The Carmina of Catullus

as translated by Sir Richard Burton


Carmen 1.

To whom am I to present my pretty new book,   

freshly smoothed off with dry pumice-stone?   

To you, Cornelius: for you used to think   

that my trifles were worth something,   

long ago, when you took courage, you alone of Italians,   

to set forth the whole history of the world in three volumes,   

learned volumes, by Jupiter, and laboriously wrought.   

So take and keep for your own this little book, such as it is,   

and whatever it is worth; and may it, O Virgin my patroness,   

live and last for more than one century.  

Carmen 2.

Sparrow, my lady's pet,   

with whom she often plays whilst she holds you in her lap,   

or gives you her finger-tip to peck and   

provokes you to bite sharply,   

whenever she, the bright-shining lady of my love,  

has a mind for some sweet pretty play,   

in hope, as I think, that when the sharper smart of love abates,   

she may find some small relief from her pain--  

ah, might I but play with you as she does,   

and lighten the gloomy cares of my heart!  

This is as welcome to me as (they say)  

to the swift maiden was the golden apple,   

which loosed her girdle too long tied.  

Carmen 3.

Mourn, ye Graces and Loves,   

and all you whom the Graces love.   

My lady's sparrow is dead,   

the sparrow my lady's pet,   

whom she loved more than her very eyes;   

for honey-sweet he was, and knew his mistress   

as well as a girl knows her own mother.   

Nor would he stir from her lap,   

but hopping now here, now there,   

would still chirp to his mistress alone.   

Now he goes along the dark road,   

thither whence they say no one returns.   

But curse upon you, cursed shades   

of Orcus, which devour all pretty things!   

My pretty sparrow, you have taken him away.   

Ah, cruel! Ah, poor little bird!   

All because of you my lady's darling eyes   

are heavy and red with weeping.  

Carmen 4.

The yacht you see, my friends,   

says that she was once the fleetest of ships,   

and that there was never any timber afloat whose speed   

she was not able to pass, whether she would fly   

with oar-blades or with canvas.   

And this (says she) the shore of the blustering Adriatic   

does not deny, nor the Cyclades isles   

and famous Rhodes and the wild Thracian  

Propontis, nor the gloomy gulf of Pontus,   

where she who was afterwards a yacht was formerly  

a leafy forest: for on the height of Cytorus  

she often rustled with talking leaves.   

Pontic Amastris and Cytorus greeen with box,   

my galley says that all this was and is well-known to thee;   

she says that from her earliest birthtime   

she stood on thy summit,   

in thy waters first dipped her blades,   

and thence over so many riotous seas  

brought her owner, whether the breeze from left or right   

invited, or Jove came down astern  

on both sheets at once;   

and that no vows to the gods of the shore   

were made by her all the time she wa s sailing from the furthest sea   

even to this limpid lake.  

But these things are past and gone; now she rests   

in old age and retired leisure, and dedicates herself to thee,   

twin Castor, and to thee, Castor's twin.  

Carmen 5.

Let us live, my Lesbia, and love,   

and value at one farthing   

all the talk of crabbed old men.  

Suns may set and rise again.   

For us, when the short light has once set,   

remains to be slept the sleep of one unbroken night.  

Give me a thousand kisses, then a hundred,  

Then another thousand, then a second hundred,   

then yet thousand, then a hundred.   

Then, when we have made up many thousands,   

we will confuse our counting, that we may not know the reckoning,   

nor any malicious person blight them with evil eye,   

when he knows that our kisses are so many.  

Carmen 6.

Flavius, if it were not that your mistress   

is rustic and unrefined,   

you would want to speak of her to your Catullus; you would not be able to help it.  

But (I am sure) you are in love with some   

unhealthy-looking wench; and you are ashamed to it.   

But though you are silent, the bed itself  

with its garlands and Syrian perfume,   

proclaim that you do not sleep alone,  

as does the pillow, used equally on this side and that,  

on both sides equally, and the shaking of the bed  

as it squeaks and moves about.  

But it's no good keeping quiet about your sexual exploits.  

Why? You wouldn't show such sexually exhausted thighs  

if you weren't doing something inelegant.  

Well then, whatever you have to tell, good or bad,   

let me know. I have to call you and your love   

to the skies by the power of my merry verse.  

Carmen 7.

You ask how many kissings of you,   

Lesbia, are for me and more than enough.   

As great as the number of the Libyan sand  

that lies on silphium-bearing Cyrene,  

between the oracle of sultry Jove  

and the sacred tomb of old Battus;  

or as many as the stars, when night is silent,  

that see the stolen loves of men,  

to kiss you with so many kisses  

is enough and more than enough for your Catullus;   

kisses, which neither curious eyes may count up   

nor an evil tongue bewitch.  

Carmen 8.

Poor Catullus, it's time you should cease your folly,  

And account as lost what you see is lost.   

Once the suns shone bright on you,   

when you used to go so often where my mistress led,   

she who was loved by me as none will ever be loved.   

There and then were given us those joys, so many, so merry,   

which you desired nor did my lady not desire.   

Bright to you, truly, shone the days.   

Now she desires no more-; neither should you desire, poor madman,   

nor follow her who flies, nor live in misery,  

but with resolved mind, endure, be firm.  

Farewell, my mistress; now Catullus is firm;  

he will not seek you nor ask you against your will.  

But you will be sorry, when you are not asked for.  

Ah, poor wretch! What life is left for you?   

Who now will visit you? To whom will you seem fair?   

Whom now will you love? Whose will you be called?   

Whom will you kiss? Whose lips will you bite ?   

But you, Catullus, be resolved and firm.  

Carmen 9.

Veranius, preferred by me to three hundred thousand  

Out of all the number of my friends,  

have you then come to your own hearth  

and your affectionate brothers and aged mother?   

You have indeed. O joyful new to me !   

I shall look upon you safe returned, and hear you  

telling of the country, the history, the various tribes of the Hiberians,   

as is your way, and drawing your neck nearer to me  

I shall kiss your beloved mouth and eyes.   

O, of all men blest than other,  

who is more glad, more blest than I?  

Carmen 10.

My dear Varus had taken me from the Forum,  

where I was idling, to pay a visit to his mistress,   

a nice little whore, as I thought at a first glance,   

not at all amiss in manner or looks.   

When we got there, we fell talking of this and that,   

and amongst other things, what sort of place   

Bithynia was now, how its affairs were going on,   

whether I had made any money there.  

I answered (what was true) that neither the people themselves,  

nor the praetors nor their staff can find any means   

of coming back fatter than they went,  

especially as they had such a clintonizer for a praetor,   

a fellow who did not care a straw for his subalterns.  

"Well, but at any rate," say they, "you must have got   

some bearers for your chair. I am told that is country   

where they are bred." I, to make myself out to the girl   

as specially fortunate above rest,  

say, "Things did not go so unkindly with me  

--bad as the province was which fell to my chance--  

to prevent my getting eight straight-backed fellows."   

Now I had not a single one, here or there,   

Strong enough to hoist on his shoulder   

the broken leg of an old sofa.   

Says she (just like a little sodomite),   

"I beg you, my dear Catullus, do lend me those slaves you speak of for a moment;   

I want just now to be taken to the temple of Serapis."   

"Stop," I say to the girl,   

"what I said just now about those slaves that they were mine,   

it was a slip; a friend of mine--  

Gaius Cinna it is-- it was he who bought them;   

but it is all one me whether they are his or mine,   

I use them just if I had bought them for myself:   

but you are a stupid, tiresome thing,   

who will never let one be off one's guard."  

Carmen 11.

Furius and Aurelius, who will be Catullus's fellow-travellers,   

whether he makes his way even to distant India,   

where the shore is beaten by the far-resounding  

eastern wave,   

or to Hyrcania and soft Arabia,   

or to the Sacae and archer Parthians,   

or those plains which the sevenfold Nile  

dyes with his flood,  

or whether he will tramp across the high Alps,   

to visit the memorials of great Caesar,   

the Gaulish Rhine, the formidable Britons,  

remotest of men ,   

Oh, my friends, ready as you are to encounter all these risks with me  

whatever the will of the gods above shall bring,  

take a message, not a kind message  

to my mistress"  

let her live and be happy with her paramours,   

three hundred of whom she holds at once in her embrace,  

loving none of them really, but again and again  

rupturing every man's thighs.  

And let her not look to find my love as before;   

my love which by her fault has dropped  

like a flower on the meadow's edge when if has been touched   

by the plough passing by.  

Carmen 12.

Asinius Marrucinus, you do not make a pretty use   

of your left hand when we are laughing and drinking:  

you take away the napkins of people who are off their guard.  

Do you think this a good joke? You are mistaken, you silly fellow;   

it is ever so ill-bred, and in the worst taste.   

You don't believe me? Believe your brother Pollio,   

who would be glad to have your thefts redeemed   

at the cost of a whole talent; for he is a boy   

who is a master of all that is witty and amusing.   

So now either look out for three hundred hendecasyllables,   

or send me back my napkin,  

which does not concern me for what it is worth,   

but because it is a keepsake from my old friend;   

for Fabullus and Veranius sent me some Saetaban napkins  

as a present from Hiberia.   

How I help being fond of these,  

as I am of my dear Veranius and Fabullus ?  

Carmen 13.

You shall have a good dinner at my house, Fabullus,  

In a few days, please the gods,   

if you bring with you good dinner and plenty of it,   

not forgetting a pretty girl   

and wine and wit and all kinds of laughter.   

If, I say, you bring all this, my charming friend,   

you will have a good dinner; for the purse   

of your Catullus is full of cobwebs.   

But on the other hand you shall have from me love's very essence,  

or what is sweeter or more delicious than love, if sweeter there be;   

for I will give you some perfume which   

the Venuses and Loves gave to my lady;/font>  

and when you sniff its fragrance, you will pray the gods   

to make you, Fabullus, nothing but nose.  

Carmen 14.

If I did not love you more than my own eyes,   

my dearest Calvus, I should hate you,   

as we all hate Vatinius, because of this gift of yours;   

for what have one, or what have I said,   

that you should bring destruction upon me with all these poets?   

May the gods send down all their plagues upon that client of yours   

who sent you such a set of sinners.   

But if, as I suspect, this new and choice present   

is given you by Sulla the schoolmaster,   

then I am not vexed, but well happy,   

because your labours are not lost.   

Great gods, what a portentous and accursed book!   

And this was the book which you sent your Catullus,   

to kill him off at once on the very day   

of the Saturnalia, best of days.   

No, no, you rogue, this shall not end so for you.   

For let the morning only come, I will off to the booksellers,   

sweep together Caesii, Aquini,   

Suffenus, and all such poisonous stuff,  

And with these penalties will I pay you back your gift.   

You poets, meantime, farewell, away with you,  

back to that ill place whence you brought your cursed feet,   

you burdens of our age, you worst poets.  

Carmen 14b.

O my readers -- if there be any who will read   

my nonsense, and not shrink  

from touching me with their hands  

Carmen 15.

To you, Aurelius, I entrust my all, even my loved,  

and I ask a favour of you, a modest favour.   

If have ever with all your soul desired  

to keep anything pure and free from stain,   

then guard my boy-friend now in safety,  

I don't mean from the vulgar throng; I have no fear   

of such as pass to and fro in our streets   

absorbed in their own business.   

it's you I fear, you and your penis,   

so fatal to the young boys, both good and bad alike.   

Give that penis play where and how you please,   

ever ready for indulgence when you walk abroad.   

This one boy I would have you spare: I think it's a modest request.   

And if a wicked mind and infatuate frenzy   

drive you to the heinous crime   

of treason against me,   

ah! then I pity you for your sad fate.   

For before the city's gaze with your legs and back-door spread out  

radishes and mullets will be stuck into you.   

Carmen 16.

I'll sodomize and clintonize you,  

oral Aurelius and anal Furius,  

who have supposed me to be immodest, on account of my verses,   

because these are rather voluptuous and not very modest.   

For the sacred poet ought to be chaste himself,   

his verses need not be so;  

which, in the end, only have wit and charm  

if they are rather voluptuous and not very modest,  

and are able to stimulate desire,  

and I don't mean in boys, but in these hairy men  

who cannot move their stiff thighs.  

Just because you read about many thousands of kisses,  

do you think I am not a real man?  

Carmen 17.

O Colonia, you who wish to have a long bridge for your games,  

and are quite ready to dance, but fear the ill-jointed   

legs of your little bridge, standing as it does on old posts done up again,   

lest it should fall sprawling and sink down in the depths of the mire;  

may you have a good bridge made for you according to your desire,   

one in which the rites of Salisubsilus himself may be undertaken,   

on condition that you grant me this gift, Colonia, to make me laugh my loudest.   

There is a townsman of mine whom I wish to go headlong from your bridge  

over head and heels into the mud,  

only let it be where is the blackest and deepest pit   

of the whole bog with its stinking morass.   

The fellow is a perfect blockhead, and has not as much sense as a little baby  

two years old sleeping in the rocking arms of his father.  

He has for a wife a girl in the freshest flower of youth,  

a girl too, more exquisite than a tender kidling,  

one who ought to be guarded more diligently than ripest grapes,  

and he lets her play as she will, and does not care one straw,   

and for his part does not stir himself, but lies like an alder   

in a ditch hamstrung by a Ligurian axe,   

with just as much perception of everything as if it did not exist anywhere.  

Like this, my booby sees nothing, hears nothing;   

what he himself is, whether he is or is not, he does not know so much as this.  

He it is whom I want now to send head foremost from your bridge,  

whether he can all in a moment wake up his lethargy,   

and leave his sluggish mind there in the nasty sludge,   

as a mule leaves her iron shoe in the sticky mire.  

Carmen 21.

Aurelius, father of all starvations,   

not these only but at have been   

or are or shall be in future years,   

you wish to sodomize my favourite.   

And not on the quiet: you keep with him, jest in his company,   

stick close to his side and leave nothing untried.   

All in vain: as you plot against me,   

I'll clintonize you first.   

If you had your belly full I should say nothing;  

As it is, what annoys me is that   

my lad will learn how to be hungry and thirsty.   

Stop, then, while you can do so unharmed,   

or you will have to stop after I've clintonized you.  

Carmen 22.

That Suffenus, Varus, whom you know very well,   

is a charming fellow, and has wit and good manners.  

He aIso makes many more verses than any one else.   

I suppose he has got some ten thousand or even more  

written out in full, and not, as is often done,   

down on old scraps; imperial paper, new rolls,   

new bosses, red ties, parchment wrappers;  

all ruled with lead and smoothed with pumice.  

When you come to read these, the fashionable well-bred   

Suffenus I spoke of seems to be nothing but any goatherd or ditcher   

to look at him again; so absurd and chamged he is.   

How are we to account for this? The same man who was just now   

a dinner-table wit or something (if such there be) even more practised,  

is more re clumsy than the clumsy country,   

whenever he touches poetry; and at the same time he is never   

so happy as when he is writing a poem:  

he delights in himself and admires himself so much.   

True enough, we all are under the same delusion, and there is no one  

whom you may not see to be a Sufferms in one thing  

or another. Everybody has his own delusion assigned to him:  

but we do not see that part of the bag which hangs on our back.   

Carmen 23.

Furius, you who have neither a slave, nor a money-box,  

nor a bug, nor a spider, nor a fire,   

but who have a father and a stepmother too,   

whose teeth can chew even a flintstone,   

you lead a merry life with your father   

and with that dry stick, your father's wife.   

No wonder: you all enjoy the best health,   

your digestions are excellent, you have nothing to be afraid of:  

fires, dilapidations,   

cruel pilferings, plots to poison you,  

other chances of danger.   

And besides this, your bodies are as dry as horn,   

or drier still if drier thing there be,   

what with sun and cold and fasting.   

How you be otherwise than well and prosperous?  

You are free from sweat, free from spittle,  

and rheum and troublesome running of the nose.  

To this cleanliness, add an even cleaner one,  

that your anus is purer than a little salt-cellar,  

and you defecate no more than ten times in a whole year,  

and that is harder than a bean or pebbles;  

if you were to squeeze it or rub it with your hands,  

you could never dirty your finger.  

Since you have such blessings as these, Furius,   

do not despise them or think lightly of them;   

and cease to pray, as you do, for the hundred sestertia;   

for you are quite well off enough as it is.  

Carmen 24.

You who are the flower of the Juventii,    

not only of thosee we know, but of all who either have been    

or shall be hereafter in other years,   

I had rather you had given en the riches of Midas    

to that fellow who has neither servant nor money-box,   

than so allow your to be courted by him.    

What? is he not a fine gentleman?" you will say. O, yes;    

but this fine gentleman has neither a servant nor a money-box.   

You may put this aside and make as little of it as you like:    

for all that, he has neither a servant nor a money-box.  

Carmen 25.

Thallus, you sodomite, softer than rabbit's fur    

or down of goose or lap of ear,    

or drooping penis of an old man or dusty cobweb;    

and also, Thallus, more ravenous than a sweeping storm    

when the divine mother shows that the waves are swelling.   

send me back my cloak which you have pounced upon,   

and my Saetaban napkin and Bithynian tablets,   

you silly fellow, which you keep by you and make a show of them, as if they were heirlooms.   

Unglue and let drop these at once from your claws,   

lest your soft downy flanks and pretty tender hands    

should have ugly figures branded and scrawled on by the whip,    

and lest you should toss about as you are little used to do,    

like a tiny boat caught in the vast sea, when the wind is madly raging.  

Carmen 26.

Furius, my little farm stands exposed    

not to the blasts of Auster nor Favonius    

nor fierce Boreas or Apheliotes,    

but to a call of fifteen thousand two sesterces.    

A wind that brings horror and pestilence!   

Carmen 27.

Come, boy, you who serve out the old Falernian,    

fill up stronger cups for me,    

as the law of Postumia, mistress of the revels, ordains,    

Postumia more tipsy than the tipsy grape.    

But water, begone, away with you, water,    

destruction of wine, and take up abode    

with scrupulous folk. This is the pure Thyonian god.  

Carmen 28.

You subalterns of Piso, a needy train,  

with baggage handy and easily carried,  

my excellent Veranius and my Fabullus,  

how are you? Have you borne cold and hunger  

with that wind-bag long enough?  

Do your account books show any gain, however small,  

entered on the wrong side, as mine do? Why, after following  

in my praetor's train I put down on the credit side  

"O Memmius, you slowly clintonized me well and for a long time  

on my back with that entire rod of yours."  

But, as far as I see, you were in a similar  

situation: you were stuffed with just as big a penis.  

So much for running after powerful friends!  

But may the gods and goddesses bring many curses upon you,  

you blots on the names of Romulus and Remus.  

Carmen 29.

Who can look upon this, who can suffer this,   

except he be lost to all shame and voracious and a gambler,   

that Mamurra should have what Gallia Comata    

and farthest Britain had once?    

Sodomite Romulus, will you see and endure this?    

You are shameless and voracious and a gambler.   

And shall he now, and full to overflowing,    

make a progress through the beds of all,    

like a white cock-pigeon or an Adonis?   

Sodomite Romulus, will you see and endure this?   

You are shameless and voracious and a gambler.   

Was it this then, you one and only general,    

that took you to the farthest island of the West?    

was it that that worn-out profligate of yours, Mentula,    

should devour twenty or thirty millions?    

What else, then, is perverted liberality, if this be not?    

Has he not spent enough on lust and gluttony?    

His ancestral property was first torn to shreds;    

then came his prize-money from Pontus, then in the third place   

that from the Hiberus, of wbich the gold-bearing Tagus can tell.    

And him do the Gauls and Britons fear?    

Why do you both support this scoundrel? or what can he do    

but devour rich patrimonies.   

Was it for this that you, o most dutiful father-in-law   

and son-in-law, have ruined everything?   

Carmen 30.

ALFENUS, ungrateful and false to your faithful comrades,    

do you now cease (ah, cruel !) to pity your beloved friend?    

What? do you not shrink from betraying me, deceiving me, faithless one?    

Do the deeds of deceivers please the gods above?   

All this you disregard, and desert me in my sorrow and trouble;   

ah, tell me, what are men to do, whom are they to trust?    

For truly you used to bid me trust my soul to you (ah, unjust!),    

leading me into love as if all were safe for me;    

you, who now draw back from me, and let the winds and vapours of the air   

bear away all your words and deeds unratified.    

If you have forgotten this, yet the gods remember it, remembers Faith,    

who will soon make you repent of you deed.  

Carmen 31.

Sirmio, bright eye of peninsulas and islands,    

whatever ones either Neptune bears    

in liquid lakes or in the vast sea.    

how willingly and happily I visit you,    

scarecely trusting myself that I have left Thynia and the Bithynian   

plains, and that I see you in safety.    

Oh, what is more blessed that to put cares away,    

when the mind lays down its burden, and tired    

with the labor of travel, we come to our own home   

and rest on the bed we longed for.    

This is the only thing that is worth such great toils.    

Hello, charming Sirmio, rejoice in your happy master,    

and you, Lydian waves of the lake,   

laugh whatever laughter there is in your home.  

Carmen 32.

I entreat you, my sweet lpsitilla,    

my darling, my charmer,   

bid me to come and rest at noonday with you.   

And if you do bid me, grant me this kindness too,   

that no one may bar the panel of your threshold,   

nor you yourself have a fancy to go away,   

but stay at home and prepare for us   

nine non-stop bouts of sex.   

But if you will at all, then bid me come at once:   

I am lying down after lunch, I am full and on my back,   

I am boring a hole through my tunic and cloak.  

Carmen 33.

Cleverest of all clothes-stealers at the baths,    

father Vibennius and you his profligate son,   

for the father has a dirtier right-hand,   

but the son has a more voracious anus:   

off with you into banishment and the dismal regions,    

since the father's plunderings are known   

to all the world, and, my son, you cannot sell    

your hairy bottom for an As.  

Carmen 34.

We girls and chaste boys    

are lieges of Diana.    

Diana let us sing,   

chaste boys and girls.    

O child of Latona,    

great offspring of greatest Jove,   

whom thy mother bore    

by the Delian olive-tree,    

that thou mightest be the lady   

of mountains and green woods,    

and sequestered glens    

and sounding rivers;   

thou art called Juno Lucina    

by mothers in pains of travail,    

thou art called mighty Trivia and Moon   

with counterfeit light.    

Thou goddess, measurest out by monthly course    

the circuit of the year,    

thou fillest full with goodly fruits    

the rustic home of the husbandman.    

Be thou hallowed by whatever name thou wilt;   

and as of old thou wert wont,    

with good help keep safe    

the race of Romulus.  

Carmen 35.

I ask you, papyrus page, to tell  

the gentle poet, my friend Caecilius,  

to come to Verona, leaving the walls  

of Novum Comum and the shore of Larius:  

for I wish him to receive certain thoughts  

of a friend of his and mine.  

Wherefore if he is wise he will devour the way with haste  

though his fair lady should call him back  

a thousand times, and throwing both her arms  

round his neck beg him to delay.  

She now, if a true tale is brought to me,  

dotes on him with passionate love.  

For since she read the beginning of his  

"Lady of Dindymus," ever since then, poor girl,  

the fires have been wasting her inmost marrow.  

I can feel maiden more scholarly  

than the Sapphic muse; for Caecilius has indeed  

made a lovely beginning to his "Magna Mater."  

Carmen 36.

Chronicle of Volusius, defecated paper,   

discharge a vow on behalf of my love;   

for she vowed to holy Venus and to Cupid   

that if I were restored to her love,   

and ceased to dart fierce iambics,   

she would give to the lamme-footed god   

the choicest writings of the worst of poets,   

to be burnt with wood from some accursed tree:   

and my lady perceived that these were the "worst poems"   

that she was vowing to the merry gods in pleasant sport.   

Now therefore, O thou whom the blue sea bare,   

who inhabitest holy Idalium and open Urii,   

who dwellest in Ancona and reedy Cnidus   

and in Amatbus and in Golgi,   

and in Dyrrhacium the meeting-place of all Hadria,   

record the vow as received and duly paid,   

so surely as it is not out of taste nor inelegant.   

Meantime come you her into the fire.   

you bundle of rusticity and clumsiness,   

chronicle of Volusius, defecated paper.   

Carmen 37.

Gallant pot-house, and you brothers in the service,   

ninth pillar from the temple of the Brothers in the hats,   

do you think you are the only ones with a penis?   

the only ones who have leave to have sex with all the girls,   

while you think every one else a goat?   

Or if you sit in a line, five score or ten maybe,   

witless all, think you that I cannot   

clintonize ten score as they sit?   

Yet you may think so: for I'll scribble penises   

all over the pot-house front.   

My girl, who has left my arms,   

though loved as none ever shall be loved,   

for whom I have fought so many great fights,   

has taken up her abode there. She is dear to all you men   

of rank and fortune, indeed to her shame   

all the petty lechers that haunt the byways;   

to you above all, paragon of long-haired dandies,   

son of rabbity Celtiberia,   

Egnatius, made a gentleman by a bushy beard   

and teeth brushed with Spanish urine.  

Carmen 38.

Your Catullus is ill at ease, Cornificius,   

ill and in distress  

and that more and more daily and hourly.   

And you, though that is the lightest and easiest task,  

have you said one word to console him?   

I am getting angry with you – what, treat my love so?  

Give me only some little word of comfort,  

pathetic as the tears of Simonides!   

Carmen 39.

EGNATIVS, because he has white teeth,  

is everlastingly smiling. If people come to the prisoner's bench,  

the counsel for the defence is making every one cry,  

he smiles: if they are mourning at the funeral of a dear son,   

when the bereaved mother is weeping for her only boy,   

he smiles: whatever it is, wherever he is,   

whatever he is doing, he smiles: it is a malady he has,   

neither an elegant one as I think, nor in good taste.   

So I must give you a bit of advice, my good Egnatius.   

If you were a Roman or a Sabine or a Tiburtine   

or a pig of an Umbrian or a plump Etruscan,  

or a black and tusky Lanuvian,   

or a Transpadane (to touch on my own people too),   

or anybody else who washes his teeth with clean water,   

still I should not like you to be smiling everlastingly;   

for there is nothing more silly than a silly laugh.   

As it is, you are a Celtiberian; now in the Celtiberian country  

the natives rub their teeth and red gums,   

every morning with what they have urinated,   

so that the cleaner your teeth are,  

the more urine you are shown to have drunk.  

Carmen 40.

What infatuation, my poor Ravidus,   

drives you headlong in the way of my iambics?   

What god invoked by you amiss   

is going to stir up a senseless quarrel?   

Is it that you wish to be talked about ?   

What do you want? would you be known, no matter how?   

So you shall, since you have chosen to love my lady,   

and long shall you rue it.  

Carmen 41.

Ameana, that sexually exhausted jade,   

asked me for a round ten thousand;   

that girl with the ugly snub nose,   

the mistress of the bankrupt of Formiae.   

You her relations, who have the charge of the girl,   

call together friends and doctors:   

she is not right in her mind, and never asks   

the looking-glass what she is like.  

Carmen 42.

Hither from all sides, hendecasyllables, as many as   

there are of you, all of you as many as there are.   

An ugly drab thinks she may make fun of me,   

and says she will not give me back your tablets,   

if you can submit to that.   

Let us follow her, and demand them back again.   

You ask who she is? That one whom you see   

strutting with an ugly gait, grinning like a vulgar mountebank   

with the gape of a Cisalpine hound.   

Stand round her and call for them back   

"Dirty drab, give back the tablets,   

give back the tablets, dirty drab!"   

Don't you care a penny for that? O filth! O beastliness!   

or anything else that I can call you worse still!   

But we must not think this enough.   

Well, if nothing else can do it, let us force   

a blush from the brazen face of the beast:   

call out again with louder voice,   

"Dirty drab, give back the tablets,   

give back the tablets, dirty drab!"   

We get noing by that: she does not mind.   

You must change your plan and method,   

if you can do better so:   

"Maiden modest and chaste, give back the tablets."   

Carmen 43.

I greet you, lady, you who neither have a tiny nose,   

nor a pretty foot, nor black eyes,   

nor long fingers, nor dry mouth,   

nor indeed a very refined tongue,   

you mistress of the bankrupt of Formiae.   

Is it you who are pretty, as the Province tells us?   

is it with you our Lesbia is compared?   

O, this age! how tasteless and ill-bred it is!   

Carmen 44.

My farm, whether Sabine or Tiburtine   

(for those affirm that you are Tiburtine, who do not love   

to annoy Catullus, but those who do   

will wager anything that you are Sabine)--   

but at all events, whether you are Sabine or more rightly Tiburtine,   

I was glad to be in your retreat, 'twixt country and town,   

and to clear my chest of the troublesome cough,   

which, my greediness gave me (not undeservedly)   

whilst I was running after costly feasts.   

I wanted to go to dinner with Sestius,   

and so I read a speech of his against the candidate Antius,   

full of poison and plague.   

Thereuon a shivering chill and a constant cough   

shook me to pieces, till at last I fled to your bosom,   

and set myself right again by a diet of laziness and nettle.   

So now, having recovered, I return you my best thanks   

because you did not punish my error.   

And henceforth, if I ever again take in hand the abominable writings   

of Sestius, I freely consent that the chill shall bring catarrh and cough,   

not upon me, but upon Sestius himself,   

for inviting me just when I have read a stupid book.  

Carmen 45.

Septimius, holding in his arms   

his darling Acme, says, "My Acme,   

if I do not love thee to desperation, and if I am not ready   

to go on loving th contnually through all my years,   

as much and as distractedly as the most distracted of lovers,   

may I in Libya or sunburnt India   

meet a green-eyed lion alone   

As he said this, Love on the left,   

as before on the right, sneezed goodwill.   

Then Acme, slightly bending back her head,   

kissed with that rosy mouth   

her love's swimming eyes,   

and said, "So, my life, my darling Septimius,   

so may we ever serve this one master   

as (I swear) more strongly and fiercely burns in me   

the flame deep in my melting marrow."   

As she said this, Love, as before on the left,   

now on the right sneezed goodwill.   

And now, setting out from a good omen,   

heart in heart they live, loving and loved.   

Poor Septimius prefers Acme alone   

to whole Syrias and Britains.   

In Septimius, him alone, his faithful Acme   

takes her fill of loves and pleasures.   

Who ever saw human beings more blest?   

Who ever saw a more fortunate love?  

Carmen 46.

Now spring brings back balmy warmth,   

now the sweet gales of Zephyr are hushing   

the rage of the equinoctal sky.   

Deserted be fhe Phrygian plains, Catullus,   

and the rich land of burning Nicaea:   

away let us fly to the renowned cities of Asia.   

Now my sould flutters in antIcipation and yearns to stray;   

now my eager feet rejoice and grow strong.   

Farewell, dear bands of fellow travellers,   

who started together from your far-away home,   

and whom divided ways through changing scenes are bringing back again.  

Carmen 47.

Porcius and Socration, Piso's two left hands,   

you plague and mere famine,   

has that phallic Priapus preferred you   

to my dear Veranius and Fabullus?   

Are you spending money and holding splendid rich banquets   

at vast expense in broad daylight, whilst my old friends   

must walk about the streets to hunt for an invitation ?  

Carmen 48.

Your honeyed eyes, Juventius,   

if one should let me go on kissing still,   

I would kiss them three hundred thousand times,   

nor would I think I should ever have enough,   

not if the harvest of our kissing   

were thicker than the ripe ears of corn.  

Carmen 49.

Most skilled in speech of the descendants of Romulus,   

all who are, and all who have been, and all who shall be   

hereafter in other years, Marcus Tullius,   

to thee his warmest thanks Catullus gives,   

the worst of all poets;   

as much the worst poet of all   

as you are the best advocate of all.  

Carmen 50.

Yesterday, Licinius, we made holiday   

and played many a game with my tablets,   

as we had agreed to take our pleasure.   

Each of us pleased his fancy in writing verses,   

now in one metre, now in another,   

answering each other, as we laughed and drank our wine.   

I came away from this so fired   

by your wit and fun, Licinius,   

that food did not ease my pain,   

nor sleep spread rest over my eyes,   

but restless and fevered I tossed about all over my bed,   

longing to see the dawn,   

that I might talk to you and be with you.   

But when my limbs were worn out with fatigue   

and lay half dead on my couch,   

I made this poem for you, my sweet friend,   

that from it you might learn my suffering.   

Now be not too proud, and do not, I pray you,   

apple of my eye, do not reject my prayers,   

lest Nemesis demand penalties from you in turn.   

She is an imperious goddess–beware of offending her.  

Carmen 51.

He seems to me to be equal to a god,   

he, if it may be, seems to surpass the very gods,   

who sitting opposite you againand again   

gazes at you and hears you   

sweetly laughing. Such a thing takes away   

all my senes, alas!-- for whenever I see you,   

Lesbia, at once no voice at all remains   

within my mouth;   

but my tongue falters, a subtle flame steals down   

through my limbs, my ears tingle   

with inward humming, my eyes are quenched   

in twofold night.   

Idleness, Catullus, does you harm,   

you riot in your idleness and wanton too much.   

Idleness ere now has ruined both kings   

and wealthy cities.  

Carmen 52.

What is it, CatuIlus? why do you not make haste to die?   

Nonius Struma sits in a curule chair;   

Vatinius forswears himself by his consulship.   

What is it, Catullus? why do you not make haste to die?  

Carmen 53.

A fellow in the crowd made me laugh just now:  

when my dear Calvus had drawn out in splendid style   

his accusations against Vatinius,   

he lifted up his hands in wonder, and   

"Great gods," says he, "what an eloquent manikin!"  

Carmen 54.

Otho's head (very small it is)   

and your half-washed legs, rustic Erius,   

the subtle and smooth farting of Libo,   

these points at least, if not all about them, I should wish to be disliked   

by you and Fuficius, that old fellow renewed to youth again.   

You will again be angered by my iambics,   

my innocent iambics, you one and only general.  

Carmen 55.

I beg you, if I may without offence,   

show me where is your dark corner.   

I have looked for you in the lesser Campus,   

in the Circus, in all the booksellers' shops,   

in the hallowed temple of great Jove.   

And when I was in Pompey's portico,   

I stopped all the women there, my friend,   

who, however, faced me with untroubled look.   

You it was that I kept asking them for:   

"Give me my Camerius, you wicked girls!"   

One of them, baring her naked bosom, says   

"Look here, he is hiding between my rosy breasts."   

Well, to bear with you is now a labour of Hercules.   

Not though I should be moulded in brass like the fabled warder of Crete,   

not though I were to soar aloft like flying Pegasus,   

not if I were Ladas or wing-footed Perseus,   

not if I were the swift snow-white pair of Rhesus could I overtake you:   

add to these the feather-footed gods and the winged,   

and with them call for the swiftness of the winds;   

though you should harness all these, Camerius, and press them into my service,   

yet I should be tired out to my very marrow,   

and worn away with frequent faintness,   

my friend, while searching for you.   

Do you deny yourself so haughtily, my friend?   

Tell us where you are likely to be, out with it boldly,   

trust me with it, give it to the light.   

Do the milk-white maids detain you?   

If you keep your tongue shut within your mouth,   

you will waste all the gains o flove;   

Venus loves an utterance full of words.   

However, if you will, you may lock up your lips,   

so long as you let me be a sharer in your love.  

Carmen 56.

O, Cato, what an absurdly funny thing,   

worthy for you to hear and laugh at!   

Laugh, as much as you love Catullus, Cato.   

The thing is too absurd and funny.   

I just found a young boy havnig sex with a girl:   

May it please Diona, I attacked him   

with my rigid thing, using it as a spear.  

Carmen 57.

Well agreed are the abominable sodomites,   

the fellators, Mamurra and Caesar;   

no wonder either. Like stains,   

one from the city and one from Formiae,   

are deeply impressed on each, and will never be washed out.   

Diseased alike, very twins,   

both on one sofa, dilettante writers both,   

one as greedy in adultery as the other,   

the rivals who share young girls.   

Well agreed are the abominable sodomites.  

Carmen 58.

O, Caelius, my Lesbia, that Lesbia,  

that Lesbia whom alone Catullus loved   

more than himself and all his own,  

now in the cross-roads and alleys   

peels the descendants of lordly-minded Remus.  

Carmen 58b.

Not though I should be moulded in brass like the fabled warder of Crete,   

not though I were to soar aloft like flying Pegasus,   

not if I were Ladas or wing-footed Persues,   

not if I were the swift snow-white pair of Rhesus:   

add to these the feather-footed gods and the winged,   

and with them call for the swiftness of the winds;--   

though you should harness all these, Camerius, and press them into my service,   

yet I should be tired out to my very marrow,   

and worn away with frequent faintness,   

my friend, while searching for you.   

Carmen 59.

Rufa of Bononia, the wife of Menenius, fellates Rufulus,  

she whom you have often seen in the graveyards   

grabbing the baked meats from the very pyre,   

when as she ran after the loaf rolling down out of the fire   

she was thumped by the half-shaved slave of the undertaker.  

Carmen 60.

Was it a lioness from Libyan mountains   

or a Scylla from her womb below   

that bare you, you that are so hard-hearted and monstrous   

as to hold in contempt your suppliant's voice in his last need,   

ah, too cruel-hearted one ?  

Carmen 61.

O haunter of the Heliconian mount,   

Urania's son,   

thou who bearest away the tender maid   

to her bridegroom, O Hymenaeus Hymen,   

O Hymen Hymenaeus!  

Bind thy brows with the flowers  

of fragrant marjoram,  

put on the marriage veil, hither,   

hither merrily come, wearing on thy snow-white  

foot the yellow shoe,  

and wakened on this joyful day,   

singing with resonant voice   

the nuptial songs,   

beat the ground with thy feet,   

shake with thy hand the pine torch.  

For now shall Vinia wed with Manlius,   

Vinia as fair as Venus   

who dwells in Idalium, when she came   

to the Phrygian judge;   

a good maiden with a good omen  

like the Asian myrtle   

shining with flowering sprays,  

which the Hamadryad goddesses   

with dewy moisture nourish   

as a plaything for themselves.  

Hither then, come hither, haste   

to leave the Aonian caves   

of the Thespian rock,   

which the nymph Aganippe besprinkles   

with cooling shower from above;  

call to her home the lady of the house,  

full of desire for her bridegroom;   

bind her heart with love,   

as here and there the clinging ivy   

straying clasps the tree.  

Ye too with me, unwedded   

virgins, for whom a like day   

is coming, come, in measure   

say, "O Hymenaeus Hymen,   

O Hymen Hymenaeus!"  

that hearing himself summoned   

to his own office, the god may come   

more readily hither,   

the herald of genial Venus,   

the coupler of honest love.  

What god is more worthy to be invoked   

by lovers who are loved?   

whom of the heavenly ones shall men worship  

more than thee? O Hymenaeus Hymen,   

O Hymen Hymenaeus!  

Thee for his children the aged father   

invokes, for thee the maidens loose   

their garments from the girdle:  

for thee the bridegroom listens fearfully   

with eager ear.  

Thou thyself givest into the hands  

of the fiery youth the blooming maiden   

from her mother's bosom,  

O Hymenaeus Hymen,   

O Hymen Hymenaeus!  

No pleasure can Venus take   

without thee, such as honest fame   

may approve, but can  

if thou art willing. What god   

dare match himself with this god?  

No house without thee can   

give children, no parent rest  

on his offspring ; but all is well  

if thou art willing. What god   

dare match himself with this god?  

A land that should want thy sanctities   

would not be able to produce   

guardians for its borders--but could  

if thou art willing. What god   

dare match himself with this god?  

the bride is coming. See you how the torches   

shake their shining tresses?   

noble shame delays. . . .  

Yet listening rather to this,   

she weeps that she must go.  

Weep no more. Not to you  

Aurunculeia, is there danger  

that any fairer woman   

shall see the bright day  

coming from ocean.  

So in the gay garden   

of a rich owner   

stands a hyacinth flower--  

but you delay, the day is passing;   

come forth, O bride.  

Come forth, O bride, if   

now you will, and hear   

our words. See how the torches  

shake their golden tresses!  

come forth, O bride.  

Your husband will not,   

lightly given to some wicked paramour,   

and following shameful ways of dishonour,   

wish to lie away   

from your soft bosom.  

but as the pliant vine entwines   

the trees planted near it,   

so will he be entwined in your  

embrace. But the day is passing;  

come forth, O bride.  

O bridal bed, to all  

[ . . . ]  

[ . . . ]  

[ . . . ]  

white foot . . . bed,  

What joys are coming for your lord,   

O what joys to know in the fleeting   

night, joys in the full day!--  

but the day is passing;   

come forth, O bride.  

Raise aloft the torches, boys:   

I see the wedding veil coming.  

Go on, sing in measure,  

"Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!"  

Let not the merry Fescennine   

jesting be silent,  

let the favourite boy give away nuts to the sla ves  

when he hears how his lord   

has left his love.  

Give nuts to the slaves,   

favourite: your time is past,  

you have played with nuts long enough: s.   

you must now be the servant of Talassius.  

Give nuts, beloved slave.   

Today and yesterday   

you disdained the country wives,  

now the barber shaves   

your cheeks. Wretched, ah! wretched   

lover, throw the nuts!  

They will say that you,   

perfumed bridegroom, are unwilling .   

to give up your old pleasures; but abstain  

Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!  

We know that you are acquainted   

with no unlawful joys: but a husband   

has not the same liberty.   

Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!  

You too, O bride, be sure you refuse not  

what your husband claims,   

lest he go elsewhere to find it.   

Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!  

See how mighty and rich for you  

is the house of your husband;   

be content to be mistress here,  

(Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!)  

even till hoary old age,   

shaking a trembling head,   

nods assent to all for all.  

Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!  

Bear over the threshold with a good   

omen your golden feet,   

and enter within the polished door.   

Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!  

See how your husband within,  

reclining on a purple couch,   

is all eagerness for you.   

Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!  

In his inmost heart   

no less than in yours glows   

the flame, but deeper within.   

Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!  

Let go, young boy,   

the smooth arm of the damsel,  

let her now come to her husband's bed.   

Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!  

Ye, honest matrons, well wedded   

to ancient husbands,  

set the damsel in her place.   

Io Hymen Hymenaeus io,   

io Hymen Hymenaeus!  

Now you may come, bridegroom;   

your wife, is in the bride-chamber,   

shining with flowery face,  

like a white daisy  

or yellow poppy.  

But, husband, so the gods help me,  

you are no less fair,  

nor does Venus   

neglect you. But the day is passing.   

Go on then, delay not.  

Not long have you delayed.   

Already you come. May kindly Venus   

help you, since openly   

you take your desire and   

do not hide your honest love.  

Let him first count up the number   

of the dust of Africa  

and of the glittering stars,   

who would number   

the many thousands of your joys.  

Sport as ye will, and soon   

bring children forth. It is not fit ldren  

that so old a name should be without chi  

but that they should be ,   

ever born from the same stock.  

I would see a little Torquatus,   

stretching his baby hands   

from his mother's lap,   

smile a sweet smile at his father   

with lips half parted.  

May he be like his father   

Manlius, and easily be recognised by all,   

even those who do not know,   

and declare by his face   

the fair fame of his mother.  

May such praise, due to his   

chaste mother, approve his descent,   

as for Telemachus son of Penelope  

remains unparagoned the honour   

derived from his noble mother.  

Maidens, shut the doors.  

We have sported enough. But ye,  

happy pair, live happily,  

and in your office exercise joyously  

your vigorous youth.  

Carmen 62.

Young men  

The evening is come, rise up, ye Vesper from Olympus  

now at last is just raising his long-looked-for light.   

Now is it time to rise, now to leave the rich tables;   

now will come the bride, now will the Hymen-song be sung.   

Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen, hither, O Hymenaeus!  

Young women  

See ye, maidens, the youths? Rise up to meet them.   

For sure the night-star shows his Oetaean fires.   

So it is indeed; see you how nimbly they have sprung up?   

it is not for nothing that they have sprung up: they will sing something which it is worth while to look at.   

Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen, hither, O Hymenaeus!  

Young men  

No easy palm is set out for us, comrades;  

look how the maidens are conning what they have learnt.   

Not in vain do they learn, they have there something worthy of memory;   

no wonder, since they labour deeply with their whole mind.   

We have diverted elsewhere our thoughts, elsewhere our ears;   

fairly then shall we be beaten; victory loveth care.  

Wherefore now at least match your minds with theirs.  

Anon they will begin to speak, anon it will be fitting for us to answer.   

Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen, hither, O Hymenaeus!  

Young women  

Hesperus, what more cruel fire than thine moves in the sky?   

for thou canst endure to tear the daughter from her mother's embrace,   

from her mother's embrace to tear the close-clinging daughter,   

and give the chaste maiden to the burning youth.   

What more cruel than this do enemies when a city falls?   

Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen, hither, O Hymenaeus!  

Young men  

Hesperus, what more welcome fire than thine shines in the sky?   

for thou with thy flame confirmest the contracted espousals,   

which husbands and parents have promised beforehand,   

but unite not till thy flame has arisen.   

What is given by the gods more desirable than the fortunate hour?   

Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen, hither, O Hymenaeus!  

Young women  

Hesperus, friends, has taken away one of us.  

Young men  

For at thy coming the guard is always awake.  

By night thieves hide themselves, whom thou, Hesperus, often overtakest as thou returnest,   

Hesperus the same but with changed name Eous.   

But girls love to chide thee with feigned complaint.   

What then, if they chide him whom they desire in their secret heart?   

Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen, hither, O Hymenaeus!  

Young women  

As a flower springs up secretly in a fenced garden,   

unknown to the cattle, torn up by no plough,   

which the winds caress, the sun strengthens, the shower draws forth,   

many boys, many girls, desire it;   

when the same flower fades, nipped by a sharp nail,   

no boys, no girls desire it:   

so a maiden, whilst she remains untouched, so long is she dear to her own;   

when she has lost her chaste flower with sullied body,   

she remains neither lovely to boys nor dear to girls.   

Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen, hither, O Hymenaeus!  

Young men  

As an unwedded vine which grows up in a bare field  

never raises itself aloft, never brings forth a mellow grape,   

but bending its tender form with downward weight,   

even now touches the root with topmost shoot;   

no farmers, no oxen tend it:   

but if it chance to be joined in marriage to the elm,   

many farmers, many oxen tend it:   

so a maiden, whilst she remains untouched, so long is she aging untended;  

but when in ripe season she is matched in equal wedlock,   

she is more dear to her husband and less distasteful to her father.  

And you, maiden, strive not with such a husband;   

it is not right to strive with him to whom your father himself gave you,  

your father himself with your mother, whom you must obey.   

Your maidenhead is not all your own; partly it belongs to your parents,   

a third part is given to your father, a third part to your mother,   

only a third is yours; do not contend with two,   

who have given their rights to their son-in-law together with the dowry.   

Hymen, O Hymenaeus, Hymen, hither, O Hymenaeus!  
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Borne in his swift bark over deep seas,   

Attis, when eagerly with speedy foot he reached the Phrygian woodland,  

and entered the goddess' abodes, shadowy, forest-crowned;   

there, goaded by raging madness, bewildered in mind,   

he cast down from him with sharp flint-stone the burden of his member.  

So when she felt her limbs to have lost their manbood,   

still with fresh blood dabbling the face of the ground,   

swiftly with snowy bands she seized the light timbrel,   

your timbrel, Cybele, thy mysteries, Mother,   

and shaking with soft fingers the hollow oxhide   

thus began she to sing to her companions tremulously:   

"Come away, ye Gallae, go to the mountain forests of Cybele together,   

together go, wandering herd of the lady of Dindymus,   

who swiftly seeking alien homes as exiles,   

followed my rule as I led you in my train,   

endured the fast-flowing brine and the savage seas,   

and unmanned your bodies from utter abhorrence of love,   

cheer ye your Lady's heart with swift wanderings.  

Let dull delay depart from your mind; go together, follow   

to the Phrygian house of Cybele, to the Phrygian forests of the goddess,   

where the noise of cymbals sounds, where timbrels re-echo,   

where the Phrygian flute-player blows a deep note on his curved reed,   

where the Maenads ivy-crowned toss their heads violently,   

where with shrill yells they shake the holy emblems,   

where that wandering company of the goddess is wont to rove,   

whither for us 'tis meet to hasten with rapid dances."  

So soon as Attis, woman yet no true one, chanted thus to her companions,  

the revellers suddenly with quivering tongues yell aloud,   

the light timbrel rings again, clash again the hollow cymbals,   

swiftly to green Ida goes the rout with hurrying foot.   

Then too frenzied, panting, uncertain, wanders, gasping for breath,  

attended by the timbrel, Attis, through the dark forests their leader,   

as a heifer unbroken starting aside from the burden of the yoke.  

Fast follow the Gallae their swift-footed leader.   

So when they gained the house of Cybele, faint and weary,   

after much toil they take their rest without bread;   

heavy sleep covers their eyes with drooping weariness,   

the delirious madness of their mind departs in soft slumber.   

But when the sun with the flashing eyes of his golden face  

lightened the clear heaven, the firm lands, the wild sea,   

and chased away the shades of night with eager tramping steeds refreshed,   

then Sleep fled from wakened Attis and quickly was gone;   

him the goddess Pasithea received in her fluttering bosom.  

So after soft slumber, freed from violent madness,   

as soon as Attis himself in his heart reviewed his own deed,   

and saw with clear mind what lie had lost and where he was,   

with surging mind again he sped back to the waves.   

There, looking out upon the waste seas with streaming eyes,   

thus did she piteously address her country with tearful voice:  

" O my country that gavest me life! O my country that barest me!   

leaving whom, all wretch! as runaway servants leave their masters,   

I have borne my foot to the forests of Ida,   

to live among snows and frozen lairs of wild beasts,   

and visit in my frenzy all their lurking-dens,  

-- where then or in what region do I think thy place to be, O my country?   

Mine eyeballs unbidden long to turn their gaze to thee  

while for a short space my mind is free from wild frenzy.   

I, shall I from my own home be borne far away into these forests?  

from my country, my possessions, my friends, my parents, shall I be?   

absent from the market, the wrestling-place, the racecourse, the playground?   

unhappy, all unhappy heart, again, again must thou complain.   

For what form of human figure is there which I had not?   

I, to be a woman--who was a stripling, I a youth, I a boy,   

I was the flower of the playground, I was once the glory of the palaestra:   

mine were the crowded doorways, mine the warm thresholds,   

mine the flowery garlands to deck my house   

when I was to leave my chamber at sunrise.   

I, shall I now be called--what? a handmaid of the gods, a ministress of Cybele?   

I a Maenad, I part of myself, a barren man shall I be?   

I, shall I dwell in icy snow-clad regions of verdant Ida,   

I pass my life under the high summits of Phrygia,   

with the hind that haunts the woodland, with the boar that ranges the forest?   

now, now I rue my deed, now, now I would it were undone."  

From his rosy lips as these words issued forth,   

bringing a new message to both ears of the gods,   

then Cybele, loosening the fastened yoke from her lions,   

and goading that foe of the herd who drew on the left, thus speaks:   

"Come now," she says, "come, go fiercely, let madness hunt him hence  

bid him hence by stroke of madness hie him to the forests again,   

him who would be too free, and run away from my sovereignty.   

Come, lash back with tail, endure thy own scourging,   

make all around resound with bellowing roar,   

shake fiercely on brawny neck thy ruddy mane."   

Thus says wrathful Cybele, and with her hand unbinds the yoke.   

The monster stirs his courage and rouses him to fury of heart;  

he speeds away, he roars, with ranging foot he breaks the brushwood.   

But when he came to the watery stretches of the white-gleaming shore,   

and saw tender Attis by the smooth spaces of the sea,   

he rushes at him--madly flies Attis to the wild woodland.   

There always for all his lifetime was he a handmaid.  

Goddess, great goddess, Cybele, goddess, lady of Dindymus  

far from my house be all thy fury, O my queen  

others drive thou in frenzy, others drive thou to madness.  
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PINE-TREES of old, born on the top of Pelion,   

are said to have swum through the clear waters of Neptune  

to the waves of Phasis and the realms of Aeetes,   

when the chosen youths, the flower of Argive strength,   

desiring to bear away from the Colchians the golden fleece,   

dared to course over the salt seas with swift ship,   

sweeping the blue expse with fir-wood blades;   

for whom the goddess who holds the fortresses of city-tops   

made with her own hands the car flitting with light breeze,   

and bound the piny structure of the bowed keel.   

That ship first hanselled with voyage Amphitrite untried before.  

So when she ploughed with her beak the windy expanse,   

and the wave churned by the oars grew white with foam-flakes,   

forth looked from the foaming surge of the sea  

the Nereids of the deep wondering at the strange thing.   

On that day, if on any other, mortals saw   

with their eyes the sea Nymphs standing forth   

from the hoary tide, with bodies naked as far as the paps.   

Then is Peleus said to have caught fire with love of Thetis,   

then did Thetis not disdain mortal espousals,   

then did the Father himself know that Peleus must be joined to Thetis.   

O ye, in happiest time of ages born,   

hail, heroes, sprung from gods! hail, kindly offspring of your mothers, hail   

of your <good> mothers, hail <again>  

You often in my song, you will I address.   

And specially thee, greatly blessed by fortunate marriage torches,   

mainstay of Tbessaly, Peleus, to whom Jupiter himself,   

the king of the gods himself granted his own love.  

Thee did fairest Thetis clasp, daughter of Nereus?   

to thee did Tethys grant to wed her granddaughter,   

and Oceanus, who circles all the world with sea?  

Now when that longed-for day in time fulfilled   

had come for them, all Thessaly in full assembly crowds the house,   

the palace is thronged with a joyful company.   

They bring gifts in their hands, they display joy in their looks.   

Cieros is deserted; they leave Phthiotic Tempe   

and the houses of Crannon and the walls of Larissa;   

at Pharsalus they meet, and flock to the houses of Pharsalus.   

None now tills the lands; the necks of the steers grow soft;   

no more is the ground of the vineyard cleared with curved rakes;   

no more does the pruners' hook thin the shade of the tree;   

no more does the ox tear up the soil with downward share;   

rough rust creeps over the deserted ploughs.  

But Peleus' own abodes, so far as inward stretched   

the wealthy palace, with glittering gold and silver shine.   

White gleams the ivory of the thrones, bright are the cups on the table;   

the whole house is gay and gorgeous with royal treasure.   

But see, the royal marriage bed is being set for the goddess   

in the midst of the palace, smoothly fashioned of Indian tusk,   

covered with purple tinged with the rosy stain of the shell.  

This coverlet, broidered with shapes of ancient men,  

with wondrous art sets forth the worthy deeds of heroes.   

For there, looking forth from the wavesounding shore of Dia,   

Ariadna sees Theseus, as he sails away with swift fleet,   

Ariadna bearing wild madness in her heart.   

Not yet can she believe she beholds what yet she does behold;   

since now, now first wakened from treacherous sleep   

she sees herself, poor wretch, deserted on the lonely sand.   

Meanwhile the youth flies and strikes the waters with his oars,   

leaving unfulfilled his empty pledges to the gusty storm.  

At whom afar from the weedy beach with streaming eyes the daughter of Minos,  

like a marble figure of a bacchanal, looks forth, alas!   

looks forth tempest-tost with great tides of passion.   

Nor does she still keep the delicate headband on her golden head,   

nor has her breast veiled by the covering of her light raiment,   

nor her milk-white bosom bound with the smooth girdle;   

all these, as they slipt off around her whole body,   

before her very feet the salt waves lapped.   

She for her headgear then, she for her floating raiment then,   

cared not, but on thee, Theseus, with all her thoughts,  

with all her soul, with all her mind (lost, ah lost!) was hanging,  

unhappy maid! whom with unceasing floods of grief   

Erycina maddened, sowing thorny cares in her breast,   

even at that hour, what time bold Theseus   

setting forth from the winding shores of Piraeus   

reached the Gortynian palace of the lawless king.  

For they tell how of old, driven by a cruel pestilence   

to pay a penalty for the slaughter of Androgeos,   

Cecropia was wont to give as a feast to the Minotaur   

chosen youths, and with them the flower of unwedded maids.   

Now when his narrow walls were troubled by these evils,   

Theseus himself for his dear Athens chose to offer   

his own body, rather than that such deaths,   

living deaths, of Cecropia should be borne to Crete.   

Thus then, speeding his course with light bark and gentle gales,   

he comes to lordly Minos and his haughty halls.   

Him when the damsel beheld with eager eye,   

the princess, whom her chaste couch breathing sweet odours   

still nursed in her mother's soft embrace,   

like myrtles which spring by the streams of Eurotas,   

or the flowers of varied hue which the breath of spring draws forth,   

she turned not her burning eyes away from him,   

till she had caught fire in all her heart deep within,   

and glowed all flame in her inmost marrow.   

Ah! thou that stirrest cruel madness with ruthless heart,   

divine boy, who minglest joys of men with cares,   

and thou, who reignest over Golgi and leafy Idalium,   

on what billows did ye toss the burning heart of the maiden,   

often sighing for the golden-headed stranger!   

what fears did she endure with fainting heart!   

how often did she then grow paler than the gleam of gold,  

when Theseus, eager to contend with the savage monster,   

was setting forth to win either death or the meed of valour!   

Yet not unsweet were the gifts, though vainly promised to the gods,   

which she offered with silent lip.   

For as a tree which waves its boughs on Taurus' top,   

an oak or a cone-bearing pine with sweating bark,   

when a vehement storm twists the grain with its blast,   

and tears it up (afar, wrenched up by the roots   

it lies prone, breaking away all that meets its fall),  

so did Theseus overcome and lay low the bulk of the monster,   

vainly tossing his horns to the empty winds.   

Thence he retraced his way, unharmed and with much glory,   

guiding his devious footsteps by the fine clew,   

lest as he came forth from the mazy windings of the labyrinth   

the inextricable entanglement of the building should bewilder him.  

But why should I leave the first subject of my song and tell of more;   

how the daughter, flying from her father's face,   

the embrace of her sister, then of her mother last,   

who lamented, lost in grief for her daugbter,  

how she chose before all these the sweet love of Theseus;   

or how the ship came borne to the foaming shores of Dia;   

or how when her eyes were bound with sleep   

her spouse left her, departing with forgetful mind?   

Often in the madness of her burning heart they say that she   

uttered piercing cries from her inmost breast;   

and now would she sadly climb the rugged mountains,   

thence to strain her eyes over the waste of ocean-tide;   

now run out to meet the waters of the rippling brine,   

lifting the soft vesture of her bared knee.   

And thus said she mournfully in her last laments,  

uttering chilly sobs with tearful face:   

"Thus then, having borne me afar from my father's home,   

thus hast thou left me, faithless, faithless Theseus, on the lonely shore?   

thus departing, unmindful of the will of the gods,   

forgetful, ah! dost thou carry to thy home the curse of perjury?   

could nothing bend the purpose of thy cruel mind?   

was no mercy present in thy soul,   

to bid thy ruthless heart incline to pity for me?   

Not such were the promises thou gavest me once   

with winning voice, not this didst thou bid me hope,  

ah me! no, but a joyful wedlock, but a desired espousal;   

all which the winds of Heaven now blow abroad in vain.   

Henceforth let no woman believe a man's oath,   

let none believe that a man's speeches can be trustworthy.   

They, while their mind desires something and longs eagerly to gain it,   

nothing fear to swear, nothing spare to promise;   

but as soon as the lust of their greedy mind is satisfied,   

they fear not then their words, they heed not their perjuries.   

I -- thou knowest it -- when thou wert tossing in the very whirl of death,   

saved thee, and set my heart rather to let my brother go  

than to fail thee, now faithless found, in thy utmost need.   

And for this I shall be given to beasts and birds to tear as a prey;   

my corpse shall have no sepulture, shall be sprinkled with no earth.   

What lioness bore thee under a desert rock?   

what sea conceived thee and vomited thee forth from its foaming waves?   

what Syrtis, what ravening Scylla, what waste Charybdis bore thee,   

who for sweet life returnest such meed as this?   

If thou hadst no mind to wed with me   

for dread of the harsh bidding of thy stern father,   

yet thou couldst have led me into thy dwellings   

to serve thee as a slave with labour of love,   

laving thy white feet with liquid water,   

or with purple coverlet spreading thy bed.  

" But why should I, distracted with woe, cry in vain   

to the senseless airs-the airs that are endowed with no feeling,   

and can neither hear nor return the messages of my voice?   

He meanwhile is now tossing almost in mid-sea,   

and no human being is seen on the waste and weedy shore.   

Thus fortune too, full of spite, in this my supreme hour   

has cruelly grudged all ears to my complaints.   

Almighty Jupiter, I would the Attic ships   

had never touched Gnosian shores,   

nor ever the faithless voyager, bearing the dreadful tribute   

to the savage bull, has fastened his cable in Crete,   

nor that this evil man, hiding cruel designs under a fair outside,   

had reposed in our dwellings as a guest!   

For whither shall I return, lost, ah, lost? on what hope do I lean?   

shall I seek the mountains of Sidon? how broad the flood,   

how savage the tract of sea which divides them from me!   

Shall I hope for the aid of my father? -- whom I deserted of my own will,   

to follow a lover dabbled with my brother's blood!   

Or shall I console myself with the faithful love of my spouse,   

who is flying from me, bending his tough oars in the wave?   

and here too is naught but the shore, with never a house, a desert island;   

no way to depart opens for me; about me are the waters of the sea;   

no means of flight, no hope; all is dumb,   

all is desolate; all shows me the face of death.   

Yet my eyes shall not grow faint in death,   

nor shall the sense fail from my wearied body,   

before I demand from the gods just vengeance for my betrayal,   

and call upon the faith of the heavenly ones in my last hour.  

Therefore, O ye that visit the deeds of men with vengeful pains,   

ye Eumenides, whose foreheads bound with snaky hair   

announce the wrath which breathes from your breast,   

hither, bither haste, hear my complaints   

which I (ah, unhappy!) bring forth from my inmost heart   

perforce, helpless, burning, blinded with raging frenzy.   

For since my woes come truthfully from the depths of my heart,   

suffer not ye my grief to come to nothing:   

but even as Theseus had the heart to leave me desolate,   

with such a heart, ye goddesses, may he bring ruin upon himself and his own!"  

When she bad poured out these words from her sad breast,   

earnestly demanding vengeance for cruel deeds;   

the Lord of the heavenly ones bowed assent with sovereign nod,   

and at that movement the earth and stormy seas trembled,   

and the heavens shook the quivering stars.   

But Theseus himself, darkling in his thoughts with blind dimness,   

let slip from his forgetful mind all the biddings   

which formerly he had held firm with constant heart,   

and raised not the welcome sign to his mourning father,   

nor showed that he was safely sighting the Erechthean harbour.   

For they say that erewhile, when Aegeus was trusting his son to the winds,   

as with his fleet he left the walls of the goddess,   

he embraced the youth and gave him this charge:   

"My son, my only son, dearer to me than all my length of days,   

restored to me but now in the last end of old age,   

my son, whom I perforce let go forth to doubtful hazards,  

since my fortune and thy burning valour   

tear thee from me, unwilling me, whose failing   

eyes are not yet satisfied with the dear image of my son,   

I will not let thee go gladly with cheerful heart,   

nor sufer thee to bear the tokens of prosperous fortune:   

but first will bring forth many laments from my heart,   

soiling my gray hairs with earth and showered dust:   

thereafter will I hang dyed sails on thy roving mast,   

that so the tale of my grief and the fire that burns in my heart   

may be marked by the canvas stained with Iberian azure.   

But if she who dwells in holy Itonus,   

who vouchsafes to defend our race and the abodes of Erechtheus,   

shall grant thee to sprinkle thy right hand with the bull's blood,   

then be sure that these my commands live, laid up   

in thy mindful heart, and that no length of time blur them:   

that as soon as thy eyes shall come within sight of our hills,   

thy yardarms may lay down from them their mourning raiment,   

and the twisted cordage raise a white sail:   

that so I may see at once and gladly welcome the signs of joy,   

when a happy hour shall set thee here in thy home again."  

These charges at first did Theseus preserve with constant mind;   

but then they left him, as clouds driven by the breath of the winds   

leave the lofty head of the snowy mountain.   

But the father, as he gazed out from his tower-top,   

wasting his longing eyes in constant tear-floods,   

when first he saw the canvas of the bellying sail,   

threw himself headlong from the summit of the rocks,   

believing Theseus destroyed by ruthless fate.   

Thus bold Theseus, as he entered the chambers of his home,   

darkened with mourning for his father's death, himself received such grief   

as by forgetfulness of heart he had caused to the daughter of Minos.   

And she the while, gazing out tearfully at the receding ship,   

was revolving manifold cares in her wounded heart.  

In another part of the tapestry youthful Bacchus was wandering   

with the rout of Satyrs and the Nysa-born Sileni, s  

eeking thee, Ariadna, and fired with thy love;  

who then, busy here and there, were raging with frenzied mind,   

while "Evoe!" they cried tumultuously, "Evoe!" shaking their heads.  

Some of them were waving thyrsi with shrouded points,   

some tossing about the limbs of a mangled steer,   

some girding themselves with writhing serpents:   

some bearing in solemn procession dark mysteries enclosed in caskets,   

mysteries which the profane desire in vain to hear.   

Others beat timbrels with uplifted hands,   

or raised clear clashings with cymbals of rounded bronze:   

many blew horns with harsh-sounding drone,   

and the barbarian pipe shrilled with dreadful din.  

Such were the figures that richly adorned the tapestry   

which embraced and shrouded with its folds the royal couch.   

Now when the Thessalian youth had gazed their fill, fixing their eager eyes   

on these wonders, they began to give place to the holy gods.   

Hereupon, as the west wind ruffling the quiet sea   

with its breath at morn urges on the sloping waves,   

when the Dawn is rising up to the gates of the travelling Sun,   

the waters slowly at first, driven by gentle breeze,   

step on and lightly sound with plash of laughter;   

then as the breeze grows fresh they crowd on close and closer,  

and floating afar reflect a brightness from the crimson light;   

so now, leaving the royal buildings of the portal,   

hither and thither variously with devious feet the guests passed away.  

After their departure, from the top of Pelion   

came Chiron leading the way, and bearing woodland gifts.   

For all the flowers that the plains bear, all that the Thessalian region  

brings to birth on its mighty mountains, all the flowers that near the river's streams  

the fruitful gale of warm Favonius discloses,   

these he brought himself, woven in mingled garlands,   

cheered with whose grateful odour the house smiled its gladness.   

Forthwith Peneüs is there, leaving verdant Tempe,   

Tempe girt with impendent forests   

[...] to be haunted by Dorian dances;   

not empty-handed, for he bore, torn up by the roots,   

lofty beeches and tall bay-trees with upright stem,   

and with them the nodding plane and the swaying sister   

of flame-devoured Phaethon, and the tall cypress.   

All these he wove far and wide around their home,   

that the portal might be greenly embowered with soft foliage.   

Him follows Prometheus wise of heart,   

bearing the faded scars of the ancient penalty   

which whilom, his limbs bound fast to the rock with chains,   

he paid, hanging from the craggy summits.   

Then came the Father of the gods with his divine wife and his sons,   

leaving thee, Phoebus, alone in heaven,   

and with thee thine own sister who dwells in the heights of Idrus;   

for as thou didst, so did thy sister scorn Peleus,   

nor deigned to be present at the nuptial torches of Thetis.  

So when they had reclined their limbs on the white couches,   

bountifully were the tables piled with varied dainties:   

whilst in the meantime, swaying their bodies with palsied motion,   

the Parcae began to utter soothtelling chants.   

White raiment enfolding their aged limbs   

robed their ankles with a crimson border;   

on their snowy heads rested rosy bands,  

while their hands duly plied the eternal task.   

The left band held the distaff clothed with soft wool;   

then the right hand lightly drawing out the threads with upturned   

fingers shaped them, then with downward thumb   

twirled the spindle poised with rounded whorl;   

and so with their teeth they still plucked the threads and made the work even.   

Bitten ends of wool clung to their dry lips,   

which had before stood out from the smooth yarn:   

and at their feet soft fleeces of white-shining wool   

were kept safe in baskets of osier.   

They then, as they struck the wool, sang with clear voice,   

and thus poured forth the Fates in divine chant.   

That chant no length of time shall prove untruthful.  

Carmen 65.

THOUGH I am worn out with constant grief,  

Hortalus, and sorrow calls me away, apart from the learned Maids,   

nor can the thoughts of my heart utter the sweet births of the Muses,   

tossed as it is with such waves of trouble;  

so lately the creeping wave of the Lethaean flood   

has lapped my own brother's death-pale foot,   

on whom, torn away from our sight,   

under the shore of Rboeteum the soil of Troy lies heavy.  

Never shall I speak to thee, never hear thee tell of thy life;   

never shall I see thee again, brother more beloved than life.  

But surely I shall always love thee,   

always sing strains of mourning for thy death,   

as under the thick shadows of the boughs sings   

the Daulian bird bewailing the fate of Itylus lost.   

Yet, in such sorrows, Hortalus, I send   

to you these verses of Battiades translated,   

lest haply you should think that your words have slipped from my mind,   

vainly committed to wandering winds:   

as an apple sent as a secret gift from her betrothed lover   

falls out from the chaste bosom of the girl,  

which -- poor child, she forgot it! -- put away in her soft gown,   

is shaken out as she starts forward when her mother comes;   

then, see, onward, downward swiftly it rolls and runs;   

a conscious blush creeps over her downcast face.  

Carmen 66.

CONON, he who scanned all the lights of the vast sky,   

who learnt the risings of the stars and their settings,   

how the flaming blaze of the swift sun suffers eclipse,   

how the stars recede at set seasons,   

how sweet love calls Trivia from her airy circuit,   

banishing her secretly to the rocky cave of Latmus --   

that same Conon saw me shining brightly among the lights of heaven,   

me, the lock from the head of Berenice,   

me whom she vowed to many of the goddesses,   

stretching forth her smooth arms,   

at that season when the king, blest in his new marriage,   

had gone to waste the Assyrian borders,  

carrying the sweet traces of our battles at night  

which he had won by conquering my virginity.  

Is Venus hated by brides? and do they mock   

the joys of parents with false tears,  

which they shed plentifully within their virgin bowers?   

No, so may the gods help me, they lament not truly.   

This my queen taught me by all her lamentations,   

when her newly wedded husband went forth to grim war.   

But your tears, forsooth, were not shed for the desertion of your widowed bed,   

but for the mournful parting from your dear brother,   

when sorrow gnawed the inmost marrow of your sad heart.  

At that time how from your whole breast did your anxious   

spirit fail, bereft of sense! and yet truly   

I knew you to be stout-hearted from young girlhood.   

Have you forgotten the brave deed by which you gained a royal   

marriage, which none else could venture and so win the title of braver?  

But at that time in your grief, when parting from your husband, what words did you utter!   

How often, O Jupiter, did you brush away'the tears with your hand!   

What mighty god has changed you thus ? is it that lovers   

cannot bear to be far away from the side of him they love?   

And there to all the gods for your dear husband's welfare   

you vowed me not without blood of bulls,   

so he should complete his return. He in no long time   

had added conquered Asia to the territories of Egypt.   

This is done; and now I am given as due to the host of heaven,   

and pay your former vows with a new offering.   

Unwillingly. O queen, I was parted from your head,   

unwillingly, I swear both by you and by your head;   

by which if any swear vainly, let him reap a worthy recompense.  

But what man can claim to be as strong as steel?   

Even that mountain was overthrown, the greatest of all in those shores   

which the bright son of Thia traverses,   

when the Medes created a new sea, and when the youth   

of Persia swam in their fleet through mid Athos.   

What shall locks of hair do, when such things as this yield to steel?   

Jupiter, may all the race of the Chalybes perish,  

and he, who first began to seek for veins underground,   

and to forge hard bars of iron!  

My sister locks, sundered from me just before, were mourning for my fate,   

when the own brother of Ethiopian Memnon appeared,   

striking the air with waving wings,   

the winged follower of Locrian Arsinoe.  

And he sweeping me away flies through the airs of heaven   

and places me in the holy bosom of Venus.   

On that service had the Lady of Zephyrium, the Grecian queen,   

who sojourns on the shores of Canopus, herself sent her own minister.   

Then Venus -- that among the various lights of heaven,  

not only should the golden crown taken from the brows of Ariadne   

be fixed, but that I also might shine,   

the dedicated spoil of Berenice's sunny head,  

me too, wet with tears, and transported to the abodes of the gods,   

me a new constellation among the ancient stars did the goddess set;   

for I, touching the fires of the Virgin and the raging Lion,   

and close by Callisto daughter of Lycaon,   

move to my setting, while I point the way before slow Bootes,  

who scarce late at night dips in deep ocean.   

But though at night the footsteps of the gods press close upon me,   

whilst by day I am restored to gray Tethys   

(under thy sufferance let mespeak this, O Virgin of Rhamnus;   

no fear shall make me hide the truth,   

no, not even though the stars shall rend me with angry words   

will I refrain from uttering the secrets of a true heart),   

I do not so much rejoice in this good fortune, as grieve that parted,   

ever parted must I be from the head of my lady;   

with whom of old, while she was still a virgin, delighting herself  

with all kinds of perfumes, I drank many thousands.  

Now, ye maidens, when the torch has united you with welcome light,   

yield not your bodies to your loving spouses,   

baring your breasts with vesture opened,   

before the onyx jar offers pleasant gifts to me,   

the jar which is yours, who reverence marriage in chaste wedlock.   

But as for her who gives herself up to foul adultery,   

ah! let the light dust drink up her worthless gifts unratified:   

for I ask no offerings from the unworthy.   

But rather, O ye brides, may concord evermore dwell   

in your homes, ever abiding Love.   

And you, my queen, when gazing up to the stars   

you propitiate Venus with festal lamps,   

let not me your handmaid want perfumes,   

but rather enrich me with bounteous gifts.   

Why do the stars keep me here? I would fain be the queen's lock once more;   

and let Orion blaze next to Aquarius.  

Carmen 67.

Catullus  

HAIL, house-door, once dear to a well-beloved husband and dear to his father;   

hail, and may Jupiter bless you with kindly help;   

you door, who once, they say, did kindly service to Balbus,   

when the old man himself held the house,   

and who since then, as they tell us, are doing grudging service to his son,  

now that the old man is dead and laid out, and you are become the door of a wedded house.  

Come tell us why you are said to be changed,   

and to have deserted your old faithfulness to your master.  

Door  

It is not -- so may I please Caecilius, whose property I am now become --  

it is not my fault, though it is said to be mine,   

nor can any one speak of any wrong done by me.   

But of course people will have it that the door does it all;   

all of them, whenever any ill deed is discovered,   

cry out to me, "House-door, the fault is yours."  

Catullus  

It is not enough for you to say that with a single word,   

but so to do that any one may feel it and see it.  

Door  

How can I? No one asks or cares to know.  

Catullus  

I wish to know -- do not scruple to tell me.  

Door  

First then, that she came to us a virgin is untrue.   

She did not give her maidenhead to her husband,   

whose drooping dagger hung down like a soft beet  

and could never rise to the middle of his tunic;  

his father is said to have violated the bed of his son  

and disgraced the wretched home with his crime,  

either because his wicked mind was on fire with blind lust,  

or because his son was useless and could not have children,  

and they had to find a more vigorous thing  

that could untie her girdle of virginity.  

Catullus  

You are talking about a father of extraordinary affection  

who urinated in his own son's lap.   

Door  

And yet this not only does Brixia say she well knows,   

Brixia that lies close under the citadel of Chinea,   

the town through which runs the soft stream of golden Melo,   

Brixia dear mother of my own Verona;   

but she tells stories about Postumius, and the amours of Cornelius,   

with whom she committed wicked adultery.  

Catullus  

Here some one will say: "What, house-door, do you know all this,   

you who never may be away from your master's threshold,   

nor hear the people talk, but fixed under this lintel   

have nothing to do but to shut or open the house?  

Door  

I have often heard her telling these crimes of hers   

with hushed voice alone with her maids,   

speaking of those by name of whom I spoke; she thought, no doubt,   

that I had neither tongue nor ear.   

She added besides one whom I do not choose to mention   

by name, lest he should arch his red brows.   

He is a tall man, and was once troubled with a great lawsuit,   

from a falsely imputed child-birth.  

Carmen 68.

THAT YOU, weighed down as you are by fortune and bitter chance,   

should send me this letter written with tears,   

to bid me succour a shipwrecked man cast up by the foaming waters of the sea,  

and restore him from the threshold of death,   

whom neither does holy Venus suffer to rest,   

deserted in his widowed bed,   

nor do the Muses charm him with the sweet poetry of ancient writers,   

when his mind keeps anxious vigil;  

this is grateful to me, since you call me your friend,   

and come to me for the gifts both of the Muses and of Love.  

But, dear Manius, that my troubles may not be unknown to you,   

and that you may not think I am tired of the duty of a friend,   

let me tell you what are the waves of fortune in which I too am whelmed;   

so will you not again require gifts of happiness from one who is unblest.  

At the time when first a white toga was given to me,   

when my youth in its flower was keeping jocund springtime,   

I wrote merry poems enough; not unknown am I to the goddess   

who mingles with her cares a sweet bitterness.  

But all care for this is gone from me by my brother's death.   

Ah me unhappy, who have lost you, my brother!   

You, brother, you by your death have destroyed my happiness;   

with you all my house is buried.   

With you all my joys have died,   

which your sweet love cherished, while yet you lived.   

By reason of your death, I have banished from all my mind   

these thoughts and all the pleasures of my heart.  

And so, when you write, "It is no credit to Catullus to be at Verona;   

because here, where I an, all the young men of better condition   

warm their cold limbs in the bed deserted by you;   

that, Manius, is rather a misfortune than a discredit.   

You will forgive me then, if I do not render to you those services   

which grief has taken from me at a time when I cannot do it.  

For as for my not having plenty of authors at hand,   

that is because I live at Rome: that is my home,   

that is my abode, there my life is spent;   

when I come here only one small box out of many attends me.   

And since this is so, I would not have you judge that it is due to niggardly mind   

or ungenerous temper, that you have not received   

a full supply of what you ask of each kind:   

I would have offered it unasked, if I had any such resources.  

I CANNOT, O ye goddesses, refrain from telling what the matter was in which Allius   

helped me, and how greatly he helped me by his services,   

lest time flying with forgetful ages   

hide in blind night this kindly zeal of his.   

But to you I will tell it; do you hand on the tale to many thousands,   

and let the paper speak this in its old age.  

[missing line]  

and let him be famous more and more in death;   

and let not the spider who weaves her thin web aloft spread her work   

over the neglected name of Allius.   

For how much sorrow of heart the wily goddess of Amathus gave me,   

ye know, and in what fashion she scorched me.   

When I was burning as hotly as the Trinacrian rock   

and the Malian water at Oetean Thermopylae,   

when my sad eyes never rested from wasting with perpetual tears,   

nor my cheeks from streaming with a flood of sorrow;  

as at the top of a lofty mountain   

a bright stream leaps forth from a mossgrown rock,   

and gushing headlong down the steep valley   

crosses the mid way thronged by the people,   

a sweet solace in his labour to the weary wayfarer   

when sultry heat makes the parched fields to gape;   

and as to mariners tossed by the black storm   

comes a favouring breeze with gentler breath,   

sought by prayer now to Pollux, now to Castor,  

such an aid to me was Allius;   

he opened a broad track across the fenced field,   

he gave me access to a house and its mistress,   

under whose roof we should together enjoy each our own love.   

Thither my fair goddess delicately stepped,   

and set the sole of her shining foot on the smooth threshold,   

as she pressed on her slender sandal;  

even as once Laodamia came burning with love   

to the house of Protesilaus,  

that house begun in vain, since not yet had a victim's sacred blood   

appeased the Lords of heaven.   

Lady of Rhamnus, never may that please me   

which is undertaken amiss without the will of our Lords.  

How much the starved altar craves for the blood of pious sacrifices,   

Laodamia learnt by the loss of her husband;   

forced to loose her arms from the neck of her new spouse,   

before the coming of one and then a second winter   

with its long nights should content her passionate love,   

that she might endure to live, though her husband was taken from her;   

and this the Fates knew would come in no long time,   

if once he went as a soldier to the walls of Ilium.  

For then it was, because of the rape of Helen, that Troy began   

to summon against herself the chieftains of the Argives,   

Troy -- O horror! -- the common grave of Europe and Asia,   

Troy the untimely tomb of all heroes and heroic deeds:   

Troy brought pitiable death to my brother also;   

alas! my brother, taken from me unhappy,   

alas! dear light of my eyes, taken from thy unhappy brother:  

with thee now is all my house buried;   

all my joys have perished together with thee,   

which while thou wert alive thy sweet love cherished.   

Thee now far, far away, not among familiar graves,   

nor laid to rest near the ashes of thy kinsfolk,   

but buried in hateful Troy, illomened Troy,   

a foreign land holds in a distant soil.  

To Troy at that time all the youth of Greece is said to have hastened together,   

deserting their hearths and homes,   

that Paris might not enjoy undisturbed leisure in a peaceful chamber,   

rejoicing in the abduction of his paramour.  

By that sad chance then, fairest Laodamia,   

wast thou bereft of thy husband, sweeter to thee than life and soul;   

so strong the tide of love, so whelming the eddy that bore thee   

into the sheer abyss, deep as that gulf   

which (say the Greeks) near Cyllenian Pheneus   

drains away the swamp, and dries up the rich soil   

which of old the falsefathered son of Amphitryon is said   

to have dug out, cutting away the heart of the hill,   

what time with sure shaft he hit the monsters of Stymphalus   

at the bidding of a meaner lord,   

that the door of heaven might be frequented by more gods,   

and that Hebe might not long be unmated.   

But deeper than that gulf was thy deep love,   

which taught thee though untamed to bear the yoke.  

Not so dear to her agestricken parent   

is the head of the lateborn grandchild which his only daughter nurses,   

who, scarce at length appearing as an heir to ancestral wealth,   

and having his name brought into the witnessed tablets,   

puts an end to the unnatural joy of the kinsman, now in his turn derided,   

and drives away the vulture that waits for the hoary head;   

nor did ever dove delight so much in her snowy mate,   

though the dove bites and bills and snatches kisses   

more wantonly than any woman,   

be she amorous beyond others' measure.   

You alone surpassed the passion of these,   

when once you were matched with your goldenhaired husband.  

Even so kind, or but little less, was she,   

my bright one, who came into my arms;   

and often around her flitting hither and thither Cupid   

shone fair in vest of saffron hue.   

And though she is not content with Catullus alone,   

I will bear the faults, for few they are, of my modest mistress,   

lest we become as tiresome as jealous fools.   

Juno, too, greatest of the heavenly ones,   

often keeps down her anger for her husband's fault,   

as she learns the many loves of all amorous Jove.   

Yet since it is not fit that men should be compared with gods,  

away, then, with the hateful severity of an anxious father.  

And after all she did not come for me led by her father's band   

into a house fragrant with Assyrian odours,   

but gave me in the wondrous night sweet stolen gifts,   

taken from the very bosom of her husband himself.   

Wherefore it is enough if to me alone is granted   

the day which she marks with a whiter stone.  

This gift -- 'twas all I could -- set forth in verse   

is returned to you, Allius, for many kind offices;   

lest this and that day, and another and another   

should touch your name with corroding rust.   

To this the gods will add those countless gifts which Themis of old   

was wont to give to pious men of ancient time.  

May ye be happy, both you, and with you your dear Life,   

and the house in which you and I sported, and its mistress,   

and he who first [ gave and takes land?] for us,   

from whom first all those good things had their springing for me.   

And far before all, she who is dearer to me than myself,   

my Light, whose life alone makes it sweet to me to live.  

Carmen 69.

You need not wonder why no dainty woman   

cares to put her tender thigh under you, Rufus,   

not though you may shake her by the gift of a dress of fine texture,   

or some delightful transparent jewel.   

What hurts you is a slander that says  

you have the rank goat under your armpits:   

this is what they all fear, and no wonder; 'tis a horrid beast,   

and no bedfellow for a pretty girl.   

Then kill that which so cruelly outrages our noses ,   

or wonder no more why they run away.  

Carmen 70.

THE woman I love says that there is no one whom she would rather marry   

than me, not if Jupiter himself were to woo her.   

Says; -- but what a woman says to her ardent lover   

should be written in wind and running water.  

Carmen 71.

IF there ever was a good fellow afflicted with rankness,   

or one who was racked for his sins with the gout,   

your rival who keeps your love busy  

has got both from you to a marvel.   

Whenever he has sex with her, they both pay dear for it;   

she is overwhelmed with the gust, he half dead with the gout.  

Carmen 72.

You used once to say that Catullus was your only friend,   

Lesbia, and that you would not prefer Jupiter himself to me.   

I loved you then, not only as the common sort love a mistress,   

but as a father loves his sons and sons-in-law.   

Now I know you; and therefore, though I burn more ardently,   

yet you are in my sight much less worthy and lighter.   

How can that be? you say. Because such an injury as this drives a lover   

to be more of a lover, but less of a friend.  

Carmen 73.

LEAVE off wishing to deserve any thanks from any one,   

or thinking that any one can ever become grateful.   

All this wins no thanks; to have acted kindly is nothing,   

rather it is wearisome, wearisome and harmful;   

so is it now with me, who am vexed and troubled by no one so bitterly  

as by him who but now held me for his one and only friend.  

Carmen 74.

GELLIUS had heard that his uncle used to reprove   

any one who talked of indulgence or used it.   

To avoid this himself, he seduced his uncle's own wife,  

and so made him as dumb as Harpocrates.   

He did what he wanted; for even if he should clintonize   

the uncle himself, uncle will not say a word.  

Carmen 75.

To this point is my mind reduced by your fault, my Lesbia,  

and has so ruined itself by its own devotion,  

that now it can neither wish you well though you should become the best of women,  

nor cease to love you though you do the worst that can be done.  

Carmen 76.

IF a man can take any pleasure in recalling the thought of kindnesses done,   

when he thinks that he has been a true friend;   

and that he has not broken sacred faith, nor in any compact   

has used the majesty of the gods in order to deceive men,   

then there are many joys in a long life for you, Catullus,   

earned from this thankless love.   

For whatever kindness man can show to man by word   

or deed has been said and done by you.   

All this was entrusted to an ungrateful heart, and is lost:   

why then should you torment yourself now any more?   

Why do you not settle your mind firmly, and draw back,   

and cease to be miserable, in despite of the gods?   

It is difficult suddenly to lay aside a long-cherished love.   

It is difficult; but you should accomplish it, one way or another.   

This is the only safety, this you must carry through,   

this you are to do, whether it is possible or impossible.   

Ye gods, if mercy is your attribute, or if ye ever brought   

aid to any at the very moment of death,   

look upon me in my trouble, and if I have led a pure life,   

take away this plague and ruin from me.   

Ah me! what a lethargy creeps into my inmost joints,   

and has cast out all joys from my heart!   

No longer is this my prayer, that she should love me in return,   

or, for that is impossible, that she should consent to be chaste.   

I would myself be well again and put away this baleful sickness.   

O ye gods, grant me this in return for my piety.  

Carmen 77.

RUFUS, whom I, your friend, trusted in vain, and to no purpose   

(in vain? nay, rather at a great and ruinous price)   

have you stolen into my heart and burning into my vitals   

torn away, alas, all my blessings?   

Torn away, alas, alas! you the cruel poison of my life,   

alas, alas! you the deadly bane of my friendship.   

Carmen 78.

GALLUS has two brothers; one has a most charming wife,   

the other a charming boy.   

Gallus is a gallant: he helps love's course,   

and brings the gallant lad to go to bed with the gallant lass.   

Gallus is a fool, and does not see that he has a wife of his own,   

when he teaches a nephew how to seduce an uncle's wife.   

Carmen 78b.

BUT now what annoys me is that your nasty spittle   

has urinated on the pure lips of a pure girl.   

But you shall not have it gratis; all generations   

shall know you, and beldame Rumour shall tell what you are.   

Carmen 79.

LESBIVS is a pretty boy; why not? since Lesbia likes him better   

than you, Catullus, with all your kin.   

But let this pretty boy sell Catullus and all his kin   

if he can find three acquaintances to vouch for him.   

Carmen 80.

WHAT reason can I give, Gellius, why those ruddy lips   

become whiter than snow   

when you rise in the morning or the eighth hour awakes you   

from your soft siesta in the long hours of the day?   

Something there is assuredly: is the gossip true   

that you swallow the big erections of a man?   

So it is assuredly: poor Victor's ruptured thighs proclaim it,   

and your lips marked by the liquid you have milked.   

Carmen 81.

COULD there not, Juventius, be found in all this people   

a pretty fellow whom you might begin to like,   

besides that friend of yours from the sickly region of Pisaurum,   

paler than a gilded statue,   

who now is dear to you, whom you presume to prefer to me,   

and know not what a deed you do?   

Carmen 82.

QUINTUS, if you wish Catullus to owe his eyes to you,

or aught else that is dearer than eyes, if dearer aught there be, 

do not take from him what is much dearer to him

than his eyes, or aught besides that dearer is than eyes 

Carmen 83.

LESBIA says many hard things to me in the presence of her husband,   

a great joy to the fool.   

Dull mule, you understand nothing. If she forgot me and were silent,   

she would be heart-whole. But as it is, her snarling and railing means this:   

she not only remembers, but -- a much more serious thing --   

she is angry; that is, she burns, and so she talks.   

Carmen 84.

ARRIUS, if he wanted to say "winnings " used to say "whinnings",   

and for "ambush" "hambush";   

and thought he had spoken marvellous well,   

whenever he said "hambush" with as much emphasis as possible.   

So, no doubt, his mother had said, so his uncle the freedman,   

so his grandfather and grandmother on the mother's side.   

When he was sent into Syria, all our ears had a holiday;   

they heard the same syllables pronounced quietly and lightly,   

and had no fear of such words for the future:   

when on a sudden a dreadful message arrives,   

that the Ionian waves, ever since Arrius went there,   

are henceforth not "Ionian," but "Hionian."   

Carmen 85.

I HATE and love. Why I do so, perhaps you ask.   

I know not, but I feel it, and I am in torment.   

Carmen 86.

QUINTIA is thought beautiful by many; I think her fair, tall,   

and straight. I so far allow each of these points,   

but I demur to " beautiful," for she has no grace;   

there is not in the whole compass of her tall person one grain of salt.   

Lesbia is beautiful: for she possesses all the beauties,   

and has stolen all the graces from all the women alone for herself.   

Carmen 87.

No woman can say truly that she has been loved   

as much as you, Lesbia mine, were loved by me.   

No faithfulness in any bond was ever   

such as has been found on my part in my love for you.   

Carmen 88.

WHAT is he doing, Gellius, who tingles with mother and sister,   

And keeps vigil tunics all thrown off ?   

What is he doing, who will not let his uncle be a husband?   

Do you know how much guilt he incurs?   

More he incurs, O Gellius, than furthest Tethys   

can wash away, or Ocean, father of the nymphs:   

for there is no guilt whatever beyond for him to attain to,   

not even if he bent down his head and swallowed himself.   

Carmen 89.

GELLIUS is thin, and well he may be; with a mother so kind   

and so lusty and lively, and a sister so charming,   

and so kind an uncle, and so many girls of his acquaintance all over the place,   

why should he cease to be lean?   

Even if he touch nothing but what none may touch,   

you will find any number of reasons why he should be lean.   

Carmen 90.

FROM the unholy commerce of Gellius and his mother   

let a Magian be born, and learn the Persian art of soothsaying;   

for a Magian must be the offspring of mother and son,   

if the unnatural religion of the Persians is true,   

so that their child may worship the gods with acceptable hymns,   

whilst melting the fat caul in the altar flame.   

Carmen 91.

I HOPED, Gellius, that you would be true to me   

in this miserable, this ruinous love of mine,   

not on the ground that I knew you, or thought that you were truly honourable   

or could restrain your mind from baseness or villainy,   

but because I saw that she, whose mighty love was consuming me,   

was neither mother nor sister of yours.   

And although I was connected with you by much familiar friendship,   

I had not thought that that was reason enough for you.   

You thought it enough: so much delight do you take in any   

vice in which there is something of dishonour.   

Carmen 92.

LESBIA always speaks ill of me, and is always talking about me.   

May I perish if Lesbia does not love me.   

By what token? because it is just the same with me. I am perpetually crying out upon her,   

but may I perish if I do not love her.   

Carmen 93.

I HAVE no very great desire to make myself agreeable to you, Caesar,   

nor to know whether your complexion is light or dark.   

Carmen 94.

Mr. Penis has sex. A penis has sex? Sure enough   

this is the proverb, the pot finds its own herbs.   

Carmen 95.

My friend Cinna’s Smyrna, published at last nine harvest-tides   

and nine winters after it was begun   

whilst Hortensius [has brought out] five hundred thousand   

[verses] in one [year].   

Smyrna will travel as far away as the deep-channelled streams of Satrachus,   

the centuries will grow grey in long perusal of Smyrna.   

But the Annals of Volusius will die by the river Padua where they were born,   

and will often furnish a loose wrapper for mackerels.   

Let the modest memorials of my friend be dear to me,   

and let the vulgar rejoice in their windy Antimachus.   

Carmen 96.

IF the silent grave can receive any pleasure, or sweetness at all   

from our grief, Calvus,   

the grief and regret with which we make our old loves live again,   

and weep for long-lost friendships,   

surely Quintilla feels less sorrow for her too early death,   

than pleasure from your love.   

Carmen 97.

I SWEAR by the gods I didn't think it mattered one straw   

whether I sniffed Aemilius's head or his anus:   

neither was better or worse than the other;   

or rather his anus was the better and smarter of the two,   

for it has no teeth. His mouth has teeth half a yard long,   

gums, moreover, like an old cart-frame,   

with the kind of gape you'd find in summer   

on a mule's vagina as she urinates.   

He has sex with many a woman and makes himself out a charmer,   

and yet he is not passed over to the grinding-mill and its ass.   

If any woman touches him, don't we think that she is capable   

of licking the anus of a sick hangman?   

Carmen 98.

You if any man, disgusting Victius, deserve   

what is said about chatterboxes and idiots.   

With a tongue like that, given the chance you might lick   

the anus and clogs of a rustic.   

If you wish to destroy us all utterly, Victius,   

just open your mouth: you'll utterly do what you wish.   

Carmen 99.

I STOLE a kiss from you, honey-sweet Juventius, while you were playing,   

a kiss sweeter than sweet ambrosia.   

But not unpunished; for I remember how for more than an hour   

I hung impaled on the top of the cross,   

while I was excusing myself to you, yet could not with all my tears   

take away ever so little from your anger;   

for no sooner was it done, than you washed your lips clean   

with plenty of water, and wiped them with all your fingers,   

that no contagion from my mouth might remain,   

as if my salive was as dirty as a she-wolf's urine.   

Besides that, you made haste to deliver your unhappy lover to angry Love,   

and to torture him in every manner,   

so that that kiss, changed from ambrosia,   

was now more bitter than bitter hellebore.   

Since then you impose this penalty on my unlucky love,   

henceforth I will never steal any kisses.   

Carmen 100.

CAELIUS is mad for Aufilenus and Quintius for Aufilena,   

both the fine flower of Veronese youth,   

one for the brother, one for the sister.   

Here's the sweet brotherhood of the proverb!   

Which shall I vote for? You, Caelius; your friendship to me   

was excellently shown -- it was unique!   

when a mad flame scorched my vitals.   

Luck to you, Caelius! success to your loves!   

Carmen 101.

Wandering through many countries and over many seas   

I come, my brother, to these sorrowful obsequies,   

to present you with the last guerdon of death,   

and speak, though in vain, to your silent ashes,   

since fortune has taken your own self away from me   

alas, my brother, so cruelly torn from me!   

Yet now meanwhile take these offerings, which by the custom of our fathers   

have been handed down -- a sorrowful tribute -- for a funeral sacrifice;   

take them, wet with many tears of a brother,   

and for ever, O my brother, hail and farewell!   

Carmen 102.

IF ever any secret whatsoever was entrusted in confidence by a faithful friend,   

the loyalty of whose heart was fully known,   

you will find that I am consecrated by their rite,   

Cornelius, and you may think that I am become a very Harpocrates.   

Carmen 103.

PRITHEE, Silo, either give me back the ten sestertia,   

and then you may be as violent and overbearing as you like;   

or, if the money gives you pleasure, don't try, I beg,   

to be a pimp and be at the same time violent and overbearing.   

Carmen 104.

Do you think that I ever could have spoken ill of my life,   

of her who is dearer to me than both my eyes?   

No, I could never have done it; nor, if I could help it, would I be so ruinously in love.   

But you and Tappo make out everything to be prodigious.   

Carmen 105.

Mr. Penis strives to climb the Piplean mount:   

the Muses with pitchforks drive him out headlong.   

Carmen 106.

IF one sees a pretty boy in company with an auctioneer,   

what is one to think but that he wants to sell himself?   

Carmen 107.

IF anything ever happened to any one who eagerly longed   

and never hoped, that is a true pleasure to the mind.   

And so to me too this is a pleasure more precious than gold,   

that you, Lesbia, restore yourself to me who longed for you,   

restore to me who longed, but never hoped, yes, you yourself give yourself back   

to me. O happy day, blessed with the whiter mark!   

What living wight is more lucky than I; or who can say   

that any fortune in life is more desirable than this ?   

Carmen 108.

IF, Cominius, your gray old age, soiled as it is by an impure life,   

should be brought to an end by the choice of the people,   

I for my part do not doubt that first of all your tongue, the enemy of all good people,   

would be cut out and quickly given to the greedy vulture,   

your eyes torn out and swallowed down the raven's black throat,   

while the dogs would devour your bowels, the rest of your members the wolves.   

Carmen 109.

You promise to me, my life, that this love of ours   

shall be happy and last for ever between us.   

Ye great gods, grant that she may be able to keep this promise truly,   

and that she may say it sincerely and from her heart,   

so that it may be our lot to extend through all our life   

this eternal compact of hallowed friendship.   

Carmen 110.

AUFILENA, kind mistresses are always well spoken of;   

they get their price for what they purpose to do.   

You are no true mistress, for you promised and now you break faith;   

you take and do not give, and that is a scurvy trick.   

To comply were handsome, not to promise were to be chaste;   

but to take all you can get   

and cheat one of his due shows a woman more greedy than a harlot   

who prostitutes herself and her entire body.   

Carmen 111.

AUFILENA, to live content with her husband and no other   

is a glory for brides one of the most excellent:   

but 'tis better to sleep with any man whatsoever,   

than that a mother should conceive cousins with her uncle.   

Carmen 112.

You are a large man, Naso, but not a large number of men   

would split you: Naso, you are a large man and a sodomite.   

Carmen 113.

WHEN Pompey first was consul, Cinna, there were two men   

that frequented Maecilia: now he is consul again,   

there are still two, but three noughts have grown up beside   

each one. A fruitful seed has adultery.   

Carmen 114.

Mr. Penis is truly said to be rich in the possession of the grant of land at Firmum,   

which has so many fine things in it,   

fowling of all sorts, fish, pasture, cornland, and game.   

All to no purpose; he outruns the produce of it by his expenses.   

So I grant that he is rich, if you will allow that he lacks everything.   

Let us admire the advantages of his estate, so long as he himself is in want.   

Carmen 115.

Mr. Penis has something like thirty acres of grazing land,   

forty of plough-land: the rest is salt water.   

How can he fail to surpass Croesus in wealth,   

who occupies so many good things in one estate,   

pasture, arable, vast woods and cattle-ranges and lakes   

as far as the Hyperboreans and the Great Sea?   

All this is wonderful - but he himself is the greatest wonder of all,   

not a man like the rest of us, but a monstrous menacing penis.   

Carmen 116.

I HAVE often cast about with busy questing mind   

how I could send to you some poems of Callimachus,   

with which I might make you placable to me, and that you might not try   

to send a shower of missiles to reach my head;   

but now I see that this labour has been taken by me in vain,   

Gellius, and that my prayers have here availed nothing.   

Now in return I will parry those missiles of yours by wrapping my cloak round my arm;   

but you shall be pierced by mine and punished.   
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