vendere primus,

     Quisquis es, infelix urgeat ossa
lapis.   60


57 “But now, alas! our
perverse age plies wretched crafts. Now gentle lads have learned to look for
gifts. Whoever thou art that first didst teach the sale of love, may an
unhallowed stone weigh heavy on thy bones.


Pieridas, pueri, doctos et amate
poetas,

     Aurea nec superent munera
Pieridas.

Carmine purpurea est Nisi coma: carmina ni sint,

     Ex umero Pelopis non nituisset
ebur.

Quem referent Musae, vivet, dum robora tellus,   65

     Dum caelum stellas, dum vehet
amnis aquas.

At qui non audit Musas, qui vendit amorem,

     Idaeae currus ille sequatur Opis

Et tercentenas erroribus expleat urbes

     Et secet ad Phrygios vilia
membra modos.  
70

Blanditiis volt esse locum Venus ipsa: querelis

     Supplicibus, miseris fletibus
illa favet.’


61 “Love the Pierid
maidens, lads, and gifted poets; to no golden presents let the Pierian maids
succumb. Verse keeps the lock of Nisus (The father of Scylla, whom she betrayed
to Minos by severing his purple lock.) purple. Were verses not, no ivory would
have shone on Pelops’ shoulder. He whom the Muses tell of shall live, while
earth bears oaks, sky stars, and rivers water. But he who has no ear for the
Muses, who sells his love — let him follow the car of Ops of Ida and traverse,
a vagabond, three hundred towns and slash the parts he slights to Phrygian
measures. Venus herself allows love’s blandishments their play. She sides with
piteous weeping and suppliant complaints.”


Haec mihi, quae canerem Titio, deus
edidit ore,

     Sed Titium coniunx haec
meminisse vetat.

Pareat ille suae; vos me celebrate magistrum,   75

     Quos male habet multa callidus
arte puer.

Gloria cuique sua est: me, qui spernentur, amantes

     Consultent: cunctis ianua nostra
patet.

Tempus erit, cum me Veneris praecepta ferentem

     Deducat iuvenum sedula turba
senem.   80


73 These things did
the god’s voice utter for me to sing to Titius; but them doth Titius’ wife
forbid him to remember. So let him listen to his dear; but do ye throng
to my school whom some crafty lad with many wiles treats ill. Each of us has
his proper glory. Let slighted lovers seek advice from me; to all my doors are
open. A time shall come when round the master of the lore of Venus shall crowd
the attentive young and take the old man home.


Heu heu quam Marathus lento me torquet
amore!

     Deficiunt artes, deficiuntque
doli.

Parce, puer, quaeso, ne turpis fabula fiam,

     Cum mea ridebunt vana
magisteria.


81 Alas! what
lingering torture is this love for Marathus: helpless is my skill, and helpless
all my cunning. Spare me, I pray thee, boy, lest I become a byword, when folk
shall laugh at my useless teaching!

















V


To
Delia


Asper eram et bene discidium me ferre
loquebar,

     At mihi nunc longe gloria fortis
abest.

Namque agor ut per plana citus sola verbere turben,

     Quem celer adsueta versat ab
arte puer.


1 I WAS angry. I vowed
I could bear our severance well. But now my proud vaunting has left me far and
far away. For I am driven as a top that springs before the lash over the level
ground, whirled by a quick boy’s practised art.


Ure ferum et torque, libeat ne dicere
quicquam  
5

     Magnificum post haec: horrida
verba doma.


5 Bring brands and
tortures for the untamed creature, that he may have no love of talking loud
hereafter: quell his wild utterances.


Parce tamen, per te furtivi foedera
lecti,

     Per venerem quaeso conpositumque
caput.

Ille ego, cum tristi morbo defessa iaceres,

     Te dicor votis eripuisse meis,   10

Ipseque te circum lustravi sulphure puro,

     Carmine cum magico praecinuisset
anus;

Ipse procuravi, ne possent saeva nocere

     Somnia, ter sancta deveneranda
mola;

Ipse ego velatus filo tunicisque solutis   15

     Vota novem Triviae nocte silente
dedi.

Omnia persolvi: fruitur nunc alter amore,

     Et precibus felix utitur ille
meis.

At mihi felicem vitam, si salva fuisses,

     Fingebam demens, sed renuente
deo.   20


7 Yet spare me, by the
bonds of our stealthy union, I entreat thee, by our love and the head that has
lain by mine. It was I, they say, whose vows snatched thee from peril when thou
layest exhausted in sickness’ gloomy hold. It was I that scattered all about
thee the cleansing sulphur, the beldame first chaunting her magic spell. I
appeased the cruel Dreams that had thrice to be honoured with offering of holy
meal, that they might work no harm. In woollen headdress and ungirdled tunic I
made nine vows to Trivia in the stilly night. All have I paid; but another hath
now my love. He is the fortunate one, and reaps the fruit of all my prayers.
Yet I used to dream that, if thou wert spared, there would be a happy life for me.
Madman! a god said No.


Rura colam, frugumque aderit mea Delia
custos,

     Area dum messes sole calente
teret,

Aut mihi servabit plenis in lintribus uvas

     Pressaque veloci candida musta
pede;

Consuescet numerare pecus, consuescet amantis   25

     Garrulus in dominae ludere verna
sinu.

Illa deo sciet agricolae pro vitibus uvam,

     Pro segete spicas, pro grege
ferre dapem.

Illa regat cunctos, illi sint omnia curae,

     At iuvet in tota me nihil esse
domo.   30

Huc veniet Messalla meus, cui dulcia poma

     Delia selectis detrahat
arboribus;

Et tantum venerata virum hunc sedula curet,

     Huic paret atque epulas ipsa
ministra gerat.


21 “In the country,” I
said, “I will live. My Delia shall be there to keep watch upon the
grain, while the threshing-floor winnows the harvest in the blazing sun; or she
shall watch the grapes in the brimming trough when the quick feet tread the
gleaming must. She shall learn to count the flock; she shall teach the
prattling serf-child to play on a loving mistress’ lap. To the god that tends
the country she will know what gifts to offer — for vines a cluster, spiked
ears for cornfield, drink offering for flock. All folk shall she direct, and
all things be her care. I shall love to be but a cipher in the house. Hither
shall come my own Messalla. From chosen trees shall Delia pull him down sweet
fruit. In homage to his greatness she shall give him zealous tendance, and
prepare and carry him the repast, herself his waiting-maid.”


Haec mihi fingebam, quae nunc Eurusque
Notusque  
35

     Iactat odoratos vota per
Armenios.


35 Such were my dreams
and prayers, now tost from East Wind unto South over all Armenia’s scented
land.


Saepe ego temptavi curas depellere
vino,

     At dolor in lacrimas verterat
omne merum.

Saepe aliam tenui, sed iam cum gaudia adirem,

     Admonuit dominae deseruitque
Venus.   40

Tunc me discedens devotum femina dixit

     Et pudet et narrat scire nefanda
meam.

Non facit hoc verbis, facie tenerisque lacertis

     Devovet et flavis nostra puella
comis.

Talis ad Haemonium Nereis Pelea quondam   45

     Vecta est frenato caerula pisce
Thetis.


37 Often have I sought
to banish love’s troubles with strong drink; but pain turned all the wine to
tears. Often have I held another in my arms; but on the very brink of delight
Love bade me think of my mistress and forsook me. Then the woman, departing,
declared me bewitched, and spread the tale (oh, shame!) that my love was versed
in unholy arts. Not by charms does my lass do this. ’Tis her beauty, soft arms
and golden hair bewitch me. Such was Thetis, the sea-blue Nereid, when in old
days she rode on her bridled fish to Peleus of Haemonia.


Haec nocuere mihi, quod adest huic
dives amator;

     Venit in exitium callida lena
meum.

Sanguineas edat illa dapes atque ore cruento

     Tristia cum multo pocula felle
bibat;   50

Hanc volitent animae circum sua fata querentes

     Semper et e tectis strix
violenta canat;

Ipsa fame stimulante furens herbasque sepulcris

     Quaerat et a saevis ossa relicta
lupis,

Currat et inguinibus nudis ululetque per urbes,   55

     Post agat e triviis aspera turba
canum.


47 These charms have
been my bane. A rich lover waits for the lass. So the crafty bawd is bent on my
undoing. May the hag’s food be mixed with blood. May the cup she puts to her gory
lips be bitterly charged with gall. May ghosts flit round her always, bemoaning
their fate, and the fierce vampire bird shrill from her roof; and she herself,
frantic from hunger’s goad, hunt for weeds upon the graves and for bones which
the wild wolves have left, and with middle bare run and shriek through the
towns, and a savage troop of dogs from the crossways chase her from behind.


Eveniet: dat signa deus; sunt numina
amanti,

     Saevit et iniusta lege relicta
Venus.


57 Thus shall it be. A
god gives the sign. There are powers to guard the lover, and Love shows no
ruth, when left for a lawless tie.


At tu quam primum sagae praecepta
rapacis

     Desere, nam donis vincitur omnis
amor.   60

Pauper erit praesto semper, te pauper adibit

     Primus et in tenero fixus erit
latere,

Pauper in angusto fidus comes agmine turbae

     Subicietque manus efficietque
viam,

Pauper ad occultos furtim deducet amicos   65

     Vinclaque de niveo detrahet ipse
pede.


59 But do thou, Delia,
with all speed leave the school of the grasping witch. There is no love that
gifts will not master. The poor man will ever be at hand for thy service; he
will come to thee first and cleave to thy tender side. The poor man, a trusty
companion in the trooping crowds, will push below with his hands and make thee
a way. The poor man [will take thee privately to the abodes of his friends] and
himself unlace the boots from thy snowy feet.


Heu
canimus frustra, nec verbis victa patescit

     Ianua, sed plena est percutienda
manu.


67 Alas! in vain do I
sing; no words will win her door to open. Nay, the hand that knocks upon it
must be filled.


At tu, qui potior nunc es, mea fata
timeto:

     Versatur celeri Fors levis orbe
rotae.   70

Non frustra quidam iam nunc in limine perstat

     Sedulus ac crebro prospicit ac
refugit,

Et simulat transire domum, mox deinde recurrit,

     Solus et ante ipsas excreat
usque fores.

Nescio quid furtivus amor parat. utere quaeso,   75

     Dum licet: in liquida nat tibi
linter aqua.


69 But thou who art
victor now must fear that my fate awaits thee. Chance turns lightly on her
swift-rolling wheel. Not without reason even now some one stands patient on the
threshold, looks oft in front, retreats, feigns to pass by the house, but soon
runs back again alone, and hawks without cease before the very door. Stealthy
Love has some scheme afoot. Take thy good, I beg, while thou mayst; for in calm
waters is thy shallop.

















VI


To
Delia


Semper, ut inducar, blandos offers
mihi voltus,

     Post tamen es misero tristis et
asper, Amor.

Quid tibi saevitiae mecum est? an gloria magna est

     Insidias homini conposuisse
deum?


1 LOVE, thou dost
always meet me with smiling visage to draw me on; but after that, poor wretch,
I find thee frowning and angry. What hast thou to do with me, cruel boy? Is
there great glory to a god in laying snares for a man?


Nam mihi tenduntur casses: iam Delia
furtim   5

     Nescio quem tacita callida nocte
fovet.

Illa quidem tam multa negat, sed credere durum est:

     Sic etiam de me pernegat usque
viro.

Ipse miser docui, quo posset ludere pacto

     Custodes: heu heu nunc premor
arte mea,  
10

Fingere nunc didicit causas, ut sola cubaret,

     Cardine nunc tacito vertere
posse fores.

Tum sucos herbasque dedi, quis livor abiret,

     Quem facit inpresso mutua dente
venus.


5 For the net is
spread to take me; now cunning Delia clasps a gallant covertly in the hush of
night. She denies it, indeed, and on oath; but ’tis hard to believe her. Thus
touching me, too, she denies every hour to her husband. Poor wretch, it was I
who taught her the ways of tricking her watchers, and now alas! by my own craft
am I sore bestead. Then learned she how to frame excuses for lying alone, and
then how to turn the door without a sound from the hinges. Then I gave her
juices and herbs to efface the dark signs which the teeth in love’s communion
imprint upon the flesh.


At tu, fallacis coniunx incaute
puellae,  
15

     Me quoque servato, peccet ut
illa nihil.

Neu iuvenes celebret multo sermone, caveto,

     Neve cubet laxo pectus aperta
sinu,

Neu te decipiat nutu, digitoque liquorem

     Ne trahat et mensae ducat in
orbe notas.  
20

Exibit quam saepe, time, seu visere dicet

     Sacra Bonae maribus non adeunda
Deae.

At mihi si credas, illam sequar unus ad aras;

     Tunc mihi non oculis sit timuisse
meis.


15 And thou, the
unwary mate of a faithless wife, watching me with the rest that she may never
sin, take care that she talk not much or oft with young men, nor use nods to
deceive thee, or recline with loose robe and bosom bare; and see she take not
wine on her fingers and trace signs on the table’s round. Have thy fears when
she goes out often, or if she say that she would witness the rites of the Good
Goddess which no male must go nigh. But trust her to my keeping; and I, I only,
will attend her to that altar. Then for my eyes need I have no fear.


Saepe, velut gemmas eius signumque
probarem,  
25

     Per causam memini me tetigisse
manum;

Saepe mero somnum peperi tibi, at ipse bibebam

     Sobria subposita pocula victor
aqua.

Non ego te laesi prudens: ignosce fatenti,

     Iussit Amor: contra quis ferat
arma deos?  
30

Ille ego sum, nec me iam dicere vera pudebit,

     Instabat tota cui tua nocte
canis.


25 Many a time on the
plea of judging her gem and its image can I remember how I touched her hand.
Many a time my neat wine has put thee to sleep whilst I drank in triumph
the sober cup of substituted water. I did not wrong thee of purpose — forgive
me, now I own it— ’twas at Love’s bidding. And who may fight against a god? It
was I — nor will I blush to speak the truth — whom thy dog was menacing the
whole night through!


Quid tenera tibi coniuge opus? tua si
bona nescis

     Servare, frustra clavis inest
foribus.

Te tenet, absentes alios suspirat amores   35

     Et simulat subito condoluisse caput.


33 What good is a
gentle wife to thee? If thine own treasures thou canst not guard, the key is
vainly turned in the door. Her arms are round thee; but her sighs are for
another, an absent love. And of a sudden she feigns the throes of headache.


At mihi servandam credas: non saeva
recuso

     Verbera, detrecto non ego vincla
pedum.

Tum procul absitis, quisquis colit arte capillos,

     Et fluit effuso cui toga laxa
sinu,   40

Quisquis et occurret, ne possit crimen habere,

     Stet procul aut alia ~stet
procul~ ante via.


37 Thou shouldst trust
her to my keeping. Then I recoil not from torturing stripes, nor shrink
from shackles on my feet. Then far be ye all who dress your hair with art and
whose togas fall slack with copious folds. And let whosoever meets us, that no
sin may be his, [stand aloof or pass by another road.]


Sic fieri iubet ipse deus, sic magna
sacerdos

     Est mihi divino vaticinata sono.

Haec ubi Bellonae motu est agitata, nec acrem   45

     Flammam, non amens verbera torta
timet;

Ipsa bipenne suos caedit violenta lacertos

     Sanguineque effuso spargit
inulta deam,

Statque latus praefixa veru, stat saucia pectus,

     Et canit eventus, quos dea magna
monet:   50

‘Parcite, quam custodit Amor, violare puellam,

     Ne pigeat magno post didicisse
malo.

Adtigerit, labentur opes, ut volnere nostro

     Sanguis, ut hic ventis
diripiturque cinis.’


43 That this be done
doth God himself command; and this hath the great priestess revealed to me with
voice inspired. She, when Bellona’s impulse drives her, fears in that frenzy
neither searching flames nor twisted scourge. Fiercely with axe in hand she
hacks at her own arms. With the gushing blood is the goddess sprinkled; but she
goes without scathe. Erect with wounds on her breast, erect with the spit
standing out from her side, she chaunts the words of fate that the great
goddess prompts. “See to it that ye do no despite to the maid whom love doth
guard; lest hereafter a great mischief lesson you to your woe. If any touch
her, his fortune shall waste as the blood doth from my wound, and as these
ashes are scattered by the wind.”


Et tibi nescio quas dixit, mea Delia,
poenas;  
55

     Si tamen admittas, sit precor
illa levis.

Non ego te propter parco tibi, sed tua mater

     Me movet atque iras aurea vincit
anus.

Haec mihi te adducit tenebris multoque timore

     Coniungit nostras clam taciturna
manus,   60

Haec foribusque manet noctu me adfixa proculque

     Cognoscit strepitus me veniente
pedum.

Vive diu mihi, dulcis anus: proprios ego tecum,

     Sit modo fas, annos contribuisse
velim.

Te semper natamque tuam te propter amabo:   65

     Quicquid agit, sanguis est tamen
illa tuos.

Sit modo casta, doce, quamvis non vitta ligatos

     Impediat crines nec stola longa
pedes.


55 And for thee, my
Delia, she named a punishment. If notwithstanding thou shouldst sin, I pray let
her be merciful. Not for thyself do I spare thee. It is thy aged mother moves
me; before her golden nature sinks my wrath. She brings me to thee in the dark,
and in fear and trembling secretly and silently she joins our hands. Long life
to thee still, dear dame. Did but heaven allow, to thy stock of years would I
add my own. I will love thee always, and thy daughter for thy sake; whatever
she does, she is of thy blood after all. Only teach her to be chaste, though no
band of the matrons’ fillets confines her hair, nor their long robe her feet.


Et
mihi sint durae leges, laudare nec ullam

     Possim ego, quin oculos adpetat
illa meos,   70

Et siquid peccasse putet, ducarque capillis

     Inmerito pronas proripiarque
vias.

Non ego te pulsare velim, sed, venerit iste

     Si furor, optarim non habuisse
manus;

Nec saevo sis casta metu, sed mente fideli,  
75

     Mutuus absenti te mihi servet
amor.


69 And for me let
there be hard terms; let me never praise a woman without her flying at
my eyes, and if she should think I have done her wrong, let me be taken by the
hair, though I be guiltless, and pitched forward down the steep. I would not
wish to strike thee, Delia, but if such madness come to me, I would pray to
have no hands. Yet be not chaste through cruel fear, but by loyal heart; and
when absent, let love on thy side keep thee safe for me....


At, quae fida fuit nulli, post victa
senecta

     Ducit inops tremula stamina
torta manu

Firmaque conductis adnectit licia telis

     Tractaque de niveo vellere ducta
putat.   80

Hanc animo gaudente vident iuvenumque catervae

     Conmemorant merito tot mala
ferre senem,

Hanc Venus exalto flentem sublimis Olympo

     Spectat et, infidis quam sit
acerba, monet.

Haec aliis maledicta cadant; nos, Delia, amoris   85

     Exemplum cana simus uterque
coma.


77 [The faithful have
their reward.] But she whom no one has found true, thereafter poor and bowed
with age draws out the twisted yarn with shaking hand and for hire fastens firm
the leashes to the loom and pulls and cleans the handfuls of snowy wool. The
troops of young are glad at heart to see her plight, and declare that she
deserves to suffer so many woes in age. Venus from her throne on high Olympus
looks upon her weeping, and bids us mark how sharp she is with the faithless.
Upon others, Delia, let these curses fall: but let us twain still be pattern
lovers when our hair is white.

















VII


Hunc cecinere diem Parcae fatalia
nentes

     Stamina, non ulli dissoluenda
deo,

Hunc fore, Aquitanas posset qui fundere gentes,

     Quem tremeret forti milite
victus Atax.

Evenere: novos pubes Romana triumphos   5

     Vidit et evinctos bracchia capta
duces;

At te victrices lauros, Messalla, gerentem

     Portabat nitidis currus eburnus
equis.


1 The Triumph of
Messalla OF this day sang the Parcae as they span the thread of doom which
no god can untwist — that this should be the day to put the folk of Aquitaine
to rout, to make the Aude to tremble, by a valiant soldiery overpowered. So
hath it come about. The men of Rome have seen new triumphs, and chiefs with
shackles on their captive arms, whilst thou, Messalla, wearing the conqueror’s
bays, wast borne in ivory car by steeds of shining white.


Non sine me est tibi partus honos:
Tarbella Pyrene

     Testis et Oceani litora
Santonici,  
10

Testis Arar Rhodanusque celer magnusque Garunna,

     Carnutis et flavi caerula lympha
Liger.


9 Not without me was
thy glory won: witness Tarbellian Pyrenees and the shores of Ocean by Saintonge;
witness Saone and swift-running Rhone and great Garonne, with Loire, blue
stream of the blonde tribes of Chartres.


An te, Cydne, canam, tacitis qui
leniter undis

     Caeruleus placidis per vada
serpis aquis,

Quantus et aetherio contingens vertice nubes   15

     Frigidus intonsos Taurus alat
Cilicas?

Quid referam, ut volitet crebras intacta per urbes

     Alba Palaestino sancta columba
Syro,

Utque maris vastum prospectet turribus aequor

     Prima ratem ventis credere docta
Tyros,   20

Qualis et, arentes cum findit Sirius agros,

     Fertilis aestiva Nilus abundet
aqua?


13 Or, Cydnus, shall I
sing of thee whose silent wave steals bluely through the waters of the still
lagoon? Or how with head that reaches to the clouds extends chill Taurus, the
feeder of Cilicia’s long-haired sons? Why should I recount how from town to
town unharmed flies the white dove that the Syrians of Palestine revere? How
Tyre, first town that learned to trust the ship to the mercy of the wind, looks
out from her towers across the vast sea-plain? Or how, when Sirius splits the
parching fields, through all the heats life-giving Nile is full in flood?


Nile pater, quanam possim te dicere
causa

     Aut quibus in terris occuluisse
caput?

Te propter nullos tellus tua postulat imbres,   25

     Arida nec pluvio supplicat herba
Iovi.

Te canit atque suum pubes miratur Osirim

     Barbara, Memphiten plangere
docta bovem.


23 For what cause,
Father Nile, or in what lands may I declare that thou hast hid thy head?
Because of thee thy Egypt never sues for showers, nor does the parched blade
bow to Jove the Rain-giver. Thou art sung and worshipped, as their own Osiris,
by the barbarous folk brought up to wail the ox of Memphis.


Primus aratra manu sollerti fecit
Osiris

     Et teneram ferro sollicitavit
humum,   30

Primus inexpertae conmisit semina terrae

     Pomaque non notis legit ab
arboribus.

Hic docuit teneram palis adiungere vitem,

     Hic viridem dura caedere falce
comam;

Illi iucundos primum matura sapores   35

     Expressa incultis uva dedit
pedibus.

Ille liquor docuit voces inflectere cantu,

     Movit et ad certos nescia membra
modos,


29 It was Osiris’
cunning hand that first made ploughs and vexed the young earth with the iron
share. He first entrusted seed to the untried earth, and gathered fruits from
unknown trees. He showed how to join the young vine and the pole, he how to lop
its green leaves with the stern pruning-hook. For him the ripe grape-clusters,
which rugged feet had crushed, first yielded up their pleasant tastes; their juice
taught men to guide the voice through changing strains, and bade untutored
limbs move to a measure true.


Bacchus et agricolae magno confecta
labore

     Pectora tristitiae dissoluenda
dedit.   40

Bacchus et adflictis requiem mortalibus adfert,

     Crura licet dura conpede pulsa
sonent.


39 When the breast of
the countryman is crushed with his heavy toil, it is the wine-god makes it over
to gladness to be loosened from its bonds; ’tis the wine-god brings relief to
mortals in distress, though cruel shackles clank upon their legs.


Non tibi sunt tristes curae nec
luctus, Osiri,

     Sed chorus et cantus et levis
aptus amor,

Sed varii flores et frons redimita corymbis,   45

     Fusa sed ad teneros lutea palla
pedes

Et Tyriae vestes et dulcis tibia cantu

     Et levis occultis conscia cista sacris.


43 Harsh cares and
grief are not for thee, Osiris, but dance and songs and lightsome love. Yea,
flowers of many hues and brows with the berried ivy circled, and robe of
saffron flowing over youthful feet, raiment of Tyre and sweet-singing pipe and
the light basket with its mystery of holy things.


Huc
ades et Genium ludis Geniumque choreis

     Concelebra et multo tempora
funde mero:   50

Illius et nitido stillent unguenta capillo,

     Et capite et collo mollia serta
gerat.

Sic venias hodierne: tibi dem turis honores,

     Liba et Mopsopio dulcia melle
feram.


49 Then hither come,
and with a hundred sports and dances do honour to the Birth-sprite, and let
wine in plenty bathe his temples. From his glistening hair let the ointment
drip, and on his head and neck let soft garlands hang. Thus come to us to-day,
Birth-spirit; and I will bring thee offering of incense and cakes sweetened
with honey from the land of Mopsopus.


At tibi succrescat proles, quae facta
parentis   55

     Augeat et circa stet veneranda
senem.


55 But for thee, my
friend, let a progeny spring up to add fresh exploits to their sire’s, and
stand in their distinctions about the old man’s chair.


Nec taceat monumenta viae, quem
Tuscula tellus

     Candidaque antiquo detinet Alba
Lare.

Namque opibus congesta tuis hic glarea dura

     Sternitur, hic apta iungitur
arte silex.  
60

Te canit agricola, a magna cum venerit urbe

     Serus inoffensum rettuleritque
pedem.


57 And let him
not be silent on the great work of thy road whom the fields of Tusculum or
white Alba’s ancient homesteads keep from the city. For, heaped up through thy
bounty, here is laid hard gravel, and there are flint blocks featly joined. The
dweller in the country shall sing thy praise when he has come at night from the
great city and brought his foot home without tripping.


At tu, Natalis multos celebrande per
annos,

     Candidior semper candidiorque
veni.


63 But thou,
Birth-spirit, come to thy honours for many a year — come ever brighter and
brighter still.

















VIII


To
Pholoe on Marathus


Non ego celari possum, quid nutus
amantis

     Quidve ferant miti lenia verba
sono.

Nec mihi sunt sortes nec conscia fibra deorum,

     Praecinit eventus nec mihi
cantus avis:

Ipsa Venus magico religatum bracchia nodo   5

     Perdocuit multis non sine
verberibus.


1 No one can hide from
me the meaning of a lover’s nod, nor the message of gentle tones and whispered
words. Yet no lots help me, no liver with heaven’s will acquainted, nor do
birds’ notes tell me of the things to come. ’Twas Venus’ self that tied my arms
with magic knots and taught me all with many stripes.


Desine dissimulare: deus crudelius
urit,

     Quos videt invitos subcubuisse
sibi.


7 Have done with
concealments. The god has fiercer fires for those that he sees have fallen to
him against their will.


Quid tibi nunc molles prodest coluisse
capillos

     Saepeque mutatas disposuisse
comas,   10

Quid fuco splendente genas ornare, quid ungues

     Artificis docta subsecuisse
manu?

Frustra iam vestes, frustra mutantur amictus,

     Ansaque conpressos conligat arta
pedes.

Illa placet, quamvis inculto venerit ore   15

     Nec nitidum tarda compserit arte
caput.


9 What advantage hast
thou now in dressing the soft hair or shifting continually the arrangement of
the tresses, what in beautifying cheeks with lustrous pigment, in having the
nails pared by an artist’s cunning hand? In vain thy gowns, thy shawls are
changed, and the tight loop squeezes the feet together. ’Tis the other charms,
though she come with face untended and has spent no lingering skill on dressing
her sheeny hair.


Num te carminibus, num te pallentibus
herbis

     Devovit tacito tempore noctis
anus?

Cantus vicinis fruges traducit ab agris,

     Cantus et iratae detinet anguis
iter,   20

Cantus et e curru Lunam deducere temptat

     Et faceret, si non aera repulsa
sonent.


17 Has some hag
bewitched thee with her spells, or with blanching herbs, in the silent night
hours? Incantation draws the crops from the neighbour’s field; incantation
checks the course of the angry snake; incantation seeks to draw the moon down
from her car, and would do it but for the blows on the echoing bronze.


Quid queror heu misero carmen
nocuisse, quid herbas?

     Forma nihil magicis utitur
auxiliis:

Sed corpus tetigisse nocet, sed longa dedisse   25

     Oscula, sed femori conseruisse
femur.

Nec tu difficilis puero tamen esse memento:

     Persequitur poenis tristia facta
Venus.


23 Why do I complain,
alas! that spells or herbs have worked me woe? Beauty needs no aid from
sorcery. ’Tis touching the body does the harm, giving the long kiss, resting
thigh by thigh. Yet do thou for thy part see thou art not uncompliant to the
lad; Venus visits harsh deeds with punishment.


Munera
ne poscas: det munera canus amator,

     Ut foveat molli frigida membra
sinu.   30

Carior est auro iuvenis, cui levia fulgent

     Ora nec amplexus aspera barba
terit.

Huic tu candentes umero subpone lacertos,

     Et regum magnae despiciantur
opes.

At Venus invenit puero concumbere furtim,  
35

     Dum timet et teneros conserit usque sinus,

Et dare anhelanti pugnantibus umida linguis

     Oscula et in collo figere dente
notas.

Non lapis hanc gemmaeque iuvant, quae frigore sola

     Dormiat et nulli sit cupienda
viro.   40


29 Ask for no
presents: these should a hoary lover give, that soft arms may warm his chilly
limbs. Gold is less precious than a lad whose face is bright and smooth, with
no rough beard to rasp caresses. Under his shoulder place thy radiant arms, and
thus look down on all the treasures of a king. Venus will find a way for
stealthy commerce with the lad while he quivers, and would draw your tender
bosoms ever closer, for giving wet kisses with quickened breath and struggling
tongue and printing the teeth’s marks on the neck. No stone or pearls will give
her joy who sleeps alone and chill, and to no man is desirable.


Heu sero revocatur amor seroque
iuventas,

     Cum vetus infecit cana senecta
caput.

Tum studium formae est: coma tum mutatur, ut annos

     Dissimulet viridi cortice tincta
nucis;

Tollere tum cura est albos a stirpe capillos   45

     Et faciem dempta pelle referre
novam.

At tu, dum primi floret tibi temporis aetas,

     Utere: non tardo labitur illa
pede.


41 Ah, too late we
call back love and youth when hoary eld has bleached the aged head. Then looks
are studied. The hair is stained to disguise our years with dye from the nut’s
green husk. Then we task ourselves to pluck up the white hairs by the root and
to carry home a face transformed, with the old skin gone. But do thou while thy
life is still in its flowering springtide see that thou use it. Not slow are
its feet as it glides away.


Neu Marathum torque: puero quae gloria
victo est?

     In veteres esto dura, puella,
senes.   50

Parce precor tenero: non illi sontica causa est,

     Sed nimius luto corpora tingit
amor.

Vel miser absenti maestas quam saepe querelas

     Conicit, et lacrimis omnia plena
madent!


49 Nor torture
Marathus. What glory is there in discomfiting a boy? Be hard, my lass, to the
effete old. Spare the tender shoot, I pray. Naught ails him gravely; ’tis from
excess of passion comes the yellow stain upon his skin. See again, poor wretch,
how often he heaps his piteous reproaches on the absent and all around is
flooded with his tears.


‘Quid me spernis?’ ait. ‘poterat
custodia vinci:  
55

     Ipse dedit cupidis fallere posse
deus.

Nota venus furtiva mihi est, ut lenis agatur

     Spiritus, ut nec dent oscula
rapta sonum;

Et possum media quamvis obrepere nocte

     Et strepitu nullo clam reserare
fores.   60

Quid prosunt artes, miserum si spernit amantem

     Et fugit ex ipso saeva puella
toro?

Vel cum promittit, subito sed perfida fallit,

     Est mihi nox multis evigilanda
malis.

Dum mihi venturam fingo, quodcumque movetur,   65

     Illius credo tunc sonuisse
pedes.’


55 “Why dost thou
slight me?” he complains. “The watch might have been baffled. Heaven itself
gives the lovesick skill to cozen. I know the secret ways of love, how the
breath may be taken gently, and how kisses may be snatched and make no sound. I
can steal up e’en in the dead of night, and unseen unbar the door without a
sound. But what do arts avail if the girl spurn the hapless swain and, cruel,
fly from the very couch of love? Then again when she promises and suddenly
plays false, I must wake through a night of many woes. While I fondly think
that she will come to me, in every stir I hear her footfall sounding.”


Desistas lacrimare, puer: non
frangitur illa,

     Et tua iam fletu lumina fessa
tument.

Oderunt, Pholoe, moneo, fastidia divi,

     Nec prodest sanctis tura dedisse focis.   70

Hic Marathus quondam miseros ludebat amantes,

     Nescius ultorem post caput esse
deum;

Saepe etiam lacrimas fertur risisse dolentis

     Et cupidum ficta detinuisse
mora:

Nunc omnes odit fastus, nunc displicet illi   75

     Quaecumque obposita est ianua
dura sera.

At te poena manet, ni desinis esse superba.

     Quam cupies votis hunc revocare
diem!


67 Shed tears no more,
lad. Her heart is stone, and thy eyes are already worn and swelled with
weeping. The gods, I warn thee, Pholoe, abhor disdain. ‘Twill be vain to offer
incense to their holy fires. This is the Marathus that once made mock of
wretched lovers, unwitting that behind him stood the god of vengeance. Often,
too, we have heard, he laughed at the tears of anguish and kept a lover waiting
with pretences for delay. Now he abhors all coyness; now he hates every door
that is bolted fast against him. But for thee, girl, unless thou cease to be
proud, there is punishment in store. Then how wilt thou long that prayers might
bring thee back to-day!

















IX


To
Marathus


Quid mihi si fueras miseros laesurus
amores,

     Foedera per divos, clam
violanda, dabas?

A miser, et siquis primo periuria celat,

     Sera tamen tacitis Poena venit
pedibus.

Parcite, caelestes: aequum est inpune licere   5

     Numina formosis laedere vestra
semel.


1 WHY, if thou wast to
wrong my helpless love, didst thou pledge thy faith to me before the gods but
to break it privily? Unhappy! even if at first we hide the perjury, yet in the
end comes Punishment on noiseless feet. Still spare him, powers above. ’Tis not
unjust if for one sin against your godhead beauty should pay no forfeit.


Lucra petens habili tauros adiungit
aratro

     Et durum terrae rusticus urget
opus,

Lucra petituras freta per parentia ventis

     Ducunt instabiles sidera certa
rates:   10

Muneribus meus est captus puer, at deus illa

     In cunerem et liquidas munera
vertat aquas.


7 ’Tis in quest of
gain the countryman yokes his bulls to his good plough and plies his hard work
on the land; it is gain that the swaying ships pursue when the sure stars guide
them through seas that the winds control. And by gifts has my lad been
captured. But may God turn them to ashes and running water.


Iam mihi persolvet poenas, pulvisque
decorem

     Detrahet et ventis horrida facta
coma;

Uretur facies, urentur sole capilli,   15

     Deteret invalidos et via longa
pedes.


13 Ere long he will
make me full amends; his comeliness will be lost amid the dust and the winds
that roughen his hair; his face, his curls will be burned by the sun, and long
travel will disable his tender feet.


Admonui quotiens ‘auro ne pollue
formam:

     Saepe solent auro multa subesse
mala.

Divitiis captus siquis violavit amorem,

     Asperaque est illi difficilisque
Venus.   20

Ure meum potius flamma caput et pete ferro

     Corpus et intorto verbere terga
seca.

Nec tibi celandi spes sit peccare paranti:

     Est deus, occultos qui vetat
esse dolos.

Ipse deus tacito permisit lene ministro,   25

     Ederet ut multo libera verba
mero;

Ipse deus somno domitos emittere vocem

     Iussit et invitos facta tegenda
loqui.’


17 How many times have
I warned him: “Let not gold sully beauty; under gold there often lurks a
multitude of ills. Whosoever has let wealth tempt him to outrage love, with him
is Venus fierce and obdurate. Rather burn my head with fire, stab my body with
steel, and cut my back with the twisted scourge. And have no hope of
concealment when thou art planning wrong. God knows of it, and lets no
treachery stay hid. God himself has set [wine] within the reach of a
tongue-tied servant, that with much strong drink his speech might How free.
Heaven itself has bidden the lips that slumber had sealed to open and to speak
unwillingly of deeds that should have lain in the dark.”


Haec
ego dicebam: nunc me flevisse loquentem,

     Nunc pudet ad teneros
procubuisse pedes.   30

Tum mihi iurabas nullo te divitis auri

     Pondere, non gemmis, vendere
velle fidem,

Non tibi si pretium Campania terra daretur,

     Non tibi si, Bacchi cura,
Falernus ager.

Illis eriperes verbis mihi sidera caeli  
35

     Lucere et puras fulminis esse
vias.

Quin etiam flebas: at non ego fallere doctus

     Tergebam umentes credulus usque
genas.


29 So used I to say to
thee. Now I am ashamed that I wept as I spoke, that I fell at thy tender feet.
Then thou wouldst swear to me that for no weight of precious gold or for pearls
wouldst thou sell thy faith, nay, not if Campania’s land were given thee as the
price, or Falernum’s fields that Bacchus tends. Such words could have robbed me
of my certainty that stars shine in skies and that rivers run downward. Nay,
more, thou wouldst weep; but I unversed in deceit would ever fondly wipe the
water from thy cheeks.


Quid faciam, nisi et ipse fores in
amore puellae?

     Sed precor exemplo sit levis
illa tuo.  
40

O quotiens, verbis ne quisquam conscius esset,

     Ipse comes multa lumina nocte
tuli!

Saepe insperanti venit tibi munere nostro

     Et latuit clausas post adoperta
fores.

Tum miser interii, stulte confisus amari:   45

     Nam poteram ad laqueos cautior
esse tuos.

Quin etiam adtonita laudes tibi mente canebam,

     Et me nunc nostri Pieridumque
pudet.

Illa velim rapida Volcanus carmina flamma

     Torreat et liquida deleat amnis
aqua.   50

Tu procul hinc absis, cui formam vendere cura est

     Et pretium plena grande referre
manu.


39 What should I have
done hadst thou not thyself been in love with a maid? May she be fickle — fickle,
I pray, taking pattern by thee. Oh, how oft in the late night, that none should
be privy to thy wooing, did I myself attend thee with the light in my hand!
Often, when thou didst not hope for her, she came through my good offices, and
stood hid, a veiled figure, behind the fast shut door. Then, poor wretch, was
my undoing; I fondly trusted to Love: I might have been warier of thy snares.
Nay, in my craze of mind I made verses in thy honour; but now I am ashamed for
myself and the Muses. May the Fire-god shrivel those verses with devouring
flame, or the river wash them out in its running waters. Go thou far hence
whose aim is to sell thy beauty and to return with a great wage filling thy
hand.


At te, qui puerum donis corrumpere es
ausus,

     Rideat adsiduis uxor inulta
dolis,

Et cum furtivo iuvenem lassaverit usu,   55

     Tecum interposita languida veste
cubet.

Semper sint externa tuo vestigia lecto,

     Et pateat cupidis semper aperta
domus;

Nec lasciva soror dicatur plura bibisse

     Pocula vel plures emeruisse
viros.   60

Illam saepe ferunt convivia ducere Baccho,

     Dum rota Luciferi provocet orta
diem.

Illa nulla queat melius consumere noctem

     Aut operum varias disposuisse
vices.


53 And thou who durst
corrupt the boy with thy gifts, may thy wife unpunished make a constant jest of
thee by her intrigues; and when the gallant is spent with her furtive
dalliance, let her lie by thee lax with the coverlet between. Let there be
always stranger tracks upon thy bed, and thy house be always free and open to
the amorous. Nor let it be said that her wanton sister can drain more cups or
exhaust more gallants. She, folk say, prolongs her wine-bibbing revels till the
wheels of the Light-bringer rise to summon forth the day. Than she could none
lay out the night hours better, or arrange the different modes of love.


At tua perdidicit, nec tu,
stultissime, sentis,   65

     Cum tibi non solita corpus ab
arte movet.

Tune putas illam pro te disponere crines

     Aut tenues denso pectere dente
comas?

Ista haec persuadet facies, auroque lacertos

     Vinciat et Tyrio prodeat apta
sinu?   70

Non tibi, sed iuveni cuidam volt bella videri,

     Devoveat pro quo remque domumque
tuam.

Nec facit hoc vitio, sed corpora foeda podagra

     Et senis amplexus culta puella
fugit.


65 But thy spouse has
learned it all, and yet thou, poor fool, dost notice naught when she moves her
limbs with an unaccustomed art. Dost thou think that it is for thee that she
arranges her hair and through her fine tresses passes the close-toothed comb?
Is it thy beauty prompts her to clasp gold on her arms and come forth
arrayed in Tyrian drapery? Not thee, but a certain youth would she have find
her charming. For him she would consign to ruin thee and all thy house. Nor
does she this out of depravity; but the dainty girl shrinks from limbs that
gout disfigures and an old man’s arms.


Huic tamen adcubuit noster puer: hunc
ego credam  
75

     Cum trucibus venerem iungere
posse feris.

Blanditiasne meas aliis tu vendere es ausus?

     Tune aliis demens oscula ferre
mea?

Tum flebis, cum me vinctum puer alter habebit

     Et geret in regno regna superba
tuo.   80


75 Yet by him has my
own lad lain. I could believe that he would mate with a savage beast. Didst
thou dare, mad youth, to sell caresses that belonged to me and to take to
others the kisses that were mine? Thou wilt weep, then, when another lad has
made me his captive and shall proudly reign in thy realm.


At tua tum me poena iuvet, Venerique
merenti

     Fixa notet casus aurea palma
meos:

‘Hanc tibi fallaci resolutus amore Tibullus

     Dedicat et grata sis, dea, mente
rogat’.


81 In that hour of thy punishment I shall
rejoice, and a golden palm-branch shall be put up to Venus for her goodness,
with this record of my fortunes:

TIBULLUS WHOM FROM TREACHEROUS LOVE, GODDESS, THOU DIDST UNBIND OFFERS THEE
THIS AND BEGS THEE KEEP FOR HIM A THANKFUL MIND.

















X


Against
War


Quis fuit, horrendos primus qui
protulit enses?

     Quam ferus et vere ferreus ille
fuit!

Tum caedes hominum generi, tum proelia nata,

     Tum brevior dirae mortis aperta
via est.


1 WHO was the first
discoverer of the horrible sword? How savage was he and literally iron! Then
slaughter and battles were born into the world of men: then to grisly death a
shorter road was opened.


An nihil ille miser meruit, nos ad
mala nostra  
5

     Vertimus, in saevas quod dedit
ille feras?

Divitis hoc vitium est auri, nec bella fuerunt,

     Faginus adstabat cum scyphus
ante dapes.

Non arces, non vallus erat, somnumque petebat

     Securus sparsas dux gregis inter
oves.   10


5 But perhaps, poor
wretch, he is to blame in nothing, but we turn to our mischief what he gave us
to use against the savage wild beast. This is the curse of precious gold; nor
were there wars when the cup of beech wood stood beside men’s food. There were
no citadels, no palisades, and void of care the flock’s commander courted sleep
with his sheep of divers hue around him.


Tunc mihi vita foret, volgi nec
tristia nossem

     Arma nec audissem corde micante
tubam;

Nunc ad bella trahor, et iam quis forsitan hostis

     Haesura in nostro tela gerit
latere.


11 In that age would I
have lived nor known grim warfare or heard the trumpet-call with beating heart.
Now am I dragged to war; and some foeman, maybe, already bears the weapon that
is to be buried in my side.


Sed patrii servate Lares: aluistis et
idem,   15

     Cursarem vestros cum tener ante
pedes.

Neu pudeat prisco vos esse e stipite factos:

     Sic veteris sedes incoluistis
avi.

Tum melius tenuere fidem, cum paupere cultu

     Stabat in exigua ligneus aede
deus.   20

Hic placatus erat, seu quis libaverat uva,

     Seu dederat sanctae spicea serta
comae,

Atque aliquis voti compos liba ipse ferebat

     Postque comes purum filia parva
favum.


15 Yet save me, Lares
of my fathers! Ye too did rear me when I ran, a little child, before your feet.
And feel it not a shame that ye are made of but an ancient tree-stock. Such
were ye when ye dwelt in the home of my grandsire long ago. Then faith was
better kept, when a wooden god stood poorly garbed in a harrow shrine. His
favour was won when a man had offered a bunch of grapes as first fruits, or
laid the spiky garland on the holy hair. And one who had gained his prayer
would with his own hands bring the honey-cake, his little daughter following
with the pure honeycomb in hers.


At
nobis aerata, Lares, depellite tela,   25

                              * * *                            25a

                              * *
*                            25b

     Hostiaque e plena rustica porcus
hara.

Hanc pura cum veste sequar myrtoque canistra

     Vincta geram, myrto vinctus et
ipse caput.

Sic placeam vobis: alius sit fortis in armis

     Sternat et adversos Marte
favente duces,   30

Ut mihi potanti possit sua dicere facta

     Miles et in mensa pingere castra
mero.


25 O Lares, turn the
bronze javelins away from me [and as thankoffering for my safe return shall
fall...] and a hog from the full sty, a farmer’s victim. With it will I follow
in clean apparel, and bear the basket bound with myrtle, even as the myrtle
binds my hair. Thus may I find favour in your eyes. Let another be stout in war
and, Mars to aid him, lay the hostile chieftains low, that, while I drink, he
may tell me of his feats in fighting and draw the camp in wine upon the table.


Quis furor est atram bellis accersere
mortem?

     Inminet et tacito clam venit
illa pede.

Non seges est infra, non vinea culta, sed audax   35

     Cerberus et Stygiae navita
turpis aquae;

Illic percussisque genis ustoque capillo

     Errat ad obscuros pallida turba
lacus.


33 What madness is it
to call black Death to us by warfare! It is ever close upon us: it comes unseen
on silent feet. Below there are neither corn-lands nor well-kept vineyards;
only wild Cerberus and the ill-favoured mariner of the stream of Styx. There
wanders a sallow throng beside the dusky pools with eyeless sockets and fire-ravaged
hair.


Quam
potius laudandus hic est, quem prole parata

     Occupat in parva pigra senecta
casa.   40

Ipse suas sectatur oves, at filius agnos,

     Et calidam fesso conparat uxor
aquam.

Sic ego sim, liceatque caput candescere canis,

     Temporis et prisci facta referre
senem.

Interea pax arva colat. pax candida primum  
45

     Duxit araturos sub iuga curva
boves,

Pax aluit vites et sucos condidit uvae,

     Funderet ut nato testa paterna
merum,

Pace bidens vomerque nitent — at tristia duri

     Militis in tenebris occupat arma
situs — 50


39 Nay, the hero is he
whom, when his children are begotten, old age’s torpor overtakes in his humble
cottage. He follows his sheep, his son the lambs, while the good wife heats the
water for his weary limbs. So let me live till the white hairs glisten on my
head and I tell in old man’s fashion of the days gone by. Let Peace in the
meantime tend our fields. Bright Peace first led the oxen under curved yoke to
plough. Peace made the vine plants grow and stored the grape juice that from
the father’s jars might pour wine for the son. In peace shine hoe and
ploughshare; but the grisly arms of the rugged soldier rust preys on in the
dark.


Rusticus e lucoque vehit, male sobrius
ipse,

     Uxorem plaustro progeniemque
domum.


51 Then the yeoman
drives back from the grove, himself half sober, with wife and offspring in his
wain.


Sed Veneris tum bella calent,
scissosque capillos

     Femina perfractas conqueriturque
fores.

Flet teneras subtusa genas, sed victor et ipse   55

     Flet sibi dementes tam valuisse manus.

At lascivus Amor rixae mala verba ministrat,

     Inter et iratum lentus utrumque
sedet.

A, lapis est ferrumque, suam quicumque puellam

     Verberat: e caelo deripit ille
deos.   60

Sit satis e membris tenuem rescindere vestem,

     Sit satis ornatus dissoluisse
comae,

Sit lacrimas movisse satis: quater ille beatus,

     Quo tenera irato flere puella
potest.

Sed manibus qui saevus erit, scutumque sudemque   65

     Is gerat et miti sit procul a
Venere.


53 Then love’s war
rages hotly; and women lament that hair is torn and doors are broken. The fair
weeps for the buffets on her tender cheek; but the conqueror weeps too that his
mad hands were so strong; while freakish Love feeds the feud with bitter
speeches, and sits in unconcern between the angry pair. Ah, he is stone and
iron who would beat his lass: this is to drag the gods down from the sky. Be it
enough to tear the light robe from her limbs, and to disorder the fair
arrangement of her hair: enough to cause her tears to flow. Thrice happy he
whose anger can make a soft lass weep! But he whose hands are cruel should
carry shield and stake and keep afar from gentle Venus.


At nobis, Pax alma, veni spicamque
teneto,

     Perfluat et pomis candidus ante
sinus.


67 Then come to us,
gracious Peace; grasp the cornspike in thy hand, and from the bosom of thy
white robe let fruits pour out before thee.
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I


The
Country Festival


Quisquis adest, faveat: fruges lustramus et agros,

Ritus ut a prisco traditus extat avo.

Bacche, veni, dulcisque tuis e cornibus uva

Pendeat, et spicis tempora cinge, Ceres.


1 ALL present hush. We
purify the crops and lands in the fashion handed down from our ancestors of
old. Come to us, Bacchus, with the sweet grape cluster hanging from thy horns,
and, Ceres, wreathe thy temples with the corn-ears.


Luce sacra requiescat humus, requiescat arator,   5

Et grave suspenso vomere cesset opus.

Solvite vincla iugis: nunc ad praesepia debent

Plena coronato stare boves capite.

Omnia sint operata deo: non audeat ulla

Lanificam pensis inposuisse manum.   10

Vos quoque abesse procul iubeo, discedat ab aris,

Cui tulit hesterna gaudia nocte Venus.

Casta placent superis: pura cum veste venite

Et manibus puris sumite fontis aquam.

Cernite, fulgentes ut eat sacer agnus ad aras   15

Vinctaque post olea candida turba comas.


5 Upon this holy day
let earth, let ploughman rest. Hang up the share and let the heavy labour
cease. Loose from the yokes their straps; now by the well-filled manger must
the oxen stand with garlands round their heads. Let all things be at the
service of the god; let no spinner choose to set her hand to the task of wool.
Ye too I bid stand far away — let none be nigh the altar to whom Love’s goddess
gave her pleasures yesternight. The powers above ask purity. Clean be the
raiment that ye come in, and clean the hands to take the waters from the
spring. Mark how to the shining altar goes the holy lamb, and behind the white
procession; the olive binds their hair.


Di patrii, purgamus agros, purgamus agrestes:

Vos mala de nostris pellite limitibus,

Neu seges eludat messem fallacibus herbis,

Neu timeat celeres tardior agna lupos.   20

Tunc nitidus plenis confisus rusticus agris

Ingeret ardenti grandia ligna foco,

Turbaque vernarum, saturi bona signa coloni,

Ludet et ex virgis exstruet ante casas.

Eventura precor: viden ut felicibus extis   25

Significet placidos nuntia fibra deos?


17 Gods of our sires,
we cleanse the farms, we cleanse the farming folk. Do ye outside our boundaries
drive all evil things. Let not our sown fields mock the reaping with defaulting
blade. Let not our slow lambs fear the swifter wolves. Then the sleek rustic,
full of trust in his teeming fields, will heap huge logs upon his blazing
hearth; and a young troop of home-born slaves, fair signs that show a lusty
yeoman, will play about and build them huts of sticks before the fire. My
prayers are heard. See in the favouring entrails how the liver-markings bear a
message that the gods are gracious.


Nunc mihi fumosos veteris proferte Falernos

Consulis et Chio solvite vincla cado.

Vina diem celebrent: non festa luce madere

Est rubor, errantes et male ferre pedes.  
30

Sed «bene Messallam» sua quisque ad pocula dicat,

Nomen et absentis singula verba sonent.


27 Now from the old
bin bring me out the smoked Falernians and loose the bands of the Chian jar.
Let drinking be the order of the day. Now we keep holiday, and to be tipsy is
no shame, nor to carry ill our unsteady feet. But let each one, as he drinks,
cry, “Health to Messalla!” and in every utterance be the name of the absent
heard.


Gentis Aquitanae celeber Messalla triumpho

Et magna intonsis gloria victor avis,

Huc ades adspiraque mihi, dum carmine nostro   35

Redditur agricolis gratia caelitibus.


33 Messalla, now the
talk of all for thy triumph over the race of Aquitaine, whose victories cover
thy unshorn ancestors with glory, hither come and breathe upon me while with my
song I pay thanksgiving to the powers that tend the fields.


Rura cano rurisque deos. his vita magistris

Desuevit querna pellere glande famem;

Illi conpositis primum docuere tigillis

Exiguam viridi fronde operire domum,   40

Illi etiam tauros primi docuisse feruntur

Servitium et plaustro subposuisse rotam.

Tum victus abiere feri, tum consita pomus,

Tum bibit inriguas fertilis hortus aquas,

Aurea tum pressos pedibus dedit uva liquores,   45

Mixtaque securo est sobria lympha mero.

Rura ferunt messes, calidi cum sideris aestu

Deponit flavas annua terra comas.

Rure levis verno flores apis ingerit alveo,

Conpleat ut dulci sedula melle favos.   50


37 I sing the country
and the country’s gods. They were the guides when man first ceased to chase his
hunger with the acorns from the oak. They taught him first to put the planks
together and cover his humble dwelling with green leaves. They too, ’tis told,
trained bulls to be his slaves, and placed the wheel beneath the wain. Then
savage habits passed away; then was the fruit-tree planted, and the thriving
garden drank the water from the rills. Then the golden grapes gave up their
juices to the trampling feet, and sober water was mixed with cheering wine.
From the country comes our harvest, when in heaven’s glowing beat the earth is
yearly shorn of her shock of yellow hair. Through the country flits the bee in
spring-time, heaping the hive with flowers in her zeal to fill the combs with
the honey sweet.


Agricola adsiduo primum satiatus aratro

Cantavit certo rustica verba pede

Et satur arenti primum est modulatus avena

Carmen, ut ornatos diceret ante deos;

Agricola et minio subfusus, Bacche, rubenti   55

Primus inexperta duxit ab arte choros.

Huic datus a pleno, memorabile munus, ovili

Dux pecoris hircus: duxerat hircus oves.


51 Then first the
countryman, sated with ploughing without cease, sang rustic words in time and
tune; and, full of meat, first composed a song on the dry oat-pipes to chaunt
before the gods that his hands had dressed. And, Bacchus, it was a countryman
that first dyed his skin with red vermilion and wound through the dance with
unpractised art. It was he too that, offering from all his fold a gift to tell
about, the lie-goat, leader of the flock, gained increase for his scanty
wealth.


Rure puer verno primum de flore coronam

Fecit et antiquis inposuit Laribus.   60

Rure etiam teneris curam exhibitura puellis

Molle gerit tergo lucida vellus ovis.

Hinc et femineus labor est, hinc pensa colusque,

Fusus et adposito pollice versat opus,

Atque aliqua adsidue textrix operata Minervam   65

Cantat, et adplauso tela sonat latere.


59 In the country the
lad first made a circlet from the flowers of spring and placed it on the
ancient Lares’ head. Of the country too is the sheep that will ere long make
trouble for gentle girls with the soft fleece it wears upon its glistening
back. Thence comes the toil of women’s hands, the weighed wool and the distaff,
and the spindle that twists its work ‘twixt thumb and finger; and weaving women
in unremitting service to Minerva sing while the loom clatters as the clay
weights swing.


Ipse quoque inter agros interque armenta Cupido

Natus et indomitas dicitur inter equas.

Illic indocto primum se exercuit arcu:

Ei mihi, quam doctas nunc habet ille manus!   70

Nec pecudes, velut ante, petit: fixisse puellas

Gestit et audaces perdomuisse viros.

Hic iuveni detraxit opes, hic dicere iussit

Limen ad iratae verba pudenda senem;

Hoc duce custodes furtim transgressa iacentes   75

Ad iuvenem tenebris sola puella venit

Et pedibus praetemptat iter suspensa timore,

Explorat caecas cui manus ante vias.


67 Desire too himself,
they say, was born amid the fields, amid the cattle and the unbridled mares.
There first he practised with prentice bow. Ah, me! what expert hands has he
now! Nor are beasts his mark as heretofore. His joy is to pierce maids’ hearts
and make the bold man bite the dust. He strips the young of their wealth; the
old he forces to shameful speech at the threshold of an angry fair. He guides
the girl who stealthily steps by prostrate watchers and comes alone to her
lover in the night, high strung with fear, her feet feeling her path before her
while her hand is advanced to find passage through the dark.


A miseri; quos hic graviter deus urget, at ille

Felix, cui placidus leniter adflat Amor.   80

Sancte, veni dapibus festis, sed pone sagittas

Et procul ardentes hinc precor abde faces.


79 Ah, wretched they
upon whom our god bears hardly; and happy is he on whom Love in his
graciousness breathes gently. Come to our festal cheer, holy lord. But,
prithee, lay aside thy arrows, and far from us put away thy burning torch.


Vos celebrem cantate deum pecorique vocate

Voce: palam pecori, clam sibi quisque vocet,

Aut etiam sibi quisque palam: nam turba iocosa   85

Obstrepit et Phrygio tibia curva sono.

Ludite: iam Nox iungit equos, currumque sequuntur

Matris lascivo sidera fulva choro,

Postque venit tacitus furvis circumdatus alis

Somnus et incerto Somnia nigra pede.   90


83 Do ye chaunt the
god whom all adore, and loudly call him for your herd. Let each one call him
for the herd aloud, but in a whisper for himself. Or aloud too for himself: for
the merriment of the throng and the bent pipe’s Phrygian note will drown the
prayer. So take your sport. Now Night is yoking her team; and on their mother’s
car follow the golden Stars, a capering troupe, while behind comes Sleep the
silent, enwrapped in dusky wings, and black Visions of the night with wavering
steps.

















II


To
Cornutus on his Birthday


Dicamus bona verba: venit Natalis ad aras:

Quisquis ades, lingua, vir mulierque, fave.

Urantur pia tura focis, urantur odores,

Quos tener e terra divite mittit Arabs.

Ipse suos Genius adsit visurus honores,   5

Cui decorent sanctas mollia serta comas.

Illius puro destillent tempora nardo,

Atque satur libo sit madeatque mero,

Adnuat et, Cornute, tibi, quodcumque rogabis.

En age, quid cessas? adnuit ille: roga.   10

Auguror, uxoris fidos optabis amores:

Iam reor hoc ipsos edidicisse deos.

Nec tibi malueris, totum quaecumque per orbem

Fortis arat valido rusticus arva bove,

Nec tibi, gemmarum quicquid felicibus Indis   15

Nascitur, Eoi qua maris unda rubet.


1 Let naught but good
words pass our lips: the Birth-sprite cometh to the altar. Whoso art with us,
man or woman, peace! Let its fire burn the holy incense, burn the spices which
the soft Arabian sends us from his wealthy land. Let the Genius come to view
the offering to himself. Soft garlands must deck his hallowed locks; his
temples must drop with spikenard pure; he must be filled with honey-cake and
tipsy with neat wine. And to whatsoever thou askest, Cornutus, must he bow
assent. See, quick! Why laggest thou? He bows, and thou must ask. I divine that
thou wilt pray for thy wife’s true love: by now methinks the gods have learnt
this well. Thou wouldst not have rather for thine own all the fields in the
whole world that stout yeomen plough with sturdy steers, nor for thine own all
pearls soever that grow for India the blest by the red waters of the Eastern
sea.


Vota cadunt: utinam strepitantibus advolet alis

Flavaque coniugio vincula portet Amor,

Vincula, quae maneant semper, dum tarda senectus

Inducat rugas inficiatque comas.   20

Huc venias, Natalis, avis prolemque ministres,

Ludat ut ante tuos turba novella pedes.


17 ’Tis done as thou
dost pray. See, on rustling wings Love flies to thy side with yellow bands to
bind thy spouse — bands never to be loosed till dragging age bring wrinkles to
her brow and bleach her hair. May the sign come true, Birth-spirit, and bring
them offspring, and may a troop of younglings play before thy feet.

















III


Nemesis
is taken to the Country


Rura meam, Cornute, tenent villaeque puellam;

Ferreus est, heu, heu, quisquis in urbe manet.

Ipsa Venus latos iam nunc migravit in agros,

Verbaque aratoris rustica discit Amor.

O ego, cum adspicerem dominam, quam fortiter illic   5

Versarem valido pingue bidente solum

Agricolaeque modo curvom sectarer aratrum,

Dum subigunt steriles arva serenda boves,

Nec quererer, quod sol graciles exureret artus,

Laederet et teneras pussula rupta manus.   10


1 IN country and
farmhouse bides my girl, Cornutus. Ah, me! he is iron who can stay in town.
Venus herself has moved into the spreading fields and Love is learning the
rustic speech of ploughmen. Oh, when I looked upon my mistress, how stoutly
there with my sturdy hoe would I turn the fertile soil and follow the curved
plough as a tiller of the fields, while the barren oxen forced the clods up for
the sowing! Nor would I murmur that the sun burned my slender limbs or that
broken blisters hurt my delicate hands.


Pavit et Admeti tauros formosus Apollo,

Nec cithara intonsae profueruntve comae,

Nec potuit curas sanare salubribus herbis:

Quicquid erat medicae, vicerat, artis, amor.

Ipse deus solitus stabulis expellere vaccas   15

<Creditur ad mulctram constituisse prius>

Et miscere novo docuisse coagula lacte,

Lacteus et mixtus obriguisse liquor.

Tum fiscella levi detexta est vimine iunci,

Raraque per nexus est via facta sero.   20

O quotiens illo vitulum gestante per agros

Dicitur occurrens erubuisse soror!

O quotiens ausae, caneret dum valle sub alta,

Rumpere mugitu carmina docta boves!

Saepe duces trepidis petiere oracula rebus,   25

Venit et a templis inrita turba domum;

Saepe horrere sacros doluit Latona capillos,

Quos admirata est ipsa noverca prius.


11 Apollo, too, the
beautiful, fed the bulls of Admetus; nor did his lute and hair unshorn avail
him aught, nor could he cure his trouble by healthgiving herbs. Love had
triumphed o’er all resources of the healer’s art. The god became accustomed to
drive the kine from the byre, [’tis said]... and taught the way of mixing
rennet with new milk, and the milky stream curdled at its touch. Then was the
cheese-basket woven from the bulrushes’ light stems, and here and there through
their interlacings a passage left for the whey. Oh, how often as he went
through the fields, a calf in his arms, do they say, his sister met him and
blushed! Oh, how often, while he was singing deep in the valley, did the kine
with their lowings rudely break in on the artistic verse! Often did chiefs seek
oracles from him in times of trouble and the company go home in disappointment
from his temple. Often did Latona grieve for the unkemptness of the sacred hair
which before had been a marvel to his stepmother herself. Whoever had seen his
head undecked and hair all loose would have asked indeed where were the locks
of Phoebus. Where, Phoebus, is thy Delos now, and where thy Delphian Pytho?
Why, Love bids thee house in a humble cot.


Quisquis inornatumque caput crinesque solutos

Adspiceret, Phoebi quaereret ille comam.   30

Delos ubi nunc, Phoebe, tua est, ubi Delphica Pytho?


29 Happy the men of
olden days, when they tell that gods eternal were not ashamed to be the open
slaves of passion. Now is he the talk of all. But one that loves his girl would
liefer be the talk of all than a god without a love.


Nempe Amor in parva te iubet esse casa.

Felices olim, Veneri cum fertur aperte

Servire aeternos non puduisse deos.


32 And thou, whosoever
thou art, whom frowning Love now bids make warfare in my house...


Fabula nunc ille est, sed cui sua cura puella est,   35

Fabula sit mavolt quam sine amore deus.

At tu, quisquis is est, cui tristi fronte Cupido

Imperat, ut nostra sint tua castra domo:

Ferrea non Venerem, sed praedam saecula laudant,

Praeda tamen multis est operata malis.   40

Praeda feras acies cinxit discordibus armis:

Hinc cruor, hinc caedes mors propiorque venit.

Praeda vago iussit geminare pericula ponto,

Bellica cum dubiis rostra dedit ratibus.

Praedator cupit inmensos obsidere campos,   45

Ut multa innumera iugera pascat ove;

Cui lapis externus curae est, urbisque tumultu

Portatur validis mille columna iugis,


35 It is not love but
booty that this iron age applauds. Yet booty is concerned in a multitude of
ills. Booty buckles the armour of strife on the raging hosts; hence bloodshed
comes, hence slaughter, and death approaches nigher than before. Booty bade men
double the perils on the surging deep when it fitted the beaks of war to the
rocking ships. ’Tis the freebooter who longs to seize upon the measureless
plains, that on many an acre he may graze his countless sheep. His fancy turns
to foreign marbles, and through the quaking city his column is carried by a
thousand sturdy teams. For him the mole confines the tameless sea, that
unconcerned inside the fish may reck naught of the storm that blusters near.
But in my feast’s happy course let there be only the pottery of Samos or
the slippery clay that Cumae’s wheels have shaped.


Claudit et indomitum moles mare, lentus ut intra

Neglegat hibernas piscis adesse minas.   50

At tibi laeta trahant Samiae convivia testae

Fictaque Cumana lubrica terra rota.

Heu heu divitibus video gaudere puellas:

Iam veniant praedae, si Venus optat opes,

Ut mea luxuria Nemesis fluat utque per urbem   55

Incedat donis conspicienda meis.

Illa gerat vestes tenues, quas femina Coa

Texuit, auratas disposuitque vias;


49 Alas! I see that
maidens’ hearts are set upon the rich. Then come booty, if Love desires wealth,
that my Nemesis may float in finery and step it through the city, in bravery a
gift from me! Let her wear the gossamer robe which some woman of Cos has woven
and laid it out in golden tracks. Let hers be the dusky pages that India
scorches and the Sun’s fire tans as he drives so near. Let the lands vie to
give her their choicest dyes, Afric the crimson and Tyre the purple.


Illi sint comites fusci, quos India torret,

Solis et admotis inficit ignis equis;  
60


59 What I say all
know. That very man has now a kingdom who on the barbarians’ platform has oft
been forced to move his gypsumed feet.


Illi selectos certent praebere colores

Africa puniceum purpureumque Tyros.

Nota loquor: regnum ipse tenet, quem saepe coegit

Barbara gypsatos ferre catasta pedes.

At tibi dura seges, Nemesim qui abducis ab urbe,   65

Persolvat nulla semina terra fide.

Et tu, Bacche tener, iucundae consitor uvae,

Tu quoque devotos, Bacche, relinque lacus.

Haud inpune licet formosas tristibus agris

Abdere: non tanti sunt tua musta, pater.   70


61 For thee, cruel
field, that drawest Nemesis away from town, may Earth fail utterly to pay the
grain she owes thee. And thou, soft Bacchus, planter of the pleasant
grape-vine, do thou too, Bacchus, leave the vats that we have cursed. No one
may bury fair maids ‘mid dreary fields without a punishment. Thy new wine,
Sire, is not worth this price. Oh, let the corn go, so there are no lasses in
the country; let acorns be our fare and water our drink in the olden way.
Acorns were the food of the ancients, and they had love always wherever they
were. What hurt to them if they had no furrows sown with seed?


O valeant fruges, ne sint modo rure puellae:

Glans alat, et prisco more bibantur aquae.

Glans aluit veteres, et passim semper amarunt:

Quid nocuit sulcos non habuisse satos?

Tum, quibus adspirabat Amor, praebebat aperte   75

Mitis in umbrosa gaudia valle Venus.

Nullus erat custos, nulla exclusura dolentes

Ianua; si fas est, mos precor ille redi.

<O utinam veteri peragrantes more puellae>

Horrida villosa corpora veste tegant.   80

Nunc si clausa mea est, si copia rara videndi,

Heu miserum, laxam quid iuvat esse togam?

Ducite: ad imperium dominae sulcabimus agros,

Non ego me vinclis verberibusque nego.


71 Then to those on
whom Love’s god breathed kindly did gentle Venus bring open pleasures in the
shady vales. No watchers were there, nor door to close against the anguished.
If it be not wrong, old custom, I pray thee to return. [Then... and let] rough
limbs be clad in shaggy raiment. Now, if my love is under bolt and bar, it but
seldom I can see her, poor wretch, what comfort is there in a flowing toga?
Take me away; I will plough the fields at a mistress’s command. From chains and
stripes my body shall not shrink.

















IV


Female
Covetousness. To Nemesis


Sic mihi servitium video dominamque paratam:

Iam mihi, libertas illa paterna, vale,

Servitium sed triste datur, teneorque catenis,

Et numquam misero vincla remittit Amor,

Et seu quid merui seu quid peccavimus, urit.   5

Uror, io, remove, saeva puella, faces.


1 HERE see I slavery
and mistress waiting for me. Now, ancient freedom of my fathers, fare thee
well. Yea, harsh slavery is my lot — chains to hold me and Love that never
slackens the wretched prisoner’s bonds, and burns me whether I have deserved to
suffer or have done no wrong. Ah, how I burn! Take the torch away, thou cruel
girl.


O ego ne possim tales sentire dolores,

Quam mallem in gelidis montibus esse lapis,

Stare vel insanis cautes obnoxia ventis,

Naufraga quam vasti tunderet unda maris!   10

Nunc et amara dies et noctis amarior umbra est,

Omnia nunc tristi tempora felle madent.


7 Oh, not to feel such
pangs as these, would I were rather a stone on the bleak hills or cliff exposed
to the frenzy of the winds on which beats the shipwrecking wave of the desolate
sea. Now bitter is the day and bitterer still the shades of night, for every
moment is steeped in acrid gall.


Nec prosunt elegi nec carminis auctor Apollo:

Illa cava pretium flagitat usque manu.

Ite procul, Musae, si non prodestis amanti:  
15

Non ego vos, ut sint bella canenda, colo,

Nec refero Solisque vias et qualis, ubi orbem

Conplevit, versis Luna recurrit equis.

Ad dominam faciles aditus per carmina quaero:

Ite procul, Musae, si nihil ista valent.  
20


13 Nor doth elegy help
or Apollo, inspirer of my song. Her hollowed palm is ever stretched out for
gold. Away, ye Muses, if ye have no aid for the lover; I court you not that I
may sing of wars. Nor tell I of the goings of the Sun, nor how when she has
accomplished her circuit the Moon wheels her horses and returns. Easy access to
my lady is all I seek by song. Off with ye, Muses, if the song is of no avail.


At mihi per caedem et facinus sunt dona paranda,

Ne iaceam clausam flebilis ante domum,

Aut rapiam suspensa sacris insignia fanis,

Sed Venus ante alios est violanda mihi.

Illa malum facinus suadet dominamque rapacem   25

Dat mihi: sacrilegas sentiat illa manus.


21 Yet by crime and
slaughter must I get gifts, that I may not lie lamenting before closed doors.
Or I must seize the ornaments that hang in holy temples. But Venus must I
pillage first. ’Tis she that prompts the evil deed, ’tis she that gives me a
grasping mistress; so let her feel my sacrilegious hands.


O pereat, quicumque legit viridesque smaragdos

Et niveam Tyrio murice tingit ovem.

Hic dat avaritiae causas et Coa puellis

Vestis et e Rubro lucida concha mari.   30

Haec fecere malas: hinc clavim ianua sensit,

Et coepit custos liminis esse canis.

Sed pretium si grande feras, custodia victa est,

Nec prohibent claves, et canis ipse tacet.

Heu quicumque dedit formam caelestis avarae,   35

Quale bonum multis adtulit ille malis!

Hinc fletus rixaeque sonant, haec denique causa

Fecit ut infamis hic deus esset Amor.


27 Ah, ruin to all who
gather the emeralds green or with Tyrian purple dye the snowy sheepskin. The
stuffs of Cos and the bright pearl from out of the red seas sow greed in
lasses. ’Tis these have made them evil. From these hath the door learned to
feel the key, and the dog been set to guard the threshold. But if thou comest
with a great fee, keys are no hindrance, and the very dog is mute. Ah, that god
who gave beauty to the covetous girl, what a pearl did he bring to a herd of
mischiefs! From this comes the noise of weeping and of bickering. This, in
brief, is the cause that Love now roams the earth dishonoured.


At tibi, quae pretio victos excludis amantes,

Eripiant partas ventus et ignis opes;   40

Quin tua tum iuvenes spectent incendia laeti,

Nec quisquam flammae sedulus addat aquam.

Seu veniet tibi mors, nec erit qui lugeat ullus,

Nec qui det maestas munus in exequias.

At bona quae nec avara fuit, centum licet annos   40

Vixerit, ardentem flebitur ante rogum,

Atque aliquis senior veteres veneratus amores

Annua constructo serta dabit tumulo

Et «bene» discedens dicet «placideque quiescas,

Terraque securae sit super ossa levis.»   45

Vera quidem moneo, sed prosunt quid mihi vera?

Illius est nobis lege colendus Amor.


39 But thou, that dost
shut out lovers whom gold has vanquished, may wind and fire sweep off the
wealth that thou hast gained. Nay, may the young then see thy house ablaze, and
none bestir himself to put water on the fire. Or, if ’tis death that comes to
thee, let there be none to mourn thee or come with offering to thy woful
burial. But she that has been kind and free from greed, though she live a
hundred years, shall be wept by the burning pyre. And some aged man in homage
to his ancient love will yearly place a garland on her mounded tomb, and, as he
goes, will say: “Sleep well and peacefully, and above thy untroubled ashes let
the earth be light.”


 Quin
etiam sedes iubeat si vendere avitas,

Ite sub imperium sub titulumque, Lares.

Quicquid habet Circe, quicquid Medea veneni,  
55

Quicquid et herbarum Thessala terra gerit,

Et quod, ubi indomitis gregibus Venus adflat amores,

Hippomanes cupidae stillat ab inguine equae,

Si modo me placido videat Nemesis mea voltu,

Mille alias herbas misceat illa, bibam.  
60


51 ’Tis a true
warning; but of what help is the truth to me? I must ply my love as she
ordains. Yea, if she bid me sell the home of my forefathers, then, gods of the
household, ye must stoop to be labelled at her word. All Circe’s, all Medea’s
potions, all the herbs that the land of Thessaly bears, even the hippomanes
which drips from the yearning mare when Venus breathes passion into unbridled
herds, yea, a thousand herbs beside may my Nemesis mingle in the draught, and,
so she look kindly on me, I will drink.

















V


The
Installation of Messalinus


Phoebe, fave: novus ingreditur tua templa sacerdos:

Huc age cum cithara carminibusque veni.

Nunc te vocales inpellere pollice chordas,

Nunc precor ad laudes flectere verba meas.

Ipse triumphali devinctus tempora lauro,   5

Dum cumulant aras, ad tua sacra veni;

Sed nitidus pulcherque veni: nunc indue vestem

Sepositam, longas nunc bene pecte comas,

Qualem te memorant Saturno rege fugato

Victori laudes concinuisse Iovi.   10


1 BE gracious,
Phoebus; a new priest sets foot within thy temple. Hither I bid thee come with
lyre and song. Now, I prithee, let thy fingers sweep the singing strings; now
tune thy song to a loyal paean. And while they heap the altar, come to thy
rites thyself, thy brows encircled with triumphal bay. Come bright and
beautiful; now don thy treasured raiment; now duly comb thy flowing locks. Be
as men tell thou wast when, Saturn driven from his throne, thou sangest a paean
for victorious Jove.


Tu procul eventura vides, tibi deditus augur

Scit bene, quid fati provida cantet avis,

Tuque regis sortes, per te praesentit haruspex,

Lubrica signavit cum deus exta notis;


11 Thou seest from
afar the things to come. The augur whose soul is given up to thee knows well
what means the note of the bird that foresees what is to be. ’Tis thou dost
guide the lots; through thee divines the reader of the inward parts, whensoever
a god has set his marks on the glistening entrails.


Te duce Romanos numquam frustrata Sibylla,   15

Abdita quae senis fata canit pedibus.

Phoebe, sacras Messalinum sine tangere chartas

Vatis, et ipse precor quid canat illa doce.

Haec dedit Aeneae sortes, postquam ille parentem

Dicitur et raptos sustinuisse Lares;   20

Nec fore credebat Romam, cum maestus ab alto

Ilion ardentes respiceretque deos.


15 With thee her guide, the Sibyl who sings
Fate’s hidden will in six-foot measure hath never played the Romans false.
Phoebus, grant leave to Messalinus to touch the seeress’ holy scroll, and teach
him thyself the meaning of her strains.

19’Twas she that gave responses to Aeneas after the hour when, as story
tells, he bore away in his arms his sire and household gods, never dreaming
that a Rome would be, when from the deep he turned his eyes in sorrow on Ilion
and its gods ablaze.


Romulus aeternae nondum formaverat urbis

Moenia, consorti non habitanda Remo,

Sed tunc pascebant herbosa Palatia vaccae,   25

Et stabant humiles in Iovis arce casae.

Lacte madens illic suberat Pan ilicis umbrae

Et facta agresti lignea falce Pales,

Pendebatque vagi pastoris in arbore votum,

Garrula silvestri fistula sacra deo,   30

Fistula, cui semper decrescit arundinis ordo,

Nam calamus cera iungitur usque minor.

At qua Velabri regio patet, ire solebat

Exiguus pulsa per vada linter aqua.

Illa saepe gregis diti placitura magistro   35

Ad iuvenem festa est vecta puella die,

Cum qua fecundi redierunt munera ruris,

Caseus et niveae candidus agnus ovis. -


23 (Not yet had
Romulus traced the walls of the Eternal City wherein was no abiding for his
brother Remus. But still on a grassy Palatine browsed the kine, and lowly
cabins stood upon the heights of Jove. There drenched with milk, was Pan
beneath the holm-oak’s shade, and Pales shaped from wood by rustic knife; and
on the tree, in quittance of the roving shepherd’s vow, the prattling pipe hung
sacred to the woodland god — the pipe with its ever-dwindling rows of reeds, “whose
wax joins stalks each lesser than the last. But where now spreads the quarter
of Velabrum, a small skiff stirred the waters as it plied across the shallows.
There oft a lass who would please some rich keeper of a herd was ferried on
holidays to her swain, and with her came back the gifts of a thriving farm,
cheese and the white lamb of a snowy ewe.)


«Inpiger Aenea, volitantis frater Amoris,

Troica qui profugis sacra vehis ratibus,   40

Iam tibi Laurentes adsignat Iuppiter agros,

Iam vocat errantes hospita terra Lares.

Illic sanctus eris, cum te veneranda Numici

Unda deum caelo miserit indigetem.

Ecce super fessas volitat Victoria puppes,   45

Tandem ad Troianos diva superba venit.

Ecce mihi lucent Rutulis incendia castris:

Iam tibi praedico, barbare Turne, necem.

Ante oculos Laurens castrum murusque Lavini est

Albaque ab Ascanio condita Longa duce.   50

Te quoque iam video, Marti placitura sacerdos

Ilia, Vestales deseruisse focos,

Concubitusque tuos furtim vittasque iacentes

Et cupidi ad ripas arma relicta dei.

Carpite nunc, tauri, de septem montibus herbas,   55

Dum licet: hic magnae iam locus urbis erit.

Roma, tuum nomen terris fatale regendis,

Qua sua de caelo prospicit arva Ceres,

Quaque patent ortus, et qua fluitantibus undis

Solis anhelantes abluit amnis equos.   60

Troia quidem tunc se mirabitur et sibi dicet

Vos bene tam longa consuluisse via.

Vera cano: sic usque sacras innoxia laurus

Vescar, et aeternum sit mihi virginitas.»


39 “Aeneas
never-resting, brother of Cupid ever on the wing, whose exiled barks carry the
holy things of Troy, now doth Jove allot to thee the fields of Laurentum, now
doth a hospitable land invite thy wandering gods. There shall divinity be thine
when Numicius’ ever-worshipped waters pass thee to heaven, a god of the
native-born. See, o’er the weary ships is Victory hovering. At last the haughty
goddess comes to the men of Troy. Lo, I see the fire blaze from the Rutule
camp. Now, savage Turnus, I foretell thy fall. Before my eyes is Laurentum’s
fortress and Lavinium’s wall, and Long Alba, which Ascanius leads his host to
found. Now thee too, Ilia, priestess whom Mars is to find fair, I see departed
from the Vestal hearth. I see thy secret bridal, thy snood cast upon the
ground, and, left upon the banks, the arms of the eager god. Now, while ye may,
bulls, crop the grass of the Seven Hills. Ere long this will be a great city’s
site. Thy nation, Rome, is fated to rule the earth wherever Ceres looks from
heaven upon the fields she tends, both where the gates of dawn are opened and
where in tossing waters the Ocean river bathes the Sun-god’s panting team. Then
shall old Troy be a marvel to herself, and own that in this far journey ye did
well for her. ’Tis truth I sing; so may I ever eat the holy bay unharmed and
everlasting maidenhood be mine.”


Haec cecinit vates et te sibi, Phoebe, vocavit,   65

Iactavit fusas et caput ante comas.


65 So sang the
seeress, and called thee to her, Phoebus, and tossed before her face her
streaming hair.


Quicquid Amalthea, quicquid Marpesia dixit

Herophile, Phoeto Graia quod admonuit,

Quasque Aniena sacras Tiburs per flumina sortes

Portarit sicco pertuleritque sinu, -   70

Haec fore dixerunt belli mala signa cometen,

Multus ut in terras deplueretque lapis,

Atque tubas atque arma ferunt strepitantia caelo

Audita et lucos praecinuisse fugam.

Ipsum etiam Solem defectum lumine vidit   75

Iungere pallentes nubilus annus equos

Et simulacra deum lacrimas fudisse tepentes

Fataque vocales praemonuisse boves. -


67 All that Amalthea,
all that Herophile of Marpessos foretold, all the warnings of Grecian Phyto and
hers of Tibur who carried her holy scrolls of destiny through the stream of
Anio and in dry bosom bore them home.... These told that a comet should appear,
the evil sign of war, and how that thick on earth should fall the stony shower.
And they say that trumpets and the clash of arms were heard in heaven, and
sacred groves rang with the coming rout. From the images of the gods poured the
warm tears; and kine found tongue and spake of the coming doom. Yea, from the
very Sun ebbed the light, and the clouded year saw him yoke dim horses to his
car.


Haec fuerunt olim, sed tu iam mitis, Apollo,

Prodigia indomitis merge sub aequoribus,   80

Et succensa sacris crepitet bene laurea flammis,

Omine quo felix et sacer annus erit.

Laurus ubi bona signa dedit, gaudete coloni:

Distendet spicis horrea plena Ceres,

Oblitus et musto feriet pede rusticus uvas,  
85

Dolia dum magni deficiantque lacus,

Ac madidus Baccho sua festa Palilia pastor

Concinet: a stabulis tunc procul este lupi.

Ille levis stipulae sollemnis potus acervos

Accendet, flammas transilietque sacras,  
90

Et fetus matrona dabit, natusque parenti

Oscula conprensis auribus eripiet,

Nec taedebit avum parvo advigilare nepoti

Balbaque cum puero dicere verba senem.


79 So was it once; but
thou, Apollo, kind at last, whelm monstrous things beneath the savage deep. Let
the bay crackle loud as it kindles in the holy flames, an omen telling that the
season shall be blest and holy. When the bay has given propitious sign,
rejoice, ye farmers: Ceres will fill with ears your straining barns. And
smeared with must the countryman will stamp above the grapes till the great
tanks and butts can hold no more. And drenched in wine the shepherd will chaunt
the feast of Pales, the shepherd’s holiday. Ye wolves, be ye then far from the
fold. Full of drink, he will fire the light straw heaps in the appointed way,
and leap across the sacred flames. Then shall his dame bear offspring, and the
child take hold of his father’s ears to snatch the kiss; nor shall the
grandsire find it irksome to watch by his little grandson’s side, nor, for all
his years, to lisp in prattle with the child.


Tunc operata deo pubes discumbet in herba,   95

Arboris antiquae qua levis umbra cadit,

Aut e veste sua tendent umbracula sertis

Vincta, coronatus stabit et ipse calix.

At sibi quisque dapes et festas exstruet alte

Caespitibus mensas caespitibusque torum.   100

Ingeret hic potus iuvenis maledicta puellae,

Postmodo quae votis inrita facta velit:

Nam ferus ille suae plorabit sobrius idem

Et se iurabit mente fuisse mala.


95 Then in the god’s
service the folk shall recline upon the grass where fall the flickering shadows
of some ancient tree, or of their garments spread out canopies and tie them up
with garlands, wreaths also round the goblets where they stand. Then each for
himself will pile high the feast and festal board, cut sods the table and cut
sods the couch. Here the tipsy lad will heap curses on his lass, such as
erelong he will hope and pray may turn to naught. Aye, he who is now so savage
with his dear will weep when he is sober, and swear that his wits had gone
astray.


Pace tua pereant arcus pereantque sagittae,   105

Phoebe, modo in terris erret inermis Amor.

Ars bona, sed postquam sumpsit sibi tela Cupido,

Heu heu quam multis ars dedit ista malum!

Et mihi praecipue: iaceo cum saucius annum

Et faveo morbo, cum iuvat ipse dolor,   110

Usque cano Nemesim, sine qua versus mihi nullus

Verba potest iustos aut reperire pedes.


105 Phoebus, by thy
good leave, let bows and arrows perish, so Love may rove unarmed upon the
earth. ’Tis an honest craft; but since Cupid took to carrying arrows, how many,
ah me, has that honest craft made smart! And me beyond the rest. For a year
have I been afflicted from his stroke, and, siding with my malady (for the pain
itself is pleasure), I sing unceasingly of Nemesis, apart from whom no verse of
mine can find its words or proper feet.


At tu - nam divum servat tutela poetas -

Praemoneo, vati parce, puella, sacro,

Ut Messalinum celebrem, cum praemia belli   115

Ante suos currus oppida victa feret,

Ipse gerens laurus: lauro devinctus agresti

Miles «o» magna voce «triumphe» canet.

Tum Messalla meus pia det spectacula turbae

Et plaudat curru praetereunte pater.   120

Adnue: sic tibi sint intonsi, Phoebe, capilli,

Sic tua perpetuo sit tibi casta soror.


113 But do thou,
damsel (for guardian gods watch over poets), be warned in time, and spare thy
sacred bard, that I may tell of Messalinus when before his chariot he
shall bear the conquered towns, the prize of war, wearing the bay wreath, while
his soldiery, with wild bay round their brows, loudly chaunt the cry of
triumph. Then let my dear Messalla afford the throng the sight of a father’s
love, and clap his hands as his son’s car passes by. Phoebus, grant this; and
so be thy locks for aye unshorn, and thy sister ever a maiden pure.

















VI


To
Macer


Castra Macer sequitur: tenero quid fiet Amori?

Sit comes et collo fortiter arma gerat?

Et seu longa virum terrae via seu vaga ducent

Aequora, cum telis ad latus ire volet?

Ure, puer, quaeso, tua qui ferus otia liquit,   5

Atque iterum erronem sub tua signa voca.


1 FOR the camp is
Macer bound. What shall become of gentle Love? Must he go with him and stoutly
bear his arms about his neck? And, weapons in hand, will he be at the gallant’s
side whether his path lie over the distant mainland or the tossing seas? Young
sir, I prithee, brand the rebel that has left thy haunts of peace: call back
the truant to thy banners.


Quod si militibus parces, erit hic quoque
miles,

Ipse levem galea qui sibi portet aquam.

Castra peto, valeatque Venus valeantque puellae:

Et mihi sunt vires, et mihi facta tuba est.  
10


7 But if thou art
merciful to soldiers, here is one will be a soldier too, and bring himself refreshing
water in his helm. I am off to the camp. Farewell to Love, farewell to lasses.
I too am stout of limb; in my ears too the trumpet’s note is sweet.


Magna loquor, sed magnifice mihi magna locuto

Excutiunt clausae fortia verba fores.

Iuravi quotiens rediturum ad limina numquam!

Cum bene iuravi, pes tamen ipse redit.

Acer Amor, fractas utinam, tua tela, sagittas,   15

Si licet, extinctas adspiciamque faces!

Tu miserum torques, tu me mihi dira precari

Cogis et insana mente nefanda loqui.

Iam mala finissem leto, sed credula vitam

Spes fovet et fore cras semper ait melius.   20


11 Brave is my speech;
but when I have uttered the brave bravado, the shutting of a door strikes the
bold words from my lips. How often have I sworn that to its threshold I would
return no more! For all’ my valiant swearing, my foot comes back itself. Fierce
Love, oh, if this could be, I would see thine arms destroyed, the arrows broken
and the torches quenched. Thou rackest me with anguish: thou forcest me to’curse
myself and in impious speech to vent the frenzy of my soul. Ere now I would
have ended my miseries in death; but fond Hope keeps the spark alive,
whispering ever that to-morrow things will mend.


Spes alit agricolas, Spes sulcis credit aratis

Semina, quae magno faenore reddat ager;

Haec laqueo volucres, haec captat arundine pisces,

Cum tenues hamos abdidit ante cibus;

Spes etiam valida solatur conpede vinctum:   25

Crura sonant ferro, sed canit inter opus;

Spes facilem Nemesim spondet mihi, sed negat illa;

Ei mihi, ne vincas, dura puella, deam.


21 ’Tis Hope sustains
the farmer; to ploughed furrows Hope entrusts the seed for fields to render
back with heavy usury. She takes the fowl in noose, the fish with rod, the
slender hook first hidden by the bait. Hope comforts, too, the slave whom stout
fetters bind. The iron clanks upon his legs, but still he sings at his task.
Hope promises me that Nemesis shall be kind; but she says Nay. Ah me! worst not
the goddess, cruel girl.


Parce, per inmatura tuae precor ossa sororis:

Sic bene sub tenera parva quiescat humo.   30

Illa mihi sancta est, illius dona sepulcro

Et madefacta meis serta feram lacrimis,

Illius ad tumulum fugiam supplexque sedebo

Et mea cum muto fata querar cinere.

Non feret usque suum te propter flere clientem:   35

Illius ut verbis, sis mihi lenta, veto,

Ne tibi neglecti mittant mala somnia Manes,

Maestaque sopitae stet soror ante torum,

Qualis ab excelsa praeceps delapsa fenestra

Venit ad infernos sanguinolenta lacus.   40

Desino, ne dominae luctus renoventur acerbi:

Non ego sum tanti, ploret ut illa semel.


29 Mercy, I pray thee,
by the bones of thy sister, dead before her time; so may the child sleep well
beneath the gentle earth. For me she is divine; to her tomb I will bring
offerings and garlands wetted with my tears. To her grave will I fly and,
sitting suppliant there, bewail my fate to her silent dust. Not forever will
she bear with thee for making her votary weep. In her name I bid thee, be not
cold to me, lest the slighted spirit send thee evil dreams and in thy slumbers
thy mournful sister stand before thy bed, such as she was, when from the high
casement she fell headlong down and passed blood-spattered to the lakes below.
I cease, lest I stir again my lady’s bitter woe. I am not worth one cry of
grief from her.


Nec lacrimis oculos digna est foedare loquaces:

Lena nocet nobis, ipsa puella bona est.

Lena necat miserum Phryne furtimque tabellas   45

Occulto portans itque reditque sinu.

Saepe, ego cum dominae dulces a limine duro

Adgnosco voces, haec negat esse domi,

Saepe, ubi nox mihi promissa est, languere puellam

Nuntiat aut aliquas extimuisse minas.   50

Tunc morior curis, tunc mens mihi perdita fingit,

Quisve meam teneat, quot teneatve modis;

Tunc tibi, lena, precor diras: satis anxia vivas,

Moverit e votis pars quotacumque deos.


43 Nor is it well that
tears should mar those speaking eyes. ’Tis the bawd that is my bane; the girl
herself is good. Phryne, the bawd, is killing me, alas, as stealthily she
passes to and fro with tablets hidden in her bosom. Many times, when from the
hard threshold I recognise my mistress’s sweet voice, Phryne denies she is at
home. Often, when the night has been pledged to me, she brings message that the
girl is sick or has been affrighted by some warning. Then I die with distress,
and desperate fancy figures to itself in what and whose embraces my love is
held. Then I call curses on thee, bawd. Thy life should be full enough of
fears, if any part of what I pray is heard in heaven.
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I


Dedication
to Neaera


Martis Romani festae uenere kalendae

    - exoriens nostris hic fuit annus
auis -

et uaga nunc certa discurrunt undique pompa

    perque uias urbis munera perque
domos.

Dicite, Pierides, quonam donetur honore   5

    seu mea, seu fallor, cara Neaera
tamen.


1 THE festal Calends
of Mars of Rome are come. This for our ancestors was the year’s dawning. And on
all sides, travelling in order due, presents are speeding this way and that
along the city’s streets and houses. Tell me, Pierian maids, with what tribute
shall I present Neaera, whether mine or, if she plays me false, dear to me
still.


Carmine formosae, pretio capiuntur
auare:

    gaudeat, ut digna est, uersibus
illa meis.

Lutea sed niueum inuoluat membrana libellum,

    pumex et canas tondeat ante
comas,   10

summaque praetexat tenuis fastigia chartae

    indicet ut nomen littera facta
tuum,

atque inter geminas pingantur cornua frontes:

    sic etenim comptum mittere
oportet opus.


7 “Poetry is the lure
for the beautiful, gold for the greedy: so let there be new verses to gladden
her as she deserves. But first let yellow parchment wrap the snow-white roll
and pumice shear its hoary locks, and letters traced to show thy name border
the high top of the fine papyrus, and let the horned knobs ‘mid both its fronts
be painted. For in such trim guise must thy work be sent.”


Per uos, auctores huius mihi carminis,
oro   15

    Castaliamque umbram Pieriosque
lacus,

ite domum cultumque illi donate libellum,

    sicut erit: nullus defluat inde
color.

Illa mihi referet, si nostri mutua cura est,

    an minor, an toto pectore
deciderim.  
20

Sed primum meritam larga donate salute

    atque haec submisso dicite uerba
sono:


15 Inspirers of this
my song, I entreat ye by the shade of Castaly and the Pierian springs go to the
house, and give her the dainty book just as it is; let none of its bloom be
lost. She will send me answer if her love is still as mine, or if it is less,
or if I have fallen wholly out of her heart. And first (she has deserved it)
bestow on her an ample greeting and in subdued accents speak these words:


“Haec
tibi uir quondam, nunc frater, casta Neaera,

    mittit et accipias munera parua
rogat,

teque suis iurat caram magis esse medullis,  
25

    siue sibi coniunx siue futura
soror;

sed potius coniunx: huius spem nominis illi

    auferet extincto pallida Ditis
aqua.”


23 “Thy husband once,
thy brother now, sends these lines to thee, chaste Neaera, and prays thee to
accept the humble gift. He swears that thou art dearer to him than his very
marrow, whether thou wilt be his sister or his wife. Better his wife: hope of
this title shall only Dis’s wan waters take from him when his life is quenched.”

















II


Lygdamus
Deprived of Neaera


Qui primus caram iuueni carumque
puellae

    eripuit iuuenem, ferreus ille
fuit;

durus et ille fuit, qui tantum ferre dolorem,

    uiuere et erepta coniuge qui
potuit.

Non ego firmus in hoc, non haec patientia nostro   5

    ingenio: frangit fortia corda
dolor;

nec mihi uera loqui pudor est uitaeque fateri,

    tot mala perpessae, taedia nata
meae.


1 HE who first robbed
a swain of his dear and a girl of the youth she loved was a man of iron. And he
was hard too who could bear a grief so great and live when his mate was taken.
I am not stout in this? in my strain is no such endurance. Pain makes the brave
heart break. I think it no shame to speak the truth or to own that within me
there is risen loathing of a life that has suffered so much sorrow.


Ergo cum tenuem fuero mutatus in
umbram

    candidaque ossa supra nigra
fauilla teget,  
10

ante meum ueniat longos incompta capillos

    et fleat ante meum maesta Neaera
rogum;

sed ueniat carae matris comitata dolore:

    maereat haec genero, maereat illa
uiro.


9 So then when I am
changed to a phantom shade and above my white bones lies the black ashes’
covering, let Neaera come to my pyre with her long hair disordered and sadly
weep beside it. Let her come with her dear mother to share her grief, to mourn,
one for a husband, the other for a son.


Praefatae ante meos manes animamque
precatae  
15

    perfusaeque pias ante liquore
manus,

pars quae sola mei superabit corporis, ossa

    incinctae nigra candida ueste
legent

et primum annoso spargent collecta lyaeo,

    mox etiam niueo lacte parent,   20

post haec carbaseis umorem tollere uelis

    atque in marmorea ponere sicca
domo.

Illic quas mittit diues Panchaia merces

    Eoique Arabes, diues et Assyria,

et nostri memores lacrimae fundantur eodem:   25

    sic ego componi uersus in ossa
uelim.


15 First of all let
them address my shade and fresh departed spirit and in lustral water bathe
their hands. Then with black robes ungirdled shall they gather the white bones,
sole part remaining of my body, and when they are gathered together sprinkle
them with old wine first and next proceed to drench them with snowy milk
likewise, and after this to remove the moisture with linen cloths and place
them dry in a chamber of marble. There let the merchandise which rich Panchaia,
Eastern Araby, and rich Assyria send, and tears to my memory withal, be shed on
the same spot. Thus, when naught is left of me but bones, would I be laid to
rest.


Sed tristem mortis demonstret littera
causam

    atque haec in celebri carmina
fronte notet:

               LYGDAMVS HIC SITVS
EST: DOLOR HVIC ET CVRA NEAERAE,

                   CONIVGIS EREPTAE, CAVSA PERIRE FVIT   30


27 But the sad cause of my death let a legend
show, and on the stone’s face which all may see let it set out these lines:

HERE LYGDAMUS IS LAID, BY GRIEVOUS PAIN AND LONGING FOR HIS LOST NEAERA
SLAIN.

















III


What
is Wealth to Lygdamus without Love?


Quid prodest caelum uotis implesse,
Neaera,

    blandaque cum multa tura dedisse
prece,

non ut marmorei prodirem e limine tecti,

    insignis clara conspicuusque
domo,

aut ut multa mei renouarent iugera tauri   5

    et magnas messes terra benigna daret,

sed tecum ut longae sociarem gaudia uitae

    inque tuo caderet nostra senecta
sinu,

tum cum permenso defunctus tempore lucis

    nudus Lethaea cogerer ire rate?   10


1 WHAT gain is it to
have filled the heavens with vows, Neaera, and offered bland incense with
constant prayer, not that I might step out from the threshold of a marble
dwelling, observed and noted for a glorious house, or that bulls of mine might
turn the clods o’er many a rood and earth in her bounty give me great harvests,
but that through long years of life I might share my joys with thee, and that
in thine arms might drop my aged frame in the hour when my course of light was
fully run and stripped of all I was forced to voyage on the barque of Lethe?


Nam graue quid prodest pondus mihi
diuitis auri,

    aruaque si findant pinguia mille
boues?

Quidue domus prodest Phrygiis innixa columnis,

    Taenare siue tuis, siue Caryste
tuis,

et nemora in domibus sacros imitantia lucos   15

    aurataeque trabes marmoreumque
solum?

Quidue in Erythraeo legitur quae litore concha

    tinctaque Sidonio murice lana
iuuat,

et quae praeterea populus miratur? In illis

    inuidia est: falso plurima uulgus
amat.   20

Non opibus mentes hominum curaeque leuantur

    nec Fortuna sua tempora lege
regit.


11 What good to me
were heavy weight of precious gold or a thousand oxen cleaving my rich fields?
what good a house that rests on pillars from Phrygian quarries, or, Taenaros,
from thine, or thine, Carystos, woods within mansions mimicking the sacred
groves, or gilded cross-beams and a floor of marble? Or what the pearl shell
gathered on Erythraean shores, or wool dipped in the purple dye of Sidon, and
all besides that the world admires? Here envy lodges: the crowd is misguided in
most that it adores. Wealth lightens not the hearts and cares of men. For
Fortune rules their circumstances by ordinances of her own.


Sit mihi paupertas tecum iucunda,
Neaera:

    at sine te regum munera nulla
uolo.

O niueam quae te poterit mihi reddere lucem!   25

    O mihi felicem terque quaterque
diem!


23 With thee, Neaera,
would I welcome poverty without thee I want nothing that the kings can give. O
snow-bright morn that shall give thee back to me O day that will bring me
three-and four-fold bliss!


At si, pro dulci reditu quaecumque
uouentur,

    audiat auersa non meus aure deus,

nec me regna iuuant nec Lydius aurifer amnis

    nec quas terrarum sustinet orbis
opes.   30

Haec alii cupiant; liceat mihi paupere cultu

    securo cara coniuge posse frui.


27 But if the
unfriendly god should turn his ears away from all that I vow for that dear
return, then no kingdoms please me, nor river of Lydia charged with gold, nor
all the wealth that the earth’s round bears. Let others long for these; but let
me live in humble style, if without misgivings I may have my dear wife for my
own.


Adsis
et timidis faueas, Saturnia, uotis,

    et faueas concha, Cypria, uecta
tua.

Aut si fata negant reditum tristesque sorores,   35

    stamina quae ducunt quaeque
futura neunt,

me uocet in uastos amnes nigramque paludem

    diues in ignaua luridus Orcus
aqua.


33 Be with me,
daughter of Saturn, and listen to my timid prayers, and thou too listen,
goddess of Cyprus whose chariot is thy shell. But if Fate and the dour sisters
who draw the yarn and spin the future deny returning, then let the voice of
sallow Orcus, the lord of treasures amidst sluggish waters, call me to his
desolate rivers and his black morass.

















IV


Lygdamus’
Dream


Di
meliora ferant, nec sint mihi somnia uera,

    quae tulit hesterna pessima nocte
quies.

Ite procul uani falsique auertite uisus,

    desinite in nobis quaerere uelle
fidem.

Diui uera monent, uenturae nuntia sortis  
5

    uera monent Tuscis exta probata
uiris;

somnia fallaci ludunt temeraria nocte

    et pauidas mentes falsa timere
iubent;

et natum in curas hominum genus omina noctis

    farre pio placant et saliente
sale!   10

Et tamen, utcumque est, siue illi uera moneri,

    mendaci somno credere siue
uolent,

efficiat uanos noctis Lucina timores

    et frustra inmeritum pertimuisse
uelit,

si mea nec turpi mens est obnoxia facto  
15

    nec laesit magnos impia lingua
deos.


1 MAY the gods send
better fortune, nor may the dream prove true which an evil sleep brought me
yesternight. Depart from me, vain visions, take your false show away; cease to
seek credit at my cost. The warnings gods send are true, and true the warnings
of the inward parts, approved by seers of Tuscany, announcing the fate to come.
But dreams — do they sport at random in a deceiving night, filling affrighted
souls with false alarms, and, vainly fearing, do mankind seek to propitiate the
menaces of the night with offering of spelt and sputtering salt? And yet,
howsoever it be, whether they are wont to receive true warnings or to give ear
to lies of sleep, may Lucina frustrate the terrors of this night and ordain
that the innocent shall have been alarmed in vain, if neither my soul be
chargeable with ugly sin nor my tongue have wickedly profaned the holy gods.


Iam
Nox aetherium nigris emensa quadrigis

    mundum cacruleo lauerat amne
rotas,

nec me sopierat menti deus utilis aegrae:

    Somnus sollicitas deficit ante
domos.   20

Tandem, cum summo Phoebus prospexit ab ortu,

    pressit languentis lumina sera
quies.

Hic iuuenis casta redimitus tempora lauro

    est uisus nostra ponere sede
pedem.

Non illo quicquam formosius ulla priorum  
25

    aetas, heroum nec tulit ulla
domus.

Intonsi crines longa ceruice fluebant,

    stillabat Syrio myrtea rore coma.

Candor erat qualem praefert Latonia Luna,

    et color in niueo corpore
purpureus,   30

ut iuueni primum uirgo deducta marito

    inficitur teneras ore rubente
genas,

et cum contexunt amarantis alba puellae

    lilia et autumno candida mala
rubent.

Ima uidebatur talis inludere palla:   35

    namque haec in nitido corpore
uestis erat.

Artis opus rarae, fulgens testudine et auro

    pendebat laeua garrula parte
lyra.

Hanc primum ueniens plectro modulatus eburno

    felices cantus ore sonante dedit;   40

sed postquam fuerant digiti cum uoce locuti,

    edidit haec dulci tristia uerba
modo:


17 Night’s car of four
black steeds had already traversed the firmament of ether and bathed its wheels
in the dark blue stream. Yet on me the god who aids the sick spirit had laid no
spell: Sleep vanishes before the house of care. At last, when Phoebus looked
out above the dawn, late slumber closed the tired sufferer’s eyes. Thereon a
youth with holy bay encircling his brow, methought, set foot within my
dwelling. Nothing more lovely than him did any age of our forerunners see, or
any house of mortal folk. Down his long neck his unshorn hair was streaming.
From his myrrh-laden tresses trickled dews of Syria. His radiance was such as
the moon, daughter of Latona, spreads before her, and over his body’s snow was
a crimson flush, such as dyes the fair cheeks and blushing face of a maid when
she is first escorted to her young husband’s home, or like white lilies which
flower-girls interweave with amaranths, or argent apples touched with autumn
red. The hem of his palla seemed to play about his ankles. For this was the
garment that covered his gleaming limbs. On his left side hung his babbling
lyre, wrought with rare skill, shining with tortoise-shell and gold. On this,
when first he came, he played with ivory quill, and cheering music sounded from
his lips. But when fingers and voice had spoken together, then to the tune of a
sweet measure he uttered these bitter words:


“Salue,
cura deum: casto nam rite poetae

    Phoebusque et Bacchus Pieridesque
fauent;

sed proles Semelae Bacchus doctaeque sorores  
45

    dicere non norunt quid ferat hora
sequens;

at mihi fatorum leges aeuisque futuri

    euentura pater posse uidere
dedit;

quare ego quae dico non fallax accipe uates

    quodque deus uero Cynthius ore
feram.   50

Tantum cara tibi quantum nec filia matri,

    quantum nec cupido bella puella
uiro,

pro qua sollicitas caelestia numina uotis,

    quae tibi securos non sinit ire
dies

et, cum te fusco Somnus uelauit amictu,  
55

    uanum nocturnis fallit
imaginibus,

carminibus celebrata tuis formosa Neaera

    alterius mauultl esse puella
uiri,

diuersasque suas agitat mens impia curas,

    nec gaudet casta nupta Neaera
domo.   60

A crudele genus nec fidum femina nomen!

    A pereat, didicit fallere si qua
uirum!


43 “Hail to thee,
favourite of the gods — for to a holy poet Phoebus, Bacchus, and the Pierid
maids are fitly friends. But Bacchus, offspring of Semele, and the lettered
sisters have no skill to say what future hours shall bring. But to me my Sire
has granted the power to see the laws of Fate and what shall issue in the time
to come. Wherefore hearken to what I say, no seer untrustworthy, and learn how
true are accounted the utterances of Cynthus’ god. She who is as precious to
thee as is no daughter to her mother nor maiden fair to her yearning husband,
for whom thy prayers give the powers of heaven no rest, who never lets thy day
pass without misgiving, and when Sleep has wrapped thee in his dusky robe
baffles and mocks thee with her semblances in the night, the beautiful Neaera
whom thy songs have made renowned, prefers to be the girl of another man. Her
unnatural heart pursues an alien fancy of its own, and Neaera delights not to
be a wife in a virtuous home. O cruel sex! Woman a treacherous race! Away with
her who has learned to play her husband false!


Sed
flecti poterit: mens est mutabilis illis;

    tu modo cum multa bracchia tende
fide.

Saeuus Amor docuit ualidos temptare labores,  
65

    saeuus Amor docuit uerbera posse
pati.

Me quondam Admeti niueas pauisse iuuencas

    non est in uanum fabula ficta
iocum;

tunc ego nec cithara poteram gaudere sonora

    nec similes chordis reddere uoce
sonos,   70

sed perlucenti cantum meditabar auena

    ille ego Latonae filius atque
Iouis.

Nescis quid sit amor, iuuenis, si ferre recusas

    immitem dominam coniugiumque
ferum.

Ergo ne dubita blandas adhibere querellas:  
75

    uincuntur molli pectora dura
prece.

Quod si uera canunt sacris oracula templis,

    haec illi nostro nomine dicta
refer:

hoc tibi conigium promittit Delius ipse;

    felix hoc, alium desine uelle
uirum.”   80


63 “But she maybe
turned: their minds are changeable: but thou must stretch thy hands to her with
much beseeching. Tyrant Love has schooled us to engage in stubborn labours,
tyrant Love to endure the lash. It is no story made for idle merriment that
once I fed the snow-white kine of Admetus. Then could I take no pleasure in the
lyre’s loud tones nor my voice sing back in accord to its strings, but on the
unstopped reeds I practised, I, Latona’s son and Jove’s. Young sir, thou
knowest not what is love if thou dost shrink to bear with a cruel mistress and
ungentle wife. So doubt not to use the gentle arts of complaining: soft
pleadings make the hard heart melt. If oracles in holy temples utter truth,
then give her this message in my name: This is the mate that the Delian himself
awards to thee. Happy in him, cease to desire another man.”


Dixit,
et ignauus defluxit corpore somnus.

    A ego ne possim tanta uidere
mala!

Nec tibi crediderim uotis contraria uota

    nec tantum crimen pectore inesse tuo:

nam te nec uasti genuerunt aequora ponti  
85

    nec flammam uoluens ore Chimaera
fero

nec canis anguinea redimitus terga caterua,

    cui tres sunt linguae
tergeminumque caput,

Scyllaque uirgineam canibus succincta figuram,

    nec te conceptam saeua leaena
tulit,   90

barbara nec Scythiae tellus horrendaue Syrtis,

    sed culta et duris non habitanda
domus

et longe ante alias omnes mitissima mater

    isque pater quo non alter
amabilior.


81 He said, and from
my limbs slipped off the lethargy of sleep. Ah, may I never live to see such
woe! I could not think that thou hast hopes thus crossing hopes, or that sin so
great is harboured in thy breast. For thou wast not sprung from the waste sea’s
fields, or from Chimaera rolling flames from savage jaws, or from the dog with
three tongues and a triple head and back by a snaky troop encircled, or Scylla
with a girdle of hounds about her woman’s body. No cruel lioness conceived and
bore thee, nor the barbarous land of Scythia or the fearful Syrtis, but a
humane home where the ungentle might not dwell and a mother far kinder than all
her sex, and a sire than whom is none more lovable.


Haec
deus in melius crudelia somnia uertat   95

    et iubeat tepidos inrita ferre
Notos.


95 May a god turn this
cruel dream to good, or bid the hot South Wind carry it away without
fulfilment!

















V


Lygdamus
Sick to his Friends


Vos
tenet, Etruscis manat quae fontibus unda,

    unda sub aestiuum non adeunda
Canem,

nunc autem sacris Baiarum proxima lymphis,

    cum se purpureo uere remittit
humus.

At mihi Persephone nigram denuntiat horam:  
5


1 YE, my friends, stay
by the stream that flows from Etruscan source, stream not to be approached in
the Dog-star’s heat, but now second only to the holy waters of Baiae when the
ground loosens in bright-hued spring. But I have warning from Persephone that
the black hour is nigh.


    immerito iuueni parce nocere, dea.

Non ego temptauit nulli temeranda uirorum

    audax laudandae sacra docere
deae,

nec mea mortiferis infecit pocula sucis

    dextera nec cuiquam trita uenena
dedit,   10

nec nos sacrilegos templis admouimus ignes,

    nec cor sollicitant facta nefanda
meum,

nec nos insanae meditantes iurgia mentis

    impia in aduersos soluimus ora
deos.


6 Harm me not,
goddess; I am young and have done no wrong. I have not sought in recklessness
to make known the rites of the goddess whom folk call Good, which no male must
profane. My hand has infused no deadly juices in men’s cups or pounded poison
for the lips of any one. Nor have I sacrilegiously set fire to temples, nor is
my conscience vexed by horrid crime, nor from the pent-up bitterness of a
frantic soul have I let my blaspheming tongue wag in the very face of heaven.


Et
nondum cani nigros laesere capillos,   15

    nec uenit tardo curua senecta
pede:

natalem primo nostrum uidere parentes,

    cum cecidit fato consul uterque
pari.

Quid fraudare iuuat uitem crescentibus uuis

    et modo nata mala uellere poma
manu?   20

Parcite, pallentes undas quicumque tenetis

    duraque sortiti tertia regna dei.

Elysios olim liceat cognoscere campos

    Lethaeamque ratem Cimmeriosque
lacus,

cum mea rugosa pallebunt ora senecta   25

    et referam pueris tempora prisca
senex.


15 Neither as yet has
my black hair been harmed by grey, nor bowed age come to me on halting feet. My
parents first beheld my birthday when both the consuls fell by the self-same
fate. What gain is it to rob a vine of growing grapes or to pluck the fruit
just formed with brutal hand? Spare me, ye gods in whose sway are the wan
waters and the stern realms, allotted to you third. Let the hour be far off
when my eyes shall see the Elysian plains, the barque of Lethe, and the
Cimmerian pools, when my cheeks are sallow with wrinkled age and the old man
tells the boys of the days gone by.


Atque
utinam uano nequiquam terrear aestu!

    Languent ter quinos sed mea
membra dies.


27 And would it were
no real fever, but some vain alarm! But for thrice five days their strength has
left my limbs.


At uobis Tuscae celebrantur numina
lymphae

    et facilis lenta pellitur unda
manu.   30

Viuite felices, memores et uiuite nostri,

    siue erimus seu nos fata fuisse
uelint.

Interea nigras pecudes promittite Diti

    et niuei lactis pocula mixta
mero.


29 But ye, my friends,
resort to the haunts of Tuscan water sprites, and the stream parts lightly to
the strokes of your leisurely arms. May ye live happy and with thoughts of me,
whether I am here or destiny choose that I be no more. Meantime do ye promise
black sheep to Dis and cups of snow-white milk mingled with wine

















VI


Lygdamus
at the Feast


Candide Liber, ades - sic sit tibi
mystica uitis

    semper, sic hedera tempora uincta
feras -

aufer et, ipse, meum, pariter medicande, dolorem:

    saepe tuo cecidit munere uictus
amor.

Care puer, madeant generoso pocula baccho,   5

    et nobis prona funde Falerna
manu.


1 FAIR Liber, come to
me; so mayst thou ever have thy mystic vine, so bear the ivy bound about thy
brows. And do thou take away my pain with healing chalice. Oft has Love fallen,
vanquished by thy bounty. Dear lad, let the cups be flooded with noble wine;
slant the hand that pours out our Falernian.


Ite procul durum curae genus, ite
labores;

    fulserit hic niueis Delius
alitibus.

Vos modo proposito dulces faueatis amici,

    neue neget quisquam me duce se
comitem,  
10

aut si quis uini certamen mite recusat,

    fallat eum tecto cara puella
dolo.

Ille facit dites animos deus, ille ferocem

    contundit et dominae misit in
arbitrium,

Armenias tigres et fuluas ille leaenas   15

    uicit et indomitis mollia corda dedit.

Haec Amor et maiora ualet; sed poscite Bacchi

    munera: quem uestrum pocula sicca
iuuant?


7 Go, far away go,
toils and troubles, heartless tribe. Here let the Delian shine with his birds
of snow. Only, dear friends, ye must approve my project, and none refuse his
company if I lead the way. Or if any shrinks from wine’s gentle bouts, let his
dear lass play him false with covert treachery. Our god softens the heart, he
crushes the proud spirits and sends them under the strict yoke of a mistress.
He vanquishes the Armenian tiger and the tawny lioness and puts a tame heart in
the tameless. These things, and greater, can Love do. But do ye call for the
gifts of Bacchus. For which of you have chill draughts charms?


Conuenit ex aequo nec toruus Liber in
illis

    qui se quique una uina iocosa
colunt,  
20

nunc uenit iratus nimium nimiumque seueris:

    qui timet irati numina magna,
bibat.

Quales his poenas qualis quantusque minetur,

    Cadmeae matris praeda cruenta
docet.

Sed procul a nobis hic sit timor, illaque, si qua est,   25

    quid ualeat laesi sentiat ira
dei.

Quid precor a demens? Venti temeraria uota,

    aeriae et nubes diripienda
ferant.

Quamuis nulla mei superest tibi cura, Neaera,

    sis felix et sint candida fata
tua.   30

At nos securae reddamus tempora mensae:

    uenit post multos una serena
dies.


19 A mate and equal,
with no front of menace, doth Liber show himself to such as pay their court to
him and joyous wine at once; while without bound or measure runs his wrath
against the austere. Whoso fears a mighty god in anger, let him drink. For such
what chastisement he threatens, what and how great the threatener the bloody
quarry of the Theban mother shows us well. But far from us be this terror; let her
feel all the anger of an outraged god. Ah, what is this mad prayer? May the
winds and clouds of heaven bear off and scatter all ways the reckless wish!
And, Neaera, though no thought of me survives in thy breast, mayst thou be
happy and thy lot be bright. But let us devote these moments to the cheering
board. After many days a cloudless one has come.


Ei mihi, difficile est imitari gaudia
falsa,

    difficile est tristi fingere
mente iocum,

nec bene mendaci risus componitur ore,   35

    nec bene sollicitis ebria uerba
sonant.

Quid queror infelix? Turpes discedite curae:

    odit Lanaeus tristia uerba pater.

Gnosia, Theseae quondam periuria linguae

    fleuisti ignoto sola relicta
mari:   40

sic cecinit pro te doctus, Minoi, Catullus

    ingrati referens impia facta
uiri.

Vos ego nunc moneo: felix, quicumque dolore

    alterius disces posse cauere
tuos.

Nec uos aut capiant pendentia bracchia collo   45

    aut fallat blanda sordida lingua
fide;

etsi perque suos fallax iurauit ocellos

    Iononemque suam perque suam
Venerem,

nulla fides inerit: periuria ridet amantum

    Iuppiter et uentos inrita ferre
iubet.   50

Ergo quid totiens fallacis uerba puellae

    conqueror? Ite a me, seria uerba,
precor.

Quam uellem tecum longas requiescere noctes

    et tecum longos peruigilare dies,

perfida nec merito nobis inimica merenti,   55

    perfida, sed, quamuis perfida,
cara tamen!


33 Ah me! mock joys
are hard to make; ’tis hard to feign merriment when the heart is sad. Ill is it
to force a false smile to the face; ill is it when tipsy accents are heard from
the distressed. Unhappy, what is this complaining? Away, ye ugly cares! Father
Lenaeus loathes the language of sorrow. In old times, maid of Cnossos, thou
wast left alone to mourn the perjuries of Theseus’ tongue to an alien sea. So
for thee, daughter of Minos, did accomplished Catullus sing, recounting the
wicked doings of thy ingrate husband. And so I now warn you, friends. Fortunate
wilt thou be who art taught by another’s suffering to avoid thy own. Be not ye
deceived by arms flung round your necks, or cheated by a knavish tongue with
wheedling prayers. Though the beguiler swear by her eyes, by her Juno, by her
Venus, there will be no truth in her words. Jupiter laughs at the false oaths
of lovers, and bids the winds carry them off without fulfilment. Then why do I
complain so oft of the words of a faithless girl? Away from me, I pray, all
serious talk! How I could wish to pass with thee long nights of rest and spend
with thee long waking days, maid faithless, and for no fault of mine — faithless,
but, though faithless, beloved still.


Naida Bacchus amat: cessas, o lente
minister?

    Temperet annosum Marcia lympha
merum.

Non ego, si fugit nostrae conuiuia mensae

    ignotum cupiens uana puella
torum,   60

sollicitus repetam tota suspiria nocte.

    Tu, puer, i, liquidum fortius
adde merum.

Iam dudum Syrio madefactus tempora nardo

    debueram sertis implicuisse
comas.


57 Bacchus loves the
Naiad. Dost thou lag, my slow attendant? Let Marcian water temper our ancient
wine. If a trustless girl, in her yearning for a stranger’s arms, has fled the
entertainment of my table, shall I be sighing in distress the whole night
through? Not I. Come, boy, and without faltering pour in the bright wine. Long
ago should I have drenched my brows with nard of Syria and twined a garland in
my hair.
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VII


EULOGY
OF MESSALLA


Te, Messalla, canam, quamquam me
cognita uirtus

terret; ut infirmae nequeant subsistere uires,

incipiam tamen, ac meritas si carmina laudes

deficiant, - humilis tantis sim conditor actis

nec tua praeter te chartis intexere quisquam   5

facta queat, dictis ut non maiora supersint, -

est nobis uoluisse satis; nec munera parua

respueris: etiam Phoebo gratissima dona

Cres tulit, et cunctis Baccho iucundior hospes

Icarus, ut puro testantur sidera caelo   10

Erigoneque Canisque, neget ne longior aetas;

quin etiam Alcides, deus ascensurus Olympum,

laeta Molorcheis posuit uestigia tectis,

paruaque caelestis placauit mica, nec illis

semper inaurato taurus cadit hostia cornu.   15

Hic quoque sit gratus paruus labor, ut tibi possim

inde alios alioque memor componere uersus.


1 MESSALLA, I will
sing of thee albeit the knowledge of thy worth affrights me. Though my feeble
powers may not bear the strain, still will I make beginning: and, if my verse
fall short of thy meed of praise and I am but a poor chronicler for deeds so
great, and if none but thyself can so embroider the page with thy achievements
that what is left is not greater than what is recounted, it is enough for me to
have shown the will. And do not thou reject the humble offering. Even to
Phoebus did the Cretan bring gifts most welcome, and to Bacchus was Icarus a
host more pleasing than all besides, as stars in the clear sky witness, Erigone
and the Hound, lest a distant age deny the tale. Nay, more: Alcides, who was to
mount a god to Olympus, gladly set foot in the dwelling of Molorchus. A few
grains [of salt] appease the powers above; nor do they always claim as their
victim a bull with gilded horns. So may this humble effort prove welcome also,
that thereafter the memory may give me strength to make yet other and yet other
verses in thy honour.


Alter dicat opus magni mirabile mundi,

qualis in immenso desederit aere tellus,

qualis et in curuum pontus confluxerit orbem,   20

et uagus, e terris qua surgere nititur, aer,

huic et contextus passim fluat igneus aether,

pendentique super claudantur ut omnia caelo;

at quodcumque meae poterunt audere camenae,

seu tibi par poterunt seu, quod spes abnuit, ultra   25

siue minus ( certeque canent minus), omne uouemus

hoc tibi, nec tanto careat mihi carmine charta.

Nam quamquam antiquae gentis superant tibi laudes,

non tua maiorum contenta est gloria fama

nec quaeris quid quaque index sub imagine dicat,   30

sed generis priscos contendis uincere honores,

quam tibi maiores maius decus ipse futuris:

at tua non titulus capiet sub nomine facta,

aeterno sed erunt tibi magna uolumina uersu,

conuenientque tuas cupidi componere laudes   35

undique quique canent uincto pede quique soluto;

quis potius, certamen erit: sim uictor in illis,

ut nostrum tantis inscribam nomen in actis.


18 Let another tell of
the great world’s wondrous fabric, how the Earth sank down in the measureless
Air and how the Sea streamed over the round globe; and how, where the shifting
Air strives to rise from the Earth, conjoined to it closely far and wide
undulates the fiery Ether, and how all is shut in above by the hanging
Firmament. All efforts of my muses’ daring, whether they can reach thy level or
whether (but this Hope grants not) they rise above it or they fall below (and
below it surely will they fall), I dedicate to thee; nor must a name so great
be wanting to my page. For though thou hast distinctions abundant in thy
ancient family, thy thirst for fame is not to be sated with the renown
of ancestors, nor dost thou ask what saith the scroll beneath each mask; but
thou strivest to surpass the olden honours of thy line, thyself a greater
lustre to posterity than ancestry to thee. For thy exploits no legend
underneath a name has room. Thou shalt have great rolls of immortal verse; and,
in eagerness to write thy praises, all will assemble who compose in rhythm,
whether bound or free. They will strive who shall be first. May I be the
conqueror among them all, that I may write my name above the great story of
those deeds.


Nam quis te maiora gerit castrisue
foroue?

Nec tamen hic aut hic tibi laus maiorue minorue,   40

iusta pari premitur ueluti cum pondere libra,

prona nec hac plus parte sedet nec surgit ab illa,

qualis, inaequatum si quando onus urget utrimque,

instabilis natat alterno depressior orbe.


39 For who doth
greater things than thou, whether in camp or forum? Yet neither here nor there
hast thou either greater or lesser praise. Just as when a true pair of scales
is loaded with equal weights — one that, so often as it has to carry a
balancing load on either side, wavers unsteadily with each pan lower in turn — it
sinks no more on this side than it rises on that.


Nam seu diuersi fremat inconstantia
uulgi,   45

non alius sedare queat; seu iudicis ira

sit placanda, tuis poterit mitescere uerbis.

Non Pylos aut Ithace tantos genuisse feruntur

Nestora uel paruae magnum decus urbis Vlixem,

uixerit ille senex quamuis, dum terna per orbem   50

saecula fertilibus Titan decurreret horis,

ille per ignotas audax errauerit urbes,

qua maris extremis tellus includitur undis:

nam Ciconumque manus aduersis reppulit armis,

nec ualuit lotos coeptos auertere cursus,   55

cessit et Aetnaeae Neptunius incola rupis

uicta Maroneo foedatus lumina baccho;

uexit et Aeolios placidum per Nerea uentos,

incultos adiit Laestrygonas Antiphatenque,

nobilis Artacie gelida quos inrigat unda;   60

solum nec doctae uerterunt pocula Circes,

quamuis illa foret Solis genus, apta uel herbis

aptaque uel cantu ueteres mutare figuras;

Cimmerion etiam obscuras accessit ad arces,

quis numquam candente dies apparuit ortu,   65

seu supra terras Phoebus seu curreret infra;

uidit ut inferno Plutonis subdita regno

magna deum proles leuibus discurreret umbris,

praeteriitque cita Sirenum litora puppi;

illum inter geminae nantem confinia mortis   70

nec Scyllae saeuo conterruit impetus ore,

cum canibus rabidas inter fera serperet undas,

nec uiolenta suo consumpsit more Charybdis,

uel si sublimis fluctu consurgeret imo,

uel si interrupto nudaret gurgite pontum.   75

Non uiolata uagi sileantur pascua Solis,

non amor et fecunda Atlantidos arua Calypsus,

finis et erroris miseri Phaeacia tellus.

Atque haec seu nostras inter sunt cognita terras,

fabula siue nouum dedit his erroribus orbem,   80

sit labor illius, tua dum facundia maior.


45 For whether it be
the fickle populace roaring in division, there will be none to appease it like
thee; or be it an angry juror to be soothed, thy words will avail to make him
mild. Neither Pylos nor Ithaca can claim to have had sons as great in Nestor or
in Ulysses, high ornament of a humble town, though the old man lived on while
Titan ran for three lifetimes through his cycle of fruit-bringing seasons, and
the other roved fearlessly through unknown cities where Earth is shut in by
Ocean’s bounding waves. He faced the bands of Cicones in fight and drave them
back. The Lotus could not ensnare and turn aside his course. No match for him
was Neptune’s son that dwelt on the cliffs of Aetna whose eye was ravaged when
the wine of Maron made it close. He bore the winds of Aeolus o’er the calmed
realm of Nereus. He visited the savage Laestrygonians and Antiphates, whose
lands the cool waters of renowned Artacie lave. Him only could the cup of cunning
Circe not transform, though she was the offspring of the Sun and skilled to
change man’s proper shape by herbs and spells. He came also to the dark
fastnesses of the Cimmerians, whose eyes never saw the day dawn brightly,
whether Phoebus ran above or underneath the Earth. He saw how, subjected to the
nether rule of Pluto, the gods’ great sons laid down the law for flitting
shades; and in swift-rowed ship he passed the Sirens’ coast. He sailed a strait
bordered by death on either hand; yet neither did the swoop of Scylla’s six
mouths dismay him when the monster stole out amid the waves that her wild dogs
infested, nor did raging Charybdis destroy him after her wont, whether rising
aloft in surge from the abyss or baring the sea-bed with the breach in her
waters. I should not be mute on the profaning of the pastures of the
far-travelling Sun, nor the passion and rich fields of Atlas’ daughter Calypso,
nor Phaeacia’s land, the term of his woful wandering. And whether these
adventures were encountered amid the lands we know or report has placed his
wanderings in some new world, in suffering he may be first, but thou must be
first in eloquence.


Iam te non alius belli tenet aptius
artes,

qua deceat tutam castris praeducere fossam,

qualiter aduersos hosti defigere ceruos,

quemue locum ducto melius sit claudere uallo,   85

fontis ubi dulces erumpat terra liquores,

ut facilisque tuis aditus sit et arduus hosti,

laudis ut adsiduo uigeat certamine miles,

quis tardamue sudem melius celeremue sagittam

iecerit aut lento perfregerit obuia pilo,   90

aut quis equum celeremue arto compescere freno

possit et effusas tardo permittere habenas

inque uicem modo directo contendere passu,

seu libeat, curuo breuius conuertere gyro,

quis parma, seu dextra uelit seu laeua, tueri,   95

siue hac siue illac ueniat grauis impetus hastae

amplior aut signata cita loca tangere funda.

Iam simul audacis uenient certamina Martis

aduersisque parent acies concurrere signis,

tum tibi non desit faciem componere pugnae,   100

seu sit opus quadratum acies consistat in agmen,

rectus ut aequatis decurrat frontibus ordo,

seu libeat duplicem seiunctim cernere martem,

dexter uti laeuum teneat dextrumque sinister

miles sitque duplex gemini uictoria casus.   105


82 Again, than thou
there is none with a surer mastery of the arts of war: where should be drawn a
protecting fosse before a camp, after what fashion chevaux de frise be driven
in to stop the foe, round what spots ’tis best to draw the enclosing earthwork
where the earth throws up a gush of sweet spring water, so that approach
thereto may be easy for thy men and uphill for the enemy. How the soldiery may
be kept robust by unceasing struggles for distinction, to prove whose hand
discharges best the slow stake or the speedy arrow or the obstinate pilum breaking
all down before it; whose hand has skill to hold in the swift horse with bridle
tightened and let the reins fly free for the slow, and, changing about, now
gallop on a straight course or at pleasure make him wheel in the circle’s
narrow round; who excels in the shield-guard on right or left side as he will,
as on the one or the other quarter comes the spear’s heavy rush, or in getting
the swift sling home upon the mark. Next, as soon as the struggle of venturous
battle comes, and under confronting standards the lines prepare to close, then
thou wilt not fail in forming the order of the fight, whether it be needful for
the troops to draw into a square, so that the dressed line runs with level
front, or it be desired to sunder the battle into two several parts, so that
the army’s right may hold the left and its left the right and the twofold
hazard yield a double victory.


At non per dubias errant mea carmina
laudes:

nam bellis experta cano. Testis mihi uictae

fortis Iapydiae miles, testis quoque fallax

Pannonius, gelidas passim disiectus in Alpes,

testis Arupinis et pauper natus in aruis,   110

quem si quis uideat uetus ut non fregerit aetas,

terna minus Pyliae miretur saecula famae:

namque senex longae peragit dum tempora uitae,   112b

centum fecundos Titan renouauerit annos,

ipse tamen uelox celerem super edere corpus

audet equum ualidisque sedet moderator habenis.   115

Te duce non alias conuersus terga Domator

libera Romanae subiecit colla catenae.


106 But my verses do
not stray among unproved distinctions. I sing what wars have shown. I have a
witness in the gallant soldiery of vanquished Iapydia; a witness also in the
cunning Pannonian, scattered far and wide over the icy Alps; a witness too in
the poor son of Arupium’s fields, whom whoso sees unbroken by advanced old age
will wonder less at the three lifetimes of the Pylian legend. For while the old
man accomplishes his long life’s period Titan will have brought round a hundred
fruitful years. Yet unaided he scruples not to fling his nimble limbs above the
fleet steed’s back and sit there its master, with a strong grasp on the reins.
Thou wast commander when Domator that never turned his back before stooped his
free neck to take the Roman chains.


Nec tamen his contentus eris: maiora
peractis

instant, compertum est ueracibus ut mihi signis,

quis Amythaonius nequeat certare Melampus.   120

Nam modo fulgentem Tyrio subtegmine uestem

indueras oriente die duce fertilis anni,

splendidior liquidis cum Sol caput extulit undis

et fera discordes tenuerunt flamina uenti,

curua nec adsuetos egerunt flumina cursus,   125

quin rapidum placidis etiam mare constitit undis,

ulla nec aerias uolucris perlabitur auras

nec quadrupes densas depascitur aspera siluas,

quin largita tuis sunt muta silentia uotis.

Iuppiter ipse leui uectus per inania curru   130

adfuit et caelo uicinum liquit Olympum

intentaque tuis precibus se praebuit aure

cunctaque ueraci capite adnuit: additus aris

laetior eluxit structos super ignis aceruos.


118 Nor wilt thou rest
content with this. What is coming is greater than what has come to pass, as I
have ascertained from signs that tell the truth, which Amythaon’s Melampus
could not match. Thou hadst just donned the garb of flaming Tyrian tissue, as
the day dawned that ushers in the fruitful year, when, brighter than before,
the Sun lifted his head from the clear waves and the warring winds held their
wild gusts in check, nor did the winding rivers pursue their wonted courses.
Nay, even the whirling sea stood still, its waves at peace. And no bird is there
that glides across the airs of heaven or savage four-footed beast that grazes
in woodland thickets but gave lavish silence to thy prayers. Jupiter himself
rode in airy chariot through the void unto thy side, and left Olympus,
neighbour of the sky He gave himself with ear attentive to thy prayers, and
granted all, bowing the head that never lies; and when fire touched the altar,
its glad flare rose on high above the piled-up incense.


Quin hortante deo magnis insistere
rebus   135

incipe; non idem tibi sint aliisque triumphi:

non te uicino remorabitur obuia marte

Gallia nec latis audax Hispania terris

nec fera Theraeo tellus obsessa colono,

nec qua uel Nilus uel regia lympha Choaspes   140

profluit aut rapidus, Cyri dementia, Gyndes,

aret Araccaeis aut unda Oroatia campis,

nec qua regna uago Tomyris finiuit Araxe,

impia nec saeuis celebrans conuiuia mensis

ultima uicinus Phoebo tenet arua Padaeus,   145

quaque Hebrus Tanaisque Getas rigat atque Magynos.


135 Now at the god’s
call press thou on to great achievements. Not the same triumphs should there be
for thee as others. Confronting Gaul shall not detain thee in combat close at
hand, nor the wide territory of martial Spain, nor the wild land whereon the
settlers of Thera lodged, nor that where flows the Nile or the king’s stream
Choaspes, or where the rushing Gyndes which maddened Cyrus lies parched, or the
waters of Oroatis in the plains of Aracca, nor where is the wild Araxes which
Tamyris made the boundary of her kingdom, or where the Padaean, on whose savage
tables is often spread a cannibal repast, dwells in remotest lands, the
neighbour of Phoebus, and where the Hebrus and the Tanais water the Getae and
the Magyni.


Quid moror? Oceanus ponto qua continet
orbem,

nulla tibi aduersis regio sese offeret armis.

Te manet inuictus Romano marte Britannus

teque interiecto mundi pars altera sole.   150

Nam circumfuso consistit in aere tellus

et quinque in partes toto disponitur orbe.

Atque duae gelido uastantur frigore semper:

illic et densa tellus absconditur umbra,

et nulla incepto perlabitur unda liquore,   155

sed durata riget densam in glaciemque niuemque,

quippe ubi non umquam Titan super egerit ortus.

At media est Phoebi semper subiecta calori,

seu propior terris aestiuum fertur in orbem

seu celer hibernas properat decurrere luces;   160

non igitur presso tellus exsurgit aratro,

nec frugem segetes praebent neque pabula terrae;

non illic colit arua deus, Bacchusue Ceresue,

nulla nec exustas habitant animalia partes.

Fertilis hanc inter posita est interque rigentes   165

nostraque et huic aduersa solo pars altera nostro,

quas similis utrimque tenens uicinia caeli

temperat, alter et alterius uires necat aer;

hinc placidus nobis per tempora uertitur annus,

hinc et colla iugo didicit submittere taurus   170

et lenta excelsos uitis conscendere ramos,

tondeturque seges maturos annua partus,

et ferro tellus, pontus confinditur aere,

quin etiam structis exsurgunt oppida muris.

Ergo ubi per claros ierint tua facta triumphos,   175

solus utroque idem diceris magnus in orbe.


147 Why do I trifle
thus? Wherever the Ocean’s deep encompasses the earth, no land will meet thee
with opposing force. The Briton whom Roman prowess has not vanquished is
reserved for thee, and the other portion of the world, with the Sun’s path set
between. For the Earth rests on circumambient air, and into five parts is its
whole sphere distributed. And two are always ravaged by icy cold. There the
earth is buried in thick shade and no waters slip to the end of their liquid
course, but are frozen hard to thick ice and snow, since Titan there never
shows his rising orb on high. But the middle is always underneath the heat of
Phoebus, whether he moves nearer to the earth on his summer orbit or whether
swiftly he hastes to conclude the winter day. So there the earth does not rise
in ridges before the deep-driven plough, nor do the cornfields yield grain or
the lands pasture. No god tends the fields, whether Bacchus or Ceres, nor do
any animals live in those parched regions. Between it and both the frozen zones
is set a fruitful one, ours and the region that is opposite this land of ours,
attempered to likeness by the neighbouring climes that hold them in on either
side, one air destroying all the other’s power. Hence comes it that our year
turns kindly through its seasons; hence that the bull has learned to bow his
neck to the yoke and the limber vine to climb the lofty bough, and year by year
the cornfield yields its ripe fruit to its shearer, and iron ploughs the earth
and bronze the sea; yea, and towns rise high with their pile of walls. So,
then, when thy deeds shall claim their glorious triumph, thou only shalt have
the name of great in either world.


Non ego sum satis ad tantae praeconia
laudis,

ipse mihi non si praescribat carmina Phoebus.

Est tibi, qui possit magnis se accingere rebus,

Valgius: aeterno propior non alter Homero.   180

Languida non noster peragit labor otia, quamuis

Fortuna, ut mos est illi, me aduersa fatiget.

Nam mihi, cum magnis opibus domus alta niteret,

cui fuerant flaui ditantes ordine sulci

horrea fecundas ad deficientia messis,   185

cuique pecus denso pascebant agmine colles,

et domino satis et nimium furique lupoque,

nunc desiderium superest: nam cura nouatur,

cum memor ante actos semper dolor admonet annos.


177 I am not strong enough
to advertise such glory, no, not if Phoebus himself dictate my song. Thou hast
in Valgius one that can gird himself for these great achievements: none other
comes nearer to immortal Homer. ’Tis not that toil with me leaves leisure to be
passed in indolence, albeit Fortune, as is her wont, harasses me with her
enmity. For though once I had a lofty mansion glittering with wealth, and rows
of yellow furrows, pouring treasure into barns that could not cope with the
plenteous harvests, and serried lines of cattle browsing on the hills, enough
for owner and overmuch for thief and wolf, now naught but the sense of loss
remains. For pain springs up again as Grief remembers and reminds me ever of
the bygone years.


Sed licet asperiora cadant spolierque
relictis,   190

non te deficient nostrae memorare camenae.

Nec solum tibi Pierii tribuentur honores:

pro te uel rapidas ausim maris ire per undas,

aduersis hiberna licet tumeant freta uentis,

pro te uel densis solus subsistere turmis   195

uel paruum Aetnaeae corpus committere flammae.

Sum quodcumque, tuum est. Nostri si paruula cura

sit tibi, quanta libet, si sit modo, non mihi regna

Lydia, non magni potior sit fama Gylippi,

posse Meleteas nec mallem uincere chartas.   200

Quod tibi si uersus noster, totusue minusue,

uel bene sit notus, summo uel inerret in ore,

nulla mihi statuunt finem te fata canendi.

Quin etiam mea tunc tumulus cum texerit ossa,

seu matura dies celerem properat mihi mortem,   205

longa manet seu uita, tamen, mutata figura

seu me finget equum rigidos percurrere campos

doctum seu tardi pecoris sim gloria taurus

siue ego per liquidum uolucris uehar aera pennis,

quandocumque hominem me longa receperit aetas,   210

inceptis de te subtexam carmina chartis.

De Sulpici Incerti Auctoris Elegiae


190 But though harder
times befall and I be stripped of what is left me, my Muse will not fail to
tell of thee. Nor shall Pierian homage only be accorded thee. For thee I would
venture over the rushing billows of the sea, though the stormy friths swelled
with hostile winds; for thee I would await alone the serried squadrons’ charge
or commit this poor body to the flames of Aetna. All that I am is thine. If
thou have but a little thought of me, however small it is, if thou do but have
it, neither Lydia’s monarchy nor the renown of great Gylippus would be more to
me, nor would I choose rather to surpass the writings of the son of Meles. But
if my verse, whether all of it or less, shall be well known to thee or else but
cross thy lips, the Fates shall set no bounds to my singing of thee. Nay, more
even then when the grave has covered my bones, whether the appointed day haste
betimes to bring me a speedy end or a long life awaits me, whether a change of
shape shall make me a horse that is trained to scour the unyielding plains or I
am a bull, the pride of the slow herd, or a bird, borne on wings through the
flowing air, none the less, when lapse of ages receives me back among mankind,
will I weave verse to append to the pages I had begun to write on thee.

















VIII


SULPICIA’S GARLAND

To Sulpicia on the First of March


Sulpicia est tibi culta tuis, Mars
magne, kalendis;

    spectatum e caelo, si sapis, ipse
ueni;

hoc Venus ignoscet; at tu, uiolente, caueto

    ne tibi miranti turpiter arma
cadant:

illius ex oculis, cum uult exurere diuos,   5

    accendit geminas lampadas acer
Amor.

Illam, quidquid agit, quoquo uestigia mouit,

    componit furtim subsequiturque
Decor;

seu soluit crines, fusis decet esse capillis:

    seu composit, comptis est
ueneranda comis.  
10

Vrit, seu Tyria uoluit procedere palla:

    urit, seu niuea candida ueste
uenit.

Talis in aeterno felix Vertumnus Olympo

    mille habet ornatus, mille
decenter habet.

Sola puellarum digna est cui mollia caris   15

    uellera det sucis bis madefacta
Tyros,

possideatque, metit quidquid bene olentibus aruis

    cultor odoratae diues Arabs
segetis,

et quascumque niger rubro de litore gemmas

    proximus Eois colligit Indus
aquis.   20

Hanc uos, Pierides, festis cantate kalendis,

    et testudinea Phoebe superbe
lyra.

Hoc sollemne sacrum multos haec sumet in annos:

    dignior est uestro nulla puella
choro.


1 Great Mars, it is
thy Calends, and Sulpicia is dressed for thee. Come thyself, if thou hast wit,
from heaven to see her. Venus will pardon this ; but thou, rough god, have a
care lest to thy shame thy arms drop from thy wondering hold. From her eyes,
when he would burn the gods amain, doth fierce Love kindle his torches twin.
Whatsoever she does, whithersoever she turns her steps; Grace follows her
unseen to order all aright. Hath she loosed her hair? Then flowing locks become
her. Hath she dressed it? With dressed hair she is divine. She fires the heart
if she chooses to appear in gown of Tyrian hue; she fires it if she comes in
the sheen of snowy robes. Like her, on everlasting Olympus, bounteous Vertumnus
wears a thousand garbs, and wears with grace the thousand. Of all maids only
she deserves to receive from Tyre soft wool twice drenched in costly juice,
that hers should be all that the rich Arab, tiller of the perfumed field, reaps
from his fragrant lands; yea, all the pearls that the swart Indian, hard by the
waters of the Dawn, picks from the red seas’ shores. Sing of her on the festal
Calends, ye Pierian nymphs, and thou too, Phoebus, proud of thy tortoise lyre.
This rite recurring shall be hers for many a year. No maid is worthier of the
favours of your quire.

















IX


To
Cerinthus at the Chase


Parce meo iuueni, seu quis bona pascua
campi

    seu colis umbrosi deuia montis
aper,

neu tibi sit duros acuisse in proelia dentes;

    incolumem custos hunc mihi seruet
Amor.

Sed procul abducit uenandi Delia cura:   5

    o pereant siluae deficiantque
canes!

Quis furor est, quae mens, densos indagine colles

    claudentem teneras laedere uelle
manus?

Quidue iuuat furtim latebras intrare ferarum

    candidaque hamatis crura notare
rubis?   10

Sed tamen, ut tecum liceat, Cerinthe, uagari,

    ipsa ego per montes retia torta
feram,

ipsa ego uelocis quaeram uestigia cerui

    et demam celeri ferrea uincla
cani.

Tunc mihi, tunc placeant siluae, si, lux mea, tecum   15

    arguar ante ipsas concubuisse
plagas:

tunc ueniat licet ad casses, inlaesus abibit,

    ne ueneris cupidae gaudia turbet,
aper.

Nunc sine me sit nulla Venus, sed lege Dianae,

    caste puer, casta retia tange
manu:   20

et, quaecumque meo furtim subrepit amori,

    incidat in saeuas diripienda
feras.

At tu uenandi studium concede parenti,

    et celer in nostros ipse recurre
sinus.


1 BOAR, spare the
youth I love, whether thy haunt is the plain’s fair pastures or the deep woodland
of the hills, nor think it thy part to whet thy hard tusks for the fray. Let
Love be his guard and keep him safe for me.... But the dame of Delos draws him
far away with love of venery. Oh that woods might wither and dogs be extinct!
How mad, how senseless is this whim to hurt soft hands, setting the tinchel
round the thick-clad hills! What pleasure is it to steal into the lairs of wild
beasts and to score thy white legs with the bramble’s barbs? Yet still,
Cerinthus, so I may share thy roamings, I will myself carry the twisted nets
across the fells, myself follow the tracks of the fleet deer and undo the iron
collar of the rushing hound. Then, then would forests please me when it can be
shown I have been in thy arms, my love, beside the very toils. Then, though the
wild boar come up to the nets, he shall depart unharmed lest he break the joys
of eager love. But now without me let there be no loving; but, lad, be chaste,
and lay chaste hands upon the nets as Diana’s rule enjoins, and let any she
that creeps by stealth into my place of love fall among savage wild beasts and
be torn piecemeal. But do thou leave the love of hunting to thy sire and haste
back quickly to my arms.

















X


Sulpicia
Sick


Huc ades et tenerae morbos expelle
puellae,

    huc ades, intonsa Phoebe superbe
coma;

crede mihi, propera, nec te iam, Phoebe, pigebit

    formosae medicas applicuisse
manus.

Effice ne macies pallentes occupet artus,   5

    neu notet informis candida membra
color,

et quodcumque mali est et quidquid triste timemus,

   
in pelagus rapidis euehat amnis aquis.

Sancte, ueni, tecumque feras, quicumque sapores,

    quicumque et cantus corpora fessa
leuant;  
10

neu iuuenem torque, metuit qui fata puellae

    uotaque pro domina uix numeranda
facit;

interdum uouet, interdum, quod langueat illa,

    dicit in aeternos aspera uerba
deos.

Pone metum, Cerinthe: deus non laedit amantes;   15

    tu modo semper ama: salua puella
tibi est;

nil opus est fletu: lacrimis erit aptius uti,   21

    si quando fuerit tristior illa
tibi.   22

At nunc tota tua est, te solum candida secum   17

    cogitat, et frustra credula turba
sedet.

Phoebe, faue: laus magna tibi tribuetur in uno

    corpore seruato restituisse duos.   20

Iam celeber, iam laetus eris, cum debita reddet   23

    certatim sanctis laetus uterque
focis;

tunc te felicem dicet pia turba deorum,   25

    optabunt artes et sibi quisque
tuas.


1 COME hither and drive out the tender maid’s
disease, come hither, Phoebus, with thy pride of unshorn hair. Hear me and
hasten; and henceforth, Phoebus, thou shalt ne’er regret to have laid thy
healing hands upon the fair. See to it that no wasting blight fall on the
pallid form, nor disfiguring hue mark the feeble limbs. Yea, all the mischief,
all the dread things we fear, let the rushing river-waters carry out into the
main. Come, holy one, and bring with thee all essences, all chants that ease
the body’s sickness. And torture not the youth who fears that the maid will
die, and offers prayers, past counting, for his mistress. Sometimes he prays,
sometimes in grief that she is sick he utters fierce words against the eternal
gods. Put fear aside, Cerinthus. God harms not lovers. Do thou love ever, and
thy girl is safe.

No need for weeping. Then fitlier will thy tears flow if ever she is
angered with thee. But now she is wholly thine. In the kind maid’s breast are
only thoughts of thee, and a credulous company waits in vain upon her. Phoebus,
be gracious. Great praise will be thy portion when by saving one life thou
restorest two. Then famous and jubilant wilt thou be when in grateful rivalry
both pay the debt they owe to thy holy altar. Then the company of good gods
will call thee fortunate, and each desire thy own craft for himself.

















XI


Cerinthus’
Birthday


Qui mihi te, Cerinthe, dies dedit, hic
mihi sanctus

    atque inter festos semper
habendus erit:

te nascente nouum Parcae cecinere puellis

    seruitium et dederunt regna
superba tibi.

Vror ego ante alias: iuuat hoc, Cerinthe, quod uror,   5

    si tibi de nobis mutuus ignis
adest;

mutuus adsit amor, per te dulcissima furta

    perque tuos oculos per Geniumque
rogo.

Mane Geni, cape tura libens uotisque faueto,

    si modo, cum de me cogitat, ille
calet.   10

Quod si forte alios iam nunc suspiret amores,

    tunc precor infidos, sancte,
relinque focos.

Nec tu sis iniusta, Venus: uel seruiat aeque

    uinctus uterque tibi uel mea
uincla leua;

sed potius ualida teneamur uterque catena,   15

    nulla queat posthac quam soluisse
dies.

Optat idem iuuenis quod nos, sed tectius optat:

    nam pudet haec illum dicere uerba
palam.

At tu, Natalis, quoniam deus omnia sentis,

    adnue: quid refert, clamne
palamne roget?  
20


1 THIS day that made
thee live for me, Cerinthus, shall be for me one to be hallowed always and set
among the festivals. When thou wast born, the voices of the Fates proclaimed
that now there was new slavery for woman, and bestowed proud sovereignty on
thee. I burn more fiercely than them all, but joy, Cerinthus, in the burning,
if within thy breast live fires caught from mine. May love like mine be thine,
I pray thee, by our stolen raptures, by thine eyes and thy Birth-spirit. Great
Genius, take this incense with a will, and smile upon my prayer, if only when
he thinks on me his pulse beats high. But if perchance even now he sighs for
another love, then, holy one, depart thou from that faithless altar. And,
Venus, be not thou unjust; either let both alike be bound thy slaves or lift my
shackles off. But rather let us both be bound, with a strong chain that no
coming day can loose. The lad desires the same as I, but conceals his longing
more; he is ashamed to say the words aloud. But thou, Birth-spirit, a god and
knowing all things, grant the prayer. What matter if his suit be uttered or
unspoken?

















XII


Sulpicia’s
Birthday


Natalis Iuno, sanctos cape turis
aceruos,

    quos tibi dat tenera docta puella
manu;

tota tibi est hodie, tibi se laetissima compsit,

    staret ut ante tuos conspicienda
focos.

Illa quidem ornandi causas tibi, diua, relegat;   5

    est tamen, occulte cui placuisse
uelit.

At tu, sancta, faue, neu quis diuellat amantes,

    sed iuueni, quaeso, mutua uincla
para.

Sic bene compones: ullae non ille puellae

    seruire aut cuiquam dignior illa
uiro.   10

Nec possit cupidos uigilans deprendere custos

    fallendique uias mille ministret
Amor.

Adnue purpureaque ueni perlucida palla:

    ter tibi fit libo, ter, dea
casta, mero;

praecipit et natae mater studiosa, quod optat:   15

    illa aliud tacita iam sua mente
rogat;

uritur, ut celeres urunt altaria flammae,

    nec, liceat quamuis, sana fuisse
uelit.

Sis iuueni grata ac, ueniet cum proximus annus,

    hic idem uotis iam uetus exstet
amor.   20

Sulpiciae Elegidia


1 JUNO of the
birthday, receive the holy piles of incense which the accomplished maid’s soft
hand now offers thee. To-day she is thine wholly; most joyfully she has decked
herself for thee, to stand before thy altar a sight for all to see. ’Tis in
thee, goddess, she bids us find the reason for this apparelling. Yet there is
one that in secret she desires to please. Then, hallowed one, be kind, and let
none pluck apart the lovers: but forge, I prithee, like fetters for the youth.
Thus shalt thou match them well. To no maid he, to no man she might fitlier be
thrall. And may no watchful guard surprise their wooings, but Love suggest a
thousand ways for his outwitting. Bow assent and come in all the sheen of
purple palla. They are making offering to thee, holy goddess, thrice with cake
and thrice with wine, and the mother eagerly enjoins upon her child what she
must pray for. But she, now mistress of herself, sues for another thing in the
silence of her heart. She burns as the altar burns with the darting flames,
nor, even though she might, would she be whole. Be grateful, Juno, so that,
when the next year comes, this love, now of long standing, may be there
unchanged to meet their prayers.

















XIII


SULPICIA

On her Love


Tandem uenit amor, qualem texisse
pudori

    quam nudasse alicui sit mihi fama
magis.

Exorata meis illum Cytherea Camenis

    attulit in nostrum deposuitque
sinum.

Exsoluit promissa Venus: mea gaudia narret,   5

    dicetur si quis non habuisse sua.

Non ego signatis quicquam mandare tabellis,

    ne legat id nemo quam meus ante,
uelim,

sed peccasse iuuat, uultus componere famae

    taedet: cum digno digna fuisse
ferar.   10


1 AT last has come a
love which, Rumour, it would shame me more to hide than to disclose to any one.
Won over by my Muse’s prayers, Cythera’s queen has brought and placed him in my
arms. What Venus promised she hath fulfilled. Let my joys be told by all of
whom ’tis said that they have missed their own. Never would I choose to entrust
my messages to tablets under seal, that none might read my thoughts before my
lover. Nay, I love my fault, and loathe to wear a mask for rumour. Let all hear
that we have met, each worthy of the other.

















XIV


Before
her Birthday


Inuisus natalis adest, qui rure
molesto

    et sine Cerintho tristis agendus
erit.

Dulcius urbe quid est? An uilla sit apta puellae

    atque Arretino frigidus amnis
agro?

Iam, nimium Messalla mei studiose, quiescas;   5

    non tempestiuae saepe, propinque,
uiae.

Hic animum sensusque meos abducta relinquo

    arbitrio, quamuis non sinis esse,
meo.


1 MY hated birthday is
at hand, to be kept all joylessly in the odious country and without Cerinthus.
What is more pleasant than the town? Would a grange be fit place for a girl, or
the chill river of Arretium and its fields? Rest now, Messalla, from thy
excessive zeal for me. Journeys, my kinsman, are oft ill-timed. They take me
away, but here I leave my soul and heart, since force forbids my living
mistress of myself.

















XV


The
Journey Abandoned


Scis iter ex animo sublatum triste
puellae?

    Natali Romae iam licet esse tuo.

Omnibus ille dies nobis natalis agatur,

    qui nec opinanti nunc tibi forte
uenit.


1 DOST thou know that
the burden of that journey is lifted from thy girl’s heart? Now she can be at
Rome upon her birthday. Let us all, then, keep that day [with gladness], which
comes to thee this time by unexpected chance.

















XVI


Cerinthus
Unfaithful


Gratum est, securus multum quod iam
tibi de me

    permittis, subito ne male inepta
cadam.

Sit tibi cura togae potior pressumque quasillo

    scortum quam Serui filia
Sulpicia:

solliciti sunt pro nobis, quibus illa dolori est   5

ne cedam ignoto maxima causa toro.


1 IT is a pleasant
thought that now in thy unconcern thou dost allow thyself so much at my
expense, that I may not trip in some unhappy fit of folly. For thee toga and
strumpet loaded with wool-basket may be worthier of thy preference than
Sulpicia, Servius’ daughter. But they are distressed in my behalf, to whom this
is the greatest cause of pain, that I may yield my place to an ignoble rival.

















XVII


From
her Sick-bed


Estne tibi, Cerinthe, tuae pia cura
puellae,

    quod mea nunc uexat corpora fessa
calor?

A ego non aliter tristes euincere morbos

    optarim, quam te si quoque uelle
putem.

At mihi quid prosit morbos euincere, si tu   5

    nostra potes lento pectore ferre
mala?


1 CERINTHUS, hast thou
any tender thought for thine own girl, now that fever racks her feeble frame?
Ah, I would not pray to triumph over the drear disease if I thought not that
thou wouldst wish it too. How should it profit me to master sickness if thou
canst bear my troubles with a heart unmoved?

















XVIII


An
Apology


Ne tibi sim, mea lux, aeque iam
feruida cura

    ac uideor paucos ante fuisse
dies,

si quicquam tota commisi stulta iuuenta

    cuius me fatear paenituisse
magis,

hesterna quam te solum quod nocte reliqui,   5

    ardorem cupiens dissimulare meum.

Incerti Auctoris


1 MY life, let me be
no more to thee so hot a passion as few days ago methinks I was, if in my whole
youth I have done any deed of folly of which I would own I have repented more,
than leaving thee yesternight alone, through desire to hide the fire within me.

















XIX


To
his Mistress


Nulla tuum nobis subducet femina
lectum:

    hoc primum iuncta est foedere
nostra uenus.

Tu mihi sola places, nec iam te praeter in urbe

    formosa est oculis ulla puella
meis.

Atque utinam posses uni mihi bella uideri!   5

    Displiceas aliis: sic ego tutus
ero.

Nil opus inuidia est, procul absit gloria uulgi:

    qui sapit, in tacito gaudeat ille
sinu.

Sic ego secretis possum bene uiuere siluis,

    qua nulla humano sit uia trita
pede.   10

Tu mihi curarum requies, tu nocte uel atra

    lumen, et in solis tu mihi turba
locis.

Nunc licet e caelo mittatur amica Tibullo,

    mittetur frustra deficietque
Venus;

hoc tibi sancta tuae Iunonis numina iuro,   15

    quae sola ante alios est mihi
magna deos.

Quid facio demens? Heu! heu! mea pignora cedo;

    iuraui stulte: proderat iste
timor.

Nunc tu fortis eris, nunc tu me audacius ures:

    hoc peperit misero garrula lingua
malum.   20

Iam faciam quodcumque uoles, tuus usque manebo,

    nec fugiam notae seruitium
dominae,

sed Veneris sanctae considam uinctus ad aras:

    haec notat iniustos
supplicibusque fauet.


1 No woman shall filch
thy place of love with me such our covenant when first the love-tie joined us:
Only thou dost please me; save thee no girl in the city is beauteous to my
eyes. And, oh, might I be the only one to think thee fair! Mayst thou be
unpleasing to all besides. So shall I be safe. No need for envy here; far from
me be the vaunts of the common herd; let the wise man keep his joy hushed up
within his bosom. Thus shall I live happily in forest depths where foot of man
has never worn a path. For me thou art repose from cares, light even in night’s
darkness, a throng amid the solitudes. Now, though a mistress be sent to
Tibullus from the skies, she will be sent in vain, and desire be extinguished
This I swear to thee by thy Juno’s holy power; for to me is she great above all
gods beside. What mad thing am I doing? Alas! surrendering my hostages. That
was an oath of folly. Thy fears were my gain. Now wilt thou take heart, now fan
my flames more boldly. This, alas! is the mischief brought me by my chattering
tongue. Now, do what thou wilt, I will remain thine always, nor flee from
bondage to a mistress that I know, but will sit in my chains at the altar of
holy Venus. She brands law-breakers and befriends the suppliant.

















XX


Unkind
Rumour


Rumor ait crebro nostram peccare
puellam

    nunc ego me surdis auribus esse
uelim.

Crimina non haec sunt nostro sine facta dolore:

    quid miserum torques, rumor
acerbe? Tace.


1 RUMOUR says that my
girl is oft unfaithful. Now could I wish my ears were deaf. These charges are
not made without suffering for me. Why dost thou torture thus thy victim,
bitter Rumour? Peace!

















DOMITI MARSI -
DOMITIUS MARSUS


On
the Death of Tibullus


Te quoque Vergilio comitem non aequa,
Tibulle,

    Mors iuvenem campos misit ad
Elysios

ne foret aut elegis molles qui fleret amores

    aut caneret forti regia bella
pede.

1 THEE too, Tibullus, ere thy time
hath Death’s unfeeling hand

Despatched to fare by Vergil’s side to dim Elysium’s land,

That none should be to plain of love in elegy’s soft lay

Or in heroic numbers sweep with princes to the fray.











The Biographies





Site of the Battle of Alesia, a key conflict of the
Aquitanian War, 52 BC — Tibullus’ birthplace. It is thought Tibullus may have
been Messalla’s contubernalis in the Aquitanian War.











THE ELEGIAC POETS
by Charles Thomas Cruttwell





The short
artificial elegy of Callimachus and Philetas had, as we have seen, found an
imitator in Catullus. But that poet, when he addressed to Lesbia the language
of true passion, wrote for the most part in lyric verse. The Augustan age furnishes
a series of brilliant poets who united the artificial elegiac with the
expression of real feeling; and one of them, Ovid, has by his exquisite formal
polish raised the Latin elegiac couplet to a popularity unparalleled in
imitative literature. The metre had at first been adapted to short epigrams
modelled on the Greek, e.g., triumphal inscriptions, epitaphs, jeux d’esprit,
&c., several examples of which have been quoted in these pages. Catullus
and his contemporaries first treated it at greater length, and paved the way
for the highly specialised form in which it appears in Tibullus, the earliest
Augustan author that has come down to us.


There are
indications that Roman elegy, like heroic verse, had two separate tendencies.
There was the comparatively simple continuous treatment of the metre seen in
Catullus and Virgil, who are content to follow the Greek rhythm, and there was
the more rhetorical and pointed style first beginning to appear in Tibullus,
carried a step further in Propertius, and culminating in the epigrammatic
couplet of Ovid. This last is a peculiarly Latin development, unsuited to the
Greek, and too elaborately artificial to be the vehicle for the highest poetry,
but, when treated by one who is master of his method, admitting of a facility,
fluency, and incomparable elegance, which perhaps no other rhythm combines in
an equal degree. In almost all its features it may be illustrated by the heroic
couplet of Pope. The elegiac line is in the strictest sense a pendant to the
hexameter; only rarely does it introduce a new element of thought, and perhaps
never a new commencement in narration. It is for the most part an iteration,
variation, enlargement, condensation or antithesis of the idea embodied in its
predecessor. In the most highly finished of Ovid’s compositions this structure
is carried to such a point that the syntax is rarely altogether continuous
throughout the couplet; there is generally a break either natural or rhetorical
at the conclusion of the hexameter or within the first few syllables of the
pentameter.  The rhetorical as
distinct from the natural period, which appears, though veiled with
great skill, in the Virgilian hexameter, is in Ovid’s verse made the key to the
whole rhythmical structure, and by its restriction within the minimum
space of two lines offers a tempting field to the various tricks of
composition, the turn, the point, the climax, &c. in all of which Ovid, as
the typical elegist, luxuriates, though he applies such elegant manipulation as
rarely to over-stimulate and scarcely ever to offend the reader’s attention.
The criticism that such a system cannot fail to awaken is that of want of
variety; and in spite of the diverse modes of producing effect which these
accomplished writers, and above all Ovid, well knew how to use, one cannot read
them long without a sense of monotony, which never attends on the far less
ambitious elegies of Catullus, and probably would have been equally absent from
those of CORNELIUS GALLUS.


This
ill-starred poet, whose life is the subject of Bekker’s admirable sketch, was
born at Forum Julii (Fréjus) 69 B.C., and is celebrated as the friend of Virgil’s
youth. Full of ambition and endowed with talent to command or conciliate, he
speedily rose in Augustus’s service, and was the first to introduce Virgil to
his notice. For a time all prospered; he was appointed the first prefect of
Egypt, then recently annexed as a province, but his haughtiness and success had
made him many enemies; he was accused of treasonable conversation, and
interdicted the palace of the emperor. To avoid further disgrace he committed
suicide, in the 43d year of his age (27 B.C.). His poetry was entirely taken
from Alexandria; he translated Euphorion and wrote four books of love-elegies
to Cytheris. Whether she is the same as the Lycoris mentioned by Virgil,  whose faithlessness he bewails, we cannot
tell. No fragments of his remain,  but
the passionate nature of the man, and the epithet durior applied to his
verse by Quintilian, makes it probable that he followed the older and more
vigorous style of elegiac writing. 


Somewhat
junior to him was DOMITIUS MARSUS who followed in the same track. He was a
member of the circle of Maecenas, though, strangely enough, never mentioned by
Horace, and exercised his varied talents in epic poetry, in which he met with
no great success, for Martial says — 


 “Saepius in libro memoratur Persius uno

      Quam levis in toto Marsus
Amazonide.”


From this we
gather that Amazonis was the name of his poem. In erotic poetry he held
a high place, though not of the first rank. His Fabellae and treatise on
Urbanitas, both probably poetical productions, are referred to by
Quintilian, and Martial mentions him as his own precursor in treating the short
epigram. From another passage of Martial,


 “Et Maecenati Maro cum cantaret Alexin

      Nota tamen Marsi fusca Melaenis
erat,” 


we infer that
he began his career early; for he was certainly younger than Horace, though
probably only by a few years, as he also received instruction from Orbilius.
There is a fine epigram by Marsus lamenting the death of his two brother-poets
and friends:


 “Te quoque Virgilio comitem non aequa,
Tibulle,

      Mors invenem campos misit ad
Elysios.

  Ne foret aut molles elegis qui fleret
amores,

      Aut caneret forti regia bella pede.”


ALBIUS
TIBULLUS, to whom Quintilian adjudges the palm of Latin elegy, was born
probably about the same time as Horace (65 B.C.), though others place the date
of his birth as late as that of Messala (59 B.C.). In the fifth Elegy of the
third book  occur the words — 


 “Natalem nostri primum videre parentes

      Cum cecidit fato consul uterque
pari.”


As these
words nearly reappear in Ovid, fixing the date of his own birth,  some critics have supposed them to be
spurious here. But there is no occasion for this. The elegy in which they occur
is certainly not by Tibullus, and may well be the work of some contemporary of
Ovid. They point to the battle of Mutina, 43 B.C., in which Hirtius and Pansa
lost their lives. The poet’s death is fixed to 19 B.C. by the epigram of
Domitius just quoted.


Tibullus was
a Roman knight, and inherited a large fortune. This, however, he lost by the
triumviral proscriptions,  excepting a
poor remnant of his estate near Pedum which, small as it was, seems to have
sufficed for his moderate wants. At a later period Horace, writing to him in
retirement, speaks as though he were possessed of considerable wealth — 


“Di tibi
divitias dederunt artemque fruendi.”


It is
possible that Augustus, at the intercession of Messala, restored the poet’s
patrimony. It was as much the fashion among the Augustan writers to affect a
humble but contented poverty, as it had been among the libertines of the
Caesarean age to pretend to sanctity of life — another form of that unreality
which, after all, is ineradicable from Latin poetry. Ovid is far more
unaffected. He asserts plainly that the pleasures and refinements of his time
were altogether to his taste, and that no other age would have suited him half
so well.  Tibullus is a melancholy
effeminate spirit. Horace exactly hits him when he bids him “chant no more
woeful elegies,”  because a young and
perjured rival has been preferred to him. He seems to have had no ambition and
no energy, but his position obliged him to see some military service, and we
find that he went on no less than three expeditions with his patron. This
patron, or rather friend, for he was above needing a patron, was the great
Messala, whom the poet loved with a warmth and constancy testified by some
beautiful elegies, the finest perhaps being those where the general’s victories
are celebrated.  But the chief theme of
his verse is the love, ill-requited it would seem, which he lavished first on
Delia and afterwards on Nemesis. Each mistress gives the subject to a book.
Delia’s real name as we learn from Apuleius was Plania,  and we gather from more than one notice in
the poems that she was married  when
Tibullus paid his addresses to her. If the form of these poems is borrowed from
Alexandria, the gentle pathos and gushing feeling redeem them from all taint of
artificiality. In no poet, not even in Burns, is simple, natural emotion more
naturally expressed. If we cannot praise the character of the man, we must
admire the graceful poet. Nothing can give a truer picture of affection than the
following tender and exquisitely musical lines:


 “Non ego laudari curo: mea Delia, tecum

      Dummodo sim quaeso segnis inersque
vocer.

  Te spectem suprema mihi cum venerit
hora:

      Te teneam moriens deficiente manu.”



Here is the
same “linked sweetness long drawn out” which gives such a charm to Gray’s
elegy. In other elegies, particularly those which take the form of idylls,
giving images of rural peace and plenty, 
we see the quiet retiring nature that will not be drawn into the glare
of Rome. Tibullus is described as of great personal beauty, and of a
candid  and affectionate disposition.
Notwithstanding his devotion Delia was faithless, and the poet sought
distraction in surrendering to the charms of another mistress. Horace speaks of
a lady named Glycera in this connection; it is probable that she is the same as
Nemesis;  the custom of erotic poetry
being to substitute a Greek name of similar scansion for the original Latin
one; if the original name were Greek the change was still made, hence Glycera
might well stand for Nemesis. The third book was first seen by Niebuhr to be
from another and much inferior poet. It is devoted to the praises of Neaera,
and imitates the manner of Tibullus with not a little of his sweetness but with
much less power. Who the author was it is impossible to say, but though he had
little genius he was a man of feeling and taste, and the six elegies are a
pleasing relic of this active and yet melancholy time. The fourth book begins
with a short epic on Messala, the work of a poetaster, extending over 200
lines. It is followed by thirteen most graceful elegidia ascribed to the
lovers Cerinthus and Sulpicia of which one only is by Cerinthus. It is not
certain whether this ascription is genuine, or whether, as the ancient life of
Tibullus in the Parisian codex asserts, the poems were written by him under the
title of Epistolae amatoriae. Their finished elegance and purity of
diction are easily reconcilable with the view that they are the work of
Tibullus. They abound in allusions to Virgil’s poetry.  At the same time the description of Sulpicia
as a poetess  seems to point to her as
authoress of the pieces that bear her name, and from one or two allusions we
gather that Messala was paying her attentions that were distasteful but hard to
refuse.  The materials for coming to a
decision are so scanty, that it seems best to leave the authorship an open
question.


The rhythm of
Tibullus is smooth, easy, and graceful, but tame. He generally concludes his
period at the end of the couplet, and closes the couplet with a dissyllable;
but he does not like Ovid make it an invariable rule. The diction is severely
classical, free from Greek constructions and antiquated harshness. In elision
he stands midway between Catullus and Ovid, inclining, however, more nearly to
the latter.


SEX. AURELIUS
PROPERTIUS, an Umbrian, from Mevania, Ameria, Assisi, or Hispellum, it is not
certain which, was born 58 B.C. or according to others 49 B.C., and lost his
father and his estate in the same year (41 B.C.) under Octavius’s second
assignation of land to the soldiers. He seems to have begun life at the bar,
which he soon deserted to play the cavalier to Hostia (whom he celebrates under
the name Cynthia), a lady endowed with learning and wit as well as beauty, to whom
our poet remained constant for five years. The chronology of his love-quarrels
and reconciliations has been the subject of warm disputes between Nobbe, Jacob,
and Lachmann; but even if it were of any importance, it is impossible to
ascertain it with certainty.


He
unquestionably belonged to Maecenas’s following, but was not admitted into the
inner circle of his intimates. Some have thought that the troublesome
acquaintance who besought Horace to introduce him was no other than Propertius.
The man, it will be remembered, expresses himself willing to take a humble
place: 


                               “Haberes

  Magnum adiutorem posset qui ferre
secundas

  Hunc hominem velles si tradere.
Dispeream ni

  Submosses omnes.”


And as
Propertius speaks of himself as living on the Esquiliae,  some have, in conformity with this view,
imagined him to have held some domestic post under Maecenas’s roof. A careful
reader can detect in Propertius a far less well-bred tone than is apparent in
Tibullus or Horace. He has the air of a parvenu,  parading his intellectual wares, and lacking
the courteous self-restraint which dignifies their style. But he is a genuine
poet, and a generous, warm-hearted man, and in our opinion by far the greatest
master of the pentameter that Rome ever produced. Its rhythm in his hands rises
at times almost into grandeur. There are passages in the elegy on Cornelia
(which concludes the series) whose noble naturalness and stirring emphasis
bespeak a great and patriotic inspiration; and no small part of this effect is
due to his vigorous handling of a somewhat feeble metre.  Mechanically speaking, he is a disciple in
the same school as Ovid, but his success in the Ovidian distich is
insignificant; for he has nothing of the epigrammatist in him, and his finest
lines all seem to have come by accident, or at any rate without effort.  His excessive reverence for the Alexandrines
Callimachus and Philetas, has cramped his muse. With infinitely more poetic
fervour than either, he has made them his only models, and to attain their
reputation is the summit of his ambition. It is from respect to their practice
that he has loaded his poems with pedantic erudition; in the very midst of
passionate pleading he will turn abruptly into the mazes of some obscure myth, often
unintelligible  to the modern reader,
whose patience he sorely tries. There is no good poet so difficult to read
through; his faults are not such as “plead sweetly for pardon;” they are
obtrusive and repelling, and have been more in the way of his fame than those
of any extant writer of equal genius. He was a devoted admirer of Virgil, whose
poems he sketches in the following graceful lines: — 


 “Actia Virgilio custodit (deus) litora Phoebi,

    Caesaris et fortes dicere posse
rates:

   Qui nunc Aeneae Troianaque suscitat
arma,

    Iactaque Lavinis moenia litoribus.

   Cedite Romani seriptores, cedite
Graii,

    Nescio quid maius nascitur Iliade!

  Tu canis umbrosi subter pineta Galesi

    Thyrsin et attritis Daphnin
arundinibus,

  Utque decera possint corrumpere mala
puellas,

    Missus et impressis haedus ab
uberibus.

  Felix qui viles pomis mercaris amores!

    Huic licet ingratae Tityrus ipse
canat.

  Felix intactum Corydon qui tentat
Alexin

    Agricolae domini carpere delicias.

  Quamvis ille sua lassus requiescat
avena,

    Laudatur faciles inter Hamadryadas.

  Tu canis Ascraei veteris praecepta
poetae,

    Quo seges in campo, quo viret uva
iugo.

  Tale facis carmen, docta testudine
quale

    Cynthius impositis temperat
articulis.”


The elegies
that show his characteristics best are the second of the first book, where he
prays his lady to dress modestly; the seventeenth, where he rebukes himself for
having left her side; the twentieth, where he tells the legend of Hylas with
great pictorial power and with the finest triumphs of rhythm; the beautiful
lament for the death of Paetus;  the
dream in which Cynthia’s shade comes to give him warning;  and the patriotic elegy which begins the last
book. Maecenas,  it appears, had tried to
persuade him to attempt heroic poetry, from which uncongenial task he excuses
himself, much as Horace had done.


In reading
these poets we are greatly struck by the free and easy way in which they borrow
thoughts from one another. A good idea was considered common property, and a
happy phrase might be adopted without theft. Virgil now and then appropriates a
word from Horace, Horace somewhat oftener one from Virgil, Tibullus from both.
Propertius, who is less original, has many direct imitations, and Ovid makes
free with some of Virgil and Tibullus’ finest lines. This custom was not
thought to detract from the writer’s independence, inasmuch as each had his own
domain, and borrowed only where he would be equally ready to give. It was
otherwise with those thriftless bards so roughly dealt with by Horace in his
nineteenth Epistle — 


 “O imitatores, servum pecus! ut mihi saepe

  Bilem, saepe iocum movistis.”


the Baviad
and Maeviad of the Roman poet-world. These lay outside the charmed sphere, and
the hands they laid on the works of those who wrought within it were
sacrilegious. In the next age we shall see how imitation of these great masters
had become a regular department of composition, so that Quintilian gives
elaborate rules for making a proper use of it. At this time originality
consisted in introducing some new form of Greek song. Virgil made Theocritus
and Hesiod speak in Latin. Horace had brought over the old Aeolian bards;
Propertius, too, must make his boast of having enticed Callimachus to the Tiber’s
banks — 


 “Primus ego ingredior puro de fonte sacerdos

  Itala per Graios orgia ferre chores.” 


In the Middle Ages he was almost lost;
a single copy, defaced with mould

and almost illegible, was found in a wine cellar in Italy, 1451 A.D.

Quintilian tells us there were some in his day who preferred him to

Tibullus.


The same
critic’s remark on the brilliant poet who now comes before us, P. OVIDIUS NASO,
is as follows: “Ovidius utroque lascivior” and he could not have given a
terser or more comprehensive criticism. Of all Latin poets, not excepting even
Plautus, Ovid possesses in the highest degree the gift of facility. His words
probably express the literal truth, when he says — 


 “Sponte sua carmen numeros veniebat ad aptos,

  Et quod tentabam scribere versus erat.”


This incorrigibly
immoral but inexpressibly graceful poet was born at Sulmo in the Pelignian
territory 43 B.C. of wealthy parents, whose want of liberality during his
youthful career he deplores, but by which he profited after their death. Of
equestrian rank, with good introductions and brilliant talents, he was expected
to devote himself to the duties of public life. At first he studied for the
bar; but so slight was his ambition and so unfitted was his genius for even the
moderate degree of severe reasoning required by his profession, that he soon
abandoned it in disgust, and turned to the study of rhetoric. For some time he
declaimed under the first masters, Arellius Fuscus and Porcius Latro,  and acquired a power of brilliant improvisation
that caused him to be often quoted in the schools, and is evidenced by many
reminiscences in the writings of the elder Seneca.  A short time was spent by him, according to
custom, at Athens,  and while in Greece
he took the opportunity of visiting the renowned cities of Asia Minor. He also
spent some time in Sicily, and returned to Rome probably at the age of 23 or
24, where he allowed himself to be nominated triumvir capitalis, decemvir
litibus iudicandis, and centumvir, in quick succession. But in spite
of the remonstrances of his friends he finally gave up all active work, and
began that series of love-poems which was at once the cause of his popularity
and of his fall, His first mistress was a lady whom he calls Corinna, but whose
real name is not known. That she was a member of the demi-monde is
probable from this fact; as also from the poet’s strong assertion that he had
never been guilty of an intrigue with a married woman. The class to which she
belonged were mostly Greeks or Easterns, beautiful and accomplished, often
poetesses, and mingling with these seductive qualities the fickleness and greed
natural to their position, of which Ovid somewhat unreasonably complains. To
her are dedicated the great majority of the Amores, his earliest extant
work. These elegant but lascivious poems, some of which perhaps were the same
which he recited to large audiences as early as his twenty-second year, were
published 13 B.C., and consisted at first of five books, which he afterwards
reduced to three.  No sooner were they
before the public than they became universally popular, combining as they do
the personal experiences already made familiar to Roman audiences through
Tibullus and Propertius, with a levity, a dash, a gaiety, and a brilliant
polish, far surpassing anything that his more serious predecessors had
attained. During their composition he was smitten with the desire (perhaps
owing to his Asiatic tour) to write an epic poem on the wars of the gods and
giants, but Corinna, determined to keep his muse for herself, would not allow
him to gratify it. 


The Heroides
or love-letters from mythological heroines to their (mostly) faithless spouses,
are declared by Ovid to be an original importation from Greece.  They are erotic suasoriae, based on
the declamations of the schools, and are perhaps the best appreciated of all
his compositions. They present the Greek mythology under an entirely new phase
of treatment. Virgil had complained  that
its resources were used up, and in Propertius we already see that allusive way
of dealing with it which savours of a general satiety. But in Ovid’s hands the
old myths became young again, indeed, younger than ever; and people wonder they
could ever have lost their interest. His method is the reverse of Virgil’s or
Livy’s.  They take pains to make
themselves ancient; he, with wanton effrontery, makes the myths modern.
Jupiter, Juno, the whole circle of Olympus, are transformed into the hommes
et femmes galantes of Augustus’s court, and their history into a chronique
scandaleuse. The immoral incidents, round which a veil of poetic sanctity
had been cast by the great consecrator time, are here displayed in all their
mundane pruriency. In the Metamorphoses Jupiter is introduced as smitten
with the love of a nymph, Dictynna; some compunctions of conscience seize him,
and the image of Juno’s wrath daunts him, but he finally overcomes his fear
with these words — 


 “Hoc furtum certe coniux mea nesciet (inquit);

   Aut si rescierit, sunt O sunt iurgia
tanti?”


So, in the Heroides,
the idea of the desolate and love-lorn Ariadne writing a letter from the barren
isle of Naxos is in itself ridiculous, nor can all the pathos of her grief
redeem the irony. Helen wishes she had had more practice in correspondence, so
that she might perhaps touch her lover’s chilly heart. Ovid using the language
of mythology, reminds us of those heroes of Dickens who preface their
communications by a wink of intelligence.


His next
venture was of a more compromising character. Intoxicated with popularity, he
devoted three long poems to a systematic treatment of the Art of Love,
on which he lavished all the graces of his wayward talent, and a combination of
mythological, literary, and social allusion, that seemed to mark him out for
better things. He is careful to remark at the outset that this poem is not
intended for the virtuous. The frivolous gallants, whose sole end in life is
dissipation, with the objects of their licentious passion, are the readers for
whom he caters. But he had overshot his mark; The Amores had been
tolerated, for they had followed precedent. But even they had raised him
enemies. The Art of Love produced a
storm of indignation, and without doubt laid the foundations of that severe
displeasure on the part of Augustus, which found vent ten years later in a
terrible punishment. For Ovid was doing his best to render the emperor’s
reforms a dead letter. It was difficult enough to get the laws enforced, even
with the powerful sanction of a public opinion guided by writers like Horace
and Virgil. But here was a brilliant poet setting his face right against the
emperor’s will. The necessity of marriage had been preached with enthusiasm by
two unmarried poets; a law to the same effect had been passed by two unmarried
consuls;  a moral régime had been
inaugurated by a prince whose own morals were or had been more than dubious.
All this was difficult; but it had been done. And now the insidious attractions
of vice were flaunted in the most glowing colours in the face of day. The young
of both sexes yielded to the charm. And what was worse, the emperor’s own
daughter, whom he had forced to stay at home carding wool, to wear only such
garments as were spun in the palace, to affect an almost prudish delicacy, the
proud and lovely Julia, had been detected in such profligacy as poured bitter
satire on the old monarch’s moral discipline, and bore speaking witness to the
power of an inherited tendency to vice. The emperor’s awful severity bespoke
not merely the aggrieved father but the disappointed statesman. Julia had
disgraced his home and ruined his policy, and the fierce resentment which
rankled in his heart only waited its time to burst forth upon the man who had
laboured to make impurity attractive. 
Meanwhile Ovid attempted, two years later, a sort of recantation in the Remedia
Amoris, the frivolity of which, however, renders it as immoral as its
predecessor though less gross; and he finished his treatment of the subject
with the Medicamina Faciei, a sparkling and caustic quasi-didactic
treatise, of which only a fragment survives. 
During this period (we know not exactly when) was composed the tragedy
of Medea, which ancient critics seem to have considered his greatest
work.  Alone of his writings it showed
his genius in restraint, and though we should probably form a lower
estimate of its excellence, we may regret that time has not spared it. Among
other works written at this time was an elegy on the death of Messala (3.
A.D.), as we learn from the letters from Pontus.  Soon after he seems, like Prince Henry, to
have determined to turn over a new leaf and abandon his old acquaintances.
Virgil, Horace, and Tibullus, were dead; there was no poet of eminence to
assist the emperor by his pen. Ovid was beyond doubt the best qualified by his
talent, but Augustus had not noticed him. He turned to patriotic themes in
order to attract favourable notice, and began his great work on the national
calendar. Partly after the example of Propertius, partly by his own
predilection, he kept to the elegiac metre, though he is conscious of its
betraying him into occasional frivolous or amatory passages where he ought to
be grave.  “Who would have thought (he
says) that from a poet of love I should have become a patriotic bard?”  While writing the Fasti he seems to
have worked also at the Metamorphoses, a heroic poem in fifteen books,
entirely devoted to mythological stories, mostly of transformations caused by
the love or jealousy of divine wooers, or the vengeance of their aggrieved
spouses. There are passages in this long work of exceeding beauty, and a
prodigal wealth of poetical ornament, which has made it a mine for modern
poets. Tasso, Ariosto, Guarini, Spenser, Milton, have all drunk deep of this
rich fountain.  The skill with which the
different legends are woven into the fabric of the composition is as marvellous
as the frivolous dilettantism which could treat a long heroic poem in such a
way. The Metamorphoses were finished before 7 A.D.; the Fasti
were only advanced to the end of the sixth book, when all further prosecution
of them was stopped by the terrible news, which struck the poet like a
thunderbolt, that he was ordered to leave Rome forever. The cause of his exile
has been much debated. The ostensible ground was the immorality of his
writings, and especially of the Art of Love, but it has generally been
taken for granted that a deeper and more personal reason lay behind. Ovid’s own
hints imply that his eyes had been witness to something that they should not,
which he calls a crimen (i.e. a crime against the emperor).  The most probable theory is that Augustus
took advantage of Ovid’s complicity in the younger Julia’s misconduct to wreak
the full measure of his long-standing indignation against the poet, whose evil
counsels had helped to lead astray not only her but his daughter also. He
banished him to Tomi, an inhospitable spot not far from the mouth of the
Danube, and remained deaf to all the piteous protestations and abject
flatteries which for ten years the miserable poet poured forth.


This
punishment broke Ovid’s spirit. He had been the spoilt child of society, and he
had no heart for any life but that of Rome. He pined away amid the hideous
solitudes and the barbarous companionship of Goths and Sarmatians. His very
genius was wrecked. Not a single poem of merit to be compared with those of
former times now proceeded from his pen. Nevertheless he continued to write as
fluently as before. Now that he was absent from his wife — for he had been
thrice married — this very undomestic poet discovered that he had a deep
affection for her. He wrote her endearing letters, and reminded her of their
happy hours. As she was a lady of high position and a friend of the Empress
Livia, he no doubt hoped for her good offices. But her prudence surpassed her
conjugal devotion. Neither she, nor the noble and influential friends  whom he implored in piteous accents to
intercede for him, ever ventured to approach the emperor on a subject on which
he was known to be inexorable. And when Augustus died and Tiberius succeeded,
the vain hopes that had hitherto buoyed up Ovid seem to have quite faded away.
From such a man it was idle to expect mercy. So, for two or three years the
wretched poet lingered on, still solacing himself with verse, and with the
kindness of the natives, who sought by every means to do him honour and soothe
his misfortune, and then, in the sixtieth year of his age, 17 A.D., he died,
and was buried in the place of his dreary exile.


Much as we
may blame him, the severity of his punishment seems far too great for his
offence, since Ovid is but the child of his age. In praising him, society
praised itself; as he says with natural pride, “The fame that others gain after
death, I have known in my lifetime.” He was of a thoroughly happy, thoughtless,
genial temper; before his reverse he does not seem to have known a care. His
profligacy cost him no repentance; he could not see that he had done wrong;
indeed, according to the lax notions of the time, his conduct had been above
rather than below the general standard of dissipated men. The palliations he
alleges in the second book of the Tristia, which is the best authority
for his life, are in point of fact, unanswerable. To regard his age as wicked
or degenerate never entered into his head. He delighted in it as the most
refined that the world had ever known; “It is,” he says jokingly, “the true
Golden Age, for every pleasure that exists may be got for gold.” So wedded was
he to literary composition that he learnt the Sarmatian language and wrote
poems in it in honour of Augustus, the loss of which, from a philological point
of view, is greatly to be regretted. His muse must be considered as at home in
the salons find fashionable coteries of the great. Though his style is so
facile, it is by no means simple. On the contrary, it is one of the most
artificial ever created, and could never have bea attained at all but by a
natural aptitude, backed by hard study, amid highly-polished surroundings from
childhood. These Ovid had, and he wielded his brilliant instrument to
perfection. What euphuism was to the Elizabethan courtiers, what the langue
galante was to the court of Louis XIV., the mythological dialect was to the
gay circles of aristocratic Rome. 


It was
select, polished, and spiced with a flavour of profanity. Hence, Ovid could
never be a popular poet, for a poet to be really popular must be either serious
or genuinely humorous; whereas Ovid is neither. His irony, exquisitely
ludicrous to those who can appreciate it, falls flat upon less cultivated
minds, and the lack of strength that lies beneath his smooth exterior  would unfit him, even if his immorality did
not stand in the way, for satisfying or even pleasing the mass of mankind.


The Ibis
and Halieuticon were composed during his exile; the former is a satiric
attack upon a person now unknown, the latter a prosaic account of the fish
found in the neighbourhood of Tomi.


Appended to
Ovid’s works are several graceful poems which have put forward a claim to be
his workmanship. His great popularity among the schools of the rhetoricians
both in Rome and the provinces, caused many imitations to be circulated under
his name. The most ancient of these is the Nux elegia, which, if not
Ovid’s, must be very shortly posterior to him; it is the complaint of a walnut
tree on the harsh treatment it has to suffer, sometimes in very difficult verse,  but not inelegant. Some of the Priapeia
are also attributed to him, perhaps with reason; the Consolatio ad Liviam,
on the death of Drusus, is a clever production of the Renaissance period, full
of reminiscences of Ovid’s verse, much as the Ciris is filled with
reminiscences of Virgil. 


Ovid was the
most brilliant figure in a gay circle of erotic and epic poets, many of whom he
has handed down in his Epistles, others have transmitted a few fragments
by which we can estimate their power. The eldest was PONTICUS, who is also
mentioned by Propertius as an epic writer of some pretensions. Another was
MACER, whose ambition led him to group together the epic legends antecedent and
subsequent to those narrated in the Iliad and Odyssey. There was
a Pompeius Macer, an excellent man, who with his son committed suicide under
Tiberius,  his daughter having been
accused of high treason, and unable to clear herself. The son is probably
identical with this friend of Ovid’s. SABINUS, another of his intimates, who
wrote answers to the Heroides, was equally conspicuous in heroic poetry.
The title of his poem is not known. Some think it was Troezen;  but the text is corrupt. Ovid implies  that his rescripts to the Heroides
were complete; it is a misfortune that we have lost them. The three poems that
bear the title of A. Sabini Epistolae, and are often bound with Ovid’s
works, are the production of an Italian scholar of the fifteenth century.
TUTICANUS, who was born in the same year with Ovid, and may perhaps have been
the author of Tibullus’ third book, is included in the last epistle from
Pontus  among epic bards. CORNELIUS
SEVERUS, a better versifier than poet, 
wrote a Sicilian War,  of
which the first book was extremely good. In it occurred the verses on the death
of Cicero, quoted by the elder Seneca 
with approbation:


 Oraque magnanimum spirantia paene virorum

  In rostris iacuere suis: sed enim
abstulit omnis,

  Tanquam sola foret, rapti Ciceronis
imago.

  Tunc redeunt animis ingentia consulis
acta

  Iurataeque manus deprensaque foedera
noxae

  Patriciumque nefas extinctum: poena
Cethegi

  Deiectusque redit votis Catilina
nefandis.

  Quid favor aut coetus, pleni quid
honoribus anni

  Profuerant? sacris exculta quid artibus
aetas?

  Abstulit una dies aevi decus, ictaque
luctu

  Conticuit Latiae tristis facundia
linguae.

  Unica sollicitis quondam tutela
salusque,

  Egregium semper patriae caput, ille
senatus

  Vindex, ille fori, legum ritusque
togaeque,

  Publica vox saevis aeternum obmutuit
armis.

  Informes voltus sparsamque cruore
nefando

  Canitiem sacrasque manus operumque
ministras

  Tantorum pedibus civis proiecta
superbis

  Proculcavit ovans nec lubrica fata
deosque

  Respexit. Nullo luet hoc Antonius aevo.

  Hoc nec in Emathio mitis victoria
Perse,

  Nec te, dire Syphax, non fecerat hoste
Philippo;

  Inque triumphato ludibria cuncta
Iugurtha

  Afuerant, nostraeque cadens ferus
Hannibal irae

  Membra tamen Stygias tulit inviolata
sub umbras.


From these it
will be seen that he was a poet of considerable power. Another epicist of some
celebrity, whom Quintilian thought worth reading, was PEDO ALBINOVANUS; he was
also an epigrammatist, and in conversation remarkable for his brilliant wit.
There is an Albinus mentioned by Priscian who is perhaps intended for him. Other
poets referred to in the long list which closes the letters from Pontus are
RUFUS, LARGUS, probably the perfidious friend of Gallus so mercilessly sketched
by Bekker, CAMERINUS, LUPUS, and MONTANUS. All these are little more than names
for us. The references to them in succeeding writers will be found in Teuffel.
RABIRIUS is worth remarking for the extraordinary impression he made on his
contemporaries. Ovid speaks of him as Magni Rabirius oris,  a high compliment; and Velleius Paterculus
goes so far as to couple him with Virgil as the best representative of Augustan
poetry! His Alexandrian War was perhaps drawn from his own experience,
though, if so, he must have been a very young man at the time.


From an
allusion in Ovid  we gather that
GRATIUS  was a poet of the later Augustan
age. His work on the chase (Cynegetica) has come down to us imperfect.
It contains little to interest, notwithstanding the attractiveness of its
subject: but in truth all didactic poets after Virgil are without freshness,
and seem depressed rather than inspired by his success. After alluding to man’s
early attempts to subdue wild beasts, first by bodily strength, then by rude
weapons, he shows the gradual dominion of reason in this as in other human
actions. Diana is also made responsible for the huntsman’s craft, and a short
mythological digression follows. Then comes a description of the chase itself,
and the implements and weapons used in it. The list of trees fitted for
spearshafts (128- 149), one of the best passages, will show his debt to the Georgics
— more than half the lines show traces of imitation. Next we have the different
breeds of dogs, their training, their diseases, and general supervision
discussed, and after a digression or two — the best being a catalogue of the
evils of luxury — the poem (as we possess it) ends with an account of the
horses best fitted for hunting. The technical details are carefully given, and
would probably have had some value; but there is scarcely a trace of poetic
enthusiasm, and only a moderate elevation of style.


The last
Augustan poet we shall notice is M. MANILIUS, whose dry subject has caused him
to meet with very general neglect. His date was considered doubtful, but Jacob
has shown that he began to write towards the close of Augustus’s reign. The
first book refers to the defeat of Varus 
(7 A.D.), to which, therefore, it must be subsequent, and the fourth
book contemplates Augustus as still alive, 
though Tiberius had already been named as his successor.  The fifth book must have appeared after the
interval of Augustus’s death; and from one passage which seems to allude to the
destruction of Pompey’s theatre,  Jacob
argues that it was written as late as 22 A.D. The danger of treating a subject
on which the emperor had his own very decided views  may have deterred Manilius from completing
his work. Literature of all kinds was silent under the tyrant’s gloomy frown,
and the weak style of this last book seems to reflect the depressed mind of its
author.


The birth and
parentage of Manilius are not known. That he was a foreigner is probable, both
from the uncouthness of his style at the outset, and from the decided
improvement in it that can be traced through succeeding books. Bentley thought
him an Asiatic; if so, however, his lack of florid ornament would be strange.
It is more likely that he was an African. But the question is complicated by
the corrupt state of his text, by the obscurity of his subject, and by the very
incomplete knowledge of it displayed by the author. It was not considered necessary
to have mastered a subject to treat of it in didactic verse. Cicero expressly
instances Aratus  as a man who, with
scarce any knowledge of astronomy, exercised a legitimate poetical ingenuity by
versifying such knowledge as he had. These various causes make Manilius one of
the most difficult of authors. Few can wade through the mingled solecisms in
language and mistakes in science, the empty verbiage that dilates on a
platitude in one place, and the jejune abstract that hurries over a knotty
argument in another, without regretting that so unreadable a poet should have
been preserved. 


And yet his
book is not altogether without interest. The subject is called Astronomy,
but should rather be called Astrology, for more than half the space is
taken up with these baseless theories of sidereal influence which belong to the
imaginary side of the science. But in the exordia and perorations to the
several books, as well as in sundry digressions, may be found matter of greater
value, embodying the poet’s views on the great questions of philosophy.  On the whole he must be reckoned as a Stoic,
though not a strictly dogmatic one. He begins by giving the different views as
to the origin of the world, and lays it down that on these points truth cannot
be attained. The universe, he goes on to say, rests on no material basis, much
less need we suppose the earth to need one. Sun, moon, and stars, whirl about
without any support; earth therefore may well be supposed to do the same. The
earth is the centre of the universe, whose motions are circular and imitate
those of the gods.  The universe is not
finite as some Stoics assert, for its roundness (which is proved by Chrysippus)
implies infinity. Lucretius is wrong in denying antipodes; they follow
naturally from the globular shape, from which also we may naturally infer that
seas bind together, as well as separate, nations.  All this system is held together by a
spiritual force, which he calls God, governing according to the law of reason.  He next describes the Zodiac and enumerates
the chief stars with their influences. Following the teaching of
Hegesianax,  he declares that those which
bear human names are superior to those named after beasts or inanimate things.
The study of the stars was a gift direct from heaven. Kings first, and after
them priests, were guided to search for wisdom, and now Augustus, who is both
supreme ruler and supreme pontiff, follows his divine father in cultivating
this great science. Mentioning some of the legends which recount the
transformations of mortals into stars, he asserts that they must not be
understood in too gross a sense.  Nothing
is more wonderful than the orderly movement of the heavenly bodies. He who has
contemplated this eternal order cannot believe the Epicurean doctrine. Human generations
pass away, but the earth and the stars abide for ever. Surely the universe is
divine. Passing on to the milky way, he gives two fanciful theories of its
origin, one that it is the rent burnt by Phaethon through the firmament, the
other that it is milk from the breast of Juno. As to its consistency, he wavers
between the view that it is a closely packed company of stars, and the more
poetical one that it is formed by the white-robed souls of the just. This last
theory leads him to recount in a dull catalogue the well-worn list of Greek and
Roman heroes. Comets are mysterious bodies, whose origin is unknown. The
universe is full of fiery particles ever tending towards conglomeration, and
perhaps their impact forms comets. Whether natural or supernatural, one thing
is certain — they are never without effect on mankind.


In the second
book he begins by a complaint that the list of attractive subjects is
exhausted. This incites him to essay an untried path, from which he hopes to
reap no stolen laurels  as the bard of
the universe!  He next expounds the
doctrine of an ever-present spirit moving the mass of matter, in language
reflected from the sixth Aeneid. Men must not seek for mathematical
demonstration. Considerations of analogy are enough to awaken conviction. The
fact that, e.g., shell-fish are affected by the moon, and that all land
creatures depend on solar influence, should forbid us to dissociate earth from
heaven, or man’s activity from the providence of the gods. How could man have
any knowledge of deity unless he partook of its nature? The rest of the book
gives a catalogue of the different kinds of stars, their several attributes,
and their astrological classification, ending with the Dodecatemorion
and Oclotopos.


The third
book, after a short and offensively allusive description of the labours of
preceding poets, sketches the twelve athla or accidents of human life,
to each of which is assigned its special guardian influence. It then passes to
the horoscope, which it treats at length, giving minute and various directions
how to draw it. The extreme importance attached to this process by Tiberius,
and the growing frequency with which, on every occasion, Chaldeans and
Astrologers were now consulted, made the poet specially careful to treat this subject
with clearness and precision. It is accordingly the most readable of all the
purely technical parts of the work. The account of the tropics, with which the
book closes, is singularly inaccurate, but contains some rather elegant
descriptions:  at the tropic of Cancer
summer always reigns, at Capricorn there is perpetual winter. The book here
breaks off quite abruptly; apparently he intended to compose the epilogue at
some future time, but had no opportunity of doing it.


The exordium
to the fourth book, which sometimes rises into eloquence, glorifies fate as the
ultimate divine power, but denies it either will or personality. He fortifies
his argument, according to his wont, by a historical catalogue, which
exemplifies the harshness that, except in philosophical digressions, rarely
leaves his style. Then follow the horoscopic properties of the Zodiacal
constellations, the various reasons for desiring to be born under one star
rather than another, a sort of horoscopico-zodiacal account of the world, its physical
geography, and the properties of the zones. These give occasion for some
graphic touches of history and legend; the diction of this book is far superior
to that of the preceding three, but the wisdom is questionable which reserves
the “good wine” until so late. Passing on to the ecliptic, he drags in the
legends of Deucalion, Phaethon, and others, which he treats in a rhetorical
way, and concludes the book with an appeal to man’s reason, and to the
necessity of allowing the mental eye free vision. Somewhat inconsistently with
the half-religious attitude of the first and second books, he here preaches
once more the doctrine of irresistible fate, which to most of the Roman poets
occupies the place of God. The poem practically ends here. He himself implies
at the opening of Book V., that most poets would not have pursued the theme
further; apparently he is led on by his interest in the subject, or by the
barrenness of his invention which could suggest no other. The book, which is
unfinished, contains a description of various stars, with legends interspersed
in which a more ambitious style appears, and a taste which, though rhetorical
and pedantic, is more chastened than in the earlier books.


It will be
seen from the above résumé that the poem discusses several questions of
great interest. Rising above the technicalities of the science, Manilius tries
to preach a theory of the universe which shall displace that given by
Lucretius. He is a Stoic combating an Epicurean. A close study of Lucretius is
evidenced by numerous passages,  and the
earnestness of his moral conclusions imitates, though it does not approach in
impressiveness, that of the great Epicurean. Occasionally he imitates Horace,  much more often Virgil, and, in the legends,
Ovid.  His technical manipulation of the
hexameter is good, though tinged with monotony. Occasionally he indulges in
licenses which mark a deficient ear  or
an imperfect comprehension of the theory of quantity.  He has few archaisms,  few Greek words, considering the exigencies
of his subject, and his vocabulary is greatly superior to his syntax; the
rhetorical colouring which pervades the work shows that he was educated in the
later taste of the schools, and neither could understand nor desired to
reproduce the simplicity of Lucretius or Virgil. 











PROPERTIUS AND THE
ELEGISTS by J. W. Mackail





Those years of
the early Empire in which the names of Virgil and Horace stand out above all
the rest were a period of large fertility in Latin poetry. Great poets
naturally bring small poets after them; and there was no age at Rome in which
the art was more assiduously practised or more fashionable in society. The
Court set a tone which was followed in other circles, and more especially among
the younger men of the old aristocracy, now largely excluded from the public
life which had engrossed their parents under the Republic. The influence of the
Alexandrian poets, so potent in the age of Catullus, was not yet exhausted; and
a wider culture had now made the educated classes familiar with the whole range
of earlier Greek poetry as well. Rome was full of highly educated Greek
scholars, some of whom were themselves poets of considerable merit. It was the
fashion to form libraries; the public collection formed by Augustus, and housed
in a sumptuous building on the Palatine, was only the largest among many others
in the great houses of Rome. The earlier Latin poets had known only a small
part of Greek literature, and that very imperfectly; their successors had been
trammelled by too exclusive an admiration of the Greek of the decadence. Virgil
and Horace, though professed students of the Alexandrians, had gone back
themselves, and had recalled the attention of the public, to the poets of free
Greece, and had stimulated the widely felt longing to conquer the whole field
of poetry for the Latin tongue.


For this
attempt, tradition and circumstance finally proved too strong; and Augustan
poetry, outside of a few definite forms, is largely a chronicle of failure.
This was most eminently so in the drama. Augustan tragedy seems never to have
risen for a moment beyond mere academic exercises. Of the many poets who
attempted it, nothing survives beyond a string of names. Lucius Varius Rufus,
the intimate friend of both Virgil and Horace, and one of the two joint-editors
of the Aeneid after the death of the former, wrote one tragedy, on the
story of Thyestes, which was acted with applause at the games held to celebrate
the victory of Actium, and obtained high praise from later critics. But he does
not appear to have repeated the experiment like so many other Latin poets, he
turned to the common path of annalistic epic. Augustus himself began a tragedy
of Ajax, but never finished it. Gaius Asinius Pollio, the first orator
and critic of the period, and a magnificent patron of art and science, also
composed tragedies more on the antique model of Accius and Pacuvius, in a dry
and severe manner. But neither in these, nor in the work of the young men for
whose benefit Horace wrote the Epistle to the Pisos, was there any real
vitality; the precepts of Horace could no more create a school of tragedians
than his example could create a school of lyric poets.


The poetic
forms, on the other hand, used by Virgil were so much more on the main line of
tendency that he stands among a large number of others, some of whom might have
had a high reputation but for his overwhelming superiority. Of the other essays
made in this period in bucolic poetry we know too little to speak with any
confidence. But both didactic poetry and the little epic were largely
cultivated, and the greater epic itself was not without followers. The extant
poems of the Culex and Ciris have already been noted as showing
with what skill and grace unknown poets, almost if not absolutely contemporary
with Virgil, could use the slighter epic forms. Varius, when he abandoned
tragedy, wrote epics on the death of Julius Caesar, and on the achievements of
Agrippa. The few fragments of the former which survive show a remarkable power
and refinement; Virgil paid them the sincerest of all compliments by conveying,
not once only but again and again, whole lines of Varius into his own work.
Another intimate friend of Virgil, Aemilius Macer of Verona, wrote didactic
poems in the Alexandrian manner on several branches of natural history, which
were soon eclipsed by the fame of the Georgics, but remained a model for
later imitators of Nicander. One of these, a younger contemporary of Virgil
called Gratius, or Grattius, was the author of a poem on hunting, still extant
in an imperfect form. In its tame and laboured correctness it is only
interesting as showing the early decay of the Virgilian manner in the hands of
inferior men.


A more
interesting figure, and one the loss of whose works leaves a real gap in Latin
literature, is Gaius Cornelius Gallus, the earliest and one of the most
brilliant of the Augustan poets. Like Varro Atacinus, he was born in Narbonese
Gaul, and brought into Roman poetry a new touch of Gallic vivacity and
sentiment. The year of his birth was the same as that of Virgil’s, but his
genius matured much earlier, and before the composition of the Eclogues
he was already a celebrated poet, as well as a distinguished man of action. The
story of his life, with its swift rise from the lowest fortune to the splendid
viceroyalty of Egypt, and his sudden disgrace and death at the age of
forty-three, is one of the most dramatic in Roman history. The translations
from Euphorion, by which he first made his reputation, followed the current
fashion; but about the same time he introduced a new kind of poetry, the erotic
elegy, which had a swift and far-reaching success. To Gallus, more than to any
other single poet, is due the naturalisation in Latin of the elegiac couplet,
which, together with the lyrics of Horace and the Virgilian hexameter, makes up
the threefold poetical achievement of the Augustan period, and which, after the
Latin lyric had died out with Horace himself, halved the field with the
hexameter. For the remaining literature of the Empire, for that of the Middle Ages
so far as it followed classical models, and even for that of the Renaissance,
which carries us down to within a measurable distance of the present day, the
hexameter as fixed by Virgil, and the elegiac as popularised by Gallus and
rapidly brought to perfection by his immediate followers, are the only two
poetical forms of real importance.


The elegiac
couplet had, of course, been in use at Rome long before; Ennius himself had
employed it, and in the Ciceronian age Catullus had written in it largely, and not
without success. But its successful use had been hitherto mainly confined to
short pieces, such as would fall within the definition of the Greek epigram.
The four books of poems in which Gallus told the story of his passion for the
courtesan Cytheris (the Lycoris of the tenth Eclogue) showed the capacities of
the metre in a new light. The fashion they set was at once followed by a crowd
of poets. The literary circles of Maecenas and Messalla had each their elegiac
poet of the first eminence; and the early death of both Propertius and Tibullus
was followed, amid the decline of the other forms of the earlier Augustan
poetry, by the consummate brilliance of Ovid.


Of the
Augustan elegiac poets, Sextus Propertius, a native of Assisi in Umbria, and
introduced at a very early age to the circle of Maecenas, is much the most
striking and interesting figure, not only from the formal merit of his poetry,
but as representing a type till then almost unknown in ancient literature. Of
his life little is known. Like Virgil, he lost his patrimonial property in the
confiscations which followed the Civil war, but he was then a mere child. He
seems to have been introduced to imperial patronage by the publication of the
first book of his Elegies at the age of about twenty. He died young,
before he was thirty-five, if we may draw an inference from the latest
allusions in his extant poems; he had then written four other books of elegiac
pieces, which were probably published separately at intervals of a few years.
In the last book there is a noticeable widening of range of subject, which
foreshadows the further development that elegiac verse took in the hands of
Ovid soon after his death.


In striking
contrast to Virgil or Horace, Propertius is a genius of great and, indeed,
phenomenal precocity. His first book of Elegies, the Cynthia
monobiblos of the grammarians, was a literary feat comparable to the early
achievements of Keats or Byron. The boy of twenty had already mastered the
secret of elegiac verse, which even Catullus had used stiffly and awkwardly,
and writes it with an ease, a colour, a sumptuousness of rhythm which no later
poet ever equalled. The splendid cadence of the opening couplet — 


Cynthia
prima suis miserum me cepit ocellis Contactum nullis ante cupidinibus — 


must have
come on its readers with the shock of a new revelation. Nothing like it had
ever been written in Latin before: itself and alone it assures a great future
to the Latin elegiac. His instinct for richness of sound is equally conspicuous
where it is found in purely Latin phrases, as in the opening of the sixteenth
elegy — 


  
Quae fueram magnis olim patefacta triumphis

        Ianua Tarpeiae nota pudicitiae

    Cuius inaurati celebrarunt limina
currus

        Captorum lacrimis umida
supplicibus,


and where it
depends on a lavish use of Greek ornament, as in the opening of the third — 


  
Qualis Thesea iacuit cedente carina

        Languida desertis Gnosia
litoribus,

    Qualis et accubuit primo Cepheia
somno

        Libera iam duris cotibus
Andromede,


Even when one
comes to them fresh from Virgil, lines like these open a new world of sound.
The Greek elegiac, as it is known to us by the finest work of the
epigrammatists, had an almost unequalled flexibility and elasticity of rhythm;
this quality Propertius from the first seized, and all but made his own. By
what course of reasoning he was led in his later work to suppress this large
and elastic treatment, and approximate more and more closely to the fine but
somewhat limited and metallic rhythm which has been perpetuated by the usage of
Ovid, we cannot guess. In this first book he ends the pentameter freely with
words of three, four, and five syllables; the monotony of the perpetual
disyllabic termination, which afterwards became the normal usage, is hardly compensated
by the increased smoothness which it gives the verse.


But this new
power of versification accompanied a new spirit even more remarkable, which is
of profound import as the precursor of a whole school of modern European
poetry. The Cynthia is the first appearance in literature of the
neurotic young man, who reappeared last century in Rousseau’s Confessions
and Goethe’s Werther, and who has dominated French literature so largely
since Alfred de Musset. The way had been shown half a century before by that
remarkable poet, Meleager of Gadara, whom Propertius had obviously studied with
keen appreciation. Phrases in the Cynthia, like — 


Tum mihi
constantis deiecit lumina fastus Et caput impositis pressit Amor pedibus,


or — 


Qui non
ante patet donec manus attigit ossa,


are in the
essential spirit of Meleager, and, though not verbally copied from him, have
the precise quality of his rhythms and turns of phrase. But the abandonment to
sensibility, the absorption in self-pity and the sentiment of passion, are
carried by Propertius to a far greater length.


The abasement
of a line like — 


Sis
quodcunque voles, non aliena tamen,


is in the
strongest possible contrast to that powerful passion which fills the poetry of
Catullus, or to the romantic tenderness of the Eclogues; and in the
extraordinary couplet — 


Me sine,
quem semper voluit fortuna iacere, Hanc animam extremae reddere nequitiae,


“the expense
of spirit in a waste of shame” reaches its culminating point. This tremulous
self-absorption, rather than any defect of eye or imagination, is the reason of
the extraordinary lapses which now and then he makes both in description and in
sentiment. The vivid and picturesque sketches he gives of fashionable life at
watering-places and country- houses in the eleventh and fourteenth elegies, or
single touches, like that in the remarkable couplet — 


Me mediae
noctes, me sidera prona iacentem, Frigidaque Eoo me dolet aura gelu,


show that
where he was interested neither his eye nor his language had any weakness; but,
as a rule, he is not interested either in nature or, if the truth be told, in
Cynthia, but wholly in himself. He ranks among the most learned of the Augustan
poets; but, for want of the rigorous training and self-criticism in which
Virgil and Horace spent their lives, he made on the whole but a weak and
ineffective use of a natural gift perhaps equal to either of theirs. Thus it is
that his earliest work is at the same time his most fascinating and brilliant.
After the Cynthia he rapidly became, in the mordant phrase used by Heine
of Musset, un jeune homme d’un bien beau passé. Some premonition of
early death seems to have haunted him; and the want of self-control in his
poetry may reflect actual physical weakness united with his vivid imagination.


The second
and third books of the Elegies, though they show some technical advance,
and are without the puerilities which here and there occur in the Cynthia,
are on the whole immensely inferior to it in interest and charm. There is still
an occasional line of splendid beauty, like the wonderful — 


Sunt apud
infernos tot milia formosarum;


an occasional
passage of stately rhythm, like the lines beginning — 


Quandocunque
igitur nostros mors clausit ocellos;


but the
smooth versification has now few surprises; the learning is becoming more
mechanical; there is a tendency to say over again what he had said before, and
not to say it quite so well.


Through these
two books Cynthia is still the main subject. But with the advance of years, and
his own growing fame as a poet, his passion — if that can be called a passion
which was so self-conscious and so sentimental — fell away from him, and left
his desire for literary reputation the really controlling motive of his work.
In the introductory poem to the fourth book there is a new and almost
aggressive tone with regard to his own position among the Roman poets, which is
in strong contrast to the modesty of the epilogue to the third book. The
inflated invocation of the ghost of Callimachus laid him fatally open to the
quietly disdainful reference by which, without even mentioning Propertius by
name, Horace met it a year or two later in the second book of the Epistles.
But even Horace is not infallible; and Propertius was, at all events, justified
in regarding himself as the head of a new school of poetry, and one which
struck its roots wide and deep.


In the fourth
and fifth books of the Elegies there is a wide range of subject; the
verse is being tested for various purposes, and its flexibility answers to
almost every demand. But already we feel its fatal facility. The passage
beginning Atque ubi iam Venerem, in the poem where he contrasts his own
life with those of the followers of riches and ambition, is a dilution into
twelve couplets of eight noble lines of the Georgics, with an effect
almost as feeble, if not so grotesque, as that of the later metaphrasts, who
occupied themselves in turning heroic into elegiac poems by inserting a
pentameter between each two lines. The sixth elegy of the same book is nothing
but a cento of translations from the Anthology, strung together and
fastened up at the end by an original couplet in the worst and most puerile
manner of his early writing. On the other hand, these books include fresh work
of great merit, and some of great beauty. The use of the elegiac metre to tell
stories from Graeco- Roman mythology and legendary Roman history is begun in
several poems which, though Propertius has not the story-telling gift of Ovid,
showed the way to the delightful narratives of the Fasti. A few of the
more personal elegies have a new and not very agreeable kind of realism, as
though Musset had been touched with the spirit of Flaubert. In one, the ninth
of the fourth book, the realism is in a different and pleasanter vein; only
Herrick among English poets has given such imaginative charm to straightforward
descriptions of the ordinary private life of the middle classes. The fifth book
ends with the noble elegy on Cornelia, the wife of Paulus Aemilius Lepidus, in
which all that is best in Propertius’ nature at last finds splendid and
memorable expression. It has some of his common failings, — passages of
inappropriate learning, and a little falling off towards the end. But where it
rises to its height, in the lines familiar to all who know Latin, it is
unsurpassed in any poetry for grace and tenderness.


  
Nunc tibi commendo communia pignora natos;

        Haec cura et cineri spirat inusta
meo.

    Fungere maternis vicibus pater: illa
meorum

        Omnis erit collo turba fovenda
tuo.

    Oscula cum dederis tua flentibus,
adice matris;

        Tota domus coepit nunc onus esse
tuum.

    Et siquid doliturus eris, sine
testibus illis!

        Cum venient, siccis oscula falle
genis:

    Sat tibi sint noctes quas de me,
Paule, fatiges,

        Somniaque in faciem reddita saepe
meam.


In these
lines, hardly to be read without tears, Propertius for once rises into that
clear air in which art passes beyond the reach of criticism. What he might have
done in this new manner had he lived longer can only be conjectured; at the
same age neither Virgil nor Horace had developed their full genius. But the
perpetual recurrence in the later poems of that brooding over death, which had
already marked his juvenile work, indicates increasing exhaustion of power.
Even the sparkling elegy on the perils of a lover’s rapid night journey from
Rome to Tibur passes at the end into a sombre imagination of his own grave; and
the fine and remarkable poem (beginning with the famous Sunt aliquid Manes)
in which the ghost of Cynthia visits him, is full of the same morbid dwelling
on the world of shadows, where the “golden girl” awaits her forgetful lover. Atque
hoc sollicitum vince sopore caput had become the sum of his prayers. But a
little while afterwards the restless brain of the poet found the sleep that it
desired.


At a time
when literary criticism was so powerful at Rome, and poetry was ruled by
somewhat rigid canons of taste, it is not surprising that more stress was laid
on the defects than on the merits of Propertius’ poetry. It evidently annoyed Horace;
and in later times Propertius remained the favourite of a minority, while
general taste preferred the more faultless, if less powerfully original,
elegiacs of his contemporary, Albius Tibullus. This pleasing and graceful poet
was a few years older than Propertius, and, like him, died at the age of about
thirty-five. He did not belong to the group of court poets who formed the
circle of Maecenas, but to a smaller school under the patronage of Marcus
Valerius Messalla, a distinguished member of the old aristocracy, who, though
accepting the new government and loyal in his service to the Emperor, held
somewhat aloof from the court, and lived in a small literary world of his own.
Tibullus published in his lifetime two books of elegiac poems; after his death
a third volume was published, containing a few of his posthumous pieces,
together with poems by other members of the same circle. Of these, six are
elegies by a young poet of the upper class, writing under the name of Lygdamus,
and plausibly conjectured to have been a near relative of Tibullus. One, a
panegyric on Messalla, by an unknown author, is without any poetical merit, and
only interesting as an average specimen of the amateur verse of the time when,
in the phrase of Horace — 


Populus
calet uno Scribendi studio; pueri patresque severi Fronde comas vincti cenant
et carmina dictant.


The curious
set of little poems going under the name of Sulpicia, and included in the
volume, will be noticed later.


Tibullus
might be succinctly and perhaps not unjustly described as a Virgil without the
genius. The two poets died in the same year, and a contemporary epigram speaks
of them as the recognised masters of heroic and elegiac verse; while the well
known tribute of Ovid, in the third book of the Amores, shows that the
death of Tibullus was regarded as an overwhelming loss by the general world of
letters. “Pure and fine,” the well-chosen epithets of Quintilian, are in
themselves no slight praise; and the poems reveal a gentleness of nature and
sincerity of feeling which make us think of their author less with admiration
than with a sort of quiet affection. No two poets could be more strongly
contrasted than Tibullus and Propertius, even when their subject and manner of
treatment approximate most closely. In Tibullus the eagerness, the audacity,
the irregular brilliance of Propertius are wholly absent; as are the feverish
self-consciousness and the want of good taste and good sense which are equally
characteristic of the latter. Poetry is with him, not the outburst of passion,
or the fruit of high imagination, but the refined expression of sincere feeling
in equable and melodious verse. The delightful epistle addressed to him by
Horace shows how high he stood in the esteem and affection of a severe critic,
and a man whose friendship was not lightly won or lavishly expressed. He stands
easily at the head of Latin poets of the second order. In delicacy, in
refinement, in grace of rhythm and diction, he cannot be easily surpassed; he
only wants the final and incommunicable touch of genius which separates really
great artists from the rest of the world.


































Tibullus died prematurely, probably in 19 BC, with
Rome most likely being the place of his death
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