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Book |

Bookl.1:1-38 Loveds madness

Cynthiawasthe first, to my cost, to trap me with her eyes: |
was untouched by love before theAmor it was who
lowered my gaze of endless disdain, and, feet planted,
bowed my head, till he taught me, recklessly, to scorn pure
girls and lve without sense, and this madness has not left
me for one whole year now, though | do attract divine

hostility.
Milanion, did not shirk hard labouf,ullus, my friend,
in crushing fierceAtalantg lasu® s daughter. Then

lingered lovesick inP.ar t h & naves,nadd faced wild
beasts there: thrashed, what is more, by the clitylafeus
the Centaur, he moaned, wounded, amArgadisd s st ones.
So he was able to overcome the sMofbted girl: such is
the value of entreaty and effort in love. Dulled Amor, in me,
has lost his wits, and forgets the familipaths he once
travelled.

But you whose trickeries draw down the moon, whose
task it is to seek revenge, through sacrifice on magic fires,
go change my mistressos mind, and
pal er than my own! Then | 611 bel
rivers and stars wherever you wish, w@tblchiancharms.

Or you, my friends who, too late, would draw me back
from error, search out the cure for a sick heart. | will suffer
the heat and the knife bravely, if only freedom Imigpeak
as indignation wishes. Lift me through furthest nations and
seas, where never a woman can follow my track. You, to
whom gods grant an easy hearing, who live forever secure
in mutual love, you stay behinffenus our mistess, turns
nights of bitterness against me, and Amor never fails to be
found wanting. Avoid this evil | beg you: let each cling to
his own love, and never alter the site of familiar desire. But




if any hears my warning too late, O with what agony he will
remember my words!



Book 1.2:1-32 Love goes naked

What need is theramea vita to come with your hair
adorned, and slither about in a thin silk dress fiGos?
Why drench your tresses in myrrh @rontes betray
yourself with gifts from strangers
traded refinements, nor allow your limbs to gleam to true
advantage? Believe me nothing could enhance your shape:
nakedAmor ever hates lying forms. Loakt the colours that
lovely earth throws out: still better the wild ivy that springs
up of itself; loveliest the strawberry tree that grows in
deserted hollows; and water knows how to run in untaught
ways. The shores convince us dressed with natural pebbles
and birds sing all the sweeter without art.
Phoebedid not setCastor on fire this way: she
Leucippu® s d a u g Hilbig,rher sistep Rollux, with
trinkets. Not like thisMarpessaEvenu® s daught er , whom
Idas and passionatéhoebusfought for by h e r fat her 0s
shore. Hippodamia did not attractPelops her Phrygian
husband, with false brightness, to be whirled off on alien
chariotwheels. They did not slavishBdd gems to faces of
a lustre seen inApelle®d s paintings. Coll ecti:
everywhere was never their inclination: to be chaste was
beauty fine enough for them.
Should | not fear now, that | may be worth less than
these? Ifshe pleases one man a girl has enough refinement:
andPhoebugrants, to you above all, his gifts of song, and
Calliope gladly, herAonian lyre, and your happy words
never lack unique grace, all thatlinerva and Venus
approve of. If only those wretched luxuries wearied you,
you would always be dearest to my life for these.




Book13:1-46 After a nightos dri nki

Just asAriadne the girl of Cnossuslay on the naked

shore, fainting, whileTheseus s ship vani shed;

ng

O |

Andromeda Cepheué s chi | d, |l ay recumbent

sleep free now of the harsh rock; or like one fallen on the
grass by théApidanus exhausted by the endle$kracian
dance;Cynthiaseemed like that to me, breathing the tender
silence, her head resting on unquiet hands, when | came,
deep in wine, dragging my drunken feet, while the boys
were shaking the late night torches.

My senses not yet totally dazed, | tri¢o approach
her, pressing gently against the bed: and though seized by a
twin passion, herédmor there Bacchus both cruel gods,
urging me on, to attempt to slip my arm beneath her as she
lay thereand lifting my hand snatch eager kisses, | was still
not brave enough to troubl e
proven fierceness in a quarrel, but, frozen there, clung to
her, gazing intently, liké&rgusonlod s -hoened brow.

Now | freed the garlands from my forehead, and set
them on your temples: now | delighted in playing with your
loose hair, furtively slipping apples into your open hands,
bestowing every gift on your ungrateful sleep, repeatis gi
breathed from my bowed body. And whenever you, stirring,
gave occasional sighs, | was transfixed, believing false
omens, some vision bringing you strange fears, or that
another forced you to be his, against your will.

At last the moon, gliding by fawindows, the busy
moon with lingering light, opened her closed eyes, with its
tender rays. Raised on one elbow on the soft bed, she cried:

OHas anothero6s hostility driven

bringing you back to my bed at last? Alas for me, where
have you spent the long hours of this night, that was mine,
you, worn out now, as the stars are put away? O you, cruel
to me in my misery, | wish you the same leshgawnout

nights as those you endlessly offer to me. Till a moment

9
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ago, | staved off sleep, emving the purple threads, and

again, wearied, with the sound Girpheué s | yr e . unt i |
Sleep impelled me to sink down under his delightful wing |

was moaning gently to myself, alone, all the while, for you,
delayedsolongs o of t en, by a strangeros |
| ast care, amongst my tears. 0

10



Book 1.4:1-28 Constancy in Love

Why do you urge me to change, to leave my mistress,
Bassus why praise so maniovely girls to me? Why not
leavemeto spend the rest of my life in increasingly familiar
slavery? You may prais@ntioped s beaut vy, the daugh
Nycteus and Hermione of Spata, all those the ages of
beauty saw: Cynthia denies them a name. Still less would
she be slighted, or thought less, by severe critics, if she
were compared with inferior forms. Her beauty is the least
part of what inflames me: there are greater thingsy lin
dying for, Bassus: Natureds compl e
many an art, and pleasures itods be
silent sheets.
The more you try to weaken our love, the more we
both disappoint with acknowledged loyalty. You will not
escape wih impunity: the angry girl will know of it, and be
your enemy with no unquiet voic€ynthiawill no longer
look for you after this, nor entrust me to you. She will
remember such crimes, and fiercely denounce you to all the
other girl s: al as, youol | be | oved
will deny no altar her tears, no stone, wherever it may be,
and however sacred.
No loss hurts Cynthia so deeply as when the god is
absent, love snatched from her: above all mine. Let her
always fel so, | pray, and let me never discover cause in
her for lament.

11



Book 1.5:1-32 Admonishment to Gallus

Envious man, quiet your irksome cries at last and let
us travel the road we are on, as one! What do you wish for,
madman: to feel my passion? Unhgpp ma n, youor e
hastening to know the deepest hurt, set your footsteps on
hidden fire, and drink all the poison dhessaly S heds not
like the fickle girls you collect: she is not used to being
mildly angered. Even if she doast reject your prayers, by

chance, how many thousand cares st
not | et you sl eep, now, or free yi
bind the mindds wuncivilized forces
youol |l run to my door sobsyamur brave

trembling ague of bitter tears descending, fear tracing its
hideous lines on your face, and whatever words you wish to
say, lost in your moaning, you, you wretch, no longer able
to know who or where you are.

Then youdl | be foesgds tbarkanlow n
service, and what i1t is to return
marvel at my pallor any more, or at why | am thin all over.

Your high birth will do you no good in love. Love does not
yield to ancient faces. But if you show the smallest sign of

guilt how quickly your good name wi |
be able to bring you relief when \
cure for my malady: rather, companions together in love

and sorrow, weol | be forced to wee
breast.

So stop askingvhat my Cynthia can do,Gallus she
comes not without retribution to those who ask.

Bookl.6:1-36 Loveds bonds

|l dm not af r ai dAdriatio witld yosi,c ov e r t he
Tullus, or set my sail, now, on the brirdegean | could
climb Scythian heights, or go beyond the palace of
Ethiopian Memnon But, clingingt her e, my girl dés wo

12



always hinder me, her altering colour: her painful prayers.
All night she goes on about passion, and complains there

are no gods, since sheods forsaken.
herself to me, she threatens, as a hurt lover does @ rha@ 0 s
angry with.

Il 61 1| not | ive an hour among such

perish who can make love, with them, at his ease! What use
Is it for me to discover wiséthens or see the ancient
treasures ofAsia, only for Cynthiato cry out against me
when t he shipos | aunched, and S ¢
passionate hands, and declare she owes kisses to the
opposing winds, that nothing is worse than a faithless lover?
You can try ad surpass/ 0 U r wveliedeserées
power,andree st abl i sh our allies®d anci en
youth has never made room for | ov
loved fighting for your country. Lethat Boynever burden
you with my labours, and all the marks of my tears! Let me,
whom Fate always wished to level, give up this life to utter
worthlessness. Many have been lost, willingly, in
wearisome love: earth buries me also among that number.
| 6 m n o tted boweapons or glory: this is the war to
which the Fates would subject me.
But whether you go where gentlenia extends, or
wherePactolu¢ s wa t e rgiandgields,dourt féeteon

the ground, or striking the sea wi
of the accepted order: t hen, I f s
not forgotten, youol|l know | l i ve

13



Book 1.7:1-26 In praise of Love Poetry

While you write of Cadmu$ Fhebes and the bitter

struggle of that war of brothers, and (bless me!) contest

Homeb s primacy (i f the Fates are Kk

Ponticus as usual, follow my passions, and search for a

means to suffer my | ady. | 6m f or ce

than wit, and moan at youthos hard
This, the way of life | suffer, this is my fame. Let my

praise be simply that | pleasedeained maid, Ponticus, and

often bore with her unjust threats. Let scorned lovers, after

me, read my words with care, and benefit from knowing my

llls. You, as well, ifthe Boy strikes home, with his sure

shaft (something | wisthe gods did not allow) will cry out

in pain for that ancient citadel, the lost armies of the seven,

thrown down in eternally silent neglect, and long helplessly

to compose sweet versésave come late will not fill your

song.

Then youol | often admire me, not
then youol |l pr e Rame anththe yioumg t he wi t s
men wi | | not be silent round my to
you | i e, great singer of our pass

pride not to condemn my work. When Love comes late the
cost is often high.

14



Book18:1-26 Cynthiads journey

Are you mad, then, that my worries do not stop you?
Am | less to you than chillyllyria? Does he seem so great
to you whoever he i s, t hat youol | g
takes your sails without me? Can you hear the roar of the
furious seas unmoved; take your rest on the hard planks;
tread the hoarfrost under your tender fggypthia can you
bear unaccustomed snow? Oh, | wish the days to the winter
solstice were doubled, and tRéeiadesdelayed, the sailors
idle, the ropes be never loosed from fherhenianshore,
and the hostileleezes not blow my prayers away! Yet may
| never see such winds drop when your boat puts off, and
the waves carry it onwards, leaving me rooted to the
desolate strand, repeatedly crying out your cruelty with
clenched fist.

Yet whatever you deserve from m@u who renounce
me: may SicilianGalateanot frown on your journey:. pass
wi t h happy @ Aaocesauni&ngliffs; ansl de
received by lllyrianOrico®d s ¢ adrsniNowthet girl will
seduce memea vita from bitterly uttering complaints of
you at your threshold, nor will I fail to question the

Il mpati ent sail or s: 0Say I n wh at
confined?06 cryi ndhessdlfhso ugghho rsen,e dri v e
beyond theScythian y et sheol | be mine. 6

15



Book1.8A:27-4 6 Cynt hiads Journey abandon

Sheods her e! She stays, s he pr o
vani s h, | 6ve wWon: Sshe coul d not
entreaties. Let ager Envy relinquish illusory joy. My
Cynthitds ceased to travel strange ro
and she sayfkomé s best because o f me , r
ki ngdom without me . Sheodd rat her

narrow, with me, and be mine, whatever its size, than have
the ancient region that wddippodami® s dowr y , and the
riches that the horses Bfis won. She did not rush from my
breast, through avaec, t hough heds given a |
give her more.
| could not dissuade her with gold lodianpearls, but
did so by service of flattering song. | rely, like this, on the
Muses in love, nor is Apollo slow to help us lovers.
Cynthia, the rare, is mine! Now my feet tread the highest
star s: ni ght and day c¢come, sheds 1
certain love from me: this glory will crown my furthest age.

16



Book 1.9:1-34 Ponticusstruck down by Love

| told you love would come to you, Derider, and words
of freedom would not be ever your s

and come, a suppliant, at a mistre
girl, bought a moment since, commands y@adona s
oracul ar doves cané6t outdo me i n

men each girl will tame. A service of pain and tears has
made me expert: though | wish | could forgo knowing, be
called an innocent in love!
What use is it now, you wretch, to recyour serious
poem, or weep for th&hebancitadel of Amphionrd s | yr e ?
Mimnermu® s | yri cs ar eHomeoimlbvie. mor e t hal
Gentle Loveseeks out sweet song.
| beg you, go put away those learned books, and sing
what every gir/l wants to know! Wh a
so easy? Yet you, you madman, seek for waterrimet.
You are still not pale, even, truly untouched by the fire: this
i's only the first spark of evil t o
seek Armenian tigers, or feel the bonds of the infernal
wheel, than know the frequent darts tbE Boy in your
marrow, and be powerle$s deny your angry one a single
thing.
Love grants no one an easy passage, driving them back
with either hand. And donoét be de
sati sfy youPonticdis sshheed®s |y caurtsa,c k y ou
fiercely. Love wonot | et you remove your
nor keep watch I n anot her 6s name,
appear till hebs touched you to th
Whoever you are, flee those endless charms! Flint and
oak would yield to them, more so you, yourself a frailispir
So, I f therebds honour, confess you
In love it often helps to spell out whom it is you die for.

17



Book 1.10:1-30 Educating Gallus

O sweet dream, when | saw your first love: witness,
there, to your tears! O what sweet pleastor me to recall
that night, O the one so often summoned by my longing,
when | saw you dyingGallus i n your girloés ar ms,
words between long pauses! Though sleep pressed on my
weary lids, though thé&loon blushed, drawn through mid
heaven, | still could not draw back from your play; there
was so much ardour in your exchanges.

But , since you werenot afraid tc
reward for the joy of tientust . | 6ve
about your pain, thereb6s something
than loyalty. | can join parted lovers again, and open a
mi stressoés reluctant door . |l can nh

the power of my words is not sligh€Cyntha repeatedly
taught me what one should look for or beware of: Love has
not been idle.
Beware of picking a fight wi t h

angry, dondot speak in pride; donot
she asks something, dmdhdédomsd@ty no w
| et kind words shower on you in v
temper when sheobs l gnor ed and, w
remember to drop her justified threats. But the more you are

humbl e, and subj ect to | ove, t he

per f or man chie.toehtiaré dné girlgladlyawho is
never found wanting, or free of feeling.

18



Book 1.11:1-30 Cynthia at Baiae

While you idle at Baia& s h €yathid where
Hercues s causeway hangs by the shor ¢
waves that washed hesprotué s ki ngdom, now at
waters by notedMisenum does any thought find entrance,
oh, that brings you nights mindfoff me? Is there a place
where the least of love remains? Or has some unknown
rival, with false pretence of passion, drawn Cynthia away
from my songs?
| would much rather some little craft, relying on feeble
oar , ent er t ai huershelgke, or the watelsa p| e 6 s
easily parting, stroke after stroke, held you enclosed in the
shallow waves ofTeuthras than free to hear a
flattering whispers, settled voluptuously on some private
shore! Fa from watching eyes a girl slides into
faithlessness, not remembering the gods we share. Not that
your reputation is not well known to me, but in that place
every desirebdbs to be feared.
So, forgive me if my writings have annoyed you: my
fears are to blae. | do not guard my mother now with
greater care, nor without you have | any care for life.

Youbre my only home, my only par
every moment of my happiness. If | am joyful or sad with
the friends | meet , h swhev er l fee
reason. 6 Only | eave corrupt Bai ae
coast will bring discord to many, coast fatal to chaste girls:
O |l et the waters of Baiae vani sh:
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Book 1.12:1-20 Faithfulness in separation

Wh y d o n O tp inyewting clsatges of apathy,

Rome the o6knowingo, saying it grip
from my bed by as many miles &ussi®@s ri vers from
Veniced River PoCynthiad oesndét nourish famili i a

her arms, nor make sweet sounds in my ear. Once | pleased:
then there was no one to touch us who could compare for
loyalty in love. We were envied. Surely a god oveream
me, or some herb picked frorRrometheanmountains
shattered our bond?
| am not who | was: distant journeys alter girls. How
quickly |l ove flies! Now | om force
alone, for the first time, and be oppre i ve t o mysel f . H ¢
happy whoo6és able to weep where his
small joy in a sprinkling of tears. Or he who, rejected, can
change his desire: there is joy in a new slavery as well. But
it is impossible for me ever to love another, or geostn
her. Cynthia was | oveds beginning:
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Book1.13:1-:36 He predicts Gallusbs fate

Youol | | augh at my Gawgnf al | , as
because | 6m al one and fveee, | ove f
echo your words, faithless man. May no girl everylet
down, Gallus. Even now with your growing reputation for
deceit, never seeking to linger long in any passion, you
begin to pale with desperation in belated love, and fall back,
tripped, at the fs t step. Sheodl | be your
despising their sorrow: one girl will take revenge for the
pain of many. Sheodl | put a stop tc
sheodl | not be fond of your eternal

No wicked rumour, or augury, told me thissaw it:
can you deny me, as witness, | pray? | saw you,
languishing, arms wound round your neck, and weeping for
ages, in her hands, Gallus, yearning to breathe your life out
in words of longing: and lastly, my friend, a thing shame
counsels metohidedoul dndét part your clingi
the wild passion between you. That gddptunedisguised
as theHaemoniarRiverEnipusdi dndét squeeze the ob
Tyro so readily; Hercule$® s | ove was never so |
celestialHebe when he first felt delight on the ridge of
Oeta One day can outrun all lovers: diteno faint torch in
you, sheodl | not | et di sdai n reapf
seduced. Desire spurs you on.

| 6m not sur pr i 4edgis wasthymofc e s h
Jupiter and alone lovelier than Leadbs t hree c¢chi l
him. She has more charm than the dgoildesses of
Greece her words would force Jupiter to love her. Since
youobre sure to die of | ove, once
threshold was worthy. May she be kindyou, now new
madness strikes, and, whatever you wish, may she be the
one for you.
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Book1.14:1-:24 Loveds Delight

Though, you drinkLesbo$ s wi n eviento® s o0 m
cups, abandoned, in luxury, Qyperb s wav e s , now amaze
how quickly the boats slip by, now how slowly the barges
are towed along: while the wood spreads its ranks over all
the summits, thick afaucasus s many t esees: stil |l
things have no power to rival my love. Love refuses to bow
to great riches.

If she spins out sleep with me as desired, or draws out
the whole day in easy loving, then the waterdPattolus
flow beneath my roof, and the e d Sceral bwls are
gathered below the waves, then my delight says | am
greater than kings: and may it endure, till Fate demands |
vanish. For who can enjoy wealthlibveb s agai nst hi m?
No riches for me ifVenusproves sullen!

She can exhaust the strong powers of heroes: she can
even give pain to the toughest mi
crossing Arabian thresholds, nor afraid to climb othe
purple couchTullus, and toss the wretched young man all
over his bed. What comfort I
reconcil ed, and near me , | 6
kingdoms, or Kin@Alcinou® gi ft s.

s dyed
I
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Book1.15:142 Cynt hi abds infidelities

Cynthial often feared great pain from your fickleness,
yet still 1 never expected treachery. See with what trials
Fortune drags me down! Yet you still respond slowly to
those fears, and can raise calm ha
and examine your looks in endless idleness, you go on
decking out your breast witkasternjewels, like a lovely
woman preparing for some new lover.

Calypsodid not feel so whe®dysseusthe Ithacan
left, when she wept long ago to the empty waves: she sat
mourning for many days with unkempt hair, pouring out
speech to the cruddrine, and though she might never see
him again, she grieved still, thinking of their long
happinessHypsipyle troubled, did not stand like that in the
empty bedroom while the winds snatch@eon away:
Hypsipyle never felt pleasure after, melting, once and for
all, for herHaemoniarstranger Alphesiboeawvas revenged
on her brothers for her husbaiWdcmaeon and passion
severed the bonds of loving blooBvadne famous for
Argive chastity, died in the pitiful flames, raised high on her
husbandobds pyre.

Yet none of them influence your mode of égisce, so
that you might also be known in story. Cynthia, cease now
revoking your words by lying and refrain from provoking
forgotten gods. O reckl ess gi rl
enough grief in my misfortune if it chances that anything
dark happens to ybl.ong before love for you alters in my
heart, rivers will flow back from the vast ocean, and the
year shall reverse its seasons: be whatever you wish, except
anot her 6s.

Donodt | et those eyes seem SO0 W
which your treachery was so oftdéelieved by me! You
swore by them, that 1 f youdd ever

away when your fingers touched them. Can you then raise
them to the vast sun, and not tremble, aware of your guilty

23



sins? Who forced on you the pallor of your shifting
complexon: who drew tears from unwilling eyes? Those
are the eyes | now die for, t o war
charms can ever be safely trusted!
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Book1.16:1-48 Cynt hi ads threshold speaks

Now | O6m bruised I n ni ght guarre
moaning often, stick by shameful hands, I, who used to
open to great triumphsfarpeidd s entr ance, honour e

chastity, whose threshold was crowded with golden teams,
wet with the suppliant tears of captives. Disgraceful
gar | ands ing mwtmag ont me,l andc dkways torches
rest there, symbols of the excluded.
Nor can | save my lady from infamous nights, honour
surrendered in obscene singing. Nor does she repent as yet,
or cease her notoriety: cease living more sinfully than this
dissolutea g e . And, compl aining, |l 6m f o
tear s, made sadder by the |l ength
He never allows my columns to rest, renewing his sly
insinuating song:
OEntrance, crueller than my mist
your solid doors cleed now, and mute, for me? Why do
you never open to admit my desire, unable to feel or tell her
my secret prayers? Will there be no end assigned to my
sadness, and sleep lie, unsightly, on your cool threshold?
Midnight, the stars sinking to rest, and tby winds of chill
dawn grieve for me . You al one neve
replying with mutually silent hinges.
O | wish that my soft voice might pass through some
holl ow cl eft, and enter my | adyo6s
would rever be able to check herself, and a sigh would
surface amongst reluctant tears, though she seems more
unyielding than flint orSicilian stone, harder than iron or

steel.

Now she rests in another manods f
words fail on the nocturnal breeze. But to me, threshold,
youdbre the one, gr eat cause of my

never conquered by gifts. No petulant tongue of mine ever
offended you, in calling out angry drunken jests, that you
should make me hoarse wimdless complaining, guarding
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the crossroads in anxious waiting. Yet | have often created
new lines of verse for you, and printed deep kisses on your
steps. How often before now have | turned from your
columns, treacherous one, and with hidden hands peadu
the required offering. 6

So with this and whatever else you helpless lovers

i nvent , h e dr owns out t he dawn
condemned to eternal I nf amy, for
now, f or her | overs6 tears forever
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Book 1.17:1-28. He goes on a jouray.

Since | managed to flee the girl
cry to the lonely halcyon€assiopés har bour s not yet
its accustomed sight of my boat, and all my prayers fall on a
heartless shore. Yes, even in your abse@ynthig the
winds promote your cause: hear with what savage threats
the sky resounds. Will good fortune ever come to calm the
storms? Will that little beach hold my ashes?

Change your fierce complaints to something kinder
and let night and hostile shoals be my punishment. Could
you, dry-eyed, require my death, never to clasp my bones to
your breast? O, perish the man, whoever he was, who first
made ships and rigging, and ploughed the reluctant deep!

Easier to change my misr e s s 0 s moods (however
t hough, shebs stil] a rare girl) t
with unknown forests, and search in the sky for the dong

lost Twins.

If the Fates had buried my grief at home, and an
upright stme stood there to my last love, she would have
given dear strands of hair to the fire, and laid my bones
gently on soft ros@etals: she would have cried my name,
over the final embers, and asked for earth to lie lightly on
me.

But you, the sedorn daugters of lovelyDoris, happy
choir, loosen our white sails: if ever love glided down and
touched your waves, spare a friend, for gentler shores.
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Book 1.18:1-32 Alone amongst Nature

Truly this is a silent, lonely place for gvieg, and the
breath of theWest Windowns the empty wood. Here |
could speak my secret sorrows freely, if only these solitary
cliffs could be trusted.

To what cause shall | attribute your disdain, my
Cynthig? Cynthia, what reason for my grief did you give
me? |, who but now was numbered among the joyous, now
am forced to look for signs of your love. Why do | merit
this? What spell turns you away from me? Is some new girl
the root of your anger?od can give yourself to me again,
fickle girl, since no other has ever set lovely foot on my
t hreshol d. Though my sorrowbs i nde
grief my anger will never be so fierce with you that rage
could ever be justified in you or your weeping £\ee
disfigured with falling tears.

Is it because | show few signs of altered complexion,
and my faith does not cry aloud in my face? Begebk and
pine, beloved of thércadian godyou will be witnesses, if
trees know sut passions. Oh, how often my words echo in
gentle shadows and Cynthia is carved in your bark!

Oh! How often has your injustice caused me pains that
only your silent threshold knows? | am used to suffering
your tyrannous orders with diffidence, without mosy
about it in noisy complaint. For this | win sacred springs,
cold rocks, and rough sleep by a wilderness track: and
whatever my complaint can tell of must be uttered alone to
melodious birds.

Yet whatever you may be, let the woods echo
0 Cynt hiad let mt thm wild cliffs be free of your
name.
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Book 1.19:1-26 Death and transience

| fear no sad shadows, now, rynthig or care that
death destines me for the final fires: but one fear is harder to
bear than fune processions, that perhaps my lonely
corpse would lack your lov&€upid has not so lightly clung
to my eyelids, that my dust could be void, love forgotten.

That heroProtesilauscould not feget his sweet wife
even in the dark region: thEhessaliarcame as a shade to
his former home, longing with ghostly hands to touch his
joy. Whatever | am there, | will ever be known as your
shadow: a great love crosses thergs of death.

Let the choir of lovely women of old, come to greet
me there, those whom the spoilsTaby yielded toArgive
men, none of whose beauty could mean more to me than
yours, Cynthiaand (O allow this, Earth, and be just) though
old age destined keeps you back, your bones will still be
dear to my sad eyes. May you, living, feel this when | am
dust: then no place of death can be bitter to me. How | fear
lest you ignore my tomb, Cynthisgnd some inimical
passion draws you away from my ashes, and forces you,
unwillingly, to dry the tears that fall!

Constant threats will persuade a loyal girl. So, while

we can, |l et there be joy bet ween

enough for lasting love.
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Book 1:20:1-52 The story of Hylas: a warning to Gallus

For your loyal love Gallus take this warni
l et it slip from your vacant
t he

| mprudent | over @scansmigharshitoghe t
Argonauts tell you.

You have a lover, likeHylas Theodamass s o n,
less handsome, not unequal in birth. Take ¢ciyou walk
by sacred rivers itumbrianforests, or the waters &nio
touch your feet, or if you wander the edge of fidegrean
plain, or wherever a river gives naering welcome, always
defend your loving prey from thElymphs (the Ausonian

Dryad® desire I s no |l ess) | est

yours, Gallus, and you enteternally untried waters. The
wretched wanderdderculessuffered this misery, and wept
by the wild River Ascanius, on an unknown shore.

They say that thérgo sailed long ago fronPagasa s
shipyard, and set out on the long voyagePtmsis and,

once theHellesponb s waves sl i d past,

Mysiab s cl i ffs. he®esdandedhoa thebcaiet d
shore, and covered the ground with a soft layer of leaves.

But the young unconquered heroods

searching for the scarce waters of distant springs.

The two brothersZetesand Calais the sons of the
North Wind chased him, pursued him, both above him,
with hovering grasp, to snatch kisses, and alternately fleeing
with a kiss from his upturned face. But he hangs concealed
beneath the edge of a wing and wards of their tricks in flight
with a branch. At last the sons drithyia, Pandio® s
daughter, cease: ah! Sadly, off goes Hylas, off to the
Hamadryads

There lay the well ofPege by the peak of Mount
Arganthus the watery haunt dear ithynidd s Ny mp h s,
which moistened apples hung from thadwruit-trees, and
all around in the watemeadows white lilies grew, mixed
with scarlet poppies, which he now picked with delicate
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fingers, childishly preferring flowers to his chosen task, and
now bent innocently down to the lovely waves, prolonging
his wandering with flattering reflections.

At last with outstretched palms he prepared to drink
from the spring, propped on his right shoulder, lifting full
hands. Inflamed by his whiteness, Deyad girls left their
usual thong to marvel, easily pulling him headlong into the
yielding waters. Then, as they seized his body, Hylas cried
out: to him Herculesreplied, again and again, from the
distance, but the wind blew his name back, from the far
waters.

O Gallus warned by this, watch your affairs, entrusting
handsome Hylas to the Nymphs.
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Book 1.21:1-10 Gallus speaks his own epitaph

OYou who rush to escape the com
soldier from theEtruscanrampars, why turn your angry

eyes where | | i e groaning? |1 0m one
in arms. Save yourself then, so your parents might rejoice,

dondot | et my sister know of these
Gallusbroke throgh the midst ofCaesad s s wor d s me n, but

failed to escape some unknown hand: and whatever bones
she finds strewn on Etruscan hills, let her never know them
f or mi ne. 0

32



Book1.22:1-1 0 Propertiusés place of orig

You ask, always in friendshipTullus, what are my

household gods, and of wh at race
graves, atPerusia are known to youltalyb s gr aveyard 1in
the dakest times, whelRom&d s ci t i zens deal't I n
to my special sorrowEtruscandust, you allowed my

ki nsmandés | imbs to be scattered, y

bones with no scrap of soil), know theimbria rich in
fertile ground bore me, where it touches there on the plain

below.
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Book Il

Book 11.1:1-78 To Maecenas: His subject matter

You ask where the passion comes from | write so
much about, and this book, so gentin the tongue. Neither
Apollo nor Calliope sang them to me. The girl herself fires
my wit.

If you would have her move in a gleam @Gbs this
whole book will be Coan il if ever | saw straying hair
cloud her forehead, she joys to walk, pride in her
worshipped tresses: or if ivory fingers draw songs from the
lyre, I marvel what fingering sweeps the strings: or if she
closes eyelids, calling on sleep, | come to a thousand
reasons for verse: or if naked she wrestles me, free of our
clothes, then in truth we make whdleads: whatever she

does or says, a great taleodos born
Maecenaseven if fate had gan me the strength to

| ead crowds of h e rTdamsOsgdaan war | | 6d

Olympus with Peliona road to Heaven; or anciehihebes

or Troy that madeHomelb s n a me ; or split seas

Xerxe® s ORahafrs fir st ki ngdom, or t h

proudCarthage or theGermanthreat andMariusd s s er vi c e.
| 6d r eme mber Gabserhisndaings, ana fou,y o u r
under mighty Caesar, my nextrna@rn.

As often as | sangMutina; Philippi, the citizens
graveyard; the sefights in thatSicilian rout; the ruined
Etruscanfires of the former race;Ptolemyd $haros its
captive shore; or sang &igyptandNile, when crippled, in
mourning, he ran through the city, wiieven imprisoned
streams; or the necks of kings hung round with golden
chains; orActiumé s p r o wSacredniVaytmy Muse
would always weave you into those wars, miogal at
making or breaking peace.

Achilesgave witness of a friend©os
Theseusto the shades, one that &fatroclus son of
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Menoetius the other of Pirithous Ixiond s son. But

Callimachu¢ s fr ai | chest Guoited @ n o't t hu
struggle wih the giantEnceladusover thePhlegrearPlain,
nor have | the strength of mind to

to Phrygianforebears, in hard enough verse.

The sailor talks of breezes: the ploughman, of oxen:
the soldier counts wounds, the shepherd counts his sheep: |
in my turn count sinuous flailings in narrowest beds: let
every man spend the day where he can, in his art. Glorious

to die in love: a further glgr, I f I tds given, t 0o L
only once: O may | enjoy my love alone!

Il f I dm right, she finds fault wi
disapproves of the whole lliad becauséieten

Though it be for me to tastehaedra s chal i ce, from

which Hippolytustook no harm; or for me to die @firced s
herbs: or forMedeato heat theColchian cauldon over

lolcuso s fire; y et since one woman a

senses, iIitos from her house my fun
Medicine cures all human sorrows: only love likes no

doctor for its diseasédvlachaonhealedPhiloctete6 | i mpi n g

feet;Chiron Phillyradb s s o n, Rhdeeix Asclegius, o f
the Epidauriangod, returnedAndrogeont o hi s f at her 6s
hearth, by means @retanherbs, and Telephus, thMysian
warri or , f HaemoniAmspbhar by lwieich Beshad
his wound, by that se§ame spear, knew relief.
If any one can take away my illness, he alone can put
apples inTantalu® s hand: hedol | fil 1 urns f
Danaid® | ar s, | est t heir tender nec
unl oosed wat ePromethelndesdé | lar nisr e ¢ r om
Caucasiarliffs, and drive the vulture from his heart.
So, whenever the Fates demany life, and | end as a
brief name in slight marble, Maecenas, the hope and envy
of our youth, true glory of my death or life, if by chance
your road takes you by my tomb, halt ydnitish chariot
with chased yoke, and asly weep, pen these words in the
silent dust: OA hard mistress was
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Book 11.2:1-16 Her beauty

| was free, and thought to enjoy an empty bed: but
though | arranged my pead®nor betrayed me. Why does
suchhuman beauty linger on Eartld@piter| forgive you
your rapes of old. Yellow her hair, and slender her hands,
her figure all sublime, and her walk as nobleJas pi t er 0 s
sister or Pallas Athene, going toDulichian altars, her
breasts covered by tli@rgordo s s naky | ocks.
She is lovely aslschomachg the Lapithd s d e mi
goddess, sweet plunder for tii&entaursat the marriage
feast, orHecateby the sacred waters &oebeis resting, a
virgin goddess, it is said, bercurydo s s i de. And vyou
Goddesses yield whoshepherd Parisnce saw, when you
laid your clothes aside for himddab s mount ain sl opes!
wish that the years might never touittat beauty, yet she
outlast the ages of ti&byl of Cumae
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Book 11.3:1-54 Her qualities and graces.

You who said that nothing could touch you now,
youbre caught: that pride of

another disgraceful book about you.
| tried whether a fish could live on dry sand it has
never known before, or a savage wild boar in the sea, or

your s
findrestbr a single mont h, poor thi

ng,

whet her | could keep staesrn studies

deferred but never destroyed.

It was not her face, bright as it is, that won me (lilies
are not more white than my lady; as Maeotic snows
contended with the reds &pain or rosepetals svam in
purest milk) nor her hair, ordered, flowing down her smooth
neck, nor her eyes, twin fires, that are my starlight, nor the
girl shining in Arabian silk (I am no lover flattering for
nothing): but how beautifully she darscerhen the wine is
set aside, likéAriadne taking the lead among the ecstatic
cries of theMaenadsand how when she sets herself to sing
in the Sapphicstyle, she playsvith the skill of Aganipp&® s
lyre, and joins her verse to that of anci€urinng and
thinksErinnad s songs inferior to her

When you were bornmmea vita did Love, dressed in
white, not sneeze a clear omen for you, in your first hours
of daylight? The gods granted you these heavenly gifts: in
case you think your mother gave them to you: such gifts
beyond the human are not inborn: thesgcgs were not a
nine-month creation. You are born to be the unique glory of
Romangi r | s : youol | be the first
Jove and never visit mortal beds amongst us. The beauty of
Helenreturns a second time to Earth.

Why should I marvel now that our youths are on fire
with her? It would have been more glorious for y@toy,
to have perished because of this. | used to marvetla g
could have caused so mighty a wasja versusEuropeat
Pergama But Paris and Menelaus you were wise,
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Menelais demanding her return, Paris slow to reply. That
face was something: that evérhilles died for: even to
Priama proven cause for war. If any man wants to outdo
the fame of ancient paintingst l@m take my lady as model

for his art: If he shows her to thieast to theWest hedol |
inflame the West, and inflame the East.

At least let me keep within bounds! Or if it should be a
further lovecomes to me, let it be fiercer and let me die.
Just as the ox at first rejects the plough, but later accepts the
yoke and goes quiet to the fields, so spirited youth frets at
first, in love, but takes the rough with the smooth later,
tamed. Melampusthe prophet, accepted shame in chains,
convicted of stealinglphiclusb s c at Perdaes drud at
beauty drove him not profit, she his bride to be in
Amythaon® house.

Bookll.4:1-22 Hi s mi stressodos har shness.

First you must often grieve, at
towards you, often requesting something, often being
rejected. And often chew your helpless fingernails between
your teeth, and fathe ground nervously with your foot, in
anger!
My hair was drenched with scent: no use: nor my
departing feet, delaying, with measured step. Magic roots
are worth nothing here, ndColchianwitch of night, nor

herbs distiled byPerimedé s hand, since we see n
vi si bl e blow anywhere: sti |1, it O
come by.

The patient needs no doctor, no
wind or weather hurts him. He walks abduyet sudenly
hi s funer al startl es hi s friends.

unforeseen like this. What deceitful fortutedler have | not
been victim of, what old woman has not pondered my
dreams ten times?

If anyone wants to be my enemy, let him desire girls:
yet ddight in boys if he wants to be my friend. You slide
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down the tranquil stream in a boat in safety: how can such
tiny waves from the bank hurt you? Often his mood alters
with a single word: she will scarcely be satisfied with your

blood.
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Book 11.5:1-30 Sinful Cynthia

Is it true all Rome is talking of yoWynthia and you
live in unveiled wantonness? Did | expect or deserve this?
o deal puni shment, faithless gi
somewher e el s eall thdseddedeitftufwomeh one of

who want to be made famous by my s

taunt me with such harsh ways: she
| oved, youodll weep, yet i1itdés too I
Now my angero6s fresh, nowds t he

returns, believe mdpve will too. The Carpathianwaves
donot ¢ h anortherliesias swiftlyh aor the black

cloud in a shiftingsouthwesg a | e , as | oversod6 anger
a word. While you can, take your neck from the unjust
yoke. Then you wono6ét grieve at all
night . Al | oveds evils are slight
But, by the gentle laws of our ladyng mea vitastop
hurtingy our sel f on pur pose. Il tds not |
with a curving horn at 1 ts aggress
opposes the foe. Il wonodét rip the ¢

or break open your closed doors, or tear your plaited hair in
anger, or dre to bruise you with my hard fists. Let some
ignoramus look for quarrels as shabby as these, a man

whose head no ivy ever encircled.
| i feti me wonot rub away: OCynt hi
Cynthia |ight in wprdefoy Tgwasndared s

murmur, this verse, Cynthia, will make you pale.
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Book 11.6:1-42 His jealousy

There was never so much crowding rolulats6 s h ou s e
in Corinth, at whose doors all dbreeceknelt down, never
such a swarm forMenanded sThais with whom the
Atheniansonce amused themselves. Nor Ritryne so rich
from many lovers, she might have rebuilt the ruined walls
of Thebes
Why , you even invent false rel a:
for those whodéve the right to ki ss
men in your paintings, and their nasy annoy me, even the

tender voiceless boy in the <c¢cradl
mother smothers you in kisses, your sister, or the girlfriend
you sl eep with. Everything hurts

my fear) and, wretched, suspect a man under every shift.
Once, so the tale is, wars occurred for jealousies like
these: see here the originsTabyd s destructi on. The
madness made th€entaurssmash winecups, violently
fighting Pirithous Why seekGreek examples? You were
the author of that crimeRomulus reared on ash@o | f 0 s
savage milk: you taught them to rapabinevirgins, and go
free: through you,Love dares what he pleases now in
Rome.

Admetu® s wi f e, Al cestUlysse swas bl ess
bedmate, Penelope and every woman who loves her
husbandds home! What wuse i1s it gi
honour ofChastity 1 f every brideds all owed
wants?

The hand that first painted obscene pictures and set up
disgracefulthings to view in innocent homes corrupted the
unknowing eyes of young girls, and denied them ignorance
of sin itself. Oh, let him groan who sent abroad, through art,
the trouble | atent in silent pleas
their houses with those ang e s : t hen, the wall s
painted with sin. Not without cause cobwebs wreathe the
shrines, and rank weeds clothe neglected gods.
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What guards shall | set for you, then, what lintel that
no hostile foot shall ever cross? For a sad prison will

achievenb hi ng against your wil/. Sheos
whoos ashamed to sin. No wife or m
me: youol.l al ways be my mistress,
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Book 11.7:1-20 Lifting of the law that bachelors must
marry

Cynthia was overjoyed, of course, when that law was
repeal ed: weodod wept for ages in
Though Jupiterh i ms e | f canot separate two
t heir wladsdds mBRBthtt yCdesar 6s mi ght 6 s
armies: conquered people are worth nothing in love.

| 6d sooner suffer my head being
than quench this fire to humour a bride, or as a husband
pass by your sealed threshold, and, having betrayed it, look
back wth streaming eyes. Ah, what sleep my flute would
sing you to then, a flute sadder than a funeral trumpet!

l s it for me to supply sons for
Thereol | be no soldiers from my ||
camp of my mistressCastob s hor se wi | | not be

enough for me. It was in fact through this my glory gained
such a name, glorious as far as the wilineipet Yo uoOr e
the only one who pleases me: let me please younthiay,

alone: that love will be more to me than being called

0f at her 0.
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Book11.8:1-12 Sheds | eaving him

Shedos being torn away from me,
long, and, friend, do you stop me shedding tears? No
enmities are bitter but those of lovait my throat indeed
and | o6l I be a mil der enemy. Can

anot herds ar m, s he, no | onger c al

moment ago?
Al | things may be overturned:
may be so: you win or lose: this is the wheel of loviteQ
great leaders, great tyrants have fallen: @ahébesstood
once, and there was nobleoy. Many as the gifts | gave,
many as the songs | made: yet she, the cruel one, never said:
0l | ove. 0
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Book 11.8A:13-40 Propertius scorned

So, cruel girl, through all the years now, have |, who
supported you and your household, have | ever seemed a
free man to you? Perhaps youol |l al
at my head?

So, will you die, like thisPropertius you who are still
young? Then die: let her rejoice at your death! Let her
disturb my ghost, and harass my shade, insult my pyre, and
trampl e on my bHasnmew!BoeWiq kid Di dnot
flank wounded by his own sword, fall Byntigoned s t o mb ,
and mingle his bones with those of the luckless girl, not
wishing to return to the palace ®hebeswithout her? Bit
you, also, man, will not escape: you should die with me:
both our blood will trickle from this same blade. However
much my coming death shames me, shameful though it be
indeed, you will die it too. Th&hebanprinces fell inno
less dire a war for a kingdom, their mother torn between
them, than if we fought, my girl between us, |, not fleeing
my own death if | could achieve yours.

Even Achilles, left alone, his mistress taken, let his
sword restthere in his tent. He saw thchaeandleeing,
then mangled on the beach, therian camp ablaze with
Hecto® s t o r c Ratroclbskidemisawith sand, stone
dead, blood in his outspread hair: and he suffered that
because of faiBriseis Grief rages, so deeply, when love is
torn away. Then when his captive girl was given back in
retribution, he dragged thaame brave Hector behind his
Thessaliarsteeds.

No wonder thaAmor triumphs over me, since | am so
much the lesser in birth or arms.
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Book11.9:11-52 Cynt hiads new | over

That which he is, | wasoften: but perhaps one day
heodl | be thrown away, and another
Penelopavas able to live wtouched for twenty years,
a woman worthy of so many suitors. She evaded marriage
by her cunning weaving, cleverly anv el | i ng each dayao
weft by night: and though she never hoped to see her
Ulysses again, she waited, growing old, for his return.
Briseis too, clutching deadchilles, beat at her own bright
face with frenzied hands, and, a weeping slave, she bathed
her bloodstained lord, as he lay by the yellow waters of
Simois besmirched her hair, and lifted the mighty bones
and flesh of great Achilles wither weak hand$2eleuswvas
not with you then Achilles, nor yoweagoddessmother,
nor ScyrianDeidamia bereaved in her bed.
So it was tht Greece then, was happy in its true
daughters: then honour was respected even in the camps.
But you, you, I mpi ous gir|l, canot
remain alone a single day! Why, you both drink from the
cup, laughingaway: and perhaps there are wicked words
about me. You even chase after him, who left you once
before. The gods grant you may enjoy being slave to that
man!
Were they for this, the vows | undertook for your
health, when the waters 8tyx had all but gone over your
head, and we friends stood, weeping, round your bed?
Where wade by the gods, faithless girl, what on earth was
he then to you?

What if | was a soldier, detained in faff India, or my
ship was stationed on ti@cear? Bu't i tdés easy for
weave | ies and deceits: thatdos on
always learned. ThBy r sda®@|l s dondét <change as
in shifting storms: thd eaves donoét trembl e as
wintry Southwestg a | e , as a womands given v
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her anger, whether the cause is weighty, or whether the
cause is slight.

Now, since this wilfulness pleases you, | concede. |
beg you,Boys bring out your sharper arrows, compete at
shooting me, and free me of my lifel My blood will prove
great honour to you.

The stars are witnesses, girl, and the frost at dawn, and
the doors that opened secretly for unhapmythat nothing
in my life was ever as dear to me as you: and you will be,

forever, t oo, t hough youbdre so un
wi | | | eave a trace in my bed: I 61 |
yours. And | wi sh, I f perhaps |1 0ve

man, in the midst of love, to turn to stone!
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Book 11.10:1-26 A change of style needed.

Now it oO6s tHeliobeto otheer netres; tnhedo
give theThessaliarhorse its run of the fieldNow | want to
talk about squadrons brave in fight, and mention my
| e a dRomah@mp. But if | lack the power, then surely
my courage wil|l be praised: I t 0s
willed great things.
Let first youth sing of Lo, the end of life of tumult: |
sing war now my girl is done. Now, | want to set out with
more serious aspect: now nyuse teaches me on a
different lute. Surge, mind: vigour now, away from these
low songsMuses now this work will be largevoiced, thus:
(Euphratesnow rejectsParthian cavalry protection,
and mourns that he reduc€dassué s pr e s dndig e . Even
Augustus bows its neck to your triumph, amnéirabiad s
virgin house trembles at you; and if any country removes
itself to the furthest ends of the earth, let it feel yloand
| ater, once iIitodébs captive. 0
|l dm a foll ower of camps | i ke thi
singing of your camp: let the fates oversee that day!
When we candét reach the head of
the garland is set before its lowly feet, so now, hefptes
embark on a song of praise, | offer cheap incense from a
poor manos rites. My verses as Yy
founts of Ascra Love has only washed them rermessus
Apollodb s str eam.
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Book11.11:1-6 O L et ot her men write about

Let other men write about you, or yourself be all
unknown. Let the man who sows his seed in barren soil
praise you. All your gifts, believe me, that dark funeral day

will be borneaway with you, on the one b
despise your dust , the man who pa
60This ash was once a | earned mai d.
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Book 11.12:1-24 A portrait of Amor

Whoever he was who first depictédnor as a boy,
d o nyoutthink it was a wonderful touch? He was the first
to see that lovers live without sense, and that great good is
lost in trivial cares. Also, with meaning, he added the wings
of the wind, and made the god hover in the human heart:
true, S I n cneabowuteid shiting twmdasoawd the
breeze never lingers in one place.

And itbdés right that his hand

and theCretanquiver hang across his shoulders, since he
hits us before we safely see the enenmg mao one escapes
unwounded from his hurt.

His darts remain with me, and his form, a boy, but
surely he must have lost his wings, since he never stirs
anywhere but in my heart, and, oh, wages endless war in my
blood.

What joy is it for you, Amor, to imabit my thirsty
heart? If you know shame, transfer your war elsewhere:
better to try those i1 nnocent

hit: 1 tés only my tenuous shadow.
be

| f you destroy me, whool |l
(This slendeMuse of mine is your great glory.) Who will
sing the face, the hands, or the dark eyes of my girl, or how
sweetly her footsteps are accustomed to fall.
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Book 11.113:1-16 Hi s wi sh for Cynthiads ap
his verse

Erythreds not a r me dPersgianghdfts, ass many
the arrowsLove has fixed in my chest. He ordered me not
to despise the lessdtusesand told me to live like this in
Ascrds (Qgr ove: not so Perbsawduldt he oaks
follow my sweet words, or so | could lead wild creatures
down tolsmards vall ey, GQynthiamghtr e t hat
wonder at my Vverse. Then | 6d be b
than theArgive, Linus.

|l &m not merely an admirer of bea
fact a woman says her ancestorsfar@ mo u s . |l tds my joy
have read in the arms of a learned girl, and to have my
writing proved by her discerning ear. Sampling that
goodbye to the muddled talk of t h
secure with my lady as my judge.

If, perhaps, she turned her min peace with
kindness, | might then withstaddipite6 s enmi t vy .
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Book 11.13A:17-58 His wishes for his funeral

When death closes my eyes at last, then, hear what
shall serve as my funeral. No long spread procession of
Il mages for me: no empty trumpeting
smooth out a bed there on ivory posts for me then, no
corpse on a couch, pressing down moundétddlic cloth
of gold. Forget the line of perfumed dishes for me:udel
the mundane offerings of a plebeian rite.
Enough for me, and more than enough: if three little
books form my procession, those | take as my greatest gift
to Persephone
And surely vyouol |l fole ow: scr at
breasts; and never weary of calling my name; and place the
last kiss on my frozen lips, when the onyx jar with its
Syriannard is granted. Then when the fire beneath turns me
to ashes let the little jar receive my shade, aret my poor
tomb add a laurel, to cast shadow on the place where my
flame died, and let there be this solitary couplet:

HE WHO LIES HERE, NOW, BUT COARSE DUST,
ONCE SERVED ONE LOVE, AND ONE ALONE.

So the fame of my tomb will be no less than thahef
grave of blood, ofAchilles the hero. And when you too
approach your end, remember: come, grayed, this way,
to the stones of memory. For the rest, beware of being
unkind to my tomb: earth is aware and never wholly
ignorant of truth.

How | wish any one othe Three Sistersad ordered
me to give up my breath at the first, and in my cradle. Why
Is the spirit preserved, yet, for an unknown hoNEgatol s
pyre was seeafter three generations: yet, if soRBrygian
soldier, from the walls offroy, had cut short his fated old
age, he would have never have seen his Aofilochus
buried, or cried out: 00 Death, wh
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Yet you, when a friend is lost some time, will weep:
il tds a | aw of the gods, this care
fierce wild boar that once felled whifgdonis as he hunted
along the ridge oflda; there in the marsh, they say, his
beauty lay, and yolw/enus ran there with ouspread hair.
Yet youol | cal l back Cynthiaz voi cel ess
what power will my poor bones have to speak?
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Book 11.14:1-32 Reconciliation

Agamemnondid not joy like this over his triumph at
Troy, whenLaomedo® s g r Bhawent eowrato ruin:
Ulysseswas no happier, when, his wanderings done, he
touched the shore of his belovéithaca nor Electrg on
finding Orestess af e, when shedd cried, as
what she thought his ashes: #atadne Minosb daught er ,
seeingTheseugeturn unharmed, with her guiding thread,

out of Daedalué s ma z e : as | with the jJoys
ni ght . I 61 | be I mmort al I f thereods
used to go with a suppliantds hang

as worth less than a dried up pond.

She desnot try to oppose me now,
di sdai n, and canbot rest Il ndi fferen
peace terms had not been made known to me so late! Now
the medicinebébs wasted on the ashes
feet and | was blind: no one of coarsan see when crazed
with love.

This attitude | have found the best: lovers, show
disdain! She comes today, who yesterday said no.

Ot her s, frustrated, knocked, an
name: the girl, at ease, | aid her
more tlan conquering faParthiat o me: sheds my spoi l
chari ot : my ri ches. I 61 | add rich

columns Cytherea and this will be the verse below my
name:

GODDESS, PROPERTIUS SETS HESE SPOILS BEFORE YOUR
TEMPLE: HE WAS RECEIVED AS A LOVER FOR ONE WHOLE NIGHT

Now, mea lux shall my ship preserved come to your
shores, or sink, fully laden, in the shallows? For if you
change towards me, perhaps through some fault of mine, let
me liedown dying at your threshold!
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Book 11.15:1-54 Joy in true love

O happy me! O night that shines for me! And O you
bed made blessed by delights! How many words thrashed
out when the light was near us, what striving together when
light was taken away! N with naked breasts she struggles
against me, now, tunic gathered, demands delay. She, with
her lips, opening my eyelids weary with sleep, and saying:
0ls this how you |ie here, | aggard

Our arms were varied in how many changing
embraces! How long my &ses lingered on your lips!

No joy in corruptingvVenusto a blind motion: know, if
you do not, the eyes are the guides of Love. The\Psaig
himself was ruined by th8patan Helen as she rose naked
from the bed ofMenelaus And Endymion they say, was
naked: arousin®iang he lay beside the naked goddess.

But if you insist from pride in lying there dressed,

youol | feel my hands ripping your
anger provokes me any further, y 0L
arms to your mother. Sagging br eas

toying yet: let them think fo i t t hat childbirtho
shamed.

While the fates all ow, we oIl | S al
the long night comes, the day does not return. And | wish
youdd bind wus I|ike this, clinging
day might ever unloose! Let doves coupledether in love
prove your I mage: mal e and femal e
wrong who | ooks for an end to | ov

has no knowledge of limits. Earth will sooner taunt farmers
with false spring; Sol the stgod drive with black horses;
streams all their waters backwards to their fountains; fish
be stranded, and the deep dry land; sooner than | transfer
my pangs to another: hers am | living, hers will | be in
death.
But 1 f sheol | grant me such nigh
year will seem as longs a lifetime. If she gives me many,
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I 61 | be i mmortalised by t hem: even
man a god. If all men longed to pass their lives like this, and
|l ay her e, bodies held by draughts
vicious swords, or ships of war, nor wduwur bones be
tossed inActium6 s d e e p, Rameracked souwfted
by rounds of private quarrels, be weary and grieving with
loosened hair. This, at least, those who come after us should
rightly praise: our cups of wine offended none of the gods.

You while the 1ight | ast s, t hen
j oys! Though you give all your ki s
few. As the leaves fall from dried garlands: as you see them
scatter in cups and flo#here: so we, now, the lovers, who
hope for great things, perhaps fate, tomorrow, will end our
day.
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Book 11.16:1-56 Cynthia faithless

A praetor came, just now, from the landlibfria: the
greatest prize for you, the eatest worry for me. Why
coul dnot he | o sCeraurhanrecks? D,f e on t he
Neptune what gifts | 6d have given you
Now banquets are given, tables burdened without me:
now t he do onghd, sbut ogp emme.awWell, if
youodore wise, donot negl ect t
stupid ani mal o f his whole f
pauper, his gifts all spent, tell him to sail to new lllyrias!
Cynthadoetsnéhase high office, does
honour : no, shebs the one al ways w
But you, Venus O, help me in my pain: let his incessant
lust destroy his member!
Can anybody buy her love with gifts, then? The
shamef ul gi rl sheds undone by m
sending me off to sea to look for jewels, and orders gifts
from Tyre itself. | wish that no one iRomewas wealthy,
that ourLeaderhimself would live in a thatched cottage.
Mi stresses wouldndot be saleable fo
growgreyhai red i n the one house. Youo
nights apart, your gleaming arms round so vile a man, and
not because ulédrvee tshien nweidt n(eysos ) but
everywhere | ightness was al ways be
by birth, a barbarian stamps his foot, and now, suddenly
blessed, he occupies my kingdom!
See what bitternedSriphyla found in gifts, ad with
what misfortunesCreusaburned as a bride. Is there no
Insult sufficient to quench my tears? Surely this grief cannot
be far behind your sins? So many days have gone by since
any desire for the theatre or the arenaesfinrme, and food
itself gives me no joy. | should be ashamed, oh, ashamed!
But perhaps as they say sinful love is always deatf.
See Antony, that general, who a moment ago, filled
Actiumo s wa v etee van ¢trias of lost soldiers:

h e h a
| eece
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infamous love commanded him to recall his ships, turn his
back, and run to the furthest corner of the globe. That is

Caesabs power and his gl ory: he who
the sword.

But, that man, whatever clothes he gave you, whatever
emerald, or yelloagl owi ng topaz, tod ke t

moving hurricanes whirl them to the void: | wish they were
merely earth or water to you.

Jupiterwo n O t al waogwerssno | feaiatthllessnes
turn deaf ears to their prayers. Y
rumble through the sky, and the lightning bolt leap down
from its airy home. Neither theleiadesor rainyOrion do
these things: Itds not for nothing
|l tés then the god chooses to puni s
himself, wept when he was once deceived.

So donodt | e $Sidonccounttsd much tiiat o m
youbr e frightened whenever the South
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Book 11.17:1-18 His faithfulness, though ignored

To lie about the night, to lead a lover on with
promi ses, thatds to own hands dyed
poet of these things, so often whiling awbitter nights
alone, tossing from side to side in bed.

Whet her youddangluénso viealt ebybesi de t h
water, parched as the liquid ebbs from his thirsty mouth, or

whether you admir&isyphu s | abour , roll ing his
burden up all the mountain side: nothing in the world lives

more harshly than a | over, nor , I f
anything that youdd wish | ess to b

| whom envious admiration once considered happy, |
too amhardly allowed entrance, now, one day in ten. Now

by comparisonj mpi ous gi r |, | 6d enj oy hui
from some hard rock, or taking powdered drugs in my
fingers. I canot even sl eep at the
moon, or send my words through thrack in the door.

But though i1 tds fact Il 61 | t ake
mi stress: then shedol |l cry, when sh
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BookI1.181-4 Lovero6s Stoicism

Continual complaints cause dislike in many: a woman
Is often moved by a silent man.yffoudve seen somet hir
always deny youbve seen! Or | f an
you, deny the pain!
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Book 11.18A:5-22 Youth and Age

What 1 f my youth were white

sagging wrinkles furrowed my brow? At le#sirorad i d n 0 t
reject Tithonus ol d, didndét all ow hi
the House oDawn She often fondled him, descending into
her waters, before she bathed her yoked horses with care.
She when she rested in his arms, by neighbouring India,
lamented that day returned too soon.

Climbing i nt o her chari ot
injustice, and offered her services, unwillingly, to the world.
Her joy was greater that old Tithonus was alivent her
grief was heavy at the loss Bfemnon A girl like that was
not ashamed to sleep with the old, or press so many kisses
on its white hair.

But you even hate my youth, unfaithful girl, though
youol | be a boumafdon aday notvso fiara n
away. Still, I let care go, sind@upid is oft inclined to be
harsh on the man to whom he once was kind.
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Book 11.18B:23-38 Painted Lady

Do you even imitate th&ritons now, stained with
woad, you crazy girl, and play games, with foreign glitter
on your face? Everythingds proper
it: Belgian colour looks foul onrRomancheeks. May there
be many an evil for that girl, in the underworld, who, false

and foolish, dyes her hair! Be ric
beauti ful, trul y: your beautyds s
youol | come often. What ! | f S0ome
blue, doesthahean dar k bl ue beautyds fine
Since youbve no brother | eft y O
brother and son in one for you. Let your couch itself always
guard you: and donoét desire to si
painted.

| believe what rumour tells me: so refusedtwit: bad
news leaps land and sea.
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Book 11.19:1-32 Cynthia is off to the country

Even t hough Romeaganst my wishyv i ng
| Om @ynthig, si nce youodre without me ,
court ry, of f the beaten track. Ther e
in those chaste fields, one whose flatteries stop you being
true; no fights will begin beneath your window; your sleep
wonobét be troubled by being call ed
Youol! | be al one, e &yntthia, gto u 6 | | gaz
mountains, herds, the fields of poor farmers. No games will
have power to corrupt you there, no sanctuary temples
giving you <countl ess opportuniti e
watch the oxends endless ploughing
theprunnghookds skill: and youdl | carr
incense to some crude shrine, where a goat will die in front
of the rustic altar: and-youoll I m
legged: but only if all is safe from strange men.
Il 61 1 g 0 h u npleasuarg now, labdnde, it a k e
accepting the rites of faidiang and dropping my former
vows toVenus Il 61 | start chasing wild cr
horns to fir trees, and control the audacious dogs mysel
Yet | 61 | not try great | ions, or F
to face. |l téds daring enough to tak
a bird with a trim rod, whereClitumnus clothes the
beautiful stream with woodland tangles, an kvave
bathes the snowrhite heifers.

You,meavita 1 f you venture anything,
be coming there for you, in a few days time. So, solitary
woods and vagrant streams, Il N MO S S

trying your name on my tireless tongue. Evergavishes to
hurt those who are absent.
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Book 11.20:1-36 His loyalty

Why cry more tharBriseis when she was led away?
Why weep more sadly thandromache the anxious
prisoner? Why do you @ary the gods, crazy girl, with tales
of my deceit? Why complain my faithfulness has ebbed
away? Atticadb s  rowlghéver cries as loud in funereal
mourning inAtheniantrees, nor doeBliobe with a dozen
monuments to her pride, pour as many tears down
sorrowingSipyluss s s | opes.
Though my arms were fastened with bronze links:
though my members were enclosed Dgnaed s t ower : I
would break chains of bronze for yomea vita and leap
over Danaeéd6és iron tower. My ears a
say of you: only dondét doubt my se
mot her 6s bones and the bones of my
letthe ashes of both weigh heavy on m
mea vita to the final shadows: one day, one faith will carry
both away.
And if your name or your beauty could not hold me,
the gentleness of your demands would indeed. Now the
or bit és tsevanthdull mamr sincemever a street

corner 6s been silent about us, w h
frequently been kind to me, and 120
to your bed. But | 6ve not bought &
presents: what ev dithe gréatvgemcelnfe e n , I t 6s
your spirit.

Many men sought to be yours, you have sought me
only: can | fail to remember your qualities? If | do let the
tragic Furiestorment me, oAeacusdamn me with infaral
justice, and | be spreashgled amongstityusb s v ul tur es,
and bear rocks witBisyphué s | abour, mysel f .
And dondét entreat me with pleadi
at the last will be such as was at the start. This is the
whole of my | aw, that al one among
i n a hurry; | dondt begin without
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Book 11.21:1-20 Cynthia deceived by Panthus

As often asPanthushas written a letter to ypabout
me, so often leYenusfail to be his friend. Yet now | seem
to be a truer oracle to you th&@vodona s . That handsome
lover of yours has a wife!

So many nights wasted? Arenot y
hebs free, he sings: y ou, far too
now youobre a conversation piece b
arrogantly you were often at his house against his will. Let
me be ruined, if he seeks anything else but glory from you:
he, the husband ga praise from this.

So Jason, the stranger, once deceiwdddea of
Colchis she was thrown out of the house (a@deusa
gained it next). SaCalypso was foiled byUlysses the
Ithacanwarrior: she saw her lover spread his sails. O girls,

too ready to |l end an ear to your
dropped learn not to be thoughtlessly kind
Youbve | ong been | ooking for SO

stay: the lesson you had at first, foolish girl, should teach
you to be careful. |, whatever the place, am yours in every
moment, whether | am in sickness or in health.
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Book 11.22:1-42 His philandering

You know that before today many girls have equally
pleased me: you knowDemophoon many troubles come
my way. No crossroadé6s traversed |
and the theatre was made to be my constant downfall.
Whether sme girl spreads her white arms in tender gesture,
or whether she sings in various modes! And then, our eyes
search out their own wound, if some beauty sits there, her
breast not veiled, or if drifting hair strays over a chaste
forehead, hair that amdianjewel clasps at the crown: such
that, if she says no to me, perhaps with a stern look, cold
sweat falls from my brow.
Demophoon, do you ask why 1 6m so
Love has no answer to your gquestio
Why do sone men slash their arms with sacred knives,
and are cut to pieces to frenziBdrygianrhythms? Nature
at birth gave every man his faul-'t
always desire someone. Even though the fat€éhafmyris

the bard came upon me, | 6d never
jealous friend.
And youdbre wrong if | seem smal.l

worshippingvenushas never been a troubl e.
ask: often a girl hatound my attentions effective all night
long. Jupiter for Alcmene halted both théears and the
heavens went two nights without their king: yet he still
di dn 0 tp his Bghtreng wearily, even so. What about
whenAchilles left Briseiss s a r ms Trojddsflee the h e
Greek javelins less? When fierceHector rose from
Andromaché s b e d , Myagnaehnfldethnet fear the
battle? One and the other destroyed ships or walls: in this |
am Achilles, in this | am fiercElector.
See how now the sun, and now the moon serve in the
sky: well one girldos not enough fo
and fondle me in passishedos embrac
will not grant me space: or if by chansk®d s made angry
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by my attentionsda her, | et her know therebds a
would be mine!

For two cables protect a ship at anchor better, and an
anxious mot hero6s safer rearing twi
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Book 11.22A:43-50 False promises

Say &either no, I f youbre cruel
come! Why t&e pleasure dealing in pointless words? This
one pain, above all others, is sharpest for a lover, if she
suddenly refuses to come as hedd h

What vast sighs hurl him round his whole bed, as he
throttles some unknown man, whoos
wea i es the boy asking about what h
orders him to ask about the fate he fears to know.
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Book 11.23:1-24 The advantage of a bought woman

| was persuaded to keep away from the streets, yet
water fetched from the lake now tastes sweehe. Should
any freeborn man have to give bri
slave to bring him the message his mistress promised? Or
ask so many ti mes: OWhat col onnade
OWhi ch direct i oPRlandfiMdrshe t ake on t
Then when youbve Labaustheed t hroug
story tells of, for her to write 0
me?0 so you can face a surly guar
lurk in some vile hole. What it costs,the night that comes
just once in a whole year! Let them perish, those who take
pleasure in closed doors!
Il n contrast, i sndt she pleasing,
her cloak thrown back, not fenced in by a threatening guard,
who often abrades thBacred Wayin dirty slippers, and
brooks no delay if any want to approach her: she never puts
you off, nor chatters aloud, demanding what your stingy
father often complains at having given you, nor will she
say: 01 06 m bemaidk,d loeg yog, wretchedpman:

my husband comes to day, to me, fr
girls rag and Syriahave sent del i ght me . I
shamefaced robbery in bed. Now that no fre@eGos | ef t t o

any | over, he whodéd be free | et hi
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Book11.24:1-1 6 Properti kmwns book well

OYou woul d say t hat : now youbor
because of that notorious book, now y@ynthiad s v i ewe d
by the wholeForun? 6 Who woul dnot bead with
those words in the circumstances, whether from honest
shame, or wishing to keep quiet his affairs? But if my

Cynthia still breathed on me goodat ur ed | vy , I woul dno
known as thesour c e of evi | : I woul dnot
infamous, through all the city, and, though not alight with
goodness, | 6d decei ve.

So may it be no surprise to you, my seeking common
girls: they bring me into less disrepute: surely no trivial
reason?
Andjustrow she wanted a proud peaco:
fan, and to hold a crystal ball in her cold hand, and,
angering me, longs to ask for ivory dice, or whatever
glitters on theSacred WayO, perish the thought that the
expense botherme , but | 6m ashamed to be
stock through my deceitful lady, now.
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Book 11.24A:17-52 Recriminations

Is this what,at first, you made me take delight in?

Arenot you ashamed, being l ovely,
Wedve hardly speaofpassom andnowght or mo
you say | 6m a burden in vyour bed.

praised me, read my poetry: does your love so rapidly avert
its wings?

Let that man contend with me in ingenuity, contend in
art: let him be taught how to love in one place firstit If
pleases you, let him fight witherneanHydras, and bring
you apples from the dragon of thH#¢esperides let him
gladly drink foul poisons, or shipwrecked, taste the water,
and never decline toebmiserable because of you (I wish,
meavita youodod try me with | abours 11Kk

Then this insolent man will be one of the cowards for
you, who comes now officiously swollen with honour: next

year thereol |l be discord between vy
But theSibylb s whol e | i fetime wil/l not
Hercule® s | abour s: nor deat hos bl ack

them and say: 0 TPlopedigesAlasryeu your ashe
were true tome, you indeed were true, though your

ancestorso werenot nobl e, and you
Thereds nothing | wonoét suffer, I n
don6ét consider it pain to endure a

| believe that not a few have been undone by your
figure, and | know that many men have not been true.
Theseugook delight for a while irAriadne Demophoonn
Phyllis: both unwécome guests. Nowledeais seen on
Jasows boat, and in a moment |l ef t a
saved.
The woman who acts out simulated love for many
must be hard: she, whoever she is, who prepares hinself

more than a single man. Dondt seek
nobl e, or rich: t heyol | scarcely
on your | ast day. | 61 | do it for vy
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t hat , with wunbound hair, youol |
instead fome.
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Book 11.25:1-48 Constancy and Inconstancy

Unique woman, born to beauty, you, the object of my

pai n, since fate excludes me fron
oftendéd: your form wil/ be made mos
with your permissionCalvus and Catullus peace to you,

with yours.

The aged soldier sleeps by his grounded weapons;
ancient oxen refuse to pull the plough; the rotting ship rests
on empty sands; and thegswarrioro6s
on some temple wall. But no old age would lead me away
from loving you, not even if | walestor or Tithonus

Woul dndét it be better to serve a
in your brazen bull, sage Perillus? Woul dnodt It be be
to harden at theGorgord s gaze, or even suf f e

Caucasiamwultures? Yet | shall still endure.

The i ron bl adeustsandetletflietby away by
drops of water: but | oveds not W 0
threshold if it stays to suffer and hear threats undeserved.

More: the lover pleads, when despised: and when wronged
confesses sins: and then returns himself with reluctant step.

You as well, credulous man, waxing proud when
|l oveds at the full: nNo woman st ay
anyone perform his vows in m&torm, when often a ship
drifts shattered in the harbour? Or demand his prize before
the race is run, and the wheel hasdhed the post seven
times? The favourable breeze plays us false in love: when

I'tos del ayed great is the ruin tha
You, meanwhile, though she still delights in you, close
| mpri soned joy in your silent hear

but in his lovepact, it is always his boastful words that
seem to harm the lover. Though she often calls for you,
remember, go but once: that which is envied often fails to
last.
Yet were there to be times like those that pleased the
girls of old, I would be again veht you are now: I

(@)}
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vanquished by time. But age shall still not change my
habits: let each man be allowed to go his own way.

And you, that recall service to many loves, if so, what
pain afflicts your eyes! You see a tender girl of pure white,
you see a d&: either colour commands you. You see a
form that expresses th@reek or you see our beauties,

either aspect grips you. Whet her s
scarl et , one or the otheroés the ro
one girl @n lead your eyes to sufficient sleeplessness, one

woman, whoeverods she i1s, is plenty
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Book 11.26:1-20 A dream of shipwreck

| saw you, in my dreamsmea vita shipwrecked,
striking out, with weary hands, &inianwaters, confessing
the many ways you lied to me, unable to lift your head, hair
heavy with brine, likeHelle, whom once the golden ram
carried on his soft back, driven through the dark waves.

How frightened | was, that perhattst sea would bear
your name, and the sailors would weep for you, as they
sailed your waters! What gifts | entertained [Keptune for
Castorand his brother, what gifts for ydieucothoe now a
goddess! At least, like one about to die, you called my
name, often, barely lifting your fingertips above the deep.

Yet if Glaucushad seen your eyes, by
have become a mermaid angorionian seas, and the
Nereidswould have chided you, from envy, whikesaee
and seagreenCymothoe But | saw a dolphin leap to aid
you, who once before, | think, be®rAriond s l yr e. And
already | was about to dive myself from a high rock, when
fear woke me from such visions.
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Book 11.26A:21-58 Faithful love

Let them admire the fact, now, that so lovely a girl
serves me, and that theglk of my power throughout the
city! ThoughCambysesand the golden rivers @roesus
should return, sheol | not say: 0 PoC
she reads to me, she says she hates rich memirho
cherishes poetry with such reverence. Loyalty is great in
love: constancy greatly serves it: he who can give many
gifts let him have his many lovers.

I f my gir| thinks of travelling
her and one breeze will blow the faithfadir onward. One
shore will rest us, one tree overspread us, and we will often
drink at a single spring. And one plank will do for a pair of
| overs, whet her the prowbés my bed,

| 61 | patiently endurEastit al | : t
Wind blows; or the chill South drives our sails in
uncertainty; or whatever winds vexed unhapfysses and
the thousand ships @reeceby Euboed s s hor e; or the o
that separated those two coasts, when a dove led a ship, the
Argo, into an unknown sea.

Let Jupiterhimself set our boat on fire, so long as she
isneverabsent from my eyes. Surely we
on one shore, naked, together: the wave can carry me off, so
long as earth protects you.

Yet Neptun® s not So cruel to great
matches his brother Jove in lovilgnymoned s a wi t nes s,
taken in the fields, seeking watérernad s mar shes struck
by the trident. The god redeemed his pledge for that
embrace, and the golden urn poured out a celestial stream.

And Orithyia, though raped, denied thBbreaswas cruel:
while this god tames the earth and deep oceans.

Believe me Scylla will be gentle to us and huge
Charybdiswho never ceases her rhythmic flow: no shadows
will hide from us the stars themselve3rion will show

76



clear, as will theKids. Wh a t matter 1 f my | ifedc
for your body? It wuld be no dishonourable death.
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Book 11.27:1-16 Fate and Love

You mortals, then, ask after the uncertain funeral hour,
and by what road your death will come to you: you enquire
of the cloudless sky, bghoeniciarart, which stars are good
for man, and which are evil!
Whether we chase tHarthianson foot, theBritons at
sea, the dangers of earthoés and o
You weep again that your headtiseatened by war, when
Mars joins the wavering ranks on either side: beside your
burning house, by your house in ruins: and no cup of
darkness to lift to your lips. Only the lover knows when he
will perish, by what death, an@drs no weapons, blasts of
the North Wind
Though he sits at the oar among 8tggianreeds, and
views the mournful sails of the boat of Hell, should the
breath of his misitm,eshk&d&!| Ivori eeteu rbrut
a road acknowledged by no known law.
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Book 11.28:1-46 Cynthia is ill

Jupiter be merciful, at last, to the poor girl: such a

beautybdés death would be a cri me. T
the scorching aiburns, and Earth begins to blaze beneath

the torrid Dog-star. But I'tds not the heat t
heaven to bl ame, Il t6s her, S0 oft e
sacred. |t undoes girl s, i'tds undoa

promise the winds and the waves carry away.
Was Venusannoyed that you were compared to her?
Sheds jealous of those who vie wit
you slight PelasgianJund stemple, or dare to deny
Athend s eyes were fair? You beauti es
to be sparing of words. Your tongue was a harmful thing to
you in this: your beauty gave it to you. But vexed as you
have been by ssdangemsahene comdés thei f e 0
gentler hour of a final day.
lol owed in her youth with altere
goddess now, she who drank thiele as a heifer.Ino
strayed as a gidver the earth: she the wretched sailors call
on, asLeucothoe Andromedawas given to the se@aonster:
even she becami@erseu8 h o n o u rCalldto avshé e .
bear, wandered\rcadian pastures: now she rules sails at
night by her star.
But if the Fatesby chance hurry their silence on you,
the Fates, blessed, of your tomb, you tehSemeleabout
the dangers of beauty, and sheodl |
by her R OGS and youol |l be first
heroines, without question. Now, as best you can, comply,
stricken, with fate: the god and tlmarsh day itself may
alter. Junq the wife, might even forgive you: even Juno is
moved if a young girl dies.
The chanting of magic, the whirling bullroarers cease,
and the laurel lies scorched in the quenched fires. Now the
Moon refuses as often to descend from heaven, and the
dismal night bird sounds its funeral note. One raft of fate
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carries both our loves, setting débvkie sail to the lake of
Hell. But take pity on us both, not just on one! | wild if
she lives: and die, if she should die.

| bind myself with a sacred verse against this wish: |
wr it edupitef Byt he Mi ght vy, t he gi
taken such pains, she herself can sit at your feet, andgsittin
there, tellyouall her troubles.
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Book 11.28A:47-62 Transience

Persephondet your mercy enduré®is, why set out to
be crueller than her? There are so many thousands of lovely
girls among tk dead: if allowed, leave one beautiful one up
here! Down there with you i®pe with you shiningTyro;
with you Europa and wicked Pasipha; and whatever
beauty oldTroy andAchaiabore, the bankrupt kingdoms of
ancient Priam and Apollo; and whoever among their
number was &omangirl, perished: every one of them the
greedy fire possesses. No one has endless fortune, eternal
beauty: sooner or later death awaits us all.

Si nce youdnmeelux&sngeea datiger pay
Diana the gift of song and dance you owe her, and keep
vigil as well for that heifer, now a goddess; and, for my
sake, grant her the ten nights you vowed.
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Book 11.29:1-22 Drunk and out late

While | wandered last nightnea lux in drink, and
withneveras er vant 6s hand there to gui de
donot know how many tiny boys cam¢
fear alone stopped me counting them); some held little
torches, and some held arrows, and some seemed ready to
drape me with chains. But all were nakedd aone more
| ascivious than the rest, sai d: oT
well, already: this is the one the angry woman has given
us. 0

Saying this, in a flash a rope was round my neck.

Another one ordered me thrust into their midst, and a third

cried: hdolme di e, I f he thinks weor
waited up all hours for you, wretched man, while you
searched for who knows what door :
loosed the windings of h&idonianturban, and flickers her

heavy eyelil s |, I t Araboanpértumes will breathe on

you, but the onesove made himself with his own fingers.

Stop, now, brothers, now he promises true love, and
| ook, now, we 6 ve cdoemee dt. @ tAme Ism®mUS
they | ed me back to my |l overds rc
|l earn how to stay home of nights. o
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Book 11.29A:23-42 Waking Cynthia

It was dawn; | wanted to see if she slept alone: and
alone she was there, i n her bed. I
looked lovelier to me, not even when she went, in her
purple shift, and told her dreams to virginal Vesta, lest they
threatened harm to her or me. So she looked to me,
shedding recent sleep. Oh, how great is the power of beauty

I n i tself! OWoy o0 eslaem ®ardy spy
mi stress, do you think my morals t
easy: Il tds enough for me, one man,
whool | be truer. There are no trac
writhing about, or mutual slumber. Look, ncebth panting

from my whol e body, confessing t

Speaking, she pushed my face away with her hand, and
leapt up, loosened sandals on her feet. Thus | ceased my
spying on such <chaste | ove: since

happy night.
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Book 11.30:1-40 No escape from Love

Now, y ouor e Rheaadcyuel btne, nggvp t o
across the waves and seek by ship the shorgyafanian
seas. Where are you going, O,

though you head foiTanais Love will pursue you there.

Not even if coursing the air oRegasus s b ac k, no
wings of Perseusnoved your fet. Even if winds, divided,
snatch you on winged sandals, the highwaysviefcury

will do you no good. Love always flies overhead, follows
lovers, and sits heavy himself on the neck that was free.

r

Heds the shr eweds,hs phye 0WH o nweavtec _
your captive eyes from the ground.

a sympathetic god, if only prompt prayer is forthcoming.

Let harsh old men denounce the reveisa vita let us
wear out the path we chose. Their ears are filleth
ancient laws: yet this is the place where the skilled pipe

should play that which floated iMaeanded s shall ows
hurled there unjustly swellinflinervads cheeks, t o

her ugly.

Shouldle ashamed to serve but
crime, wel/l, I tds a crime of
Cynthig delight to lie with me, in caves of dew, by mossy
hill s. T h e r eMusescling tol cliffs sirgingt h e
Joved s sweet thefts i n ancient
Semele was ruined fodo, and flew, at last a bird, to the
roofs of Troy. (Though if no one exists who withstood the
Winged Oneds power why am |
common crime?) Nor will you trouble thérginsdé decorous
faces: their choir is not unknowing of what Love is, gieen
certain onday entwined on the rocks @istonia clasped by
Oeagrué f or m.

Then, when they seyou in the front rank of the

circling dance, andacchusthere in the middle with his
cunning wand, then will | let the sacred ivy berries hang
about my head: since without you my genius has no power.
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Book 11.31:1-16 The New Colonnade

You ask why | came so latePhaebu® s gol d
colonnade was opened today by migGgesarsuch a great
sight, adorned with columns froi@arthage and between
them the crowd of oldDanau$ s d a uTddrd ie the .
midst, the temple reared in bright marble, dearer to Phoebus
than hisOrtygianland. Right on the top were two chariots
of the Sun, and the doors bibyan ivory, beautifully done.
One mairned theGaulsthrown fromParnassuss p e a k , and
the other the death, dfiobe Tantalu® s daught er . Ne xt
Pythiangod himself was singing, in flowing robes, between
his mother and sister. He seemed to me more beautiful than
the true Phoebus, lips parted in marble song to a silent lyre.
And, about the altar, stood four dfyrond s & eatved]
statues of oxen, true to life.
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Book 11.32:1-62 Cynthia talked about

He who sees you sins: so he who
desire you: the eyes commit the crimeC¢nthig why else
do you search out dubious oraclaPraenesteor the walls
of Aeaean Telegonu® Why do chariots take you to
Herculean Tibur? Why the Appian Way, so often, to
Lanuviun® Cynthig I wi sh youdd walk here
free! But the crowd tell me to put no trust in you, when they
see you rush faithfully, carrygna torch on fire, to the
sacred grove, bearing light to the goddessia.
No wonder Po mpey &ds wikho itst shady
colonnade, famed for its canopy of cloth of gold, seems
worthless, andks rising rows of evenly planted plati@es,
and the waters that fall from slumberiridaro, lightly
bubbling liquid through the city, till'riton buries the stream
again in his mouth.
You betray yarself: these trips show some furtive

passion: mad gqgir|l |, I t6s our eyes y
wonot do, you ©pl ot mad schemes ag
familiar nets for me with scant sk

losing your good name will bring yothe pain that you
deserve. Lately a rumour spoke evil in my ear, and nothing
good was said of you in the city.
But give no credence to hostile tongues: the tales have
al ways punished beauti es. Your nan
by being caught with drug#pollo bears witness that your
hands are clean. If a night or two has been spent in lengthy
pl ay, wel | |, such pettHelencr i mes do
abandoned her country for a foreign lover, and was btough
home again alive without being judged. They say that
Venus herself was corrupted by libidinoldars but was
always honoured, nevertheless, in heaven. Thddagh s
mount tels how a nymph loved shepheR#hris sleeping
with him among the flocks, the crowd Hbmadryadsisters
saw it, andSilenus head of the ancient troop of Satyrs, with
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whom, in the hollows of IdalNaiad you gathered falling
apples, catching them below in your hands.

Contemplating such debaucheries, surely no one asks:
OWhydés she so rich? Who gave her \
gi fts c 0 mareat youor rh&ppinesB®ome these
days, if a single girl swims against the streapsbiadid all
these things before, with impunity: anyone who follows her
i's surely | ess to footiatmecty Heds onl vy
who asks for the ancieftatii or the strictSabine Youobl |
sooner have power to dry the waves of the sea, or gather the
stars in a human hand, than change
want to sin: that was the custom no doubBatur® s a g e,
and whenDeucalio®m s waters flooded the gl o
Deucalionbés ancient water s, who coc
bed, what goddess dauive alone with a single god?

The snowwhite shape of a savage bull corruptgdat
Mi n o s oomcewheyf say, aridanaeenclosed in a tower
of bronze, was no less unable, in her chastitgletay great
Jove So if you imitate Greek and Roman women, |
sentence you to be free for life!
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Book 11.33:1-22 Cynthia performing the rites

The wretched rites arback again:Cynthiad s been
occupied these ten nights. And |
sacraments thdt n a ¢ h u s 6 sentdranutepluMileto
It a$ woinen! This goddess, whoever she was, who so
often separates lovers, was alwaysdtured. Surelyo you
learnt from hidden couplings witldove what it is to
wander, whenJunoordered you, a girl, to wear horns, and
lose your speech to the harsh sound cows make.

Oh, how often you galled your mouth on dekves,
and chewed, in your stall, on oreaten strawberry leaves!

Surely itads not becadldigspect Jupi t er r
from your f ace, youbve for that r e
goddess? Surely youobve&gyptmhough swar
Why take such a long journey Rom& What goodos 1t
you to have girlsisep alone? Believe me, your horns shall

appear agai n, and weol | chase you
city: there was never friendship betwégherand Nile.

But you, for whom my sorrows prove far too calming,
| et 6s makyg theepoturmes, those nigh
free.

88



Book 11.33A:23-44 Cynthia drinking late

You donot | i st en; y ou | et my w
thoughlcariud s oxen now draw their sl ow
You drink, indifferent: areyou not wrecked by midnight,
and is your hand not weary throwing the dice? Perish the
man who discovered neat wine, and first corrupted good
water with nectar! Icarius you were rightly killed by
Cecropianf ar me r s, ndyhow kittereghe $centiis of
the vine. You,Eurytion the Centaur also died from wine,
and Polyphemus you by Ismarian neat. Wine HKis our
beauty, and corrupts our youth: often through wine a lover
canodt recognise her man.

Al as for me , much wine doesnot
t hen: youobre | ovel y: wine does VYol
garland droops down, and dips in your glass, and you read
my verse in a slowing voice. Let your table be drenched
with more jets ofalernian and foam higher in your golden
cup.

No girl ever willingly goes to bed alone: something
there is desire leads us all to search for. Pagsiariten
greater in absent lovers: endless presence reduces the man
whooés al ways around.
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Book 11.34:1-94 His poetic role, and his future fame

Why should any man tHAmayst his gi.
now? Mine was nearly stoleway like that. | speak as an
expert: no oneb6s to be trusted 1In
doesnodt aim to make Dbeauty his oV
families, separates friends; issues sad calls to arms to those
in happy agreementhe strangemwho came in friendship to
Menelaus he was an adul terer t hough,
Colchian womargo off with an unknown man?

Lynceus you traitor, then, how cddiyou lay hands on
my darling? Why didndédt your hands
she hadndét been so constant and tr
then with the shame? Kill me with daggers or poison: but
take yourself off, leave my mistress alone. You can be a
companon in life and body: | will make you the lord of my
fortune, my friend, Il t6s merely tF
you to shunldovehscanbtvakcepbdm jeal o
shadow even, a thing of nothing, a fool who oftembles

with fear. Still thereds one excus
crime, that your words were astray from too much wine.
But the frown of strict morality <c
now how good it is to love.

My Lynceus, himself, insane at last with V e ! | 6 m
only glad youdbve joined our god. W
of Socraticwo r k s, or being able to talek

thingsdé? What u s eAeschylu$yso ul yaree? s ong
Oldmenaremmo hel p with a grand affair.
imitate Coan Philetus and the dreams of diffident
Callimachus

Now though you speak again of Aetolidkchelou® s
water flowing weakly with vast love; and hdWwaeanded s
deceptive flood wanders across thehrygian plain,
confusing its course; and hofwrion, Adrastu® s Vvi ct or i ous
stallion, was vocal in grief dairchemorué s f uner al : yet t
fate of Amphiaru® s -house chariotds no use t

90



Capaneus s downfal |l , p | Jeva sStop g t o mi g
composing tragidAeschyleanverse, cease; let your limbs
go in soft choric dancing. Begin to turn your verse on a
tighter lathe,and come at your own flames, hardened poet.
You shall not go more safely tharlomer or than
Antimachus a virtuous girl even looks down on the gods.
However the bull dés nwh vyoked to
until his horns are caught in a strong noose. Nor will you be
able to suffer harsh love on your own. First, your truculence
must be quelled by me.
Of all these girls none will ask the source of the
universe, or why thélooned i pses her brotheros c
i f thereds r ealSlygianveaters,wrdfghe beyond t
lightning crashes down on purpose. Look at me, with hardly
any wealth left my family, with no ancestral triumphs long
ago, but here rule the fun, among the crowd of girls, by
means of the intellect you disparage!
Let me, whom the god has surely struck to the marrow,
| angui sh set a mo n\grgillcanssingohi ght 6 s wr
Actiumdé s s h oPh@ekusvatdhes bver, and dfaesad s
brave ships: he, who brings to life the battleAeheasof
Troy, and the wallghat he built orLaviniumé s coast . Gi ve
way youRomanauthors! Give way yoreeks Something
more than thdliadd s bei ng bor n.
Under the pie-trees of shadowe@alaesusyou sing,
of Thyrsis and Daphnis with practised flute, and how the
gift of ten apples, or an uweaned kid, can corrupt a girl.
Happy whobuys their love cheaply with applegityrus
herself, the unkind, might sing for that. Happy tGatydon
who tries to snatch virgiAlexis, delight of his master, the
farmer! Though he rests, exhausted, from playing his pipe,
heds pr ai s ekdamddyadsAhdeyoul smg thee
precepts of oldHesiod the poet, what plains crops grow
well on, which hills grev vines. You make such music as
Apollo mingles, fingers plucking his cunning lyre.
Yet, my songs will not be unwelcome to one who can
sing them, whether heob6s expert in
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swan dies, melodious, with ness spirit, though with less
effrontery than the ignorant song of the goose.

So,Varroamused himsel f, Jasbren hedd do
Varro, Leucadi® s hott estg theowitngs.of So si n
lustful Catullus whoseLesbidd s known more wi del
Helen So even the pages of learn@€alvus confessed,
when he sangfonretchedQuintiliab s deat h. And but n
drowned in the waters of Hell, de&hlluswashed multiple
wounds, from lovelhtLycoris!

Why notCynthiathen praised byropertiué s ver se, | f
Fameshould wish to placemeamong them?

y
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Book |l

Book 111.1:1 -38 Invocation

Ghosts ofCallimachusand shrines o€oanPhiletas |
pray you let me walk in your grove: I, the first to enter, a
priest of the pure fountain, to celebrét@ian mysteries to
the rhythms ofGreece Tell me in what valley did you both
spin out your song? On what feet did you enter? Which
waters did you drink?

Away with the man who keep®hoebusstuck in
battle! Let verse be finished, lmhed with pumicel
because of IEameraises me high above Earth, and, born of
me, aMuse goes in triumph with flowehung horses, and
young Loves ride with me in the chariotand a crowd of
writers hangs there at my wheels. Why struggle, vainly,
against me, with slack reins? It was never given us to reach
the Muses by a broad road.

Rome many will add praise to your story, singing that
Persiawill set a bound to Empire: but my art carries its text
down fromt h e S mauntan; €osyou can read it in
peace, on a path thatodés undefil ed.

Muses grant your poet gentle garlands: a hard crown
would newer suit my head. But what the envious crowd

have stolen from me in |ife, Hono
dead, with double interest. The future ages render all things
greater once theyore dead: names

after the funeral. Otherwise who woltdow of the citadel
breached by a Horse of fir; or of how the rivers fought with
Achilles the heroJdaeanSimois andScamanderJupited s
child; or of how the chariot wheels three times stained the
ground withHecto6 s bl oo d .
Their own soil would scarcely knowbeiphobus
Helenus Pulydamas or Parisembraced any kind of arms.
Yes, t her e 6 dlliumeof Tray twiceé captuted | k o f
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by Hercules god of Oeta Nor will Homer, himself, who

wrote your fall, not find his work made greater by posterity.

And Romewill praise me among later generationforlesee

that day myself, after the firdpollo, Lyciab s g o d, accepts
my prayers, and ordains that grave will not be scorned

whose stone shall mark my bones.
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Book 111.2:1 -26 Mind endures

Let me return, meanwhile, to the world of my poetry:
let my girl take delight, stirred by familiar tones. They say
Orpheuswith his Thracianlyre tamed the wild creatures;
held back flowing riversCithaero® s st ones wer e whi s
to Thebesby magic, and joined, of their own will, to form a
piece of wall. EvenGalatea it 6s t rueng bel ow wi
wheeled her bringvet horsesPolyphemusto your songs.
No wonder if, befriended bacchusand Phoebusa
crowd of girls should cherish my words? Thougy house
I snot p Taemapaecdlumasn or ivoryroofed with
gil ded beams, t hoRhgehciamy worodlsgr ds a
nor doesMarcian water moisten elaboratgrottoes; the
Musesare my companions, my songs are dear to the reader,
andCalliopenever tires of my music.
Happy the girl, whoo6s famed i n 1
are so many records pbur beauty. Tle Pyramidsreared to
the stars, at such expenséjpited s s h rElisntlteat at
echoes heaven; the precious wealth of the tomb of
Mausolus not one can escape that final state of death. Their
beauty is taken, by fire, by rain, by the thud of the years:
rui ned; their wei ght al | overthro
earned, with my wit, will not be razed by time: Mind stands
firm, a deathless ornament.
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Book 111.3:1-52 A dream of Helicon

| dreamt | lay inHelicobs s oft shade, wher e
fountain of Pegasudlows, and owned the poweAlba, to
speak of your kigs, and the deeds of your kings, a mighty
t ask. | 6d already put my | i ps to
which Ennius thirsting father, once drank, and sang of the
Curiatii, the brothers, and thdoratii, their spears; and the
royal tokens carried bgemiliusd s Wbabmd s vi ct ori ous
delays, the cockip atCannaethe gods moad by prayer;
the Laresdriving Hannibalout of their home irRome and
Jupitersaved by the voice of geese.
ThenPheebus spotting me, from hif€astaliangrove,
leant on his golden lyre, by a casleo o r , sayling: 0 Wh a't
your business with that stream, you madman? Who asked
you to meddle with epic song? Ther
for you from it, Propertius soft are the meadows where
your little wheels should roll, your little book often thrown
on the bench, read by a girl waiting alone for a lover. Why
Is your verse wrenched from its destined track? Your
mind 6 s |l ittle Dboat ds not | 250 o IR o S~ NG O A -
t hrough the water, the other thr ol
the big stormbébs out at sea. 0
He said it then showed me a place, with his ivory
plectrum, where a new path had been made in mossy
ground. Here ws an emerald cavern lined with pebbles,
and timbrels hung from its pumice stone; orgiastic emblems
of the Muses a statue of fatheBilenusmade of clay; and
your reedpipes too,Panof Tegea and birds, a crowd of
doves of my mistresgenus dipped their red beaks into the
Gorgods pool; while nine assorted gi
in the phce given to each of them by fate. This one chose
vy for a wand, that one tuned the strings for a song, and
another planted roses with either hand.
And of this crowd of goddesses one touched me (it
was Calliope | think, byher f ace) , sayi ng: OYou
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be happy pulled by snoewhite swans. The sound of the

warhor se wonét | ead you to fig
war cries from blaring trumpets, stainif8peotidd s gr ov e
with Mars or car e I n wha't field

beneatMariusd st a n dRomeatepelsGaymanforce,
how barbaricRhine ste@ed with Swabianblood, sweeps
mangled corpses through its sorrowing waves.

Youol | sing wreathed | overs
the drunken signals of nocturnal flight so that he who
wishes with skill to plunder irksome huslasn knows
through you how to spirit off

So Calliope said, and drawing liquid from her fount,
sprinkled my lips with the waters &hiletas
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Book 111.4:1 -22 War and peace

Caesar our god, plots war against ridhdia, cutting
the straits, in his fleet, across the pdsraring ocean. Men,
the rewards are great: far lands prepare triumpiter and
Euphrateswill flow to your tune. Too late, but that
province will come underAusonian wands, Parthi® s
trophies will get to knowLatin Jupiter Go, get going,
prows expert in battle: set sail: and armoured horses do your
accustomed duty! | sing you auspicious omens. And avenge
that disaster o€rassusGo and take care &@omanhistory!

FatherMars and fatal lights of sacredestg | pray

t hat the day wil/l come before | d
axles burdened with booty, and his horses stopping often for

vulgar cheers, and thénd | | begin to | ook, pres
girl 6s breast, and scan the names

shafts from fleeing horsemen, the bows of trousered
soldiers, and the captive leaders sitting beneath their
weapons!

May Venus hersel protect your children: let it be
eternal, this head that survives frohenea® | i n e . Let the
prize go to those who earn it by t
me | can cheer them on th&acred Way
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Book 111.5:1 -48 The poetic life

Amor6 s the god of peace: and |
wor shi p: the hard fight I have
me . My heartds not so taken with

thirst drink from cut gest nor is richCampanigploughed
for my gain by a thousand yokes; nor do | buy bronzes from

your ruins, wretche@orinth

O primal earth shaped badly Byomethed He set to
work on the heart with too little care. He laid the body out

with skill, but forgot the mind: the right road for th
should have been first.

Now webdre hurled by
seek out enemies, weaving new wars on Wars. t

e spirit

t he wind
youol |

take no wealth to the waters éicheron carried, naked
fool, on the boat of Hell. Conquered and conqueror mingled
one in the shadows: Captivagurthayou sit byMariusthe

Consul:Croesusof Lydia not far fromDulichian Irus:

deat hés best that comes
It pleases mdo have lived onHelicon when |

young, and entangled my hands in tHlese® s

that

the day
was
dance. | t

pleases me too to cloud my mind with wine, and always

weave spring roses round my head. And when the

weight of

years obstruct/enus and age flecks the dark hair with
white, then let me discover the laws of nature, what god
controls this bit of the world by his skill; how the moon
rises and how it wanes, and how each month returnss horn

merged, to the full; where the winds come from to

rule the

sea; where th&ast Windgets to with his gales; where the
unfailing water comes from in the clouds; whether some
future day will burrow under the citadels of the wonihy

the rainbow drinks the rain; why the peaksRarrhaebian

Pindust r e mb | e d, and t he S

unoés orb

black; whyBootesis late to turn his oxen and imawhy the
dance of theéPleiadess joined in a crowd of fires; why the
deep ocean never leaves its bounds, and why the whole year
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has four seasons; whether, below ground, gods Gints
are totured; if Tisiphon® s hair I S pl agued wi't
snakes,Alcmaeon by Furies Phineusby hunger; and if
thereds a wheel,,and éhinstbessde heock t o r O
water; andCerberus triple-throated, guarding the cave of
Hell, andTityosb s s cant nine acres; or whe
has come down to wretched mortals
found beyond the fire.

This is the end of life that waits for me. You to whom
war 6s more plE@assubngt agyoar ths i mgme .
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Book 111.6:1 -42 After the quarrel

I f you want our mistroersso yoke t
neck, Lygdamus tell me truly how you judge the girl.

Surely you wouldnot f ool me i nto s
telling me things y ou t hi nk | 6d
messenger should lack deceit: a fearful servant shoeild

even truer. Now, start to tell it from the first inception, if

you can: | shall drink it in through thirsty ears.

So, did you see her weep with dishevelled hair, vast
streams pouring from her eyes? Did you see no mirror,
Lygdamus, on the covers, on tied? No rings on her
snowwhite fingers? And a mourniagpbe hanging from
her soft arms, and her lettease closed lying by the foot of
the bed. Was the house sad, her servants sad, carding
thread, and she, herself spinning among them, and pressing
the wool to her eyes, drying their moisture, going over our
qguarrel in querulous tones?

0l s this what he promi sed me, L
wWitness? Thereos puni shment for b
slave as witness. How can he leave me here and so
wr et c hed e fothing) ®pendhasnhouse to one of
whom | couldnoét speak? Hebds gl ad t
in an empty bed. If that pleases him, let him mock at my
death, Lygdamus. She won not by her morals, but by magic
her bs, the bitch: h elibgson tsed by t he
string. Heb6és drawn to her by omen:
toads, and the bones of dried snal
the feathers of screech owls found by fallen tombs, and a
woollen fillet bound to a murdered man. If my dreams tell
no lies yw 6re witness Lygdamus) hedl |
full, if late, at my feet. The spider will weave corruption
deep in his empty bed, andenuswill fall asleep, on their
nights together . o

If my girl moaned to you with truth in her &e, run
back, Lygdamus, the same way again, and carry my
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message back with
deceit i n my | ove
fires: | 61 | swear
sweet peace exists, afte s u c h
freed by me.
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Book I11.7:1-72 The death of his friend Paetus.

So money youbre the <cause of a
because of you we go deathos path
human vices cruel nurture: from your source the seéds
sorrow spring. Three or four times with wild seas you
overwhelmedPaetusas he was setting sail towarékaro$
harbour.

While he was chasing you, the poor man drowned in
his prime, and floatan alien food for faoff fish. And his
mot her candét give due buri al to hi
among his kinsfolkodds ashes.

Paetus, the seabirds hover above your bones, and
youove t GaepathmmSed fer tomb nowCruel
North-Wind whom ravishedOrithyia feared how great are
the spoils to be won from him? Why do you find joy in
shipwreck Neptun& That ship carried righteous men.

Paetus, why number your years: why as you swim is
your dear mot hero6s name on your | i
gods: though your cables were fastened to rocks, the storms
in the night fell on them: frayed them: tore them away.

Return his body to earth: his gpiis lost in the deep.

Worthless sands, of your own will, cover Paetus. And the

sail or, as often as he sails past
O0You make even the brave man afr ai

Go, and shape curving keels, and weave the causes of
death: these deathsrme from the action of human hands.
Earth was too small for fate, we have added the oceans: by
our arts we have added to the luckless paths of fortune. Can
the anchor hold you, whom the household gods could not?

What would you say hWééstear amdl| | wh
for him?
Whatever you build is the windsd¢

old: the harbour itself belies your faith. Nature lying in wait
has paved the watery paths of greed: it can scarcely happen
you shall, even once, succeed. There are shores that
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withessed Agamemnod s pai n, Algwiu®r e

punishment makesMimasb wat er s Atridesmo u s :

woul dnodt all ow the thisbbe®/feand t o sai |,
Iphigeniawas sacrificed through this delay. The cliffs of
Caphareusshattered a triumphant fleet, when tGeeeks

were shipwrecked drawn down by tkalt massUlysses

wept for his comrades sucked down one by one: his

wiliness was worth nothing confronting the sea.

Yet if Paetus had been content to plough the fields
with his fatherds oxen, had he ac
advice, he would still be alive, a gentle guest, in front of his
household godsa poor man, but on dry land crying only for
wealth. Paetus coul dnét bear to he
wound his soft hands with hard ropes: butedshis head
on multicoloured down, amon@hian marble, onQOrician
terebinth wood. From him, still living, the surge tore his
nails, and unwillingly, poor man, his throat swallowed the
waters: thenhe wild night saw him borne on a piece of
plank: so many evils gathered for Paetus to perish.

Still he gave this command, weeping, with his last
moan, as the dark wave cl osed over
of Aegeanseas, withpower over waters, you winds and
every wave that bows down my head, where are you taking
the sad years of my first manhood? Are these guilty hands |
bring to your seas? Alas for me, the sharp cliffs of the
halycon will tear me! The dargreen god has strkcme
with his trident. At least let the tides hurl me tialian
shores: what is left of me will suffice should it only reach
my mot her. 6 At these words, t he f|
its whirling vortex.

O you hundred seaymphs,Ner eus 0s,addaught er s
you Thetis whom a motheros indignation
the sea, you should have placed your arms beneath his
weary head: he was no heavy weight for your hands. And
you, fierce Northern Wind, will never see my sails: | would
rather | ie indolent at my | adyods p
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Book 111.8:1-34 Hi s mi stressdé fury

Our quarrel by lamplight last night was sweet to me
and all those insults from your furious tongue, when
frenzied withdrinking you pushed the table back, and threw
full glasses at me, with angry hand. Truly bold, attack my
hair, you, and mark my face with your lovely nails, threaten
to scorch my eyes, set a flame beneath them, rip my clothes
and strip bare my chest!

You grant me the certain signs of love: no woman is in
pain unless from deep passion. This woman who hurls
abuse with raving mouth, she rolls around at migfepu
feet, she packs guards round her in a crowd, or takes the
middle of the road like a strickeMaenad or demented
dreams terrify the frightened girl, or some woman in a
painting moves her to misery.

|l 6m a true augur of the soul 0s
these are always the certain signs ofeloThere is no
constant faithfulness that wonot t
women be my enemiesb6 | ot. Let my f
in my bitten neck: let the bruises show my girl has been
with me.

I want to suffer with | ove, or
rather see your tears or else my own, whenever your
eyebrows send me hidden messages, or you write with your
fingers words that candét be spoker
never shatter sl eep: | 6d al ways wi
girl.

Passion was dear to Paris when he cut his way
throughGreekranks to bring pleasure tdelen daughter of
Tyndareus While the Danaansconquered, while savage
Hectorhel d t h e m, he fought a nobl er
always be fighting with you, or a rival for you: you at peace
will never satisfy me.
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Book I11.8A:34 -40 Words for a rival

Be glad, tlat no one matchegourb e aut vy : youodd be
sorry i1 f one did: but as of now yo
As for you, Vulcan, who wove a net for our bed, may
your fatherin-law live forever, and may your house never
lack her mothe You who were granted the wealth of one
stolen night, it was anger against me, not love of you that
yielded.
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BookIl1.9:1-6 0 He asks for Maecenaso6 f avec

Maecenasknight of the blood oEtruscankings, you
who are so keen to achieve success: why set me adrift on so

vast a |literary sea? Such wide sali
mine.

|l tds shamef ul to carry on your |
bear, and soon sag at the knees, and turn to gohiAts
are not equally suited to all: the

at the selfsame yoke.

Lysippu®¥ gl ory is to carve with th
Calami® I consider | Apellgselairhse c t at h o
highest place for paintings ofenus Parrhasiusdeserves
his for art in miniatureMento® s t heme 1 s r at her I n

groups: throug Mys, acanthus winds its brief way. For
Phidias Jupiter clothes himself in an ivory statue: the
marble of CnidosTriopbs ci ty, togPraxitelss pr ai s e
Some race their fotlmorse chariots for the palms &fis:
glory is born in othersd fleetness
for peace, that one for camps and war: every man pursues
the ®eds of his nature.
But | 6ve yielded to your rule of
forced to counter you with your own example. Though an
officer of the Romanstate, allowed to set up the axes of
law, and play judge in the midst tfe Forunt though you
pass through the fierce spears of Medes and burden
your house with weapons on nails; thoughesargrants
you power to achieve things, and easyney slithers in all
the time; you hold back, humbly, and crouch in the lowly
shadows: you draw your bellying sails in yourself.
Trust me such judgement will equate you with great

Camillus and youol | a lasdo/oubseepson me nd s
wi | | be bound to Caesaro6s gl ory: I\
his true memorial.

I donot pl ough the swoll en sea
whol e dalliance is close by a |itt
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Cadmu$ s c i inyits mativendmbers, nor of the seven
equally fateful b a Scat¢aprGate, | wWo n
Pergama Apollob s strongholDdnaam feet how t
came back at the tenth Spring, how the Wooden Horse, by

0t
h e

Athen&ds ar t , was Vi c Neptunebuittr i vi ng wal
under the Greek plough. Enough to have given satisfaction,
amongstCallimachu¢ sl i m vol umes: and to h

Philetas Dorian poet, in your style. Let these poems
inflame our youths, and our girls: let them celebrate me as a
god, and kng me sacrifice!
Lead me on, dupittb 4 6Wwé apamg, od&nd
Coeusthreatening Heaven, anBurymedonon Phlegr® s

hills: and B | | bring on the -walifrdsof king
teat, the strong walls built ®#emu® s deat h, and the T
PalatineHill cropped by theRomanbulls, and my ingenuity
will rise at your command!

I 61| | honour your <chariotos minor
wing, the shafts of theParthia® s cunning flight w

t heyor e t ak elelusiumdemolisbhed oy theo f

Romansword, andAntonyd0 s hands heavy with his
Seize, gentle patron, the reins of my fresh undertaking,

and give the sign with your right hand when my wheels are

let loose. Concede this praise to Maecenas, and of you

theyoll testify, that | was of you
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Book 111.L10:1-32 Cynt hi ads birthday.

| wondered what théMuseshad sent me, at dawn,
standing by my bed in the reddening sunlight. They sent a
signitwasmygir 6s birthday, and clapped t
times for luck. Let this day pass without a cloud, let winds
still in the air, threatening waves fall gently on dry land. Let

me see no one sad today:Mebbed s r ock i ttssel f suppr
tear s. Let the halcyonsodé <cries be
sighing, andtysb s mot her not <call out his |

And oh, you, my dearest girl, born to happy auguries,
rise, and pray to the gods who require their dues. First wash
sleep away with pure water, and dress your shining hair
with deft fingers. Then wear those clothes that first charmed
Propertiu¢ eyes, and never | et your bro
And ask that the beauty that is your powey always
be yours, and your command over my person might last
forever . Then when youbve worship
wreathed altars, and their happy flames have lit the whole
house, think of a feast, and let the night fly by with wine,
and let the perfunte onyx anoint my nostril with oil of
saffron. Submit the strident flute to nocturnal dancing, and
let your wantonness be free with words, and let sweet
banqueting stave off unwelcome sleep, and the common
breeze of the neighbouring street be full of thensb
And let fate reveal to us, in the falling dice, those
whom the Boy strikes with his heavy wings. When the
hours have gone with many a glass, &etusappoints the
sacred rites that wait on nigh | et 6s ful fil t he
solemnities in our room, and so complete the journey of
your natal day.
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Book 111.L11:1-72 Womands power

Why do you wonder if a woman entwines my life and
brings a man enslaved under her rule? Why fabricate
charges of cowardie agai nst my person, bec:
break the yoke and snap my chains? The sailor can best
foretell his future fate, the soldier is taught by his wounds to
nurture fear. | once boasted like you when | was young:
now let my example teach you to be afraid

Thewitch of Colchisdrove the fiery bulls in a yoke of
steel, and sowed civil war in the wardoearing soil, and
closed the serpent guardos fierce
would come toAesad s h AamlazorsPenthesileaonce
dared to attack th®anaanfleet with arrows fired from
horseback: she whose bright beauty conquered the
conquering hero, when ¢hgolden helmet laid bare her
forehead.

Omphalethe Lydian girl bathinginGyge® | ake gai ned
such a name for beauty thderculeswho hadestablished
his pillars in a world at peace, d
with hardened hand&emiramisbuilt Babylon the Persian
city, so that it rose a solid massthwramparts fashioned of
baked brick, and twin chariots might round the walls, in
contrary directions, without their axles touching or sides
scraping: she diverted the Riv&uphratesthrough the
centre of the city she fourd, and commandeBactrato
bow its head to her rule.

Why should | seize on heroes, why gods, who stand
accused?Jupiter shames himself and his house. Why
Cleopatrawho heaped insults on our army, a woman worn
out by her own attendants, who demanded the walls of
Romeand the Senate bound to her rule, as a reward from
her obscene husband? Noxicdgxandriaplacee so skilled
in deceit andMlemphisso often bloody with our grief where
the sand robbe®ompeyof his three triumphs? Rome, no
day will ever wipe away the stain. Better for you Pompey,
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il at Naples, if your funeral procession had crossed the
Phlegraeai® | ai n or t hat yoéedar bowed you
your fatherin-law.
Truly that whore, queen of incestuoglanopusa fiery
brand burned by the blood éfilip, dared to oppose our
Jupiterwith yappingAnubis and forcedriber to suffer the
threats ofNile, banished th&@omantrumpet with the rattle
of the sistrum, chased thaburnian prow with a poled
barge, spread her foul mosquito nets over Tlagpeian
Rock, and gave judgements amodi@riusd weapons and
statues.
The city, high on its seven hills, that directs the whole

Eart h, was terrified of a womanos
threats. What was worth to have shatterearquitd s a x e s
whose | i f e branded hi m with t he n

we had to endure this woman? Celebrate a triuRpme
and saved byAugustusbeg long life for him! You fled then
to the wandering mouths of frightened Nile: your hands
receivedRomulu® chai ns. I saw your ar ms
sacred asps, and your limbs draw sleep in by a secret path.
Andyourtongie spoke overpowered by endl
IS not as much to be feared, Rome, as is your fellow
citizen! o
Curtius closing theForunb s ¢ has m, created hi ¢
monument, andDeciu® cavalry charge shatter
Horatu® Way attests to the holding
thereds one to whom the raven, Cor
The gods founded them, may the gods protect these walls:
with Caesaalive, Rome scarcely need fear Jove.
Where areScipicd s s hi ps nCanmillusivher e ar e
standards, oBosphorudately captured byPompeyp s mi ght ,
or Hannibab s spoil s, Sypha dibyanquer ed
trophies, oPyrrhu® gl ory tram? ed under our
Apollo of Actium will speak of how the line was
turned: one day of battle carried off so great a host. But you,
sailor, whether leaving or making for harbour, be mindful
of Caesar through alhe lonian Sea
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Book 111.12:1-38 Chaste and faithful Galla

Postumus how could you leaveGalla crying, to
follow Augustu® b r av &, as & soldiéra Was the
glory of Parthids spoil s worth so much t
repeatedly begging you not to d
all you greedy ones perish equally, and whoever else prefers
his weapon to a faithforide!

You, you madman, wrapped in your cloak for a
covering, weary, will drinkAraxe® wat er from your he
She in the meantime will pine away at each idle rumour, for
fear your courage will cost you dear, or the arrows of
Medes enjoy your death, or the armoured knight on a
golden horse, or some bit of you be brought back in an urn

o)
0 [

to be wept over. Thatos how they c
in such places. O Postumus you are three or four times
besed by Gall ads chastity! Your mor

wife! What shall a girl do with no fear to guard her, with
Rometo instruct her in its voluptuousness? But rest secure:
gifts will not win Galla, and she will not recall homarsh
you were.

On whatever day fate sends you safely home, modest
Galla will hang about your neck. Postumus will be another
Ulysseswith a wifely wonder: such long delay didm no
harm: ten years of war; ti@icone® M olsmarg Calpe
then the burning of your eyscketPolyphemus Circed s
beguilement; the lotus, its binding spel§cylla and
Charybdis separated by alternate tiddsampeti® s 0 Xx e n
bellowing onlthacanspits (Lampetie his daughter grazed
them forPhoebu} then fleeing the bed @alypsg Aeae®d s
weeping girl, swimming for so many nights and wintry
days; entering the black halls of the silent spirits;
approaching theSiren® waters wi t h deafened
renewing his ancient bow at the death of the suitors; and so
making an end of his wanderings.
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Not in vain, since his wife stayed chaste at home.
Aelia Galla will outdoPenelopés | oy al t y.
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Book 111.13:1-66 Money the root of corruption

You ask why a night with eager women is expensive,
and why our exhausted powers bembamu® s | osses. The
reason for such ruin is clear and certathe path to
voluptuousness has been made too easy.
The Indian ants bring gold from the vaulted mine, and
Venu® s conch, t he n aRBediSdéaand , comes f
Cadmu$Tyre sends purple dyes, and theabianshepherd
strong scented cinnamon. These weapons take sheltered
modesty by storm: even those who show disdain like yours
Penelope Wi ves go out dressed in a sf¢g
and drag the results of disgrace b
respect shown in asking or supplying, or if there is, money
dispels reluctance.
Happy that singular custn at the funerals dEastern
husbands that the reddenidgwn colours with her chariot!
For when the | ast brand is thrown
his dutiful crowd of wives stand round with spreadiraiyh
and compete in a fatal contest, as to who shall follow the
husband while alive: it is shame for them not to be allowed
to die. The winners are enflamed and offer their breasts to
the fire and rest their scorched faces on their husband. Here
the race bbrides is treacherous: here no girl llasdn® s
loyalty orPenelopé s sense of duty.
Happy were the young country folk once, and
peaceful: whose wealth was in orchards and harvests. Their
gifts were Cydonianapples shaken from the branches, and
they gave punnets full of blackberries, now took violets in
their hands, now brought back shining lilies mingled

together in the virginsd basket s,
in their own leaves, or some medloured bird of various
hue.

With such blandishments as these the kisses of girls
were won, given to sylvan youths in secret hollows. The
skin of a roe deer sufficed to cover lovers, and the tall grass
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gr ew a s bed. &he pinedearsed over them and threw
its rich shadows round them: and it was not a sin to see the
goddesses naked. The horned ram, head of the flock, led
back his sated ewes himself to the empty foldPahthe
shepherd god. Althe gods and goddesses, by whom the
| andos protected, of fered kindly
6Stranger, whoever you ar e, you ma
paths, or the bird if perhaps you seek it: and whether you
hunt your quarry with dogs or with limed sticksll on me,
from the crag, for Pan to be your
But now the shrines decay in deserted groves: all
worship money, now piety is vanquished. Money drives out
loyalty, justice is bought for money, money rules the law,
and, without the law, then sime.
Scorched thresholds testify tBrennu® sacril ege,
attacking thePythiankingdom ofApollo, the unshorn god:
and thenParnassusho its laurelcrowned summit, and
scattered fearful snow over the army®@#éul For money,
vile Polymestor of Thrace reared you,Polydorus in
impious hospitality. Amphiarausis lost, and his horses
swallowed up, so that yolEriphyla can cover your
shoulders with gold.
| willspeak:iand | wish | might be my c
prophet! 1T Proud Rome is being destroyed by wealth. |
speak truth, but no one will believe me. Since, neither was
Cassandrathe Trojan Maenad bdieved to speak true in
Pergamas r ui ns: s h e Parisveasfergingr i ed out
Phrygia s doom, she alone that t he d
entering her house. Her fremgi were fitting for her father
and her house: in vain her tongue experienced the true gods.
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Book 111.14:1-34 The Spartan Girls

| admire many of the rules of your trainirfgparta but
most of all the great blessings dedve f r om t he gi rl s
gymnasia, where a girl can exercise her body, naked,
without blame, among wrestling men, when the swift
thrown ball eludes the grasp, and the curved rod sounds
against the ring, and the woman is left panting at the
furthest goal, and sudfs bruises in the hard wrestling.
Now she fastens near the glove the thongs that her

wrists delight in, now whirls the
circle, and now, her hair sprinkled with hoar frost, she
foll ows her father 0s Taygetyss over t he

beats the ring with her horses, binds the sword to her white
flank, and shields her virgin head with hollow bronze, like
the crowd of warlikeAmazonswho bathe barbreasted in
Thermodoiw s st r e deten onadhe sands Earotas
betweenCastorand Pollux, one to be victor in boxing, the
other with horses: with naked breasts she carried weapons,
they say, and did not blush with her divine brothers there.

So Spartadés | aw forbids | overs t
the man walk by her side in the crossways, and there is no
fear for her, no guardie for captive girls, no dread of bitter
punishment from a stern husband. You yourself can speak
about things without a gbetween: no long waiting rebuffs
you. No Tyrian garments beguile roving eyes, no affected
toying with pertimed hair.

But my love goes surrounded by a great crowd,
without the slimmest chance of my sticking an oar in: and

you canb6bt come upon how to act, or
the | overdos forever in a blind al/l
Rome i f onyydolloty the rules and wrestling of

Spartay oud6d be dearer to me for that |

116



Book 111.15:1-46 He asks Cynthia not to be jealous

So, let me have no more storms in love, now, and let
no night come when | lie awakwithout you! When the
modesty of my -lHordered togadvasshidderur pl e
from me, and | was given freedom to know the ways of
love, she,Lycinna was my confederate: oh not one to be
taken with gifts, she initiated myemrperienced spirit on its
first nights.

While three years have passed (it is not much less) |
can barely remember ten words between us. Your love has
buried everything, no woman, since you, has thrown a
sweet chain about my neck.

Dircebs my =evi dence, made |jeal ous
that Antiope had slept with hetycus Ah, how often the
gueen tore at Antiopeds | ovely hai

cheeks with ungentle firgnails! How often she loaded the
servant girl with unreasonable tasks, and ordered her to
sleep on the hard ground! Often she suffered her to live in
filth and darkness; often she refused her foul water for her
thirst. Jupiterc an you not hel p Antiopeos
Heavy <chains scar her wrists. | f
sl averyds a shame on you: whom but
cry to when fettered?

Yet, by herself, with whatever strength was in her
body, she broke theoyal manacles with both hands. Then
with frightened step she ran @thaero® s hei ght s. I t wa
night, and her sad couch sprinkled with frost. Often
troubled by the echoing sound of the rushigppus she
t hought t hat her mi stresso6 steps
from her house, their mother tested her Hasdrted son
Zethus and her sodmphioneasily moved to tears.

And as the sea ceasés vast heaving, when tlgast
wind leaves its assault on tlE®uthWest and the coast is
guiet, and the sounds of the shore diminish, so the girl sank
on her bended knees. Still piety came though la¢e sons
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knew their error. Worthy old sheph
sons, you restored the mother to her boys, and they bound
Dirce, to be dragged to death bene
Anti ope, know Jupiteros power : D
dragged alongt me et death i n many pl aces.
are bloodied, and Amphion sings tlRaeansfrom your
cliffs, Aracynthus

But be careful of tormenting Lycinna who does not
deserve it: your headlor@nger knows no retreat. May no
story, about us, strike your ear: you alone will I love though
burned in the funeral pyre.
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Book 111.16:1-30 A letter

Midnight, and a letter comes to me from my lady
ordering me, without delay, tbibur, where the white peaks
show their twin towers, andnioo s wat er falls i n sp
pools. What to do? Commit myself to covering darkness,
fearing audacious hands on my members? Yet if | ignore
her message out of fiedher weeping will be worse than an
enemy in the night. I sinned once
exclusion: her hands on me show no mercy.
Yet no one would hurt a sacred lover: he could go like

this down the middle ofcirod sad o Whoever 6s a | ov
might walk on Scythia s shor e, wi t h no one

barbarous as to harm him. The Moon helps him on his way;
the stars light the rutd.ove shakes the blazing torch up
ahead;ragig wil d dogs avert their gapi:tr
safe at any time for such as hi m.
scatter the impoverished blood of a lover and one whom
Venusherself befriends?

But if | knew my certain death followed thevent,
perhaps such a fate would be wort
bring perfumes and deck my tomb with garlands, and sit by

my bust and guard it. You Gods dc
bones in a crowded place, where the vulgar make a busy
track of the highway! Lover6 t o mb s , after deat

dishonoured by it. Let a leafy tree hide me in quiet ground,
or bury me entrenched in unknown sands: it would give me
no joy for my name to mark the street.
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Book 111.17:1-42 A Prayer to Bacchus

Now, OBacchus| prostrate myself humbly in front of
your altars: father, give me tranquillity: prosper my passage.
You can restrain the disdain of angvgnus and thereds a
medicine for sorrows in your wine. Lovers are joined b
you, by you set free. Bacchus, cleanse this trouble from my
soul. That you also are not innocent of lodeiadne bears
witness, drawn through the sky by lynxes of yours to the
stars.

This disease that has kept the flameny bones from
of old, the funeral pyre or your wine will heal. A sober
night is always a torment for lonely lovers, and hope and
fear strain their spirits this way and that.

But if your gifts by heating my brain summon sleep to
my bones, t heg and pladtltHe hilss onwows, i n
watching, myself, to see no creature harms them. If only |
can crown my vats with purple unfermented wine, and the

new grape stain my trampling feet,

l i fe 1 611 | i ve by youhaewdl yosayhor

|l 6m t he poet who sang your wort h.
| |

| 6 t your Imotheragave birth from Etna s
lightning bolt; of theIndian warriors routed byNys& s
dancers; olycurgusraging vainly at the nexound vine;
of Pentheus s deat h pl e-fold Maempdsand t he t hr e
the Tuscansailors in the curved bodies of dolphins sliding
into the depths from the viAangled ship; and sweet
smelling streams for you through the midst@f, from
which theNaxianpeople drank your wine.

Your white neck burdened with trailing clusters of4vy
berries,Bassareusa Lydian turban crowns your hair. Your
smooth throat glistening with scented oil, the flowing robe
will brush your naked feetDircean Thebeswill beat the
soft drums, and godiboted Panswill play on unstopped
reeds. Nearby the Great Godde&ybele with turreted
crown, will clash harsh cymbals in tHdaeandance. The
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mixing bowl will stand by your temple doors, to pour wine
on your sacrifice from the golden ladle.

These | 061 I tell of not humbl vy, k
such a breath asounded fronPindab s | i ps. Only do vy
set me free from this despotic servitude, and overcome this
anxious mind with sleep.
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Book 111.18:1-3 4 The deat h of Marcel | us,
nephew.

Where the sea, barred from shadolgke Avernus

plays byBaia® s st eamy p ool Miseru$ wat er ; W
trumpeter ofTroy, lies in the sand, and the road built by
Hercule® s ef fort sounds,; t her e, wher e

for the Thebangod when he sought to favour the cities of
meni but now Baiae hateful with this great crime, what
hostile god exists in your waters? there, burdened,
Marcellussank his head benea8tygianwaves, and now
his spirit haunts your lake.
What profit did he get from birth, courage, or the best
of mothers, from being embraced@tesad s heart h? Or , a
moment ago, the waving awnings in the crowded theatre,
and everything fondled by his moth
and his twentieth year left ruined: so bright a day confined
in so small a circle.
Go now, indulge your imagination, dream of your

triumphs, enjoy the whole theatrebo
Attalusf s c¢cl ot hs of gol d, and | et t he
glitter: youo6ll yet yield them to
ther e, hi gh or | ow of stati on: t h

frequented by all: the tripleeaded baying houn@erberus
must be entreated, the grim old boatn@raro®d s ¢ o mmo n
ferry must be boarded. Thgh a cautious man sheathe
himself in iron or bronze, death will still drag down his
hidden head.
No beauty saved\ireus no courageAchilles, no
wealth Croesus produed fromPactolu s st r eams. Thi s
was the sadness that unknowingly ravagedAbkaeans
whenAgamemnod s new passion cost them de
Let them carry this body voidfats soul, to you,
Boatman, that ferries across the dutiful shades: where
Marcus Claudiusc onquer or o f Slulias | y 6 s | anc
Caesar are, he leaves mankind, takes the path to the stars.
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Book 111.19:1-28 Female desire

You often taunt me with my passion: believe me, it
controls you mor e. You, when youov
that modesty you despise, can set no limits to your mind
ensnared. A fire in burning corn will sooner be quenched,
the rivers return to the founts where they were born, the
Syrtesoffer quiet harbour, an@ape Maleaffer the sailor a
kind welcome on its wild shore, than any man be able to
restrain your course, o the spurs of your impetuous
wantonness.

Witness Pasiphaewho suffered the disdain of the
Cretanbull and wore the deceptive horns of the wooden
cow; witness Tyro, Salmoneu8 s daughter, burning
ThessalianEnipeus longing to yield completely to the
river-god. Myrrha too is a reproach, on fire for haged
father, buried in the foliage of a neweated tree. Why need
| mentionMedea who, in her time as a mother, satisfied her
fury by the murder of her children? QOClytemnestra
through whom he whole House ofMycenean Pelops
remains infamous for her adultery?

And you Scylla oh, sold ofMinos6 b eaut vy, shore o
your f at h ewitld sis purplenlgckl of air. That
was the dowry the virgin pledged his foeNisus
treacherous love opened your city gates. And you,
unmarried ones, burn torches of happier omen: the girl
clutched theCretanship and was dragged away.

Still Minos does not sit as a judge in Hell without
reason: though he conquered, he was merciful to his foe.
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Book 111.20:1-30 A new contract of Love

Do you think the man youobve seer
couch rememérs your beauty now? Cruel the man who
could exchange his girl for riches! Was Alrica worth as
much as those tears? But you, foolish girl, think idle words
are gods. Perhaps he wears out his heart on another passion.
Beauy is your power, the chaste arts that are

Minervad s , and brilliant glory reflec
grandfatheros | earning. Your house
| over 1 s true. | 61 | be true: run,

My first night has come! Grant me the space of a first
night: Moon, linger longer over our first couch. You also
Phoebus who prolongs the fires of summer, shorten the
path of your lingering light.

First the termsmust be laid out, and the pledges
sealed, and the contract written for my new |gd@or with
his own seal binds these tokens: the witness, the whirling
crown ofAriadng starry goddess.

How many hots must give way to my discourse,
beforeVenusur ges sweet battle on us! Fo
bound round with certain terms, nights without sleep have
no gods to avenge them, and passion soon loosens the
chains it imposed. Léhe first omens keep us loyal.

So then, who breaks the pledges sworn on the altars,
and dishonours the nuptial rites on a strange bed, let him
know all the miseries love is used to: may he offer his

person to sly gossip, and may hi s
open to his weeping at night: may he love forever, and
forever | ack | oveds fruition.
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Book 111.21:1-34 Recipes for quenching love

| dm compelled to set out on the
Athens so the journferydes ma séfankt evend $
burden. For love for my girl grows with constant gazing:
love offers itself as its greatest nourishment.

|l 6ve tried every way, by whi ch
2 W T s B0 TR but the god himself presse
barely ever admime, often denies me: or if she comes
sl eeps fully clothed at the edge o

solution: changing countries, love will travel as far from my
mind, asCynthiafrom my eyes.

Let s go t hen, umshpdnthe ea,d s , | aunc
and draw lots in pairs for your turn at the oars. Hoist happy
sails to the tops of the masts: now the wind favours the
sail or s wat eRogme andyoln myflileads,er s o f
farewell, and farewell you @ girl, whatever you meant to
me!

So now | ol RAdriaticoasr rui netdr ioefdf ,g utehset ,
and now be forced to approach with prayers the gods of the
sounding wave. Then when my boat has crossetbthan

Sea and dropped its sails lrechaeurd s pl aci d water s,
hurry feet, to endure the task tha
the Isthmuskeep back either sea. Then, where the shores of
Piraeud s har bour greet me , | 61 | cl i mt
Theseus r oad.

There will | mend my soul irPlatdds School , or I n

your Gardens, learneBpicurus or pursueDemosthends
weapon, the study of oratory; the salty wit of your books,
learned Menandey or ornate pictures will captivate my
eyes; or what hands have finished in ivory, more
frequently in bronze.

Either the passage of years, or the long spaces of the
deep will heal the wounds in my silent breast: or if | die,
fate will crush me, not shameful love: and the day of death
will be an honour to me.
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Book 111.22:1-42 Come hone Tullus

Tullus has coolCyzicuspleased you all these years,

where the isthmus flows withiPropontué wat er s ? And

Cybeleof Dindymusfashioned from carved tusks; and the
path run by the horses @fis the rapist? Though the cities
of Helle, daughter oAthamas delight you, pghaps, Tullus,

youol !l stil!]l be moved by my | o
Though you gaze atlas holding up the sky; or the
head ofMedusasevered byPerseud s h an d; t he st

Geryon or the marks, in the dust, Bllerculesand Antaeus

or of theHesperide8 dances: t hough your
back theColchianRiver Phasis follow the whole route of

those timbers cut oRelion a rough pine tree cut to the

form of a new prow, sailed through the rocks ledMbgoso

dove: thoughOrtygia is to be seen and the shores of
Cayster and theNile water governing seven channels: all

these miracles give way t@omanlands: here nature has

pl aced all t hat has ever been.

defence than for attack: Fame is not ashamed of your

history Rome. Since our power is established by loyalty as

much as weapons, our wrath restrains victorious hands.
Here flows Tiburd Anio; Clitumnus from Umbrian

ngin
abl e

oar

tracks; andMarciu® s wor ks wi tAhl beatbesr nflaa k ewat e

andNemi thick with leaves, and the healing spriRglluxd s
horse drank. But no horned snakes slither on scaly bellies:
Italian waters are noseething with strange monsters. Here

Andromeda s chains do not clink for h €

Phoebudlees Ausonianbanquets in terror; no distant fires

have burnd a single person, aslthaeabrought about her
sonMeleaged s r u i n . Babtbantesdwnt Rentieeus

through the trees, nor ar@reek ships set free by the
substitution of a doeJuno has no power to curve horns
fromher rbirwaM,6sor di sfigure her
ugliness. No torturing trees &finis, nor rocks that gave no
welcome to th&sreeks nor beams curved to
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This place gave you birth, Tullus, this is your sweetest
home, here is honour to seek, worthy of your people. Here
are citzens for your oratory: here is ample hope of
offspring, and the fitting love of a future wife.

127



Book 111.23:1-24 The lost writing tablets

So, my cunning writingablets are lost, then, and so
are many good texts too! They were worn away by my
h a n doorer usage, and they sought good faith by not
being sealed. Moreover they knew how to pacify girls,
without me, and how without me to utter eloquent words.
No gold fittings made them precious: they were dingy wax
on ordinary boxwood. Such as they wereytktayed ever
faithful to me, and always produced a good effect.
Perhaps the tablets were entrust
am angry because you were late yesterday, you laggard. Or
did someone else seem lovelier to you? Or did you spread
some unkind slandcbout me?d6 Or she sai d: 0
we 0| | rest toget her : al | ni ght, L
wel come. 6 And whatever el se a wil
invents when she sets a time, with flattering wiles.
Oh well, now some miser writes his accounts wemnt,
and places them with his dire ledgers! Whoever gives me
them back can have gold: who would keep pieces of wood
and not have money? Go boy, and quickly stick these words
on some column, and write that your master lives on the

Esquiline
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Book 111.24:1-20 Coming to his senses

Woman the faith you place in your beauty is mistaken:
for a while now my eyes have made you far too proud. My
love has paid such tributes to yGynthiait shames me tha
youodre honoured by my verse.
| often praised the many beauties combined in you,
because love thought you were what you are not. Your
aspect was often compared with roBgawn, though the
beauty of your face was all done by hand my f at her 6 s
friends coul dnot di Vilessélianme fr om i
witch, with the wide sea, wash it away. This | confess, in
truth, not compelled by knife or flame, wrecked Aagean
waters, Iwas seized and seethedMenu® s cr u e | caul dr on
| was bound, my hands twisted behind my back.
Behold, my wreathed boats reach harbour, Sigges
are past, and | cast anchor. | come to my sensgsahtast,
weary of the wild surge, and my wounds are closed and
healed.
Good Senseif there is such a goddess, | dedicate
myself to your shrineJupiterwas deaf to all my prayers.
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Book 111.25:1-18 The End of the Affair

| was laughed at among the guests seated for the
banquet, and whoever wished was able to gossip of me. |
managed to serve you faithfully fo
grieve for my loyalty with bitten nails.
Tears have o effect on me: | was ensnared by those
wiles: Cynthia you only ever wept with guile. | will weep,
in departing, but insult overcomes tears: you would not
allow the yoke to move in harmony.
Now goodbye to the threshold weeping at my words:
to the entrane never hurt by my hand in anger. But let
agebs weight burden you with secre
furrow your features! May you long then to tear out your
white hairs by their roots, ah, when the mirror rebukes you
with your wrinkles, and may you irufn, rejected, suffer
proud arrogance, and, changed to an old woman, regret your
deeds!
These are the dread events my pages prophesy: learn
to fear the fate of your beauty!
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Book IV

Book 1V.1:1-70 Rome and its history

Here, whatever you see, strangehich is now mighty
Rome before Trojan Aeneaswas hills and grass: and
Evanded s fugitive h eRdatine btangs, wher e t h
sacred toApollo of Ships These golden temples sprang
from earthly gods: there was no disgrace in houses made
without art: TarpeianJupiter thundered from a bare cliff,
andTiberwas foreign to our cattle.
WhereRemu® house raises itself from
single hearth was a whole kingdom to the brothers. The
Curiathat shines up there, adorned with the purple hem of
the Senate, held the Fathers, clothed in animal skins to its
rustic heart. A tiseltigzpnstespehld s hor n c a
in ancient times: ofin the Senate was a hundred of them in
a field.
No bill owing awnings hung over |
no scent on stage of its customary saffron. No man cared to
seek out alien gods: while the awed people trembled at their
father s r it dedthePBriigtannudlyhwith cel ebr a
bonfires of straw, and such purification as we repeat now
with the docked horseds bl ood.
Vestag poor, delighted in garlanded donkeys, and
skinny cattle dragged alongheap emblems. At the
Compitalia the narrow crossroads were purified with the
bl ood of fatted pigs, and the shepg
to the sound of reed pipes. The ploughman, dressed in
skins, flourished his hairy scoye, from which lawless
FabiusLupercus ook t he Lupercaliads sacr e
Their raw soldiers did not gleam with threatening
armour: they joined in battle naked, with finardened
pikes. Lycmon, the countryman, pitched th
tent, and the greater part datius s weal t h was i n sh
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Such were thditienses heroicRamnesand the_uceresof
Solonium suchRomuluswho drove four white triumphal
horses.
Indeed,Bovillae was hardly a suburb of the tiny city,
and Gabii greatly crowded, that now is nothing. Addba
stood, powerful, founded through the omen of a white sow,
when it was far from there ®idenae TheRomanchild has
nothing of his fathers save the name, nor reflects that-a she
wol f was hinsotheraceds foster
Here, Troy, for the best, you sent your exiled
household godsHere, at such auguries, theojan vessel
sailed! Even then the omens were good, since the open
womb of the Wooden Horse did not fatally wound her,
when the trembling father c¢clung to
flames were afraid to scorch those pious shoulders.
Then came the spiriteBecii, and the consulship of
Brutus andVenusherself carriedCaesad s ar ms her e, bor
the victorious arms of a regient Troy.lulus, a fortunate
country received your gods, since the tripodAeErnu® s
quivering Sybil told Remuson the Aventine to purify the
fields. And Cassandrathe prophetess ofroy0 s ravi ngs
proved truthful in time, concerning ancieltiam 0 Wheel
your horsesGreek$ You win in vainl Troydbs eart h wi | |
live, andJupitergr ant arms to her ashes! 6
Wolf of Mars the best of nurses to our State, what
towers lave sprung from your milk! Now to try and portray
those towers in patriotic verse, ah me, how puny the sound
that rises from my mouth! But however thin the streams that
flow from my chest, it is all in the service of my country.
Let Enniuscrown his verse with a shaggy garlaBacchus
hold out to me leaves of your ivy, so that my books might
make Umbria swell with pride, Umbria fatherland of the
Roman Callimachu$ Whoever sees the towers é&sisi
climbing from the valley, honour those walls according to
my genius! Rome favour me, the work soars up for you:
citizens grant me good omgnand let a bird on the right
sing at my inception! I wi | | cry:
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Rome arise!o6 and 1061l | sing |l engthy
will sing rites and days, and the ancient names of places:
my horses need to strain towards that goal.
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Book IV.1A:71-150 Horoso6 soliloquy: Proper

OWher e ar e y ®nopertiugl wandenmg t o,
rashly, babbling on about Fate? The threads you spin are
not from a true distaff. Singing, you summon tears:

Apollobs averted: you demand words Vyo
unwilling |lyre. I 61 | speak the tr

prove myself a seer ignorant of how to move the stars on
their bronze spheréropsof Babylon child of Archytas
fathered me,Horos and my house is descended from
Conon The gods are my witnesses,; | 6
family. Now menmake profit from the godsJ(pited s
tricked by gold) and the return of stars on the slanting
zodiacbs <circl e, Jupi tMarsés f ortuna
and heavySaturna weight on every head: wh&tisces
determinesLeocd s f i e r cGaprisoingashed imthed
western sea.

When Arria was in labour with @&r twin sons
(forbidden by a god, she gave her sons weapons), | foretold
theydd f ail t o bring back their
household gods: and now in truth two graves confirm my
word. Since_upercus protectinghihior sed6s wounded hea
failed to defend himself, when the horse fell: widallus
guarding the standards, entrusted to him in camp, died for
the eagleds beak, -ftedtodys,looth i t i n hi
kiled by amothe 6 s gr eed! My prophecy touc
though unwillingly.

I, too, cried out, whenLucina prolonged Cinara s
| abour pains, and her wombos tardy
Junoa vow she must hear! o She gave &
the prize! These things are not expounded in the desert cave
of JupiterAmmon or by entrails that speak what the gods
commit to them, orby himwh i nt er prets the c¢cr owc
beats, or by the dead shade produced from mystic waters.
The track of the heavens must be examined, and the path of
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truth among the stars, and knowledge looked for from the
five zones.
Calchaswas a profound example: since he freed at
Aulis the ships clinging rightly to gefkaring cliffs: the
same who bloodied a sword on the neclAaf a me mnon o s
girl, and granted thétrides bloodstained sails. Yet the
Greeksdid not return: quench your tears, raZzeady, and
considerEuboe@ s  blauplilisraiseshis fires by night in
vengeance, anGreecesails weighed down by her spoils.
Victorious Ajax, son of Oileus rape, then love, your
prophetessCassandrathough Minerva forbids her to be
stripped of her robe!
So much for history: now | turn to your stars: prepare
yourself impartially to withess new grief. Anciebimbria
gave birth to you, at a noble hearth: &aiging? Or has my
mouth revealed your country? Where misfgvaniawets
the open plain, and the summer waters of the Umbrian lake
steam, and the wall towers from the summit of climbing
Assisi, thatwall made more famous by your genius?
Not of an age to gather them, you gathered your
fat herdos bones, and yourseltf wer e
home. Since though many bullocks ploughed your fields,
the merciless measurifrgd stole your wealth of lan&oon
the bulla of gold was banished from your untried neck, and
the toga of a free man assumed in
gods, therApollo taught you a little of his singing, and told
you not to thunder out your words in tharfticForum
But you create elegies, deceptive drtthis is your
battlefieldi that the rest of the crowd might write by your
example. You will suffer the charming strugglesv@hu® s
arms, and wilbe an enemy f it for Venus 0:
whatever victories your labour wins you, one girl will
escape your grasp: and though you shake the deeply fixed
hook from your mouth, it will do no good: the fishisgear
will spike your jaw.
Youol! | g aar éay atther whing kbnless she
commands it the tear wonot fall fr
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sentries wonot hel p y ou, or a t I
t hreshol d: a crack 1s enough once
you.

Now whether your ship is tossed about in fo@kan
or you go unarmed among armed men, or the trembling
earth yawns in a gaping chasm: fear the avaricious back of
the Crab, eighfootedCancer 0
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Book IV.2:1-64 The God Vertumnus

OWhy mar vel at the mdyhy shapes
Learn the native tokens of the gdadertumnus | am a
Tuscanborn of Tuscans, and do not regret abandoning

Volsinibs hearths 1 n battl eme, Thi s c¢cr ow
I enjoy no ivory templ e: I tds enc
RomanForum

Tiber once took its course here, and they say the sound
of oars was heard over beaten waters: but once he had given
so mut ground to his adopted children, | was named the
godvVet umnus from t hwrsgorbeesausés wi ndi ng
| receive the first fruits of returningrértenti spring, you
believe them a O6returnd for your s
The first grape changesué, for me, in darkening
bunches, and hairy ears of corn swell with milky grains.
Here you see sweet cherries, autumn plums, and mulberries
redden through summer days. Here the grafter pays his
vows with apple garlands, when the unwilling pear stock
has bone fruit.
Be silent echoing rumour: t her e
my name: believe the god who speaks about himself. My
nature is adaptable to every form: turn meer{e into
what ever you wi sh: | @obnisik, be nobl e.
Il 61 | be no bad girl: and when | we
no man? Give me a scythe and tie twists of hay on my
forenead: you can swear the grass was cut by my hand.
Once | carried weapons, | remember, and was praised: yet |
was a reaper whenburdehe by t he basketds wei gh
| 6m sober for the | aw: but when
youol | cry out that wineds gone to
with a turbanBatcliubbk f mpexr sorfatyeoudodl
gi ve me hi s atgApodo. Uloddédldown mifme r s o n
my nets | hunt : but with | i med r ec
wildfowling.
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Vertumnus has also a charioteerod
who lightly leaps from horse to horse. Supply me with rod
a nd Iclefish, or goaas a neat pedlar with trailing tunic.
| can bend like a shepherd over his crook, or carry baskets
of roses through the dust. Why should | add, what is my
greatest fame that the gardends cl
my hands? Dargreen cucuméxs, gourds with swollen
bellies, and the cabbages tied with light rushes mark me
out: no flower of the field grows that is not placed on my
brow, and fittingly droops before me. Because my single
shape becomes/drteba) all my native tongue from that
gave me my name.
And Rome, you gave rewards to my Tuscans, (from
whom theVicus Tuscusthe Tuscan Way takes its name
today) at the time whehygmon came with armed allies,
and crushed fierc&atiu Sabinesoldiers. | saw the broken
ranks, the abandoned weapons, and the enemy turn their
backs in shameful flight. Seed of the Gods, grant that the
togadbd crowds of Romerevertay pass bef
Six lines should yet be added: you, who hurry to
answer bail, | 61 | not delay vyou: t
way.
| was a maple stock, cut by a swift sickle: before
Numa | was a humble god in a grateful city. But,
Mamurius creator of my bronze statue, let ttoeigh earth
never spoil your skilful hands that were able to cast me for
such peaceful use. The work is unrepeated, but the honour
the work isgiventhat s not . 6
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BookIV.3:1-72 A wi febds | etter

AArethusasends this message to Hercotas if you
can be mine, when you are so often absent. Still, if any part
you wish to read is smeared, th#tbwill have been made
by my tears: or if any letter puzzles you by its wavering
outline, it will be the sign of my now fading hand.

A moment agdactrain the east saw you again, now
the Neuric enemy with their armoured hessthe wintry
Getaeand Britain with its painted chariots, and the dark
skinned Indians pounded by the eastern waves.

Was this the marriage oath and the night sealed with
kisses, when, an innocerntyielded to the urgency of your
conquering arms? The 4llmened torch, carried before me
by those who led, drew its dark light from a ruined pyre:
and | was sprinkled witlstygianwaters, and the headband
was not set rightpon my hair: the god of marriage was not
my friend.

Oh, my harmful vows hang from every gate: and this
Is the fourth cloak | weave for your camp. Let him perish
who tore a stake from an innocent tree, and made mournful
trumpets from shrill horns, he is meoworthy tharOcnusto
lean on, and twist the rope, and feed your hunger, mule, to
eternity!

Tell me, does the breastplate cut your tender
shoulders? Does the heavy spear chafe your unwarlike
hands? May they sooner hurt ydua n some girl 0s
cause me tears, by marking your neck! They say your face
Il s |l ean and drawn: but l pray
me. While |, when evening leads on the bitter night, kiss the
weapons you have left behind. Then | moan by startigitt
your cloak doesnot clothe the
bring the dawn donoét sing.

On winter nights | labour to spin for your campaigns,
to cut Tyrian cloth for the sword: and | learn where the
Araxesflows that you must conquer, and how many miles a
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Parthaith or se travels without water: |
world depicted on a map, and learn what kind of position
the god set up there, which countries are sklguiith frost,
which crumble with heat, which kindly wind will bring your
sail to Italy.
One caring sister sits here, and my pale nurse swears
that the winter 6s Hppolyted WWeh of del ay.
naked breasts shartied weapons, and barbarously hid her
soft hair under a helmet. If only tfiRomancamps were
open to women! | would have been a loyal burden on your
campaign.Scythianhills would not hinder me, here the
mighty god turns water to ice with deeper cold. Every love
Is powerful, but greater in an acknowledged partner: this
fire Venus herself fans into life.
Why then should robes of Phoenician purple gleam for
me now, or clear crystals decorate myger s? Everythingo
mute and silent, and theare® cl osed shrine I S k
opened, through custom, by a girl, on the infrequent
Calends. The whimpering of the little pup@yaugisis dear
t o me the anly @né t® claim your share of the bed.
| roof over the shrines with flowers, cover the
crossroads with sacred branches; and 8abine herb
crackles on ancient altars. If the owl hoots perched on a
neighbouring beam, dhe flickering lamp merits a drop of
wine, that day proclaims the sl aug
and the priests readied, burning for fresh profits.
| beg you not to set so much glory in scalBactrad s
walls, or the plundepof fine linen torn from a perfumed
chieftain, when the lead shot scatters from the twisted sling,
and the cunning bow twangs from the wheeling horse! But
(when the | and of Parthiads brood
headless spear follow your triumphant horspsyserve
unsullied the pact of our marriagped! That is the sole
condition on which 1 06d have you [
carried your votive armour to th@apene Gate | 6 | | Il nscribe

there:A GRATEFUL WOMANG6S THANKSBAMRS SHER HU
SAFETY. 6
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Book 1V.4:1-94 The Tarpeian Hill
I 61 | t el | of t WMapei®asr periaare f @l o v e,
tomb, and the capture dlpiteb s anci e nTatust hr eshol d.
encircled this hill with a maplevood palisade, and ringed
his camp securely with mounds of earth. What was Rome
then, whenCure® tr umpet er made Jupiteros
cliffs shiver with a long peal, ar8abingavelins were piled
in the Roman Forum where now laws are issued to a
subject world? The hills were walls: where t@Beria is
hedged in, the wanorse drankrom that seHsame spring.
There was a pleasant grove hidden in an ivied hollow
and many a tree filled the native streams with rustling. It
wasSilvanu® s br anched house, where swee
the sheep out of the htet@ drink. Here Tarpeia drew water
for the Goddess: and the jar of earthenware burdened her
head.
How could one death be sufficient for that wicked girl,
who wantedVestg to betray your flames? She saw Tatius
practising maneuvres on the sandy plain, and lifting his
ornate spear among the yellow crests. She was stunned by
the kingbs f ace, and the royal ar
through her careless hands. She often feigned that the
innocent moon was ominous, and said shetmuash her
hair in the stream. She often took silver lilies to the lovely
nymphs, so thaRomulu® s s pear mi g ht not hur |
face: and when she climbed t@apitol clouded with the
first fires, she brought back arms torn by hairy brambles.
And sitting on that Tarpeian Hill of hers, she sobbed out,
from there, her wound that nearby Jupiter would not
forgive:
O0Campfires and royal tent of Tat
weapons lovely to my eyes, O inly | might sit as a
prisoner before your household gods, as a prisoner
contemplating my Tatiusdo face! Hi |
that crowns the hills, and Vesta shamed by my wickedness,
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farewell! That horse will carry my passions to his camp,
whose mane idressed to the right, by Tatius himself!
No wonderScyllawas fi erce with her fat
and her white waist was transformed to fierce dogs? No
wonder the horns of her monstrous brother were betrayed
when the winding pathshowed clear fromAriadned s
rewound thread. What a reproach | will become to

Ausonidds gi r | s, a traitress chosen a
flame! If anyone wonders &Rallass s quenched fires,
them forgive: the altarés drenched

So rumour says, tomorrow, there will be a purging of
the whole city: you must seize the dewet spine of the
thorny hill. The whole track is slippery and treacherous:
since it alvays hides silent water on its deceptive path. O if
only I knew the incantations of the magidalise Then my
tongue would have brought help to my lovely man. The
ornate robe is worthy of you, not him without honour of a
mother, murished by the harsh teats of a brutahsiod.

Stranger, as your queen, shall | give birth so in your
palace! Rome betrayed comes along with me, no poor gift
to you. If not, so that the raped Sabine women are not un
avenged, rape me, and choosing after the others repay
in kind! | can separate the warring armies: you brides, strike
a peace treaty, my weddungbe intervening. Hymenaeus
add your measure, trumpeter cease your wild sounds:
believe me my bed will softerour warfare.

Now the fourth bugleall sings out the coming of day,
and the stars themselves fall slipping i@oean | will try
to sleep: | will search out dreams of you: let your kind
shadow come before my eyes. 0

She spok, and let her arms drop, in uneasy sleep, not
knowing alas she had lain down among fresh frenzies. For
Vesta, the blessed guardian Tafoyo ember s, fuell ed
sin, and sank more raging fires in her bones. She ran, like a
Thracianby swift Thermodon tearing at her clothes, with
naked breasts.
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It was a festival in the city (the cifathers called it
Parilig). On the first such day thealls were started, the
annual shepherdso feast, holi day
plates drip with luxuries, while the drunken crowd leaps
with dusty feet over the scattered piles of burning straw.
Romulus decreed that the watch should be free to rest, and
the camp be silent, the trumpets cease. Tarpeia determined
this was her chance, and met with the enemy: she struck a
deal, she herself to be a partner to that deal.
The hill was difficult to climb, but unguarded due to
the feast: suddenly he slew withshsword the dogs that
were liable to bark. All men were asleep: but Jupiter alone
resolved to keep watch to your ruin. She had betrayed the
gatedbs trust and her sl eeping cour
that day as she wished. But Tatius (since even the enemy
gave no rewards to wickedness) sai
my royal bed! 6 He spoke, and had

comradesoO heaped up shiel ds. Thi s
fitting for your services.
The hill t ook i ts name from th

Tarpeia.O, watcher, unjustly you win that reward from fate.
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Book 1V.5:1-78 Elegy for the Procuress

May Earth cover your grave with thorns, Procuress,
and your shadow feel what you do not wish for, thirst: and
may your ghost rest not among your ashes, angefah
Cerberusterrorise your shameful bones with famished
howling!

Clever at winning even adamanippolytusto love,
and always darkest omen to a peaceful bed, she could even
force Penelopdo be indifferent to rumours of her husband,
and wed with lasciviousAntinous If she wished it, the
magnet was unable to attract iron, and the bird played
stepmother to her nestlings.

And indeed, if she brought herbs from t@®lline field
to the trench, what os firm woul d
water. She dared to set rules for the spellbound moon, and
disguise her shape as a nocturnal wolf, so that by art she
coud blind watching husbands, and tear out the innocent
eyes of crows with her nails, and took counsel with owls
concerning my blood, and for me collected the fluids
produced by a pregnant mare.

She practised her role, alas, with flattering words, and

just as the diligent mole drills out hisstehei | | ed tr ack: o1
at dawn, the golden shores of tbherozanteslelight you, or
the shell t hat dwianpvatessy @ Kibge neat h t h.

Eurypylu® s we av e oCbssholideplease yok oro f
limp figures cut from beds of cloth of gold, or the goods
they send from palmylhebes or murra cups baked in
Parthianfires, then forget your loyalty, overturn the gods,
let lies conquer, and shatter the harmful laws of chastity!
Pretending to have a husband raises the price: employ

excuses! Love returns mightier for
If by chanceherayhs up your hair, his an:t
after It press him into buyi ng p

pur chased your embr aces and youbo
pretend that these are the pure dayksisf Let lole flag up
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April Kalends to you, Amycle hammer home that your
birthdayoés 1 n Mayilitakdgourschars i n supp
and write anything at all: if he trembles at these wiles,
youobve got h i mdsh bAemavksyos yolrav e f
neck, that he might think were given in the to and fro of
lovequarrel s. But dMede®ts Iktéi hgkeg Wwi
reproaches (surely she endured scorn for daring to ask first),
but rather that costifhais of witty Menander when the
adultress in his comedy cheats the shr&agthians

Alter your style for the man: if he boasts of his
singing, go along with him, and joim iwith your tipsy
words. Let your doorman look out for the bringers of gifts:
if they knock emptyhanded, let him sleep on, with the bolt
slid home. Dondt be displeased at
for love, or the sailor carrying gold in his rough hand, o
one from whose barbarous neck a pii@g hung when he
danced with whitened feet in the margdtce. Consider the
gold, and not the hand that offers!

Though you listen to poems what will you get but
wor ds? 0 What meaeitgado cone withiperr e ,
hair adorned, and slither about in a thin silk dress from
Cos?0 The one who brings poems but
gowns | et his penniless | yre be d
springtime in the blood,s, while you
make use of your face today lest it pleases none tomorrow!
| 6ve seen t he b u d dPiagstgmleit o s e s o f f
scorched at dawn by tt@outh Wind 6

While Acanthistro ubl ed my mi stresso6s mi nc
my bones could be counted under my paper skin. But,
VenusO Queen, accept a rirdpve as an offering, its neck
cut before your altars. | saw the cough congeal in her
wrinkled throat, andhe bloodstained phlegm issue from her
hollow teeth, and she breathed out her decaying spirit on
her fatheroés mat: the unfinished |
hearth. For the funeral there were stolen bindings for her
scant hair, and a turban dull from lyimg the dirt, and a
dog, ever wakeful to my distress, when | went to slip the
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bolt with secretive fingers. Let
old winejar with a broken neck: and a wild figee press

down with force upon it. Whoever loves strike at this grave

with rough stones, and mingled with the stones add your

curses!
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Book 1V.6:1-86 The Temple of Palatine Apollo

The priest makes the sacrifice: let silence aid it, and let

the heifer fall, struck down before my altars. IE&Med s

wreath compete witRPhileta® s -clusteys, and let the urn

provide the waters o€yrene Give me soft costmary, and

offerings of lovely incense, and let the loop of wool go

three times rond the fire. Sprinkle me with water, and by

the new altars let the ivory flute sing Bhrygianjars. May

Fraud be far from here, may Injury depart for other skies:

|l et purifying | aurel smooth the pr
Muse we will speak of the Temple éfalatineApollo:

Calliope the subject is worthy of your favour. The song is

created inCaesad S n a me : whi JupiteftCaesar 0s s

beg you, yourself, to listen. There is a secluded harbour of

Phoebus Athamaniancoast, whose bay quiets the mmur

of the lonian Sea,Actiumb s open water, remember
Julianf | eet , not a route demanding of
the worl|l ddos forces gadtohthe e d: a weil

water, but fortune did not favour their oars alike.
The enemyfleet was doomed byrojan Quirinus and
t he shamef ul javel ins fit for a w
Augustu® s s hi p, Jwitebs favbed, bgtandar
now skilful in victory for their country. NowNereusbent
the formations in a twin arc, and the water tréadipainted
by the glitter of weapons, wheRhoebus quitting Delos
anchored under his protection (the isle, uniquely floating, it
suffered theSo ut h  ¥®vigendsboed we r Augustusos
stern, and a strange flame shone, three times, snaking down
in oblique fire.
Phoebus did not come with his hair streaming round
his neck, or with the mild song of the tortosteell lyre, but
with that aspect that gazed ¢&dgamemnonPelo®@ s s o n,
and came out from thBorian camp to the greedy fires, or
as he destroyed thython writhing in its coils, the serpent
that thepeacefuMusesfeared.
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Then he spoke: -delverehsgungt us, wor |
from Alba Longa acknowledged as greater than your
Trojan ancestors conquer now by sea: the landlisady
yours: my bow is on your side, and every arrow burdening
my quiver favours you. Free your country from fear, that
relying on you as its protector, weights your prow with the

Statedbds prayers. Romdluemiseady ou def enc
the birds flying from thePalatine he the augur of the
foundation of Romeds wal l s. And t
near with their oars: shameful thaatumé s wat er s shoul d
suffera g u sadsnwhlile you are commander. Do not fear

that their ships are winged with a hundred oars: their fleet

rides an unwilling sea. Though their prows ca@gntaurs

wi th threat e hfindhthey are lwllow smbery o u 6 |

and painted terrors. The cause exza
strength: unless it is just, shame downs his weapons. The

moment has come, commit your fleet: | declare the

moment: | lead thdulianprowns wi t h | aur el |l ed hand.
He spoke, and lent the contents of his quiver to the
bow: after his bowshot, Caesar 6s

won, t hrough HAewidnanwas punithedy al t vy :
broken sceptres floated on thanian Sea. ButCaesarhis
0fatherdéd marvell ed, and spoke fror
Venus 61 am a god: and this shows eV
Triton honoured all with music, and the goddesses of
the sea applauded, as they circled the standards of freedom.
The woman trusting vainly in her swift vessel headed for
the Nile, seeking one thing only, not
order. The best thing, by all the gods! What sort of a
triumph would one woman make in the streets where
Jugurthawvas once led!
So Apollo of Actium gained his temple, each of whose
arrows destroyed ten ships.
| have sung of waenough: Apollo the victor now
demands my lyre, and sheds his weapons for the dance of
peace. Now let guests in white robes enter the gentle grove:
and let lovely roses flow round my neck. May wine from
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Falernianwine pressebe poured, anilician saffron three
times bathe my hair. Let the Muse fire the mind of drunken
poets:Bacchusyou are used to being an inspiration to your
Apollo.

Let one tell of the slavery ofthe Sycambriof the
marshes, another sing the dakinned kingdoms of
CepheanMeroe another record how thBarthianslately
acknowledged el f e a't with a truce. OLet
Romanstandards, for they will soon give up their own: or if
Augustus spares thEasternquivers for a while, let him
leave those trophies for his grandsons ta.\@rassus be
glad, if you know of it, among the dark dunes: we shall
cross theeuphrates o your gr ave. 0

So | will pass the night with drinking, so with song,
until daylight shines its rays imimy wine.
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Book IV.7:1-96 Cynthia: From Beyond the Grave

There are Spirits, of a kind: death does not end it all,
and the pale ghost escapes the ruined pyre.Gyothig
| ately buried beside ttoheman r oadwayos
above my <couch, when sl eep was de
interment, and | grieved at the cold kingdom of my bed.

The same hair she had, that was borne to the grave, the
same eyes: her garment charred against her side: the fire
had eaten the beryl gnfrom her finger, antlethed s wat er s
had worn away her lips. She sighed out living breath and
speech, but her brittle hands rattled their firigenes.

OFaithl ess man, of whom no gir]l
does sleep alreadyave power over you? Are the tricks of
sleeplessSuburanow forgotten, and my windowsill, worn
by nocturnal guile? From which | so often hung on a rope
dropped to you, and came to your shoulders, hand over
hand. Often we made\Ve at the crossroads, and breast to
breast our cloaks made the roadways warm. Alas for the
silent pact whose false words the uncari8guth\West
Wind has swept away!

None cried out at the dying |igh
wonanot her day i1 f youdd recalled me.
his split reeds for me: but, jostled, a broken tile cut my face.

Who, at the end, sawou bowed at my graveside: who saw

your funeral robe hot with tears? If you disliked going

beyond the gate, you couléve ordered my bier to travel

there more slowly. Ungratef ul man ,
for a wind to fan my pyre? Why wer
of nard? Was it such an effort, indeed, to scatter cheap

hyacinths, or honour my tomb with a shattered jar?

LetLygdamusbe branded: let the iron be whitet for
the slave of the house: | knew him when | drank the pale
and doctored wine. And craftyomas let her destroy her
secret poisons: the burning pberd will show her guilty
hands. She who was open to the common gaze, those
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worthless nights, now leaves the track of her golden hem on
the ground: and, if a talkative girl speaks of my beauty
unjustly, she repays with heavier spinning tasks. Old
Petals chained to a foul bl ock of
garlands to my tomblLalage is whipped, hung by her
entwined hair, since she dared to offer a plea in my name.

Youbve | et the womamagensel t down m
she might have her dowry from my fierce pyre. Still, though
you deserve it , Phlogettidsmynreign cr i ti ci S
has been a long one in your books. | swear by the
incantation of thecatesnone may revoke, and may three
headedCerberu ar k gently for me, that | 0
and if | lie, may the vipers hiss on my mound, and lie
entwined about my bones.

There are two places assigned beyond ot dtream,
and the whole crowd of the dead row on opposingeais.
One carries Clytemnestra s faithl esthamess, anot
monstrous framework of the lyinQretancow: see, others
swept onwadls in a garlanded boat, where sweet airs caress
Elysianroses, where tuneful lutes, whetgbeldd s cy mbal s
sound, and turbaned choirs to thalianlyre.

Andromedaand Hypermestre blameless wives, tell
their story, with accustomed feeling: the first complains her
arms are bruised, with the chains
her hands were udeserving of thecy rock. Hypermestre
tells of her sisters daring, her mind incapable of committing

such a <c¢cri me. So with the tears
passions: | conceal the many crimes of your unfaithfulness.

But now I give this command to vy
moved, ifChlorisf magi ¢ herbs have not qgui
y OUu: d ®artbenie my entirse, lack in her years of

weakness: she was known to you, was never greedy with
you. And do n adtris haenéd fomlyer seroinge | vy
role, hold up the mirror to some fresh mistress.

Then burn whatever verses you made about my name:
and cease now to sing my praises.
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Drive the ivy from my mound that with grasping
clusters, andangled leaves, binds my fragile bones; where
fruitful Anio broods over fields of appleranches, and
ivory is unfading, because bfercule® power .
Write, on a col umnosofmei dst , t hi
but brief, so the traveller, hurrying, from the city, might
read:

N

HEREIN TIBUR6 S EARTH LI ES CYNTHI A THE GOLDEN:
ANIO FRESH PRAISE IS ADDED TO YOUR SHORES.

And donot d e ratyconte ltheougd saeredms t h
gateways: when sacred dreams come, they carry weight. By
night we suffer, wandering, night frees the imprisoned
spirits, and his cage abandoned Cerberus himself strays. At
dawn the law demands return to the pools of Lethe: we are

bome across, and the ferryman count
Now, let others have you: soon | alone will hold you:
youol |l be with me, | 61 | wear away
bone. 0
Af ter shed6éd ended, i n compl aint,

her shadow swiftly slippefiom my embrace.
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Book 1V.8:1-88 Cynthia in a fury

Hear what caused a headlong flight, through the
watery Esquiline tonight, when a crowd of residents rushed
throughNew Fields and a shamaf brawl broke out in a
secret bar : t hough I wasnot t her
untarnished.
Lanuvium from of old, is guarded by an ancient
serpent. the hour you spend on such a marvellous visit
wonot be wast e dvay dnapgs dowethreubhe s acr ed
a dar k abyss, where the hungry sn
(virgin, be wary of all such paths!), when he demands the
annual offering of food, and twines, hissing, from the centre
of the earth. Girls grow pale, sent down to such raes

t hese, when their hand is rashly
mouth. He seizes the -tits the virgins offer: the basket
Il tsel f trembles in theirtr hands. I

they return to their parentso ar ms
wilbeaferti |l e year . 0
My Cynthiawas carried there, by clipped horségno
was the pretext, buWenuswas more likely. Appian Way
tell, | beg you, har she drove in triumph, you as witness,
her wheels shooting past over your stones. She was a sight,
sitting there, hanging over the end of the shaft, daring to
loose the reins over foul places. For | say nothing of the
silk-panelled coach of that pluckedoendthrift, or his
hounds with jewelled collars on théditolassiannecks, he
whool |l of fer himself for sale, fat
a shameful beard covers those smoothly shaven cheeks.
Since harm so often befell owouch, | decided to
change my bed by movi Bgliscamp. Ther
who lives neaAventine Diana When sheds sober no
pl eases: w h anythirg lyeeslsia isdanatherk
among the groves dfarpeia lovely, but full of wine, one
manodos never enough. | decided to c
nighttime, and refresh my amours with untrietrigue.
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There was a couch for three on a private lawn. Do you
want to know how we lay, | between the twogdamus
was cupbearer, with a set of summer glassware, @Gneek
wine that tastedMethymnian Nile, the fluteplayer was
yours,Phyllis was castanet dancer, and artless elegant roses
were nicely scatteredvlagnusthe dwarf, himself, tiny of
limb, waved his stunted hands to the boxwood flute. The
lamp-flames flickered though the lamps were full, and the
table sloped sideways on its legs. And | looked to throw
Venuswith lucky dice, but the vatched Dogs always leapt
out at me. They sang, | was deaf: bared their breasts, | was
bl ind. Al as, | was off alone by La
When suddenly the doors creaked aloud on their
hinges and a low murmur rose from the entrance by the
Lares Immediately Cynthia flung back the folding screens,
with hair undone, and furiously fine. | dropped the glass
from between my loosened fingers, and my lips paled
though they were slack with wine. Her eyes flashed
lightning, how the woman ra&gl: a sight no less dire than
the sacking of a city.
She thrust her angry nails at Phyllis: Teia cried out in
terror to the local waters. The raised torches disturbed the
sleeping neighbours, and the whole street echoed with
midnight madness. The firstatern in a dark street
swallowed the girls, with loose dresses and dishevelled hair.
Cynthia exulted in the spoils, and ran back victorious
to strike my face with perverse hands, put her mark on my
neck, drew blood with her mouth, and most of all strugk m
eyes that deserved it. And then when her arms were tired
with plaguing me, she rooted out Lygdamus lying sheltered
by the lefthand couch, and, dragged forward, he begged my
spirit to protect hi m. Lygdamus,
a prisoner like yo.
With outstretched hands, and only then, it came to a
treaty, though she would barely allow me to touch her feet,
and said: 0l f youdéd have me pardo
accept what the form of my rul e wi

154



about, all dressed up the shade oPompepy s col onnade,
or when they strew the sand in the licentiGissum Take
care you donot bend your neck to t
give yourself over to your loiteringy some open carriage.
Mo s t o f al | | et Lygdamus be sol d,
complaint, and let his feet drag round double links of
chain. 6
She spel't out her | aws: I repl i
She smiled, with pride in the power | had granted. Then
with fire she purified whatever the alien girls had touched,
and washed the threshold with pure water. She ordered me
to change all my clothes again, and touched my head three
times with burning sulphur, and so | responded by changing
the bed, every singleheet, and on the familiar couch we
resolved our quarrel.
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Book 1V.9:1-74 Hercules on the Palatine: the Sacred
Grove
In those days wheHercules Amphitryood s son dr ove
the oxen, OErythea from your stalls, he reached the
untamed, cattleich Palatine and, weary himself, halted his
weary herd, where th&elabrumdammed its flow, where
the boatmanails over urban waters. But they were still not
safe there, Cacus proving a treacherous host: he
dishonouredupiterby thieving. Cacus lived there, robbing,
from his dreaded cavern, he who gave separate sounds
from triple mouths. So there would be no obvious sign of
the certain theft, he dragged the cattle backwards to his
cave. Yet not without the god witnessing it: the bulls
procl ai med t he thief, and rage b |
savage doors.
Struck three times on the forehead by Maenalian
club, Cacus fell, andAicidess poke as foll ows: 0C
cattle of Hercules, go, my cudgel 0
after by me, twice my pze, cattle, sanctify th€attle
Market, with your deep lowing: your pastures will become
the famousRomanForum 6 he spoke, and thirst
his parched throat, while tHertile earth supplied no water.
But far away he heard the laughter of cloistered girls,
where a Sacred Grove formed a shaded circle, the secret site
of the Goddess, the womenos hol vy
never revealed to men without punishment. Wreath
purple veiled its solitary threshold, and a ruined hut was lit
by perfumed fires. A poplar with spreading foliage adorned
the shrine, and its dense shadows hid the singing birds.
He rushed there, his wmoistened beard thick with
dust, and utteredess than gotlke words before the doors:
600 you, who I|Iinger in the groveods
welcoming temple to a tired man. | stray, in need of a
spring, the sound of waters round me, and a handful caught
up from the stream would be enough.
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Have you not heard of one who lifted the globe on his
back? | am he: the world | accepted calls me Alcides. Who
has not heard of the mighty doi ngs
those shafts that were never used in vain against harmful
creatures, and of how for mhe only mortal, theéStygian
shadows shone? Accept me: weary, this land seems scarcely
open to me.

Even if you sacrifice tQJunq bitter against me, she
herself would not shut her waters from me. Buany of
you are afraid of my face or t he
bleached by thé&ibyan sun, | am the same who has carried
out sl avebds t8doks ainl apoahodkeofday
tally on aLydian distaff. My shaggy chest was caught in a
soft breasband, and | was fittobeahandanded gi r | . O

So Hercules spoke: but the kindly priestess replied her
whi t e hair tied with a purple rit
stranger, andjo from this sacred grove, go then, and, by
leaving its threshold, flee in safety. The altar that is guarded
in this secluded hut is prohibited to men, and avenged by
fearsome lawTiresiasthe seer gazed &allasto his cost,
while she was bathing her strong limbs, laying aside her
Gorgonbreastplate. Let the gods grant you other fountains:
this water flows only for women wandering its secret
channel . 06 S o teds hspoke:alg ebdrst phe i e s
concealing doorway with his shoulders, and the closed gate
could not bar his raging thirst.

But after he had quenched the burning and drained the
river, his lips scarcely dry, he gave out this harsh decree:
0Thi s ¢ or nleaccemd metwhile | drag out my
fate; weary this land seems scarcely open to me.gidwst
Altar, 6 he sai d 6édedicated to the re:q
greatest of altars made by my hands, will never be open to
womenobki worso that for eternity He
notgouravenged. 0O

Hail, Sacred Father, on whom austere Juno now
smiles. Sacred One, be favourable to my book. Thus the
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SabineCuresenshrined this e as the Sacred One, since
he cleansed the world, purified at his hands.
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Book 1V.10:1-48 The Temple of Feretrian Jupiter

Now | ol | begi n tFeretnarlupgea |l t he or i
and the tiple trophies won from three chieftains. | climb a
steep path, but the glory of it gives me strength: | never
delight in wreathes plucked on easy slopes.
Romulus you set the pattern first for this prize, and
returned burdesd with enemy spoils, victorious at the time
when CaeninianAcron was attempting the gates of Rome,
whom you spilled with your spear from his fallen mount.
Acron the chieftai mesdendantrof Caeni na 0 ¢
Hercules was once the scourge of your country, Rome. He
dared to hope for spoils froQuirinusS s s houl der s, but ¢
his own, not urmoistened by his blood. Romulus saw him,
testirg his spear against the hollow towers, and anticipated
him with a pred e s t i n eJupitesthisvAcron dalls as a
victim today to you. O He vowed [
Jupiterdos spoil
So he was accustomed to conquer, thihéaof Rome
and Virtue, who, born of thrifty stock, endured the rigour of
camp. The horseman was skilled with the bridle, equally
with the plough: and his helmet was weKin, decorated
with a shaggy crest: nor did his shield shine ornate with
inlaid branze: cattle carcasses had supplied his supple belt.
There was no sound of war yet beyond thbeer. The
farthest prize watomentunm and three acres of captured
Cora
The next example wagCossuswith the Kkilling of
Tolumniusof Velii, when to conquer Veii was indeed a task.
Alas, ancient Veii, you were also a kingdom then, and a
golden thrme was set in your market place: now the horn of
the careless shepherd sounds within your walls, and they
reap the harvest over your bones.
chieftain was standing on the gdtever, speaking, not
fearing for his city: and as the mmeheaded ram was
battering the walls, where a long shigdrk covered the
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|l ine of siege, Cossus cried: oOltos
the open. 6 Without del ay both pl a
ground. The gods aidedlatin hand s , and Tol umni us
severed head washed Roman horses in blood.
Claudiusal so threw the enemy back
crossed th&hing at that time when thBelgic shieldof the
giant chieftainvirdomaruswas brought here. He boasted he
was born of the Rhine itself, agile at throwing Gallic
javelins from unswerving charietheels. Hurling them, he
advanced, in striped breeches, in front oé thost: the
engraved torque fell from his severed throat.
Now triple spoils are stored in the temple: hence
Feretrian, since, with sure omen, chief strufeeii) chief
with the sword: or because they carriéetéban} the arms
of the defeated on theihsulders, and from this the proud
altar of Feretrian Jupiteros named
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Book 1V.11:1-102 Cornelia to Paullus: From Beyond the
Grave

Paullus no longer burden my grave with tears: the
bl ack gate opeyarsWhénooncethe deaie d6s pr a
obey the law of infernal places, the gate remains like
adamant, unmoved by pleas. Though the god of the dark
courts may hear your request, surely the shores of deafness
will drink your tears. Entreaty moves the living: whigre
ferryman has his coin, the ghastly doorway closes on a
world of shadows. The mournful trumpets sang it, when the
unkindly torch was placed below my bier, and raging
flames dragged down my head.
What use was my marriage to Paulloisthe triumphal
chariot of my ancestors, or those dear children, my glory?
Corneliafound theFatesno less cruel: and | am now such a
burden as five fingers might gather. Wretched night, and
you, shallow sluggish marshes, and whatever waters
surround my feet, I came here befo
guilty. Father, make sweet your judgement on my soul.
Or if someAeacussits as judge by his urn, let him
protect my bone when the lot is drawn. Let the two

brothers sit by, and near Minosb s seat | et the ster
of Furiesstand, in the hushed cou8isyphus be free now
of your rock: Ixion6 s wh e el now be stil]l: dec ¢

Tantalu® mout h surroundCerpeousnot t oday | et
attack the shades, and let his chain hang slack from the
silent bars. | plead for myself: if | lie, may tlsster®
punishment, the unhappy urn, weigh upon my shoulders.
If fame ever accrued to anyone from ancestral
trophies, our statues tell blumartian ancestry, equalled by
the crowd ofLiboneson my mot her 6s si de, and
strong in honour on both counts. Then, when the purple
hemmed dress was laid aside for the marriage torches, and a
different ribbon caughtral tied my hair, | was united to
your bed, Paullus, only to leave it so: read it on this stone,
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she was wedded to one alone. | call as witness the ashes of
my forebears, revered by you, Rome, beneath whose
honours trampled Africa lies, arféerseshis heart stirred
by having Achilles for ancestor, andHercules who
shattered your housAvernus and that t he
was never eased for mand my hearth never blushed for
any sin of mine. Cornelia never harmed such magnificent
war-trophies: she was more a pattern to be followed in that
great house.
My life never altered, wholly without reproach: we
lived in honour from the wedding to tharferal torch. At
birth 1 was bound by laws laid down by my race: nor could
| be rendered more in fear of judgement. Let the urn deal
out whatever harsh measures to me, no woman should be
ashamed to sit beside me: not yQlaudig rare servant of
the turretcrowned Goddess, who hauled on the cable of
Cybelds | aggar d Aemidagy®yr whiteorobe y o u
living flame whenVesta asked forsigns of the fire you
swore to cherish. Nor have | wronged ydbgribonia
mother, my sweet origin: what do you wish changed in me,
except my fate? My mot her 6s
me, and my bones are protecteg Gaesab s moan s .
laments that living | was worthy sister to his daughter, and
we have seen a godobés tears f
Moreover | earned the robe of honour through child
bearing: it was not a childless house that | was snatched
from. You Lepidusand Paullus are my comfort in death:
my eyes closed in your embrace. And | saw bmgther
twice installed i1in the ofmagi
celebration of his consulship his sister was taken.

censaor

tear s
He

al |

strate

Daughter, who are born to be a mi

judgements, imitating me, make sure you have but one
husband. And strengthen the race in turn: willingly | cross
the ferry with so many of my owas my champions: this is
the final rewar d, a womanos
should praise my worthy bones.
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Now | commend our children to you, Paullus, our
mutual pledges: thus anxiety still stirs, stamped in my
ashes. The father must perform thelmetr 6 s dut i es: y Oou
shoulders must bear all my crowd of children. When you
kiss their tears away, do so for their mother: now the whole
household will be your burden. And if you must weep, do it
without their seeing! When they come to you, deceive their
kisses with dry cheeks!
Let those nights be enough Paullus that you wear away
for me, and the dreams where you often think you see my
image: and when you speak secretly to my phantom, speak
every word as though to one who answers.
But if the bed that facethe doorway should be altered,
and a careful stepmother occupy my place, boys, praise and
accept your fatherodos wife: captiva
good manner s. Donot prai se your
thoughtless speech that compares her with the fifstwll
become offences against her. Or if Paullus, you remember
me, content that my shade suffices, and consider my ashes
thus worthy, learn to feel now how old age advances, and
| eave no path open for a widower 0s
from me let it incease your years: so my children may
delight the aged Paullus. And it
i n mot herdés mourning: all my f 1l o
My defence is complete. Rise withesses who mourn
me, as kindly Earth repays its reward for my lifeaken is
open to virtue also: let me be worthy of honour, whose
ashes are carried to lie among distinguished sires.

0s
c k
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Index

Acanthis
Book 1V.5:1-78. A procuress, probably an invented character.

Achaea

A name for theGreek mainland, derived from a region in the northern
PeloponneseHence the Acheans, for the name of the people who fought
againstrroy in Home6 Biad.

Book 11.28A:4762. Its beautiful women.

Achaemenius, Achaemenian, Persian, Persia
Book 11.13:12-16. Persian, from the Achaemenian Dynasty

Achelous

A river and river god, whose watersparated Acarnania and Aetolia in
northhwestern Greece. He wrestled witerculesfor the love of Deianira,

and | ost one of his horns. -88ee Ovidos
Book 11.34:1-94. His waters shattered by love.

Acheron

A river of the underworld, the underworld itself. The god of the river,
father of Ascalaphus by the nymph Orphne. It is in the deepest pit of the
infernal regions.

Book 111.5:1-48. The depth®f the underworld.

Achilles

The Greek hero of th&rojan War. The son oPeleus king of Thessaly
and the segoddesdhetis( See Habamer 6s |

Book 11.1:1-78. He lovedPatroclus

Book 11.3:1-54. He died indirectly because HElen

Book 11.8A:1-40. His anger aBriseisbeing taken from him. His friendship
with Patroclus and killing ofHector.

Book 11.9:1-52. His dead body cadefor by Briseis.

Book 11.22:1-42. Lovemaking did not affect his strength.
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Book 111.1:1-38. He fought with the rivegods of the riversSimois and
Scamande(Xanthus).

Book 111.18:1-34. Not saved from death by his courage.

Book 1V.11:1:102 Claimed as an ancestor Bgrses

Achivus, Achaeans, Achaa

A name for the Greek mainland, derived from a region in the northern
PeloponneseHence the Acheans, for the name of the people who fought
againsfTroyinHomeb s | | i ad.

Book 11.8A:1-40. Book 111.18:1-34. The Greeks at Troy.

Acron
Book 1V.10:1:48. The Sabine king of Caenim who attacked Rome
provoked by the rape of the Sabine women.

Actiacus, Actium

The promontory in Epirus site of the famous naval battle in the bay
between Octavian (latehugustusCaesar) andAntony in 31BC. (It lies
opposite the modern port of Préveza on the Gulf of Amvrakia.)
Antony was defeated by Octavianso
toCleopatrd s d o wn f a |AéneasAssociated withAboylo.

Book 11.1:1-78. The triumph in Rome after Actium is mentioned.

Book 11.15:12-54. The evils of Civil War.

Book 11.16:1-56. Antony defeated there.

Book 11.34:1-94. A fit subject forVirgil .

Book [11.11:1-72. The promontory of Leucas overlooking the bay
contained the temple @&fpollo.

Admetus

The son of Pheres, king of Pherae in Thessaly. He married Alcestis, who
fulfilled a promise made by ArtemiSianathat on the day of his death he
would be spared if a member of hismidy died for him. She was rescued
from the underworld byercules(or alternatively rejected byersephone

Book 11.6:1-42. Her loyalty.

Adonis
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The son oMyrrha by her father Cinyras, born after her transformation into
a myrrhtree. (As such he is a vegetation god born from the heart of the
wood.) Venus fell in love with him. She warned him to avoid savage
creatures, but he ignored her warning and was killed by a wild boar that
gashed his thigh. His blood became the windflower, ghemone See
Ovidos Met amor pi88.ses Book X 503
Book 11.13A:1-58. Wept over by Venus.

Adrastus

A king of Argos who led the Seven agaifistebes to restore Polynices,

son of Oedipus to the throne. He survived thanks to his speaking winged
horseArion. When the sons of the Seven, the Epigonidtteeseek revenge

ten years later his son Aegialeus was killed. Adrastus died of grief.

Book 11.34:1:-94. His horse Arion.

Adryas, Dryades, The Dryads

The woodnymphs. They inhabit the oak trees in Ceres sacred grove and
dane at her festivals

Book 1:20:152. Inhabitants of thé&usonianwoods.

Aeacus

The son ofJupiterand Aegina, grandson @&sopus the rivergod of the
northreastern Peloponnese. He named his island, in the Saronic gulf,
Aegina after his mother. Its ancient name was Oenopia.

Book 11.20:1-36. Book 1V.11:1-102 His father Jupiter madam a judge of

the dead in the Underworld for his piety.

Aeaeus

The island ofCirce (Cape Circeo a promontory, once an island with
marshes on the landward side).

Book 11.32:1-:62. Telegonusvas Ci rcebds son.

Book 111.12:1-38. Propertiusseems to confuse itwitbalyps@ s i s | and .

Aegaeus, Aegean
The Aegean Sea between Greeng Asia Minor.
Book 1.6:1-36. Book I11.7:1-72. It is mentioned.
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Book 111.24:1-20. Metaphorically the sea of love, sins&nusAphrodite
was born from its waves.

Aegyptus, Egypt
The country in North Africa. Its great river is thwle. It was ruled by a

Macedonian dynasty, of which the famoQkopatrawas a member, and
became a Ronmaprovince.CleopatravasQueen of Egypt, and mistress of

Julius Caesaand Antony. She fell from power and committed suicide

when she and Antony were defeatethatbattle ofActium. (See Suetonius

0The Twelve Caesarsodo and, of cour se,
Book 11.1:1-78. Conquered by the Romans.

Book 11.33:1-22.Home of the cult ofsis.

Aemilia

Book 1V.11:1:102 A VestalVirgin who cleared herself of the charge that
she had allowed the sacred fire to go out by placing part of her dress in the
ashesat which the fire flared.

Aemilius Paulus
Aemilius Paullus defeated Demetrius of Pherae irB219
Book 111.3:1-52. A subject of epic.

Aeneas
A Trojan prince, the son o¥enusand Anchises, and the hero \ifgil 6 s
Aenei d. (See Turnero6s etchiBntigh and p:

Museum and Tate Gallery.) He leaves ruined Troy carrying his father, and

the sacred icons of Venus, and, witls son Ascanius also, sails D@los

where he sacrifices to the Delian gods. He consults the oradpabio

and is told to seek out his ancient mother and ancestral shores. He reaches
Carthagedeserts Dido, and reachésmae (See Virgil, The Aeneid I, 1V,

and V)

He visits theSibyl, who conducts him to the Underworld, having plucked

the golden bough. He seesb f at her 6 s shade in the f
Virgil, The Aeneid VI). He returns from the Underworld, and sails from
Cumae north, along the western Italian coast, to Caieta (modern Gaeta)
where he marks the funeral of Caieta his old nurse, who givesahs to

the pl ace. (See Virgildos Aeneid, the
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Caietabs tomb and inscribes an epitap
marries his daughter, Lavinia. He wages war with the Rutulians under
Turnus, and is supported; lievander He is deified as Indigesdelenus

prophesied that Aeneas carried the destiny of Troy and its descendant city,

Rome

Book 11.34:1-94. Sung byirqil .

Book 111.4:1-22. Augustusdescended (in the Imperial myth) from Aeneas.

Book 1V.1:1-70. The ancestor of the Romans.

Aeolius, Aeolic
Book 11.3:1-54. The Aeolic school of Greek lyric poets, Sappho being the
most famous.

Aeschyleus
The Greek Tragedian (52%15@C), author of theresteianTrilogy.
Book 11.34:1-94. His style not suitable for love poetry.

Aesonides

Jason, the son of Aeson, leader of the Argonauts, and hero of the adventure
of the Golden Fleece. The fleece is represented in the sky by the
constellation and zodiacalgsi of Aries, the Ram. In ancient times it
contained the point of the vernal equinox (The First Point of Aries) that has
since moved by precession into Pisces.

Book 1.15:342. His desertion oHypspyle.

Aetna, Etna

A volcanic mountain irSicily.

Book 111.2:1-26. Polyphemusdried to wooGalateahere.

Book 111.17:1-42. Jupiteb s | i ght ning bolts were for

Africa
Book 111.20:1-30. The African continent and its potential wealth.

Aganippeus, Aganippe
The fountain of the Muses onddntHelicon
Book 11.3:1-54. Cynthiarivals the Muses.
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Alba

Alba Longa was a town ne&ome ruled by Numitor, the father of Rhea
Silvia. By Mars she conceivedRomulusand Remus Later she was called
llia, the Trojan, fromllium, Troy, and made the daughter/A¢neasto fit
the myth of Trojan origin for the Romans.

Book 111.3:1-52. The early kings of Rome.

Book 1V.1:1-70. Founded there because of a favourable omen.
BooklIV.6:1-86. Augustu® s ancestr al O0homeo6.

Albanus, The Alban Lake
Book 111.22:1-42. The lake in the Alban Hills near Rome. $&am..

Alcides
Book 1:20:1252. Book 1V.9:1-74. An epithet ofHerculesas a descendant of
Alceus.

Alcinous

The mythical King of the Phaeacians (Phaeacia is perhaps identified with
Corfu), the grandsoaf Neptune He married his sister Arete, and Nausicaa
was their daughter. Ilomelb s Odyssey VI he | oads
and is punished by Neptune for his generosity to Odysseus. The Atgonau
also touched at Phaeacia.

Book 1.14:324. A source of gifts.

Alcmaeonius, Alcmaeon

The son ofAmphiarausandEriphyle He led the Epigoni in the War of the
Sewen againsihebes He killed his mother who had betrayed her husband
to his death through vanity, and was pursued bythes

Book 1.15:342. He is alluded to.

Book 111.5:1-48. Pursued by the Furies.

Alcmene, Alcmena

The daughter of Electryon king of Tiryns, wife Aphitryon, and mother

of Herculesby the godJupiter Arachne depicted her rape by Jupiter
disguised as Amphitryon. Deianira, wife of Hercules, sister of Meleager, is
her daughtem-law.

Book 11.22:1-42. Loved by Jupiter.

169

Ood



Ales, seeAmor

Alexandria
The city of NortherrEgypt
Book I11.11:1-72. Cleopatrd s nort hern capital

Alexis
A faithless shephertoy in Virgil.
Book 11.34:1-94. SeeVirgilo6 s Ecl ogue | |

Alphesiboea

The wife of Alcmaeonwho killed him, after he had deserted her for
Callirhoe. She killed her own brothers to cancel thedidebt. This is part
of a caonplicated series of myths ceimiy on the magic necklace and robe
of Har monia. See Graves 0The Greek My
Cadmus and Har monyoad.
Book 1.15:242. Her loyalty.

Althaea

The mother oMeleagey and wife of Oeneus, king of Calydon. The sister

of the Thestiadae, Plexippus and Toxeus. She sought revenge for their
deaths at the hands of her own son, Meleager. She threw into the fire the
piece of wod t hat was | i nked to Meleagero
rescued from the flames, at the time of da¢esprophecy to her.

Book 111.22:1-42. The burning brand.

Amazonis, TheAmazons

One of the Amazons, a race of warlike women living by the River
Thermodon, probably based on tBeythian warrior princesses of the
Black Sea area (See Herodotus). In partictdgpolyte the mother of
Hippolytusby Theseus

Book 111.11:1-72. Penthesiledrom Maeotis, near the Sea of Azov.

Book 111.14:1-34. They bathed naked in the rivEBnermodon

Amor
Book 1.3:2:46. The god of Love and Sexual Desire, equated to Cupid.
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Book 1.1:1-38. He is cruel in subduing lovers.

Book 1.2:1-32. He dislikes atrtifice.

Book 1.7:1:26. The god of love.

Book 1.14:224. Wealth is irrelevant to him.

Book 11.2:1-16. He ignoreghe desire for peace.

Book 11.3:1-54. Love dressed in white sneezed a good omeébwtnt hi a 0 s
birth.

Book 11.6:1-42. God of free love.

Book 11.8A:1-40. A powerful god.

Book [1.12:1-24. Depicted as a boy armed with bow and barbed arrows,
who wounds lovers.

Book 11.13:1-16. The archer god of love.

Book 11.29:1-22. The God of love, making sexual perfumes.

Book 11.30:1-40. No escape from him.

Book 11.34:1-94. Not to be trusted with beautiful girls.

Book 111.1:1-38. Multiple servants.

Book 111.5:1-48. A peacedoving god.

Book 111.16:1-30. He carries a blazing torch for lovers.

Book 111.20:1-30. He seals |l overso contracts

Amphiaraus

A Greek seer, one of the heroes, the Oeclides, at the Calydonian Boar

Hunt. The son of Oecleus, father Alcmaeon and husband dtriphyle

He foresaw his death, but was persuadedoin the war of the Seven

Against Thebes by his wife, Eriphyl@upitersaved him by opening up a

chasm where he fell, and he and his chariot and horses were swallowed up.

He had a famous oracular shrine at the spot at Qriojoeotia

Book 11.34:1-94. Not a fit subject for love.

Book [11.13:1-66. Destroyed by his wifeods gree
necklace of Harmonia to perswadim to go to the war.

Amphion

The husband oNiobe and son ofJupiter and Antiope The King of
Thebes His magical use of the lyre, givéaim by Mercury, enabled him to
build the walls of Thebe#&ntiope was the daughter dlycteusof Thebes,
famed for her beauty and loved by Jupiter in satyr form. She bore twin sons
Amphion andZethus Her father exposed them dft Cithaeron,but they
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were found and raised by a shepherd. Later they built the walls of Thebes,
Amphion, the husband diobe, using themagical music of his lyre (See
Ovidos Metamorphoses VI Py XN i4:200) 1
imprisoned byLycus and his wifeDirce who tormented her. Her sons

avenged her by killing Dirce.

Book 1.9:1-34. He is mentioned.

Book 111.15:1-46. Avenged his mother.

Amphitryoniades
Book 1V.9:1-74. Hercules as the son of Amphitryon, the husband of
Alcmenaand son in turn of Alceus, King dhebes

Amycle
Book 1V.5:1-78. One ofCynthisd s ( ?) sl aves.

Amymone

A daughter ofDanaus Searching for water in time of drought, she was
saved from a satyr by Neptune. She slept Wigptune and with his trident
he created a spring named for her, source of the ltmerg flowing from

a rock near the site where they mated.

Book 11.26A:21-58. Loved by Neptune.

Amythaonius, Amythaon
The father oMelampus
Book 11.3:1-54. He is mentioned.

Androgeon
The son oMinos King of Crete killed in Attica.
Book 11.1:1-78. PropertiushasAesculapiugestore him to life.

Andromacha, Andromache

The wife of Hector, who was taken captive after his death and the fall of
Troy, to become the wife of Neoptolemus.

Book 11.20:1-:36. A weeping prisoner.

Book 11.22:1:42. Wife of Hector.

Andromede, Andromeda
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The daughter o€epheusand Cassiopglope) who washained to a rock

and exposed to aseao nst er Cetus because of her
represented by the constellation Andromeda which contains the
Andromeda galaxy M31 a spiral like our own, the most distant object

visible to the naked eye. Cetus épresented by the constellation of Cetus,

the Whale, between Pisces and Eridanus which contains the variable star,

Mira. Perseusffered to rescue her. (See Buhe nes 6s oi | pai nt
gouaches in the Perseus series, paeity The Rock of Doom). He killed

the sea serpent and claims her as his bride.

Book 1.3:2:46. She is mentioned.

Book 11.28:1-46. Changes of fortune.

Book 111.22:1-42. Book 1V.7:1-96. Offered as a sacrifice for the sins of her

mother.

Anienus, River Anio

A river near Rome, on whichibur (Tivoli) stands.

Book [:20:252. A countrypleasure area.

Book 111.16:1-30. Book 111.22:1-42. Ti burdés river .
Book 1V.7:1-96. Cynthiaburied beside it.

Antaeus
Book 111.22:1-42. A Libyan giant killed byHercules

Antigone

The daughter of Oedipus, King @dhebes by Jocasta. She broke the city

laws to bury herlwrt her Pol yni ces, and commi tt ed
Antigone

Book 11.8A:1-40. She is mentioned.

Antilochus
The son oNestor
Book 11.13A:1-58. Died before s father, killed aff roy.

Antimachus

The poet of Colophon, who wrote an epic about the Seven Against Thebes,
and love elegies to his mistress Lyde.

Book 11.34:1-94. His love for Lyde.
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Antinous
Book 1V.5:1-78. The chief suitor t®’enelopen the Odyssey

Antiope

The daughter ofNycteusof Thebes, famed for her beauty and loved by

Juwiter in satyr form. She bore twin so#gnphion andZethus Her father

exposed them on MCithaeron but they were found and raised by a
shepherd. Later they built thealls of Thebes, Amphion, the husband of

Niobe, using the magical music of his |
176, XV 427). Antiope fled her father but was imprisoned.pgusand his

wife Dirce who tormented her. Her sons avenged her by killing Dirce.

Book 1.4:1-28. Her beauty recognised.

Book 111.15:1-46. Dirceds jeal ousy.

Antonius (Marcus), Antony

Antony, theRoman general, who seized the inheritancduitsCa e s ar 0 s
death, despite his will, and who was defeated by Octavian Aatgustus

Caesar) aMutina in Cisalpire Gaul , and Octaviands n
Vispanius Agrippa, at the naval battle #ctium in 31BC. Lover of
CleopatraQueen of Egypt.

Book 11.16:1:56. Defeated at Atium.

Book 111.9:1-60. Hi s hands Oheavy with his fat

entendreCleopatra

Anubis
The jackalheaded god Anpu oEgypt identified wth Mercury, and
oopener of the roads Issf the dead?éd. He

Book [11.11:1-72. An emblem ofCleopatra

Aonius, Aonia
Book 1.2:1-:32. Part of Boetia containing Mourdelicon the haunt of the
Muses.

Apelles, Apelleus
The Greek painter, of Colophon near Smyrna. He lived in the fourth
century BC.
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Book 1.2:1-32. Famous for his skill in portraying colour, light and surfaces.
Book [11.9:1-60. Famous for his paintings denusgerotica.

Apidanus
A river in Thessaly
Book 1.3:1-46. Maenads.

Apollo, seePhoebus

Book 111.9:1-60. Patron god ofroy.

Book 1V.1A:71-150. Godof song.

Book 1V.6:1-86. Associated with the victory #ctium. His temple on the
Palatine

Appia (Via)

The Great South Road ¢tome which left the city on the east by the
Capene Gate.

Book 11.32:1-:62 Book 1V.8:1-88.The way taLanuvium

Aprilis
Book IV.5:1-78. The kaleds of April were associated with courtesans who
sacrificed tovenusand Fortuna virilis.

Aquilonius, Boreas, Aquilo
The North Wind, seBoreas
Book 11.5:1-30. Book 111.7:1-72. The north wind.

Ara Maxima
Book 1V.9:1-74. An altar situated in the ForuBbparium

Arabia

The countries bordering the eastern side of the Red Sea.
Book [.14:224. Referred to.

Book 11.10:12-26. Subject tAAugustus

Arabius
Book 1.14:124. Arabian Propertius may dreferring to AeliusgGalluswho
was Prefect of Egypt, and led a failed expedition to Arabia in 24BC.
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Book 11.3:1-54. A source of traded silk.
Book 11.29:1-22. A source of perfumes.
Book 111.13:1-66. A source of cinammon.

Aracynthus
Part of theCithaeronmountain range on the borders of Attica &wkotia
Book [11.15:1-46. Dirce killed there.

Araxes
The River in Armenia flowing into the Caspian Sea.
Book 111.12:1-38. Book 1V.3:1-72. A feature of thdarthiancampaign.

Arcadius, Arcadia
A region in the centre of the Peloponnese, the archetypal rural paradise,

named after Arcagallistdd s s on. [ 6Et in Arcadi a
amherem paradi seo0. See the paintings

and Chatsworth, England]

Book 1.1:1-38. The location oMilanion andAtalanta(or Calydon).
Book 1.18:232. The haunt of the great géhn

Book 11.28:246. Cal |l i st o6s home.

Archemorus

The son of Eurydice and Lycurgus king of Nemea. The infant was killed by
a snake whe his nurseHypsipyle had gone to show the Seven Against
Thebes a spring. His funeral rites were the origin of the Nemean Games.
Book 11.34:1-94. The horséArion weptat his funeral.

Archytas

Possibly the mathematician and philosopher of the Pythagorean School
who flourished in Tarentum (the Spartan colony on the heel of Italy) c
4008C.

Book IV.1A:71-150 Hi s OQrogsi | db6 i s

Arctos

The twin constellations of the Great and Little Bear, Ursa Major and Ursa
Minor, individually or together.

Book 11.22:1-42. The constellations halted in the sky.
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Arethusa
It is not known whether Atausa is a pseudonym or a fictional name.
Book 1V.3:1-72. Her letter to her husbarnhgcotas

Arganthus
A mountain inMysia.
Book 1:20:252. Hylaswas seized there by tiNymphs

Argeus, Argus

Argus was the steersman of the Argo, the first ship, builddson and

sailed toColchisthrough theHellespontand the Black Sea, in search of the

Gol den FIl eece. See Oviddéds Metamor phos
Book 1:20:252. HerculesandHylas sailed with théArgonauts

Book 11.26A:2158. The Argo navigated the Symplegades, the clashing

rocks at the entrance to the Bosphorus by releasing a dove: when the
doveos tail ppedally ihe rracks the Argonaatd iowed

through, swiftly, following.

Book 111.22:1-42. The timbers of the Argo were cut on Modlion

Argivus, Argive

Of Argos the capital city of Argolis in theeloponnesebut used to mean
Greek, generally.

Book 1.15:342. Evadneof Argos.

Book 1.19:126. Greek.

Book 11.25:1-48. Greek beauty.

Argus

A creature with a thousand eyes, the son of Arestor, set to ¢udoryg
Juna He was killed byMercury. After his death, Juno sets his eyeshe
peacockos tail

Book 1.3:1:46. He is mentioned.

Argynnus

A youth apparently loved bgamemnonwvho was punished for some sin
by drowning.

Book 111.7:1-72. Moumed by Agamemnon.
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Ariadne, Ariadna

A daughter oMinos. Half-sister of the Minotaur, and sisterBhaedrashe
helpedTheseu®n Crete

Shefled to Dia with Theseus and was abandoned there, but rescued by
Bacchusand her crown is set among the stars as the Corona Borealis. (See
Ti t i an o $ Bapcaus and Arradne National Gallery, london: and
Anni bal e CarirThe tiumpls of Bacahus cand Ariadrie
Farnese Palace, Rome)). The Northern Crown, the Corona Borealis, is a
constellation betweeHerculesand Serpens Caput, consisting of an arc of
sevenstars, its central jewel being the blwbite star Gemma.

Book 1.3:12:46. She is mentioned.

Book 11.3:1-54. Leads the Bacchic dancers.

Book 11.14:1-32. Book 1V.4:1-94. Helped Theseus navigate the Labyrinth

by means of a ball of thread that he unwound (the clew).

Book 111.17:1-42. Set among the stars by Bacchus.

Book 111.20:1-30. Her starry crown in the sky.

Arion, the horse of Adrastus

The winged horse oAdrastus one of the Seven Againgihebes gifted
with human speech. He mourn&cchemorus

Book 11.34:1-94. Not a fit subject for love poetry.

Arionius, of Arion the Musician

Arion was a late seventh centupC Greek poet, who invented the
dithyramb, a wild choric hymn, dBacclanaliansong, as a literary form.

He was thrown from a ship during a sea voyage, by the crew, but a dolphin
rescued him, and carried him@mrinth

Book 11.26:1:20. A symbolised image ofPropertiushimself, rescuing
Cynthiafrom spiritual shipwreck.

Armenius, Armenia

The country situated between the Black Sea and the Caspian Sea, famous
for its tigers.

Book 1.9:1-34. Tiger country.

Arria
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A friend or kinswoman oPropertius The mother oL upercusandGallus
Book IV.1A:71-150. She fated her sons to die in war.

Ascanius
A river in Mysia, in Asia Minor.
Book 1:20:152 Visited by theArgonauts

Ascraeus, Ascra

Book 11.10:1-26. Book 11.13:1-16. The ancient Gr eek
birthplace inBoeotia

Book 11.34:1-94. Hesiod.

Asia

The regions of Asia Minor, Persia and India.
Book 1.6:1:36. Noted for their riches.

Book 11.3:1-54. Represented byroy.

AsSis, Assisi
Asisium, modern Assisi, idmbria
Book 1V.1:1-70 .Book IV.1A:71-150The birthplace oPropertius

Asopus
A river in Boeotia
Book 111.15:1-46. Its acourse lies near Mour@@ithaeron

Atalanta

The daughter ofasusand Clymene beaten in the fasice byMilanion
g.v. who decoyed her with golden apples given hinvegusAphrodite.
Book 1.1:1-38. She is mentioned.

Athaman, Athamanes
Book 1V.6:1-86. The Athamanes were a people of Epirus.

Athamantis, Helle, the Hellespont
The daughteof Athamas and Nephele, sister of Phrixus. Escaping from
Ino on the golden ram, she fell into the sea and was drowned, giving her
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name to the Hellesponte straits that link the Propontis with tAegean
Seaclose to the $& of Troy.

Book [:20:1252. Passed by th&rgonauts

Book 111.22:1-42. Helle as the daughter of Athamas.

Athenae, Athens
The Greek city, acred toMinerva-Athene.
Book 1.6:1-36. Book 111.21:1-34. Renowned for its learning.

Atlas

The Titan who rules the Moon with Phoebe tA&aness. Leader of the
Titans in their war with the gods. The son of lapetus by the nymph
Clymene. His brothers wer@rometheus Epimetheus and Menoetius.
Represented as Mount Atlas in Nowtlkestern Africa, holding up the
heavens. Father of tii@leiadesHyades andiesperides

Book 111.22:1-42. The far west, the Pillars éfercules

Atracia
Book 1.8:1:26. From Atrax, a town iThessaly hence Thessalian.

Atrida, Atrides, Agamemnon

The king of Mycenae son of Atreus, hence called Atrides, brother of
Menelais husband ofClytaemnestrafather of Orestes Iphigenig and
Electra The leader of the Greek army in theojan War. SeeHome® s
lliad, andAeschylu® s Or est ei an tragedi es.
Book 11.14:1-32. Victor at Troy.

Book II.7:1-72. Mourned forArgynnas and sacrificediphigenia

Book 111.18:1-34. Perhaps a reference to Argynnas.

Book 1V.1A:71-150. Dooned by the sacrifice of Iphigenia.

Book 1V.6:1-86. Punished bypollo with plague for the rape of Chryseis.

Attalicus, Attalic

Attalus Il of Pergamum (d 133BC) left his great wealth to Rmman
people. Attalica came to mean cloth of gold which he was said to have
invented.

Book 11.13A:1-58. Book 111.18:1-34. Cloth of gold.
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Atticus, Attica
The region of southra GreececontainingAthens
Book 11.20:1:-36. Haunt of the nighowl sacred to Athen#&linerva

Augustus

Jul i us gfardeephew, dvisom he adopted and declared as his heir,
Octavius Caesar (Octavian). (The honorary title Augustus was bestowed by

the Senate 16th Jan B3). His wife was Livia. Jupiter prophesies his

future glory: his defeat oAntony, who had seized the inheritance, at

Mutina: his defeat of the conspirators Cassius and Brutus at the twin battles

of Philippi: hi s (Agri ppads) Actuef a&nd this o f An
(Agri ppao mpepesf esaotn oaft Myl ae and Naul
(See the sculpture of Augustus, from Primaporta, in the Vatican)

Book 11.1:1-78. Maecenasvas a close friend of the Emperor.

Book 11.7:1-20. His power questioned in private matters.

Book 11.10:12-26. IndiaandArabiasubject to him.

Book 11.16:1-56.Propertius wishes Augustus might live more humbly,

referring to thecasaRomulipreserved on thBalatineHill.

Book 11.16:1-56. Book 11.34:1-94. DefeatedAntony at Actium.

Book 11.31:1-16. Opens the new Colonnade.

Book 111.4:1-22. Plans a campaign iindia. Actually the campaign to

Parthiain 20BC.

Book 111.9:1-60. Patron of Maecenas Propertius hints at homosexual

relations between them.

Book [11.11:1-72. EliminatedAntonyd s Gleoghtrd s ar mi es and na
a double entendre Propertius hints that Augustus may be a worse tyrant
than those eliminated.

Book 111.12:1-38. His expedition to Parthia.

Book [11.18:1-34. His nephevwMarcellus

Book 1V.1:1-70. His arms derived frorAeneas

Book 1V.6:1-86. His defeat of Antony aActium (as Octavian)

Book 1V.11:1:102 Mourned Cornelig halfsister to his daughter Julia.
Julia was later banished for sexual laxity.

Aulis
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The Boeotianharbour where the Greek fleet massed pgoasetting out for
Troy and wherelphigeniawas sacrificed. The area was a rich fishing
ground.

Book 1V.1A:71-150. The harbour from which the Greeks set out.

Aurora, Pallantias

Goddess of the Morning, and wife dithonus daughter of thelitan
Pallas, hence called Pallantias or Pallantis, who fathered Zelus (zeal),
Cratus (strength), Bia (force) and Nicédtary) on the RiveStyx. Longs

to renew the youth of her mortal husband Tithonus. She had gained eternal
life for him but not eternal youth. She sees her Bmmnonkilled by
Achilles, and begsJupiter to grant him honours. He creates the
Memnonides, a flight of warring birds from the ashes.

Book 11.18A:5-22. Not ashamed to love an older man.

Book 111.13:1-66. The dawn.

Ausonius, Ausonia

A country in lower ltaly, or used for Italy itself. (Broadly modern
Campania occupying thelyrrheniancoast and the western slopéstloe

Apennines, colonised by Greeks attuscans and Cal abri a t he
the Italian 6boot 6 ldinarnSeas, ealonidethlyythd yr r he
Greeks, and part dlagna Graecia

Book 1:20::52. Home ofDryads

Book 11.33:1-22. Italy.

Book 111.4:1-22. |l talyds control (I mperial wan
Book 111.22:1-42. A mythological reference to an Ausonian banquet.

Book 1V.4:1-94. The girls of Ausonia, one of whomTisrpeia

Auster

The South WindEurusis the East Wid, Zephyrusthe West Wind, and
Boreass the North Wind.

Book 11.26A:21-58. A stormwind.

Aventinus

One of the Seven Hills of Rome. Aventinus was a myttdiadn king.
Book 1V.1:1-70. Its fields purified byRemus

Book 1V.8:1-88. Its temple oDiana
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Avernus

A name for the Underorld. A lake there. ldentified with a lake near
Cumaenorth of Naples, the haunt of tisbyl, where a chasm was reputed
to be an entrance to Hades itself. It was birdless, hence the &oeels
Book 111.18:1-34. The lake, also ne&@aiae

Book IV.1:1-70. The Sybil s haunt .

Book 1V.11:1:102 Entered byHercules

Babylon

The Mesopotamian city. Faced with glazed brick.
Book 111.11:1-72. Built by Semiramisn myth.

Book 1V.1A:71-150 Noted for its priestly sironomers.

Baccha, Bacchantes
Book 111.22:1-42. TheMaenads

Bacchus

The god Dionysusnobd,t hdedtgwidc eldipitet he vi n
andSemele His worship was celebrated with orgiastic rites borrowed from

Phrygia His female followers are thiglaenadesHe carries theéhyrsus,a

wand tipped with a pineone, the Maenadand Satyrs following him

carrying ivytwined fir branches aghyrsi. (See Caravaggi oobs
Bacchug Uffizi, Florence)

Snatched from his mother Semel ebs wo
Jupiterods fire, he was #&meandhiddenbyo Jupi
the nymphs of MountNysa (See Charl es iSm@annonos
Childhood (or Education) of Bacchugrivate Collection)

He is Dionysus Sabazius, the barlpyd of Thrace and Phrygia,

60f ormosi ssimus alto conspiceris cael o
starson, identified by the Jews with Adonis, consort of the Great Goddess

Venus Aphrodite or Astarte, and therefore manifested with her in the planet
VenusLat er he is the horned Lucifer, 0s
Wi ne at the marriage feast or banquet
i The Drinkers, or the Triumph of Bacchud’rado, Madrid) (Note: Wine

in Ancient Greece contained honey, aloes, thyme, lenyaérries etc. to
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form a thick sweet syrup which was diluted when drinking, hence the
mixing bowls etc. at the banquets.)

Book 1.3:1:46. Book [11.2:1-26. He is mentioned, as god of wine.

Book 11.30:240. The MaenadsO6 dance.

Book 111.17:1-42. A hymn to Bacchus.

Book 1V.1:1-70. Wreathed with ivy.

Book 1V.2:1-64. He wore an In@in turban.

Book 1V.6:1-86. His wine inspire&\pollo. Drink aids the Muse.

Bactra

A town in Persia, modern Balkh.

Book 111.1:1-38. Persia.Propertiushints that the glory of making it a

boundary of Empire may also represBomeéd s f urt hest outreac
Book 111.11:1-72. Persia ruled b$emiramis

Book 1V.3:1-72. Lycotasis posted there.

Baiae

The modern Baia, opposite Pozzuoli on the Bay of Pozzuoli, once the
fashionable bathing place of the Romans, owing its name, in legend, to
Baios, the navigar of Odysseus. The Emperors built magnificent palaces
there. There was a causeway attributetiéocules Part now lies beneath

the sea due to subsidence. It was a notoriously loose place for sexual
intrigue.

Book 1.11:230. Cynthiais there.

Book 111.18:1-34. Marcellusdied there in 28C.

Bassaricus
Book 111.17:1-42. Basseeus, an epithet ddacchus

Bassus

A satiric poet, writer of iambi, and friend Rropertiusvhose work is how
lost.

Book 1.4:1-28. Encourages disloyalty.

Belgicus Belgian
The Celtic tribes of Belgium.
Book 11.18B:2338. Painted their faces.
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Book 1V.10:148. Lead byVirdomaruscrossed th&hine

Bellerophonteus, Pegasus
Pegasus the winged horse of Bellerophon, a blow from whose hoof created
the Hippocrene spring on Helicon. Bellerophon was the heroic grandson of

Sisyphus
Book 111.3:1-52. The fountain Hippocrene.

Bistonius, Bistones
A people of ThraceThraceitself.
Book 11.30:2:-40. The birthplace oDrpheus

Boebeis
Book 11.2:1-16. A lake inThessaly

Boeotius, Boeotia

A country in midGreece containinglhebes
Book II.8A:1-40.Haemo® s ci t vy .
Book 111.3:1-52. Contains MounHelicon

Bootes

The constellation of the Waggoner, or Herdsman, or Bear Herd. The nearby
constellation ofUrsa Majoris the Waggon, oPlough, or Great Bear. He
holds the leash of the constellation of the hunting dogs, Canes Venatici. He
iIs sometimes identified with Arcas son Qfpiterand Callisto. Arcas may
alternatively be té Little Bear.

He is alternatively identified witlhcariusthe father of Erigone. Led to his
grave by his dog Maera, she committed suicide by hanging, and was set in
the sky as the constellation Virgo.

Book 111.5:1-48. A winter constellation in northern latitudes.

Boreas

The North Wind.Eurusis the East WindZephyrusis the WesWind, and

Austeris the South Wid. He is identified withThraceand the north. He
stealOrithyia, daughter oErectheusf Athens, and marries her. She bears

him the two Argonauts Calais and Zetes ( See Evel yn de
painting Boreas and OrithyiaCragside, Northumberland)
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Book 1:20:252. His winged sons, Calais and Zetes.

Book 11.26A:2158. Not cruel in his abduction of Orithyia.

Book 11.27:1-16. Book 111.7:1-72. A cold stormwind. Feared by the raped
Orithyia.

Borysthenidae, Dnieper
The Borysthenes, the modern River Dneiper.
Book 11.7:1-20. Mentioned as a distant region.

Bosporus, Bosphorus

The gateway to the Black Sea. (Pontus)

Book I11.11:1-72. Mithridates King of Pontus defeateby Pompey

Mithridates the Great, sixth king of Pontus of that name, was defeated by
Lucullus and Pompeylulius Caesacrushed his son Pharnaces in a swift

battle at Zela in 48C (So swift a victory that Caesar spoke the famous

w o r desi, vidli,vicib = 61 came, | saw, | conqgue.l

Bovaria
Book 1V.9:1-74. The cattlemarket at Rome, more commonly called the
Boaria.

Bovillae
A small town neaRome
Book IV.1:1-70. Later a suburb.

Brennus
The leader of th&aulswho attacked Delphi in 2°BE.
Book 111.13:1-66. He committed sacrilege.

Brimo, Hecate

The daughter of the Titans TRAraciakes and
goddess of witches, her name is a feminine forrAmdllo6 s thefad e 06

d a r tShawas a lunar goddess, with shinliignsfor parents. In Hades

she was Prytania of the dead, or the Invincible Queen. She gave riches,
wisdom, and victory, and presided over flocks and navigation. She had

three bodies and three heads, those of a lionessglg bitd a mare. Her

ancient power was to give to or withhold from mortals any gift. She was
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sometimes merged with the lunar aspecDainaArtemis, and presided

over purifications and expiations. She was the goddess of encmasitme
and magic charms, and sent demons to earth to torture mortal