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It was to celebrate the opening of the
Roman Colosseum in a.p. 8o that Martial
published his first book of poems, “On the
Spectacles.” Written with satiric wit and a
talent for the memorable phrase, the
poems in this collection record the broad
spectacle of shows in the new arena. The
great Latin epigrammist’s twelve subse-
quent books capture the spirit of Roman
life—both public and private—in vivid
detail. Fortune hunters and busybodies,
orators and lawyers, schoolmasters and
street hawkers, jugglers and acrobats, doc-
tors and plagiarists, beautiful slaves, and
generous hosts are among the diverse
characters who populate his verses.

Martial is a keen and sharp-tongued obser-
ver of Roman society. His pen brings into
crisp relief a wide \arletV of scenes and
events: the theater and pubhc games, life
in the countryside, a rich debauchee’s
banquet, lions in the amphitheater, the
eruption of Vesuvius. The epigrams are
sometimes obscene, in the tradition of the
genre, sometimes warmly affectionate or
amusing, and always pomted Like his
contemporary Statius, though, Martial
shamelessly flatters his patron Domitian,
one of Rome’s worst-reputed emperors.

D. R. Shackleton Bailey now gives us, in
three volumes, a reliable modern transla-
tion of Martial’s often difficult Latin,
eliminating many misunderstandings in
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LIBER VI

1

Sextus mittitur hic tibi libellus,

in primis mihi care Martialis:

quem si terseris aure diligenti,

audebit minus anxius tremensque
5 magnas Caesaris in manus venire.

2

Lusus erat sacrae conubia fallere taedae,
lusus et immeritos execuisse mares.
utraque tu prohibes, Caesar, populisque futuris
succurris, nasci quos sine fraude iubes.
5 nec spado iam nec moechus erit te praeside quisquam:
at prius — o mores! — et spado moechus erat.

3

Nascere Dardanio promissum nomen Iulo,
vera deum suboles; nascere, magne puer,

a2 Cf. 5.75n and 2.60n.
b An echo of Virg. Aen. 1.288 Iulius, a magno demissum



BOOK VI

1

This, my sixth little book, is sent to you, Martialis,
dear to me above all men. If you tidy it with atten-
tive ear, it will dare with less fear and trembling to
come into Caesar’s mighty hands.

2

It used to be a game to betray the sacred marriage
torch and a game to castrate innocent males. You
forbid both,2 Caesar, and come to the aid of future
generations; for by your order their birth is made
safe. Under your rule no man shall be either
eunuch or adulterer. Formerly (alas for our morals!)
even a eunuch was an adulterer.

3

Be born, name promised to Dardanian Julus,? true
child of gods; be born, great boy, so that ages hence

nomen Iulo, but the significance of nomen is not clear. Had
Domitian declared an intention to call the expected child
Julius or Julia (SB3)?



MARTIAL

cui pater aeternas post saecula tradat habenas,
quique regas orbem cum seniore senex.
5 ipsa tibi niveo trahet aurea pollice fila
et totam Phrixi [ulia nebit ovem.

4

Censor maxime principumque princeps,
cum tot iam tibi debeat triumphos,
tot nascentia templa, tot renata,
tot spectacula, tot deos, tot urbes,
5 plus debet tibi Roma quod pudica est.

5

Rustica mercatus multis sum praedia nummis:
mutua des centum, Caeciliane, rogo.

nil mihi respondes? tacitum te dicere credo
‘non reddes.’ ideo, Caeciliane, rogo.

6

Comoedi tres sunt, sed amat tua Paula, Luperce,
quattuor: et kwdov Paula mpdowmor amat.



BOOK VI

your father may hand you the everlasting reins and
you may rule the world, an old man with an older.
Julia? herself with snowy finger will draw golden
threads for you and spin Phrixus’ entire sheep.

4

Greatest of censors, prince of princes, though Rome
already owes you so many triumphs, so many tem-
ples coming to birth, so many reborn, so many spec-
tacles, soc many gods, so many cities, she owes you
more because she is chaste.

5

I have bought a country property for a large sum
and I ask you, Caecilianus, to lend me a hundred
thousand. Don’t you answer me? I think you say to
yourself: “You won’t pay it back.” That is why I ask,
Caecilianus.P

6

There are three actors in a comedy, but your Paula,
Lupercus, loves four. Paula loves a muta persona‘
too.

2 Niece of Domitian, deified after her death. She shall
watch over the destiny of Domitian’s expected child
instead of the Fates, and spin his life’s threads in gold.

bl.e. if I could raise enough money to repay a loan, I
should not be asking for one.

¢ A “walker-on.”



MARTIAL
7

Tulia lex populis ex quo, Faustine, renata est
atque intrare domos iussa Pudicitia est,
aut minus aut certe non plus tricesima lux est,
et nubit decimo iam Telesilla viro.
5 quae nubit totiens, non nubit: adultera lege est.
offendor moecha simpliciore minus.

8

Praetores duo, quattuor tribuni,
septem causidici, decem poetae
cuiusdam modo nuptias petebant
a quodam sene. non moratus ille
5 praeconi dedit Eulogo puellam.
dic, numquid fatue, Severe, fecit?

9

In Pompeiano dormis, Laevine, theatro:
et quereris si te suscitat Oceanus?

10

Pauca Iovem nuper cum milia forte rogarem,
‘ille dabit’ dixit ‘qui mihi templa dedit.’

templa quidem dedit ille Iovi, sed milia nobis
nulla dedit: pudet, ah, pauca rogasse Iovem.



BOOK VI
7

It is less than thirty days or certainly not more since
the Julian law was reborn for the peoples and Chas-
tity bidden enter our homes; and Telesilla is already
marrying her tenth husband. A woman who mar-
ries that often doesn’t marry; she is a legalized adul-
teress. I am less put off by a more honest slut.

8

Two praetors, four tribunes, seven barristers, and
ten poets asked a certain old man for the hand of a
certain lady. He without hesitation gave the girl to
Eulogus the auctioneer.2 Say, Severus, did he act
foolishly?

9

Laevinus, you sleep in Pompey’s theater; and do you
complain if Oceanus rouses you??

10

When lately I happened to be praying to Jupiter for
a few thousand, he said: “He will give it who gave
me temples.” Temples indeed he gave to Jupiter,
but no thousands did he give me. I am ashamed, ah

2 A lucrative calling (cf. 5.56.11), but low in the social

scale.
bSee second note to 5.23. “Rouses” is intentionally

ambiguous.
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MARTIAL

at quam non tetricus, quam nulla nubilus ira,
quam placido nostras legerat ore preces!

talis supplicibus tribuit diademata Dacis
et Capitolinas itque reditque vias.

dic, precor, o nostri dic conscia virgo Tonantis,
si negat hoc vultu, quo solet ergo dare?

sic ego: sic breviter posita mihi Gorgone Pallas:
‘quae nondum data sunt, stulte, negata putas?

11

Quod non sit Pylades hoc tempore, non sit Orestes
miraris? Pylades, Marce, bibebat idem,

nec melior panis turdusve dabatur Orestae,
sed par atque eadem cena duobus erat.

tu Lucrina voras, me pascit aquosa peloris:
non minus ingenua est et mihi, Marce, gula.

te Cadmea Tyros, me pinguis Gallia vestit:
vis te purpureum, Marce, sagatus amem?

ut praestem Pyladen, aliquis mihi praestet Oresten.
hoc non fit verbis, Marce: ut ameris, ama.



BOOK VI

me, to have asked Jupiter? for so few. But how far
from stern, how unclouded by any touch of anger,
with how benign a countenance did he read my peti-
tion! So he looks when he bestows diadems on sup-
pliant Dacians and goes and returns along the road
to the Capitol!® Say, I beg, oh say, Maiden, our
Thunderer’s confidante, if that is how he looks when
he says no, how does he look when he says yes? So
said I, and so briefly to me said Pallas, laying aside
her Gorgon: “You silly man, what has not yet been
granted, do you think it has been refused?”

11

Do you wonder that there is no Pylades today, no
Orestes? Pylades, Marcus, drank the same wine,
nor was Orestes given better bread or thrush;
dinner was equal and identical for the pair. You
devour Lucrine oysters, I am fed with watery
mussels;* my palate, Marcus, is as gentlemanly as
yours. Cadmean Tyre clothes you, greasy Gaul
clothes me; wearing soldiers’ wool, am I to love you
in your purple? If I am to play Pylades, somebody
must play Orestes to me. Words don’t do it, Marcus.
To be loved, love.

2 Domitian. M. regrets having asked so little of one so
great: cf. 11.68.

b In triumph.

¢ Peloris, supposed to be a sort of large mussel (called
from Cape Pelorus in northeast Sicily).



MARTIAL
12

Iurat capillos esse, quos emit, suos
Fabulla: Tnumquid, Paule, peierat?

13

Quis te Phidiaco formatam, Iulia, caelo,
vel quis Palladiae non putet artis opus?

candida non tacita respondet imagine lygdos
et placido fulget vivus in ore decor.

5 ludit Acidalio, sed non manus aspera, nodo,

quem rapuit collo, parve Cupido, tuo.

ut Martis revocetur amor summique Tonantis,
a te Iuno petat ceston et ipsa Venus.

14

Versus scribere posse te disertos
affirmas, Laberi: quid ergo non vis?
versus scribere qui potest disertos,
non scribat, Laberi, virum putabo.

12.2 Paule] fort. interpolatum (Heraeus) 13.7 reuocetur
y : renoue- B

10



BOOK VI
12

Fabulla swears that the hair she buys is her own. Is
that perjury, Paulus?

13

Julia, who would not think you molded by Phidias’
chisel or a work of Pallas’ artistry? The white
lygdus® matchesP with a speaking likeness, and liv-
ing beauty shines in your face. Your hand plays, but
not roughly, with the Acidalian knot®¢ that it
snatched from little Cupid’s neck. To win back
Mars’ love and the supreme Thunderer’s,d let Juno
and Venus herself ask you for the girdle.

14

You declare you can write good verses, Laberius.
Why won’t you then? Let somebody capable of writ-
ing good verses not write them, Laberius, and I'll
think him a stout fellow.®

a Parian marble from the Cyclades.

brespondet = “corresponds to the original”; usually
understood as “answers” (the questions in vv.1-2; but
these are rhetorical, not calling for any reply).

¢ The girdle (cestus) of Venus, which inspired love.

dIn the Iliad (14.214ff) Hera (Juno) borrows
Aphrodite’s (Venus’) girdle before consorting with Zeus
(Jupiter). For Mars’ vagaries cf. 6.21.5.

¢].e.Idon’t believe such a persons exists (SB3).

11



MARTIAL
15

Dum Phaethontea formica vagatur in umbra,
implicuit tenuem sucina gutta feram.

sic modo quae fuerat vita contempta manente,
funeribus facta est nunc pretiosa suis.

16

Tu qui falce viros terres et pene cinaedos,
iugera sepositi pauca tuere soli.

sic tua non intrent vetuli pomaria fures,
sed puer aut longis pulchra puella comis.

17

Cinnam, Cinname, te iubes vocari.
non est hic, rogo, Cinna, barbarismus?
tu si Furius ante dictus esses,

Fur ista ratione dicereris.

18

Sancta Salonini terris requiescit Hiberis,

qua melior Stygias non videt umbra domos.

sed lugere nefas: nam qui te, Prisce, reliquit,
vivit qua voluit vivere parte magis.

16.1 falce ... pene Gronovius (c¢f. SB2) : p- ...

aBy 16.2 soli a :loci By

a I.e. in the shade of a poplar.
b Priapus.

12



BOOK VI
15

As an ant was wandering in Phaethontic shade,? a
drop of amber enfolded the tiny creature. So she
that was despised but lately while life remained has
now been made precious by her death.

16

YouP that terrify men with your sickle and queens
with your cock, protect these few acres of secluded
soil. So may no elderly thieves enter your orchard,
but a boy or a lovely long-tressed girl.

17

Cinnamus,® you bid us call you Cinna. I ask you,
Cinna, is that not a barbarism? By that token, if
your name had formerly been Furius, it would now
be Fur.d

18

In Iberian ground the hallowed shade of Saloninus
rests, than which none better sees the Stygian halls.
But it is a sin to mourn. He has left you behind,
Priscus, and so he lives with that part of him with
which he more wished to live.®

¢A freedman who wished to take a Roman name in

place of his Greek one.
d Thief.

¢In his alter ego. M. may be thinking of Hor. Od.
2.17.5.

13



MARTIAL
19

Non de vi neque caede nec veneno,
sed lis est mihi de tribus capellis:
vicini queror has abesse furto.
hoc iudex sibi postulat probari:

5 tu Carrhas Mithridaticumque bellum
et periuria Punici furoris
et Sullas Mariosque Muciosque
magna voce sonas manuque tota.
iam dic, Postume, de tribus capellis.

20

Mutua te centum sestertia, Phoebe, rogavi,
cum mihi dixisses ‘exigis ergo nihil?’
inquiris, dubitas, cunctaris meque diebus
teque decem crucias: iam rogo, Phoebe, nega.

19.5 Carrhas L. Miiller : cannas TSy

14



BOOK VI
19

I have gone to law, not about assault or killing with
a weapon or poisoning, but about three nanny goats.
I claim that they are missing because a neighbor
has stolen them. The judge requires proof. In loud
tones, using your whole stock of gestures,2 you boom
about Carrhae and the Mithridatic War and the per-
juries of Punic rage and Sullas and Mariuses and
Muciuses.P Postumus, it’s time you got to my three
goats.©

20

Phoebus, I asked you for a loan of a hundred
thousand sesterces after you had said to me: “Is
there nothing you require then?” You question,
hesitate, procrastinate, keep me and yourself on
tenterhooks for ten days. Now please, Phoebus, say
no.

2 Or perhaps “stretching out your hand as far as it will
go”; cf. Quint. 11.3.118.

b Not, surely, the legendary Mucius Scaevola (cf. 1.21,
etc.) but Q. Mucius Scaevola (the Pontifex), consul in 95
and a celebrated jurist, who fell victim to the Marians in
82. But he seems to be thrown in mainly for the sake of
assonance.

¢ Copied from a Greek epigram of the age of Nero: Anth.
Pal. 11.141.

15



MARTIAL
21

Perpetuam Stellae dum iungit Ianthida vati
laeta Venus, dixit ‘plus dare non potui.’

haec coram domina; sed nequius illud in aurem:
‘tu ne quid pecces, exitiose, vide.

5 saepe ego lascivum Martem furibunda cecidi,

legitimos esset cum vagus ante toros,

sed postquam meus est, nulla me paelice laesit:
tam frugi Iuno vellet habere virum.’

dixit et arcano percussit pectora loro.

10 plaga iuvat: sed tu iam, dea, parce tuo.

22

Quod nubis, Proculina, concubino

et, moechum modo, nunc facis maritum,
ne lex Iulia te notare possit:

non nubis, Proculina, sed fateris.

23

Stare iubes semper nostrum tibi, Lesbia, penem:
crede mihi, non est mentula quod digitus.

tu licet et manibus blandis et vocibus instes,
te contra facies imperiosa tua est.

21.3 aurem By : aure T 21.4 luxuriose Heinsius
21.8 uirum B : iouem y 21.10 parce (s) tuo Heinsius :
pare deo y : caede duos 23.4 te contra Schneidewin :
ec-T:c-teBy

16



BOOK VI
21

As joyous Venus was uniting Ianthis for ever to
Stella the poet, she said: “I could not give you more.”
Thus before the lady, but a naughtier word in his
ear: “See you don’t misbehave, you villain(?). I often
beat wanton Mars in a rage when he played the
gadabout before we were formally married. But
since he has been mine, he has never betrayed me
with another woman. Juno would have wished to
have so well-conducted a husband.” She spoke and
struck his breast with a secret thong. He is the
better for the blow. But now, goddess, spare your
servant.

22

You are marrying your lover, Proculina, and making
the adulterer of yesterday your husband so that the
Julian law can’t put a mark against you. That’s not
a marriage, Proculina, it’s a confession.

23

You are always telling my cock to stand for you, Les-
bia. Believe me, a cock is not a finger. For all your
urging with seductive hands and words, your faceP
is in authority against you.

@ Jzaac remarks that Venus’ marriage to Mars seems to
be M.’s contribution to mythology.
b1.e. your ugliness; cf. 9.37.10.

17



MARTIAL
24

Nil lascivius est Carisiano:
Saturnalibus ambulat togatus.

25

Marcelline, boni suboles sincera parentis,
horrida Parrhasio quem tegit ursa iugo,

ille vetus pro te patriusque quid optet amicus
accipe et haec memori pectore vota tene:

5 cauta sit ut virtus, nec te temerarius ardor

in medios enses saevaque tela ferat.

bella velint Martemque ferum rationis egentes;
tu potes et patris miles et esse ducis.

26

Periclitatur capite Sotades noster.
reum putatis esse Sotaden? non est.
arrigere desit posse Sotades: lingit.

24.1 Carisiano] vide SB3 25.8 patris ... ducis Ty :
patriae . .. d- B : patriae . . . patris SB®

18



BOOK VI
24

Carisianus? is the drollest of beings: he walks about
in a gown during the Saturnalia.P

25

Marcellinus, true son of a good father, whom the
shivering Bear covers with her Parrhasian® wagon,
hear what an old friend and your father’s friend
wishes for you, and keep these prayers in a mindful
heart: that your courage be cautious and rash ardor
not carry you into the thick of swords and cruel
spears. Let crazy folk crave war and savage Mars.
You can be both your father’s soldier and your
Leader’s.d

26

Our friend Sotades’ head is in danger.® You think
Sotades is on trial? Not so. Sotades can no longer
erect: he licks.

2 Cf.11.88.2. Charis- and Caris- have about equal sup-
port in the manuscripts, for what little that is worth on
such a point, but see SBS.

b He wears formal clothes when informal are in order.

¢I.e. Arcadian. Callisto of that region was changed into
a bear and became the constellation Ursa Major.

4 Or “your country’s soldier and your father’s”; see criti-
cal note.

¢ Play on words. The phrase would normally mean “is

facing a capital charge.”

19



MARTIAL
27

Bis vicine Nepos — nam tu quoque proxima Florae
incolis et veteres tu quoque Ficelias —
est tibi, quae patria signatur imagine vultus,
testis maternae nata pudicitiae.
5 tutamen annoso nimium ne parce Falerno,
et potius plenos aere relinque cados.
sit pia, sit locuples, sed potet filia mustum:
amphora cum domina nunc nova fiet anus.
Caecuba non solos vindemia nutriat orbos:
10 possunt et patres vivere, crede mihi.

28

Libertus Melioris 1lle notus,

tota qui cecidit dolente Roma,

cari deliciae breves patroni,

hoc sub marmore Glaucias humatus

5 1uncto Flaminiae iacet sepulchro:

castus moribus, integer pudore,

velox ingenio, decore felix.

bis senis modo messibus peractis

vix unum puer applicabat annum.
10 qui fles talia, nil fleas, viator.

28.9 adplicaraf Postgate

20



BOOK VI
27

Nepos,2 my neighbor twice over (for you too live
close to FloraP and you too near old Ficeliae®), you
have a daughter whose face is stamped with her
father’s likeness, witness to her mother’s virtue.
However, don’t be too sparing of your aged Faler-
nian; rather leave behind you jars full of cash. Let
your girl be dutiful, let her be rich, but let her drink
the new wine;d the flagon that is new now will grow
old with its mistress. Let not Caecuban vintage
nourish only the childless. Fathers too can enjoy
life, take my word.

28

Melior’s well-known freedman, at whose passing all
Rome sorrowed, brief darling of his dear patron,
Glaucias lies buried beneath this marble sepulchre
beside the Flaminian Way; pure in manners, un-
blemished in modesty, nimble of wit, fortunate in
good looks. The boy was scarce adding a single year
to twelve harvests just completed. Passer-by who
weep for such a tale, may you have nothing to weep
for.

a Cf. 13.124, which suggests that he was a well-known
connoisseur of wine.

b The temple of Flora on the Quirinal, not far from the
Capitolium Vetus: cf. 5.22.4.

¢ Close to M.’s villa near Nomentum.

d When she grows up; see SB3.

21



MARTIAL
29

Non de plebe domus nec avarae verna catastae,
sed domini sancto dignus amore puer,

munera cum posset nondum sentire patroni,
Glaucia libertus iam Melioris erat.

5 moribus hoc formaeque datum: quis blandior illo,

aut quis Apollineo pulchrior ore fuit?

immodicis brevis est aetas et rara senectus.
quidquid ames, cupias non placuisse nimis.

30

Sex sestertia si statim dedisses,
cum dixti mihi ‘sume, tolle, dono’,
deberem tibi, Paete, pro ducentis.
at nunc cum dederis diu moratus,

5 post septem, puto, vel novem Kalendas,
vis dicam tibi veriora veris?
sex sestertia, Paete, perdidisti.

31

Uxorem, Charideme, tuam scis ipse sinisque
a medico futui. vis sine febre mori?

30.4 moratus y : roga- 31.2 mori interrog. feci

22



BOOK VI
29

A boy, not of the common household run, no slave-
mart’s nursling, but worthy of his master’s pure
affection, Glaucia was already Melior’'s freedman
before he could appreciate his patron’s bounty. This
was accorded to his manners and person. Who more
winsome than he, who fairer with face like Apollo’s?
For the unduly blessed life is brief and old age
comes rarely. Whatever you love, pray that it not
please too much.

30

If you had given six thousand sesterces at once
when you told me “take it, pocket it, it’s yours,” I
should feel I owed you for two hundred thousand,
Paetus. But as it is, you have made the gift after a
long delay, after seven, or is it nine, Kalends. Shall
I tell you truer than truth? Paetus, you have wasted
six thousand sesterces.

31

You yourself know, Charidemus, that your wife is
fucked by your doctor, and you permit it. Do you
want to die without a fever?2

2 L.e. by poison.

23



MARTIAL

32

Cum dubitaret adhuc belli civilis Enyo
forsitan et posset vincere mollis Otho,
damnavit multo staturum sanguine Martem
et fodit certa pectora tota manu.
5 sit Cato, dum vivit, sane vel Caesare maior:
dum moritur, numquid maior Othone fuit?

33

Nil miserabilius, Matho, pedicone Sabello
vidisti, quo nil laetius ante fuit.

furta, fugae, mortes servorum, incendia, luctus
affligunt hominem; iam miser et futuit.

34

Basia da nobis, Diadumene, pressa. ‘quot’ inquis?
Oceani fluctus me numerare iubes
et maris Aegaei sparsas per litora conchas
et quae Cecropio monte vagantur apes
5 quaeque sonant pleno vocesque manusque theatro,
cum populus subiti Caesaris ora videt.

32.4 tota T : nuda By

24



BOOK VI
32

Although the goddess of civil warfare was still in
doubt, and soft Otho had perhaps still a chance of
winning, he renounced fighting that would have cost
much blood? and with sure hand pierced right
through his breast. By all means let Cato in his life
be greater than Caesar himself; in his death was he
greater than Otho?

33

You have never seen anything more pitiable, Matho,
than sodomite Sabellus, once the happiest of man-
kind. Thefts, flights, deaths of slaves, fires, bereave-
ments afflict him. Poor soul, he has even taken to
fornicating.

34

Give me kisses, Diadumenus, tight-pressed. “How
many?” you say. You bid me count the ocean waves,
the shells scattered on the beaches of the Aegean
sea, and the bees that wander over the Cecropian
mountain,® and the voices and hands that sound in
the crowded theater when the people suddenly see
Caesar’s face. I don’t want the number that Lesbia

2 See his dying speech in Plut. Otho 15, Tac. Hist. 2.47.

bCato died when his cause was clearly lost: not so
Otho, after his defeat by Vitellius at Bedriacum, A.D. 69.

¢ Hymettus.

25



MARTIAL

nolo quot arguto dedit exorata Catullo
Lesbia: pauca cupit qui numerare potest.

35

Septem clepsydras magna tibi voce petenti
arbiter invitus, Caeciliane, dedit.

at tu multa diu dicis vitreisque tepentem
ampullis potas semisupinus aquam.

ut tandem saties vocemque sitimque, rogamus
iam de clepsydra, Caeciliane, bibas.

- 36

Mentula tam magna est, tantus tibi, Papyle, nasus,
ut possis, quotiens arrigis, olfacere.

37

Secti podicis usque ad umbilicum
nullas reliquias habet Charinus,
et prurit tamen usque ad umbilicum.
o quanta scabie miser laborat!

5 culum non habet, est tamen cinaedus.

36.1 tantus y: qua- aB
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gave in answer to clear-voiced Catullus’ prayer.2 He
wants but few who can count them.

35

Seven water clocks? you loudly demanded, and the
judge reluctantly granted them, Caecilianus. You
for your part speak much and long, and drink warm
water from glass flagons with your head thrown
back. To satisfy at last your voice and your thirst,
we request you, Caecilianus, to start drinking from
the water clock.

36

So large is your cock, Papylus, and so long your
nose, that you can sniff it whenever you erect.

37

Charinus’ anus is cut right up to his navel; nothing
left. And yet he itches up to his navel. Poor devil,
how his scabies plagues him! He doesn’t have a
ring, yet he’s a queen.

a Cf. Catull. 5 and 7. So (not “tuneful”) arguti Tibulli in
8.73.6. Butin1.1.3 “witty” or “pointed” comes closer.

b The length of speeches was regulated by the dropping
of water from clepsydrae, shaped like hourglasses.
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MARTIAL
38

Aspicis ut parvus nec adhuc trieteride plena
Regulus auditum laudet et ipse patrem,

maternosque sinus viso genitore relinquat
et patrias laudes sentiat esse suas?

iam clamor centumque viri densumque corona
vulgus et infanti [ulia tecta placent.

acris equi suboles magno sic pulvere gaudet,
sic vitulus molli proelia fronte cupit.

di, servate, precor, matri sua vota patrique,
audiat ut natum Regulus, illa duos.

39

Pater ex Marulla, Cinna, factus es septem
non liberorum: namque nec tuus quisquam
nec est amici filiusve vicini,

sed in grabatis tegetibusque concepti
materna produnt capitibus suis furta.

hic qui retorto crine Maurus incedit
subolem fatetur esse se coci Santrae.

at ille sima nare, turgidis labris

ipsa est imago Pannychi palaestritae.
pistoris esse tertium quis ignorat,
quicumgque lippum novit et videt Damam?

39.7 coci Santrae Scriverius : cogis antr(a)e By
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38

Do you see how little Regulus, not yet three years
old, harkens to his father and joins in the applause?
How he leaves his mother’s lap when he sees his sire
and feels his father’s glory as his own? Already the
hubbub and the Hundred Men? and the dense encir-
cling crowd and the Julian Hall please the infant.
So the offspring of a keen horse rejoices in a cloud of
dust, so a soft-browed calf craves battle. Ye gods, I
pray, grant his mother’s prayer and his father’s; let |
Regulus hear his son, and let her hear them both.P

39

By Marulla, Cinna, you have become the father of
seven —not children, for not one of them is yours,
nor yet a friend’s, or a neighbor’s son; but conceived
on truckle beds and mats, they reveal their mother’s
escapades by their heads. This one, that stalks like
a Moor with curly hair, confesses himself the offspr-
ing of Santra the cook. But that one, with flat nos-
trils and blubber lips, is the very image of Pan-
nychus the wrestling coach. Who but knows that
the third is the baker’s, if he knows and sees blear-
eyed Dama? The fourth, with catamite’s brow and

2 The court of the centumuviri, which settled various civil
cases.

b The prayer was not granted; the boy died young: Pliny
Ep. 2.4.
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quartus cinaeda fronte, candido vultu
ex concubino natus est tibi Lygdo:
percide, si vis, filium: nefas non est.

15 hunc vero acuto capite et auribus longis,
quae sic moventur ut solent asellorum,
quis morionis filium negat Cyrtae?
duae sorores, illa nigra et haec rufa,

Croti choraulae vilicique sunt Carpi.

20 1am Niobidarum grex tibi foret plenus

si spado Coresus Dindymusque non esset.

40

Femina praeferri potuit tibi nulla, Lycori:
praeferri Glycerae femina nulla potest.

haec erit hoc quod tu: tu non potes esse quod haec est.
tempora quid faciunt! hanc volo, te volui.

41

Qui recitat lana fauces et colla revinctus,
hic se posse loqui, posse tacere negat.

39.20 iam niobidarum B : iamni ubida pruit y : iamque
hybridarum g

30



BOOK VI

pale complexion, was born to you from your favorite
Lygdus. Sodomize your son, if you like; no sin in
that. Ah, but this one with the pointed head and
long ears that move like donkeys’ are wont to do,
who denies that he is the son of Cyrta the natural??
Two sisters, one black, the other red, are Crotus the
flautist’s and Carpus the bailiffs. You would now
have a troop as numerous as Niobe’s, if Coresus and
Dindymus had not been eunuchs.P

40

No woman could be preferred to you, Lycoris; no
woman can be preferred to ‘Glycera. She will be
what you are. You cannot be what she is. Such is
the power of time. I want her, I wanted you.

41

A man who recites with his throat and neck
wrapped in wool tells us that he can’t speak and
can’t hold his tongue.

2 Cretins were kept domestically for amusement.

b According to one version, Niobe had nine sons and
nine daughters; M. converts this, seemingly by inadver-
tence, into nine children of both sexes.
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42

Etrusci nisi thermulis lavaris,
illotus morieris, Oppiane.

nullae sic tibi blandientur undae,
non fontes Aponi rudes puellis,

5 non mollis Sinuessa fervidique
fluctus Passeris aut superbus Anxur,
non Phoebi vada principesque Baiae.
nusquam tam nitidum vacat serenum:
lux ipsa est ibi longior, diesque

10 nullo tardius a loco recedit.
illic Taygeti virent metalla
et certant vario decore saxa
quae Phryx et Libys altius cecidit,
siccos pinguis onyx anhelat aestus
15 et flamma tenui calent ophitae.
ritus si placeant tibi Laconum,
contentus potes arido vapore
cruda Virgine Marciave mergi;
quae tam candida, tam serena lucet
20 wut nullas ibi suspiceris undas
et credas vacuam nitere lygdon.
non attendis et aure me supina
iam dudum quasi neglegenter audis.
illotus morieris, Oppiane.

42.8 uacat y : micat 8

a4 Why so is uncertain.
bThe Aquae Passerianae in Etruria, where were also
the Aquae Apollinares, now Bagni di Vicarello.
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If you don’t bathe in the warm baths of Etruscus,
you will die unbathed, Oppianus. No waters will so
charm you, not the springs of Aponus by women
untried,® nor soft Sinuessa and the hot waves of
Passer® or proud Anxur, nor the shallows of
Phoebus or Baiae the paramount. Nowhere is the
clear, open sky so bright. The very light stays
longer there, from no place does the day depart more
slowly. There the quarries of Taygetus® are green
and stones which the Phrygian and the Libyand
have deeply hewn contend in varied beauty. Sleek
alabaster breathes arid heat and snakestones are
warm with slender flame. If you like the Laconian
style,® having satisfied yourself with dry warmth,
you can plunge into native Virgin or Marcia,f so
bright, so clear and transparent that you would not
suspect any water there, you would think the shin-
ing lygdus® was empty.

You pay no attention and hear me this while with
languid ear, seeming not to care. You will die
unbathed, Oppianus.

¢ The green Laconian.marble; cf. 9.75.9.

d Synnadic and Numidian marble, one streaked with
purple, the other yellow.

¢ A hot-air bath followed by a cold plunge. There was a
special apartment called Laconicum.

f Roman aqueducts.

€Cf.6.13.3.
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43

Dum tibi felices indulgent, Castrice, Baiae
canaque sulphureis nympha natatur aquis,

me Nomentani confirmant otia ruris
et casa iugeribus non onerosa suis.

5 hoc mihi Baiani soles mollisque Lucrinus,

hoc mihi sunt vestrae, Castrice, divitiae.

quondam laudatas quocumque libebat ad undas
currere nec longas pertimuisse vias;

nunc urbis vicina iuvant facilesque recessus,

10 et satis est pigro si licet esse mihi.

44

Festive credis te, Calliodore, iocari
et solum multo permaduisse sale.
omnis irrides, dicteria dicis in omnis;
sic te convivam posse placere putas.
5 at si ego non belle, sed vere dixero quiddam,
nemo propinabit, Calliodore, tibi.

45

Lusistis, satis est: lascivi nubite cunni:
permissa est vobis non nisi casta Venus.

haec est casta Venus? nubit Laetoria Lygdo:
turpius uxor erit quam modo moecha fuit.

43.2 nympha By :unda T
44.3 omnis irrides SB1 : -ibus adrides (arr-) TBy
45.4 turpius By : -iora
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43

While happy Baiae indulges you, Castricus, and you
swim in water white with sulphur springs, the ease
of my Nomentan farm and a cottage not oppressive
to its acres? restores me. This is for me the
sunshine of Baiae and soft Lucrine, this is for me,
Castricus, your rich men’s resorts. Time was when I
would gladly run anywhere I fancied to fashionable
waters, had no fear of long journeys. But nowadays
I like places near the city, retreats within easy
reach; it’s enough if I can be lazy.

44

You fancy yourself a capital jester, Calliodorus,
unrivalled as a fount of abundant wit.? You laugh
at everyone, crack your jokes against everybody; so
you think to please as a dinner guest. But if I am to
say something not pretty but true, nobody, Cal-
liodorus, will pledge you.

45

You have had your fun, it’s enough. Marry, you
wanton cunts. Only virtuous love is permitted you.¢
Is this virtuous love? Laetoria marries Lygdus. As
a wife she will be more disreputable than she lately
was as an adulteress.

2 Not too big to be supported by the land that went with
it (7.31.8 et sim. notwithstanding).

b Lit. “that you only have been soaked in much salt.”
cCf.6.4and 7.
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46

Vapulat assidue veneti quadriga flagello
nec currit: magnam rem, Catiane, facit.

47

Nympha, mei Stellae quae fonte domestica puro
laberis et domini gemmea tecta subis,

sive Numae coniunx Triviae te misit ab antris
sive Camenarum de grege nona, veni:

5 exolvit votis hac se tibi virgine porca

Marcus, furtivam quod bibit aeger aquam.

tu contenta meo iam crimine gaudia fontis
da secura tui: sit mihi sana sitis.

48

Quod tam grande sophos clamat tibi turba togata,
non tu, Pomponi, cena diserta tua est.

47.4 veniSB1:-s TBy

a Lit. “a great thing.” The words might also be taken to
mean “making a lot of money,” but that does not seem
relevant. Birt was probably right to explain that the
horses are defecating.
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46

The team of the Blues is lashed and lashed, but
doesn’t run. It’s doing a big job, Catianus.2

47

Nymph, gliding with pure fount in my Stella’s home
and entering beneath its master’s jewelled roof,
whether Numa’s wife? sent you from Trivia’s grot or
one of the nine Camenae,® come hither. With this
virgin porker does Marcus absolve himself to you of
his vow, because in sickness he furtively drank your
water.d Be content with my offense® and grant me
safe joy of your stream; let my thirst be healthy.

48

The gowned throng shouts a mighty “bravo” for you,
but it’s not you that are eloquent, Pomponius; it’s
your dinner.

b The Nymph Egeria, who was honored in Diana’s grove
at Aricia as well as in Rome.

¢ Originally Italian water deities, equated with the
Muses. Lit. “ninth of the group of Camenae,” but no partic-
ular Muse seems to be intended (cf. 8.3.9). Stella wrote
elegy.

d M., contrary to doctor’s orders (see 6.86), had drunk
cold water from the spring, and had made a vow to the
Nymph if the water did him no harm.

¢ I.e. with the sacrifice that resulted.
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49

Non sum de fragili dolatus ulmo,
nec quae stat rigida supina vena
de ligno mihi quolibet columna est,
sed viva generata de cupressu:

5 quae nec saecula centiens peracta
nec longae cariem timet senectae.
hanc tu, quisquis es o0 malus, timeto.
nam si vel minimos manu rapaci
hoc de palmite laeseris racemos,

10 nascetur, licet hoc velis negare,
inserta tibi ficus a cupressu.

" 50

Cum coleret puros pauper Telesinus amicos,
errabat gelida sordidus in togula:
obscenos ex quo coepit curare cinaedos,
argentum, mensas, praedia solus emit.
vis fieri dives, Bithynice? conscius esto.
nil tibi vel minimum basia pura dabunt.

51

Quod convivaris sine me tam saepe, Luperce,
inveni noceam qua ratione tibi.

irascor: licet usque voces mittasque rogesque —
‘quid facies? inquis. quid faciam? veniam.
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I2 was not hewn from fragile elm, nor does the
column that stands backward so stiff, my member,
come from just any wood; it was born of living®
cypress, which fears not the passage of a hundred
generations nor the decay of protracted age. Villain,
whoever you be, beware thereof. For if your rapa-
cious hand harms the least cluster on this vine, the
cypress will thrust into you (though you would fain
refuse) and there will come to birth a fig.©

50

When Telesinus, a poor man, cultivated clean-living
friends, he went about shabby in a chilly gown. But
ever since he began to care for filthy queens, there’s
nobody like him for buying up plate, tables, estates.
Do you wish to get rich, Bithynicus? Share a secret.
Chaste kisses will get you nothing, or very little.d

51

Since you dine without me so often, Lupercus, I've
found a way to spite you. I'm angry. You may invite
me all you please, send, beg—“What will you do?”
you say. What shall I do? I'll come.

2 The epigram is on a statue of Priapus.

bTe. cut down specially. Some take viva as = vivaci,
long-lived, which suits the context but not the word.

¢Cf.1.65.

d As generally understood, “nothing, not a penny.” But
can vel minimum = ne minimum quidem?

39



MARTIAL
52

Hoc iacet in tumulo raptus puerilibus annis
Pantagathus, domini cura dolorque sui,
vix tangente vagos ferro resecare capillos
doctus et hirsutas excoluisse genas.
5 sis licet, ut debes, tellus, placata levisque,
artificis levior non potes esse manu.

53

Lotus nobiscum est, hilaris cenavit, et idem
inventus mane est mortuus Andragoras.

tam subitae mortis causam, Faustine, requiris?
in somnis medicum viderat Hermocraten.

54

Tantos et tantas si dicere Sextilianum,
Aule, vetes, ilunget vix tria verba miser.

‘quid sibi vult? inquis. dicam quid suspicer esse:
tantos et tantas Sextilianus amat.

52.6 artifici Heinsius
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In this tomb lies Pantagathus, snatched away in his
boyhood years, his master’s care and grief, skilled to
cut straying locks and shave hairy cheeks with steel
that barely touched them. Though you be kind and
light, earth, as you should be, you cannot be lighter
than the artist’s hand.

53

Andragoras bathed with us, ate a cheerful dinner;
the same man was found dead in the morning. Do
you enquire the cause of so sudden a demise, Faus-
tinus? In his dreams he had seen Doctor
Hermocrates.2

o4

Aulus, if you were to forbid Sextilianus to say “tan-
tos” and “tantas,” the poor fellow would hardly put
three words together. “What does he mean by it?”
you say. I'll tell you what I suspect. Sextilianus
loves “tantos” and “tantas.”?

@ An expansion of Anth. Pal. 11.257.

bMasculine and feminine accusative plurals from
tantus, “so big.” “Sextilianus” ran the word to death. Tan-
tos in 4 refers to catamites (cf. 2.48.5; 7.62.1; 11.43.4;
12.49.13). With tantas understand mentulas.
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Quod semper casiaque cinnamoque
et nido niger alitis superbae
fragras plumbea Nicerotiana,
rides nos, Coracine, nil olentis:

5 malo quam bene olere nil olere.

56

Quod tibi crura rigent saetis et pectora villis,
verba putas famae te, Charideme, dare?

extirpa, mihi crede, pilos de corpore toto
teque pilare tuas testificare natis.

‘quae ratio est? inquis. scis multos dicere multa:
fac pedicari te, Charideme, putent.

57

Mentiris fictos unguento, Phoebe, capillos
et tegitur pictis sordida calva comis.

tonsorem capiti non est adhibere necesse:
radere te melius spongea, Phoebe, potest.
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55

Always smelling of Niceros’ leaden boxes and black-
ened by cassia and cinnamon and the nest of the
haughty bird,®2 you laugh at us, Coracinus, who
smell of nothing. Rather than smell good I prefer
not to smell at all.

56

Do you think you cheat gossip, Charidemus, because
your shanks are stiff with bristles and your chest
with hair? Be advised by me, extirpate the hairs
from your whole body, take your oath that you depi-
late your buttocks. “What for?” you say. You know
that many folk say many things. Make them think
you are sodomized,? Charidemus.

57

You fabricate false hair with ointment, Phoebus,
and your dirty® bald pate is covered with painted
locks. No need to call in a barber for your head. A
sponge can shave you better, Phoebus.

2 Casia and cinnamon were said to found in the nest of
the phoenix: Pliny N.H. 12.85.

b And not something worse.

¢ From the unguent.
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58

Cernere Parrhasios dum te iuvat, Aule, triones
comminus et Getici sidera ferre poli,

o quam paene tibi Stygias ego raptus ad undas
Elysiae vidi nubila fusca plagae!

quamvis lassa tuos quaerebant lumina vultus
atque erat in gelido plurimus ore Pudens.

si mihi lanificae ducunt non pulla sorores
stamina nec surdos vox habet ista deos,

sospite me sospes Latias reveheris ad urbes
et referes pili praemia clarus eques.

59

Et dolet et queritur sibi non contingere frigus
propter sescentas Baccara gausapinas,

optat et obscuras luces ventosque nivesque
odit et hibernos, si tepuere, dies.

quid fecere mali nostrae tibi, saeve, lacernae,
tollere de scapulis quas levis aura potest?

quanto simplicius, quanto est humanius illud,
mense vel Augusto sumere gausapinas!

58.2 ferre y : pigra B
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While it is your pleasure, Aulus,? to gaze at the Par-
rhasian Bears from close at hand and to endure the
lazy stars of a Getic sky, how nearly was I reft from
you to the waters of Styx and beheld the dim mists
of the Elysian plain! My eyes, though weary, sought
your face, and Pudens’ name was constantly on my
cold lips. If the spinning sisters draw me not dark
threads and this voice finds the gods not deaf, I shall
live to see you return safely to the cities of Latium
and you will bring back the rank of Chief Cen-
turion,P a notable knight.

59

Baccara grieves and grumbles because he gets no
cold weather; it’s on account of his numberless frieze
cloaks. He prays for fog, wind, and snow, and hates
winter days if they are mild. What harm, cruel fel-
low, has my cloak done you that a light breeze can
lift from my shoulder blades? How much more
straightforward, how much kinder to wear your
frieze cloaks even in August!

2 Aulus Pudens was campaigning against the Dacians.
b Asin 1.31.3, pili = primi pili.
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60 (61)

Laudat, amat, cantat nostros mea Roma libellos,
meque sinus omnes, me manus omnis habet.

ecce rubet quidam, pallet, stupet, oscitat, odit.
hoc volo: nunc nobis carmina nostra placent.

61 (60)

Rem factam Pompullus habet, Faustine: legetur
et nomen toto sparget in orbe suum.
‘sic leve flavorum valeat genus Usiporum,
quisquis et Ausonium non amat imperium.’
ingeniosa tamen Pompulli scripta feruntur:
‘sed famae non est hoc, mihi crede, satis:
quam multi tineas pascunt blattasque diserti,
et redimunt soli carmina docta coci!
nescioquid plus est, quod donat saecula chartis:
victurus genium debet habere liber.’

62

Amisit pater unicum Salanus:
cessas munera mittere, Oppiane?
heu crudele nefas malaeque Parcae!
cuius vulturis hoc erit cadaver?
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60

My Rome praises my little books, loves them, recites
them; I am in every pocket, every hand. Look, some-
body turns red, turns pale,? is dazed, yawns, is dis-
gusted. This I want. Now my poems please me.

61

Pompullus has it made, Faustinus. He will be read
and scatter his name all over the world. “So may
the faithless race of the yellow-haired Usipi prosper,
and whosoever loves not Ausonia’s empire!”® And
yet Pompullus’ work is said to have talent. “But
believe me, that is not enough to make him famous.
How many good poets are food for moths and
bookworms, and only cooks buy their accomplished
verses! There is something more that gives centu-
ries to paper. A book that is to live must have a
Genius.”™

62

Father Salanus has lost his only son. Send pres-
ents, Oppianus, what are you waiting for? Ah, cruel
wrong, evil Fates! Which vulture shall have this
carcase?

2 With anger. Cf. Stat. Theb. 11.336.
bI.e. may they perish as the works of “Pompullus” will.
¢ Guardian spirit.
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63

Scis te captari, scis hunc qui captat, avarum,
et scis qui captat quid, Mariane, velit.

tu tamen hunc tabulis heredem, stulte, supremis
scribis et esse tuo vis, furiose, loco.

‘munera magna tamen misit.” sed misit in hamo;
et piscatorem piscis amare potest?

hicine deflebit vero tua fata dolore?
si cupis ut ploret, des, Mariane, nihil.

64

Cum sis nec rigida Fabiorum gente creatus

nec qualem Curio, dum prandia portat aranti,
hirsuto peperit deprensa sub ilice coniunx,

sed patris ad speculum tonsi matrisque togatae
filius et possit sponsam te sponsa vocare:
emendare meos, quos novit fama, libellos

et tibi permittis felicis carpere nugas —

has, inquam, nugas, quibus aurem advertere totam
non aspernantur proceres urbisque forique,
quas et perpetui dignantur scrinia Sili

et repetit totiens facundo Regulus ore,

quique videt propius magni certamina Circi
laudat Aventinae vicinus Sura Dianae,

63.6 et] sic s : dic SB! 64.3 hirsuto A. Ker : -ta TBy
deprensa T : rubicunda By 64.8 lotam Heinsius
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You know you are being angled for, you know the
angler is after money, and you know, Marianus,
what that angler wants. Yet you write him heir in
your last testament, you fool, and would have him
step into your shoes, you imbecile. “However, he
sent me valuable presents.” But he sent them on a
hook. And can the fish love the fisherman? Will he
lament your death with genuine sorrow? If you
want him to weep, Marianus, leave him nothing.

64

Although you were not born of the austere Fabian
clan nor such a one as his wife bore to hirsute
Curius under an oak tree, caught by surprise as she
was carrying his lunch to him at the plough, but the
son of a father who had his hair cut at a mirror and
of a mother who wore the gown,? and although your
bride to be could call you &er bride to be, you allow
yourself to correct my famous little books and to cri-
ticize my happy trifles—yes, these trifles to which
the leading lights of city and Forum do not disdain
to lend an attentive ear, which the bookcases of
immortal Silius deem worthy and Regulus’ eloquent
lips so often repeat, which Sura, neighbor to Diana
of the Aventine, he who sees the contests of the

aCf. 2.39.2n.
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ipse etiam tanto dominus sub pondere rerum
non dedignatur bis terque revolvere Caesar.
sed tibi plus mentis, tibi cor limante Minerva
acrius, et tenues finxerunt pectus Athenae.
ne valeam, si non multo sapit altius illud,
quod cum panticibus laxis et cum pede grandi
et rubro pulmone vetus nasisque timendum
omnia crudelis lanius per compita portat.
audes praeterea, quos nullus noverit, in me
scribere versiculos miseras et perdere chartas.
at si quid nostrae tibi bilis inusserit ardor,
vivet et haerebit totaque legetur in orbe,
stigmata nec vafra delebit Cinnamus arte.
sed miserere tui rabido nec perditus ore
fumantem vivi nasum temptaveris ursi.

sit placidus licet et lambat digitosque manusque,

si dolor et bilis, si iusta coegerit ira,
ursus erit: vacua dentes in pelle fatiges
et tacitam quaeras, quam possis rodere, carnem.

64.28 uiuinasum B:n-u-Ty
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great Circus from hard by,® commends, which even
Lord Caesar himself with all his load of business
does not scorn to unroll twice and again. But yours
is a superior mind, your wits are sharpened by
Minerva’s file, and subtle Athens molded your intel-
lect. Hang me if that old and malodorous organ,
which along with loose guts and a big hoof and a red
lung the cruel butcher carries through every
crossroad, has not a far higher understanding.P
Furthermore, you dare to write scraps of verse
against me, which nobody will know of, and waste
the wretched sheets. But if the heat of my anger put
a brand on you, it will live and stick and be read all
over the world, nor shall Cinnamus™ cunning skill
delete the marks. But take pity on yourself and do
not in your desperation tempt with rabid mouth the
smoking snout of a live bear. Gentle he may be and
lick your fingers and hands, but if hurt and bile and
righteous wrath drive him, he will be a bear.
Exhaust your fangs on an empty hide, and seek
meat that cannot speak to gnaw.

2The Circus was in the hollow between the Aventine
and Palatine hills.

bThis passage contains untranslatable puns. Cor in
v. 16 means intelligence, but illud (cor) in v. 18 is the heart
of an ox (cf. 14.219). Sapit altius = “has a loftier wisdom”
or “is more highly flavored,” though altus in this sense (cf.
“high”) does not seem to occur elsewhere.

¢ A doctor; cf. 10.56.6.
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65

‘Hexametris epigramma facis’ scio dicere Tuccam.
Tucca, solet fieri, denique, Tucca, licet.
‘sed tamen hoc longum est.’ solet hoc quoque, Tucca,
licetque:
si breviora probas, disticha sola legas.
5 conveniat nobis ut fas epigrammata longa
sit transire tibi, scribere, Tucca, mihi.

66

Famae non nimium bonae puellam,
quales in media sedent Subura,
vendebat modo praeco Gellianus.
parvo cum pretio diu liceret,

5 dum puram cupit approbare cunctis,
attraxit prope se manu negantem
et bis terque quaterque basiavit.
quid profecerit osculo requiris?
sescentos modo qui dabat, negavit.

67

Cur tantum eunuchos habeat tua Caelia quaeris,
Pannyche? vult futui Caelia nec parere.

66.4 licerent Gronovius
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I know Tucca says: “You make an epigram in hex-
ameters.” Tucca, that is quite usual, in fine, Tucca,
it's allowed. “But this is a long one.” This too,
Tucca, is usual and allowable. If you like shorter
ones, read only the couplets. Let us make a bargain:
it shall be your privilege to skip long epigrams and
mine, Tucca, to write them.

66

The other day Gellianus the auctioneer was selling
a girl of none too good a reputation, such a one as
those that sit in the middle of Subura. Wishing to
prove to all that she was clean, since for a long time
the bids were low, he drew her close to him against
her will and kissed her twice and thrice and again.
You ask what that kissing accomplished? Somebody
who was bidding six hundred sesterces withdrew.

67

Do you ask why your Caelia has only eunuchs, Pan-
nychus? Caelia wants to be fucked, but not to have
children.
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68

Flete nefas vestrum, sed toto flete Lucrino,
Naides, et luctus sentiat ipsa Thetis.

inter Baianas raptus puer occidit undas,
Eutychos ille, tuum, Castrice, dulce latus.

hic tibi curarum socius blandumque levamen,
hic amor, hic nostri vatis Alexis erat.

numquid te vitreis nudum lasciva sub undis
vidit et Alcidae Nympha remisit Hylan?

an dea femineum iam neglegit Hermaphroditum
amplexu teneri sollicitata viri?

quidquid id est, subitae quaecumque est causa rapinae,
sit, precor, et tellus mitis et unda tibi.

69
Non miror quod potat aquam tua Bassa, Catulle:

miror quod Bassae filia potat aquam.

70

Sexagesima, Marcinae, messis

acta est et, puto, iam secunda Cottae
nec se taedia lectuli calentis
expertum meminit die vel uno.

69.2 basse B :-siy

2 The goddess of the sea.
P The boy.
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68

Naiads, weep for your crime, yes, weep all over
Lucrine Lake, and let Thetis? herself hear your
wails. A boy has been snatched to his death in
Baiae’s waters, Eutychos, your sweet companion,
Castricus. He was the partner of your cares, your
beguiling solace, the love, the Alexis of our poet.
Did a wanton Nymph see youP naked under the
glassy water and send Hylas back to Alcides? Or
does the goddess now neglect womanish Herma-
phroditus, stirred to passion by the embrace of a
youthful man? Be that as it may, whatever the
cause of the sudden rape, may both earth, I pray,
and water be kind to you. '

69

I am not surprised, Catullus, that your Bassa drinks
water. I am surprised that Bassa’s daughter drinks
water.©

70

A sixtieth harvest has passed, Marcianus, and 1
think two more, for Cotta, and he does not
remember feeling the discomfort of a fevered bed for
a single day. He points a finger, an indecent one,d at

¢Le. fellat; cf. 2.50. “Bassa” was presumably “Catul-
lus’” wife and her daughter his daughter or stepdaughter
(SB3).

d Cf. 2.28.2.
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5 ostendit digitum, sed impudicum,
Alconti Dasioque Symmachoque.
at nostri bene computentur anni
et quantum tetricae tulere febres
aut languor gravis aut mali dolores

10 a vita meliore separetur:
infantes sumus et senes videmur.
aetatem Priamique Nestorisque
longam qui putat esse, Marciane,
multum decipiturque falliturque.
15 non est vivere, sed valere vita est.

71

Edere lascivos ad Baetica crusmata gestus
et Gaditanis ludere docta modis,
tendere quae tremulum Pelian Hecubaeque maritum
posset ad Hectoreos sollicitare rogos,
5 urit et excruciat dominum Telethusa priorem:
vendidit ancillam, nunc redimit dominam.

72

Fur notae nimium rapacitatis
compilare Cilix volebat hortum,
ingenti sed erat, Fabulle, in horto
praeter marmoreum nihil Priapum.
5 dum non vult vacua manu redire,
ipsum surripuit Cilix Priapum.

70.6 Alconi Heinsius 70.10 separetur Duff : -rentur
By 71.6 redimit g : redemit B : redimet y
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Alcon and Dasius and Symmachus.2 But let our
years be carefully computed and let the time con-
sumed by grim fevers or heavy lassitude or cruel
pains be separated from better life: we are children,
and we seem old men. He who thinks the span
of a Priam or a Nestor long, Marcianus, is much
deceived and mistaken. Life is not being alive, but
being well.

71

Skilled to match wanton gestures to Baetic airs and
dance to the measures of Gades, able to stretch
doddering Pelias and stir Hecuba’s husbandP at
Hector’s pyre, Telethusa burns and torments her
former master. He sold a slave girl; now he buys her
back as mistress of his house.

72

Cilix,¢ a thief of all too well-known rapacity, wanted
to rob a garden, but in that huge garden, Fabullus,
was nothing but a marble Priapus. Not choosing to
return empty-handed, Cilix made off with Priapus
himself.

2 Doctors.

b Priam.

¢ A personal name (cf. Cic. Fam. 3.1.2) rather than “a
Cilician.”
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Non rudis indocta fecit me falce colonus:
dispensatoris nobile cernis opus.
nam Caeretani cultor ditissimus agri
hos Hilarus colles et iuga laeta tenet.
5 aspice quam certo videar non ligneus ore
nec devota focis inguinis arma geram,
sed mihi perpetua numquam moritura cupresso
Phidiaca rigeat mentula digna manu.
vicini, moneo, sanctum celebrate Priapum
10 et bis septenis parcite iugeribus.

74

Medio recumbit imus ille qui lecto,
calvam trifilem semitatus unguento,
foditque tonsis ora laxa lentiscis,
mentitur, Aefulane: non habet dentes.

75

Cum mittis turdumve mihi quadramve placentae,
sive femur leporis sive quid his simile est,
buccellas misisse tuas te, Pontia, dicis.
has ego non mittam, Pontia, sed nec edam.

73.3 ditissimus 8 : not- y
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73

No rude farmer made me? with unschooled sickle;
you see the steward’s noble work. For Hilarus,
wealthiest cultivator of Caere’s land, owns these
fields and fertile slopes. See how my face’s clear out-
line seems made not of wood, and in my groin I bear
no weapon destined for the fireplace; my rigid cock,
carved immortal from everlasting cypress, is worthy
of Phidias’ hand. Neighbors, take heed: honor holy
Priapus and spare the fourteen acres.

74

That person who lies lowest on the middle couch,?
he of the bald pate with its three strands of hair and
its trails of pomade, who picks his loose mouth with
smoothed sticks of mastic, is a liar, Aefulanus: he
has no teeth.

75

When you send me a thrush or a slice of cake or a
hare’s thigh, or anything resembling these, you say
you have sent me your little mouthfuls, Pontia. I
shall not send them elsewhere,® Pontia,d but I shan’t
eat them either.

2 A statue of Priapus.

b The place of honor.

¢ As would normally be done with an unwanted present
(cf. 4.88).

d A notorious poisoner: cf. 2.34. See Appendix B.
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Ille sacri lateris custos Martisque togati,
credita cuil summi castra fuere ducis,
hic situs est Fuscus. licet hoc, Fortuna, fateri:
non timet hostilis iam lapis iste minas.
5 grande iugum domita Dacus cervice recepit
et famulum victrix possidet umbra nemus.

77

Cum sis tam pauper quam nec miserabilis Irus,
tam iuvenis quam nec Parthenopaeus erat,

tam fortis quam nec cum vinceret Artemidorus,
quid te Cappadocum sex onus esse iuvat?

5 rideris multoque magis traduceris, Afer,

quam nudus medio si spatiere foro.

non aliter monstratur Atlans cum compare ginno
quaeque vehit similem belua nigra Libyn.

invidiosa tibi quam sit lectica requiris?

10 non debes ferri mortuus hexaphoro.

77.7 ginno Scriverius : gybbo vel gibbo y : mulo 8

2 As Prefect of the Praetorian guard Fuscus had pro-
tected the warrior Emperor in civil life.

b “Here lies Fuscus.”

¢ The epigram is supposed to be an inscription on the
tomb, in Dacia, of Cornelius Fuscus, who was defeated and
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Here lies Fuscus, guard of the sacred person, of
Mars in gown,? to whom an army of our supreme
Leader was committed. This, Fortune, may be
avowed; this stone fears enemy threats no longer.
The Dacian has bowed his neck and received the
mighty yoke. A victorious shade possesses the cap-
tive grove.°

77

Since you are poorer than wretched Irus and
younger than Parthenopaeus and stronger than
Artemidorus in his conquering. days,d why do you
like to be carried by six Cappadocians? You're a
laughingstock, Afer, and much more ridiculed than
if you were to walk naked in the middle of the
Forum. You are pointed at like Atlas® with his little
mule or a black elephant carrying a Libyan like
himself. Do you want to know how invidious is your
conveyance? You shouldn’t be carried dead in a
litter and six.f

killed there in 87. The Dacians were later subdued. Cf.
Juv.4.111. '

dWinner in the Capitoline athletic contest in 86.
Apparently he was less successful later on.

¢ A dwarf (cf. Juv. 8.32), named after the giant.

fFrom this it would seem that a bourgeois bier nor-
mally had six bearers (cf. 2.81); the paupers’ bier in 8.75
had four.
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Potor nobilis, Aule, lumine uno
luscus Phryx erat alteroque lippus.
huic Heras medicus ‘bibas caveto:
vinum si biberis, nihil videbis.’

5 ridens Phryx oculo ‘valebis’ inquit.
misceri sibi protinus deunces,
sed crebros iubet. exitum requiris?
vinum Phryx, oculus bibit venenum.

79

Tristis es et felix. sciat hoc Fortuna caveto:
ingratum dicet te, Lupe, si scierit.

80

Ut nova dona tibi, Caesar, Nilotica tellus
miserat hibernas ambitiosa rosas.
navita derisit Pharios Memphiticus hortos,
urbis ut intravit limina prima tuae:
tantus veris honos et odorae gratia Florae
tantaque Paestani gloria ruris erat;
sic, quacumque vagos gressusque oculosque ferebat,
tonsilibus sertis omne rubebat iter.

80.7 uagos T : vagus R By gressus scripsi, duce
Heraeo : -um R By 80.8 tonsilibus ap : textil- y : sutil-
Scriverius : pensil- commentus sum (SB3)

2 Nearly three times the usual quantity, eleven cyathi
instead of four (triens, cf. 6.86.1; 1.106.8). Deunx = eleven
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78

Phryx, a famous toper, Aulus, was blind of one eye
and bleary of the other. Heras, his doctor, told him:
“Don’t drink. If you drink wine, you’ll lose your
sight altogether.” Phryx laughs, and says to his eye
“Good-bye,” then forthwith orders trebles? mixed for
him and plenty of them. You want to know the out-
come? Phryx drank wine and his eye drank poison.

79

You are sad and lucky. Mind you don’t let Fortune
know. She will call you ungrateful, Lupus, if she
gets to know.

80

The land of Nile, Caesar, anxious to win favor, had
sent you winter roses as a novel gift. But the sailor
from Memphis mocked at Pharian gardens when he
trod the first threshold of your city. Such was the
beauty of spring and the charm of fragrant Flora, so
splendid the glory of the Paestan countryside.
Wherever he took his wandering steps and eyes,
every path blushed with clipped wreaths.© But do

twelfths (of a sextarius).

b1ike that of Paestum, which was celebrated for its
roses.

¢ Perhaps with reference to wreaths mounted on
wooden supports along the roadsides rather than to roses
displayed for sale in shops (SB1).
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at tu Romanae iussus iam cedere brumae,
10 mitte tuas messes, accipe, Nile, rosas.

81

Iratus tamquam populo, Charideme, lavaris:
inguina sic toto subluis in solio.

nec caput hic vellem sic te, Charideme, lavare.
et caput ecce lavas: inguina malo laves.

82

Quidam me modo, Rufe, diligenter
inspectum, velut emptor aut lanista,
cum vultu digitoque subnotasset,
‘tune es, tune’ ait ‘ille Martialis,
5 cuius nequitias iocosque novit

aurem qui modo non habet Batavam?’
subrisi modice, levique nutu |
me quem dixerat esse non negavi.
‘cur ergo’ inquis ‘habes malas lacernas?’

10 respondi: ‘quia sum malus poeta.’
hoc ne saepius accidat poetae,
mittas, Rufe, mihi bonas lacernas.
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you, Nile, bidden now to yield to Roman winter,
send us your harvests and take roses in return.

81

You bathe as though you were angry with the pub-
lic, Charidemus, washing your groin all over the
bathtub. I wouldn’t have you wash your head here
like that, Charidemus. There now, you're washing
your head. I'd sooner you washed your groin.

82

The other day an individual looked me over care-
fully, like a buyer or a trainer, and after marking
me down with eye and pointed finger, says he: “Are
you really that Martial whose naughty jests every-
body knows that doesn’t have the ear of a
Batavian?”2 I smiled a little and with a slight nod
allowed that I was the person in question. “Then
why do you wear a bad cloak?” he asked. 1
answered: “Because I'm a bad poet.” So that this
doesn’t happen too often to a poet, Rufus, please
send me a good cloak.

a1.e. barbarous.
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Quantum sollicito fortuna parentis Etrusco,
tantum, summe ducum, debet uterque tibi.

nam tu missa tua revocasti fulmina dextra.
hos cuperem mores ignibus esse Iovis.

5 situa sit summo, Caesar, natura Tonanti,

utetur toto fulmine rara manus.

muneris hoc utrumque tui testatur Etruscus,
esse quod et comiti contigit et reduci.

84

Octaphoro sanus portatur, Avite, Philippus.
hunc tu si sanum credis, Avite, furis.

85

Editur en sextus sine te mihi, Rufe Camoni,
nec te lectorem sperat, amice, liber:

impia Cappadocum tellus et numine laevo
visa tibi cineres reddit et ossa patri.

5 funde tuo lacrimas orbata Bononia Rufo,

et resonet tota planctus in Aemilia.

heu qualis pietas, heu quam brevis occidit aetas!
viderat Alphei praemia quinta modo.

85.8 quinta T : quinque y : quanta B : quarta Gruter

4@ He had accompanied his father into exile. As to the
father’s death, see 7.40.
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As much as his father’s fortunes owe to Etruscus’
solicitude,2 so much, most exalted of leaders, do
both owe you. For you recalled the bolts that your
hand discharged; I would that Jove’s fires behaved
so. If the supreme Thunderer were of your disposi-
tion, Caesar, seldom would his arm use a bolt entire.
Etruscus acknowledges a double bounty of your bes-
towing: he was able both to go with his father and to
bring him back.

84

Philippus, who is sound of body, is carried in a litter
and eight, Avitus. If you think him sound of mind,?
you are crazy, Avitus.

85

See, a sixth book of mine is published without you,
Rufus Camonius, and does not hope, my friend, to
have you as its reader. The unholy land of the Cap-
padocians, seen by you under an evil star, returns
your ashes and bones to your father. Pour tears,
Bononia, bereaved of your Rufus, and let lamenta-
tion sound all along the Aemilian Way.¢ Alas, what
filial love, alas, how brief a life has perished! He
had but lately seen Alpheus’ prizes for the fifth

b Play on two senses of sanus, “healthy” and “sane.”
¢ Or “throughout Aemilia,” the district; cf. 3.4.2.
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pectore tu memori nostros evolvere lusus,
10 tu solitus totos, Rufe, tenere iocos,
accipe cum fletu maesti breve carmen amici
atque haec absentis tura fuisse puta.

86

Setinum domitaeque nives densique trientes,
quando ego vos medico non prohibente bibam?

stultus et ingratus nec tanto munere dignus
qui mavult heres divitis esse Midae.

possideat Libycas messis Hermumque Tagumque,
et potet caldam, qui mihi livet, aquam.

87

Di tibi dent et tu, Caesar, quaecumque mereris:
di mihi dent et tu quae volo, si merui.

88

Mane salutavi vero te nomine casu
nec dixi dominum, Caeciliane, meum.
quanti libertas constet mihi tanta requiris?
centum quadrantes abstulit illa mihi.

86.1 domitae Heinsius : -in(a)e Ty

2 If, as usual in M., an Olympiad is reckoned as a five-
year period, instead of four, Camonius, if he was twenty
when he died (but see on 9.76.3), must have “seen” his first
festival in his birth year.
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time.2 You used to reel off my jests from memory,
Rufus, and have by heart whole epigrams; so take a
sorrowful friend’s brief poem along with his tears,
and think of it as incense from the absent.

86

Setine wine, and melted snow, and cup hard on cup:
when shall I drink you without a doctor’s ban? Fool-
ish he and ungrateful and unworthy of so great a
boon, who would rather be heir to wealthy Midas.
Let one that wishes me ill own Libyan harvests and
Hermus and Tagus, and drink warm water.

87

May the gods and you, Caesar, give you all you
deserve. May the gods and you give me what I wish,
if I have deserved it.

88

By chance I greeted you this morning by your real
name, Caecilianus, instead of calling you “my lord.”
Do you want to know how much such freedom costs
me? It robbed me of a hundred farthings.P

bThe normal client’s dole. M. implies that the dinner
which went with it (cf. 4.68; 10.27.3; 13.123 al.) would not
have been worth eating; cf. 4.26.
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Cum peteret seram media iam nocte matellam
arguto madidus pollice Panaretus,

Spoletina data est sed quam siccaverat ipse,
nec fuerat soli tota lagona satis.

1lle fide summa testae sua vina remensus
reddidit oenophori pondera plena sui.

miraris, quantum biberat, cepisse lagonam?
desine mirari, Rufe: merum biberat.

90

Moechum Gellia non habet nisi unum.
turpe est hoc magis: uxor est duorum.

91

Sancta ducis summi prohibet censura vetatque
moechari. gaude, Zoile; non futuis.

92

Caelatus tibi cum sit, Anniane,
serpens in patera Myronos arte,
Vaticana bibis: bibis venenum.
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89

When tipsy Panaretus snapped his thumb for a late
chamberpot (it was already midnight), he was
handed a Spoletine flagon, one that he had drained
himself and the whole of it had not been enough for
him only. With complete accuracy he measured
back to the jar its own wine, returning the full con-
tents of his wine-holder.2 Are you surprised that
the flagon held all he had drunk? Stop being
surprised, Rufus. He had drunk it neat.

90

Gellia has only one lover. That makes it worse.
She’s a bigamist.

91

The sacred censorship of our supreme Leader for-
bids and bans adultery.? Congratulations, Zoilus:
you don’t fuck.€

92

A serpent chased by Myron’s art is on your wine
bowl, Annianus, and you drink Vatican. You drink
poison.d

2].e. bladder. The apparent inconsistency with v.4
may have escaped M.’s notice.
bCf. 5.75; 6.7.

¢Cf. 3.82.33.
d The wine was bad enough to be snake venom.
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Tam male Thais olet quam non fullonis avari
testa vetus, media sed modo fracta via,
non ab amore recens hircus, non ora leonis,
non detracta cani Transtiberina cutis,
5 pullus abortivo nec cum putrescit in ovo,
amphora corrupto nec vitiata garo.
virus ut hoc alio fallax permutet odore,
deposita quotiens balnea veste petit,
psilothro viret aut acida latet oblita creta
10 aut tegitur pingui terque quaterque faba.
cum bene se tutam per fraudes mille putavit,
omnia cum fecit, Thaida Thais olet.

94

Ponuntur semper chrysendeta Calpetano
sive foris seu cum cenat in urbe domi.

sic etiam in stabulo semper, sic cenat in agro.
non habet ergo aliud? non habet immo suum.

94.1 calpetano cod. unus e familia y : palp- y, ut vid. : cal-
petiano 8
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Thais smells worse than the veteran crock of a
stingy fuller, recently broken in the middle of the
road, or a billy goat fresh from his amours, or a
lion’s mouth, or a hide from beyond TiberP torn from
a dog, or a chicken rotting in an aborted egg, or a jar
polluted with putrid garum.® In order to exchange
this stench for a different odor, whenever she takes
off her clothes to get into the bath, the crafty lady is
green with depilatory or lurks under a lining of
chalk and vinegar, or is coated with three or four
layers of thick bean meal. A thousand tricks, and
she thinks she’s safe. But when all’s done, Thais
smells of Thais. '

94

Gold-inlaid plate is always placed before Cal-
petanus whether he dines abroad or at home in
Rome. He always dines so even in an inn or in the
country. Has he no other service then? Not so, he
has no service of his own.d

2 F'ullers used urine in their trade, and used to collect it
at street corners in jars; cf. 12.48.8. “Stingy” because he
would keep the crock for a long time.

b Where tanners pursued their trade; Juv. 14.202.

¢ Sauce made of the intestines and offal of mackerel; cf.
13.102.

d “Calpetanus” is satirized for his ostentatious use of
plate which is not his own.
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1

Accipe belligerae crudum thoraca Minervae,
ipsa Medusaeae quem timet ira comae.
dum vacat haec, Caesar, poterit lorica vocari:

pectore cum sacro sederit, aegis erit.

.2

Invia Sarmaticis domini lorica sagittis
et Martis Getico tergore fida magis,

quam vel ad Aetolae securam cuspidis ictus
texuit innumeri lubricus unguis apri:

5 felix sorte tua, sacrum cui tangere pectus

fas erit et nostri mente calere dei.

i comes et magnos illaesa merere triumphos
palmataeque ducem, sed cito, redde togae.

a2 These lines allude to a cuirass, made of boars’ hoofs,
either taken from a temple of Minerva, or made for Domi-
tian in imitation of her aegis with the Gorgon’s head upon
it, and worn by him in his Sarmatian expedition, AD. 92. It
is again alluded toin 14.179.

b Meleager’s, who slew the Calydonian boar; cf. Sp.
17.1.
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1

Accept the fierce breastplate of war-waging Mi-
nerva, dreaded even by Medusa’s angry locks.
While not in use, this, Caesar, may be called a
cuirass. When it rests on your sacred breast, it will
be an aegis.?

2

Cuirass of our Lord, impervious to Sarmatian shafts
and more trusty than the Getic shield of Mars,
which the sliding hooves of countless boars wove to
be proof even against the strokes of an Aetolian
spear,? happy are you in your lot; for to you it will be
lawful to touch the sacred breast and grow warm
with the mind of our divinity.¢ Go with him, and
win unscathed great triumphs, and restore—but
soon — our Leader to the palm-embroidered gown.d

¢ The heart being the seat of the intellect.

4 A triumphing general formerly wore a purple and gold
toga (picta) over a tunic embroidered with palm leaves
(tunica palmata). The palm-embroidered toga is first men-
tioned here.
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3

Cur non mitto meos tibi, Pontiliane, libellos?
ne mihi tu mittas, Pontiliane, tuos.

4

Esset, Castrice, cum mali coloris,
versus scribere coepit Oppianus.

5

Si desiderium, Caesar, populique patrumque
respicis et Latiae gaudia vera togae,
redde deum votis poscentibus. invidet hosti
Roma suo, veniat laurea multa licet:
5 terrarum dominum propius videt ille tuoque
terretur vultu barbarus et fruitur.

6

Ecquid Hyperboreis ad nos conversus ab oris
Ausonias Caesar iam parat ire vias?
certus abest auctor, sed vox hoc nuntiat omnis:
credo tibi, verum dicere, Fama, soles.
5 publica victrices testantur gaudia chartae,
Martia laurigera cuspide pila virent.

2 An abbreviated version of 5.73.
b Pallor being characteristic of poets (and students gen-
erally; cf. Pers. 1.26). Oppianus takes to writing poetry in
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3

Why don’t I send you my little books, Pontilianus?
For fear you might send me yours, Pontilianus.?

4

Because he had a bad color, Castricus, Oppianus
started to write verses.P

5

If you have regard, Caesar, for the longing of people
and fathers and the true joy of the Latin gown,
restore their god to the prayers that demand him.©
Rome envies her enemy, though many a laurel
come.d He sees earth’s lord nearer at hand; the bar-
barian quails before your countenance and enjoys it.

6

Does Caesar turn our way from Hyperborean lands,
is he already preparing to tread Ausonian roads?
There is no sure voucher, but every voice reports it.
I believe you, Rumor, you generally speak true. Vic-
torious despatches certify the public joy; the pikes
of Mars are green with laurelled points. Once

order to mask the real cause; cf. 1.77.6.

¢ Domitian in A.D. 92 was campaigning against the Sar-
matians. He returned in January 93.

d Despatches announcing victory were laurel-wreathed.
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rursus, i0, magnos clamat tibi Roma triumphos
invictusque tua, Caesar, in urbe sonas.
sed iam laetitiae quo sit fiducia maior,
10 Sarmaticae laurus nuntius ipse veni.

7

Hiberna quamvis Arctos et rudis Peuce
et ungularum pulsibus calens Hister
fractusque cornu iam ter improbum Rhenus
teneat domantem regna perfidae gentis
5 te, summe mundi rector et parens orbis:

abesse nostris non tamen potes votis.
illic et oculis et animis sumus, Caesar,
adeoque mentes omnium tenes unus
ut ipsa magni turba nesciat Circi

10 utrumne currat Passerinus an Tigris.

8

Nunc hilares, si quando, mihi, nunc ludite, Musae:
victor ab Odrysio redditur orbe deus.
certa facis populi tu primus vota, December:
iam licet ingenti dicere voce ‘venit.’
5 felix sorte tua! poteras non cedere Iano,
gaudia si nobis quae dabit ille dares.

7.3 improbum SB3 : -bus 8:-bo y
8.1 post quando distinxi
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again —huzzah! — Rome shouts your mighty tri-
umphs and in your city, Caesar, your title “Invinci-
ble” resounds. But now, that happiness may be
more assured, come in person announcing your
Sarmatian laurel.

7

Though the wintry Bear and rude Peuce and Hister
warming to the beat of hooves and Rhine, whose
presumptious horn has now been shattered for the
third time,? detain you, the world’s supreme ruler
and earth’s parent, as you subdue the realms of a
perfidious race, yet you cannot be absent from our
prayers. We are there, Caesar, with our eyes and
our minds. And so wholly do you alone hold the
thoughts of all that the very crowd in the great
Circus knows not whether Passerinus runs or
Tigris.P

8

Now if ever make sport for me merrily, Muses. The
god is restored victorious from the Odrysian world.
You are first, December, to make certain the
people’s prayers. Now we may cry with one mighty
voice: “He is coming.” Happy in your lot! You might
not yield to Janus, if you were giving us the joy that

2 River gods were represented with horns. The shatter-
ing of the horn meant defeat: cf. 10.7.6.
b Racehorses.
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festa coronatus ludet convicia miles,
inter laurigeros cum comes ibit equos.
fas audire iocos levioraque carmina, Caesar,
10 et tibi, si lusus ipse triumphus amat.

9

Cum sexaginta numeret Cascellius annos,
ingeniosus homo est: quando disertus erit?

10

Pedicatur Eros, fellat Linus: Ole, quid ad te
de cute quid faciant ille vel ille sua?
centenis futuit Matho milibus: Ole, quid ad te?
non tu propterea, sed Matho pauper erit.
5 1in lucem cenat Sertorius: Ole, quid ad te,
cum liceat tota stertere nocte tibi?
septingenta Tito debet Lupus: Ole, quid ad te?
assem ne dederis crediderisve Lupo.
illud dissimulas ad te quod pertinet, Ole,
10 quodque magis curae convenit esse tuae:
pro togula debes. hoc ad te pertinet, Ole.
quadrantem nemo iam tibi credit: et hoc.

2 If Domitian were actually arriving in December, that
month might never give place to January.

b For the license allowed to soldiers in a triumphal pro-
cession cf. 1.4.3.
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he will give.2 The garlanded soldiery will sport in
festive insults as they accompany the laurel-bearing
horses. Even for you, Caesar, it is lawful to hear
jests and lighter verses, if the triumph itself loves
jollity.P

9

Cascellius counts sixty years and he is a man of
talent. When will he be a good speaker?®

10

Eros is sodomized, Linus sucks. What'’s it to you,
Olus, what either one of them does with his own
skin?d Matho fornicates for a hundred thousand.
What’s it to you, Olus? You won’t be a pauper on
that account, Matho will. Sertorius dines till day-
break. What’s it to you, Olus, when you can snore
all night? Lupus owes Titus seven hundred
thousand. What’s it to you, Olus? Don’t give or lend
Lupus a penny. What does have to do with you,
Olus, what ought rather to be your concern, you pre-
tend not to know. You owe for your gown: this has
to do with you, Olus. Nobody lends you a farthing

¢He had the ability to make a fine barrister, but had
never mastered the technique.

4 Housman (1182) compared the saying de suo corio
ludere, “play with (i.e. at the expense of) one’s own hide”;
cf. 3.16.5.
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uxor moecha tibi est: hoc ad te pertinet, Ole.
poscit iam dotem filia grandis: et hoc.
15 dicere quindecies poteram quod pertinet ad te:
sed quid agas ad me pertinet, Ole, nihil.

11

Cogis me calamo manuque nostra
emendare meos, Pudens, libellos.

0 quam me nimium probas amasque,
qui vis archetypas habere nugas!

12

Sic me fronte legat dominus, Faustine, serena
excipiatque meos qua solet aure iocos,

ut mea nec iuste quos odit pagina laesit
et mihi de nullo fama rubore placet.

5 quid prodest, cupiant cum quidam nostra videri

si qua Lycambeo sanguine tela madent,

vipereumque vomat nostro sub nomine virus
qui Phoebi radios ferre diemque negat?

ludimus innocui: scis hoc bene: iuro potentis

10 per genium Famae Castaliumque gregem,

2 The corrections in the author’s hand would put
Pudens’ copy on a par with an authentic work by a famous
artist.

b1.e. favoring or attentive.
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any more: this too. Your wife has a lover: this has to
do with you, Olus. Your grown-up daughter is
already asking for a dowry: this too. I could mention
fifteen things that have to do with you, Olus. But
your doings, Olus, have nothing to do with me.

11

You make me correct my little books with my own
pen and hand, Pudens. Oh, how excessively you
approve and love me, wanting to have an original of
my trifles!2

12

So may our Lord read me with unfurrowed brow,
Faustinus, and catch my jests with his accustomed
ear,’ as my page has never harmed even those it
justly hates, nor do I desire celebrity from anybody’s
blush. But what’s the use, when certain persons are
eager for any weapons that drip with Lycambes’
blood to be thought mine, and some creature who
refuses to bear Phoebus’ rays and the light of day
vomits his snake venom under my name? I sport
harmlessly, you know that well. I swear it by the
genius of potent Fame® and the Castalian troop and

¢ A curious expression, perhaps to be explained by the
custom of slaves and other inferiors swearing by the
“genius” (guardian spirit; cf. 7.78.4) of their masters or
betters. M. was as it were a client of Fame.
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perque tuas aures, magni mihi numinis instar,
lector inhumana liber ab invidia.

13

Dum Tiburtinis albescere solibus audit
antiqui dentis fusca Lycoris ebur,

venit in Herculeos colles. quid Tiburis alti
aura valet! parvo tempore nigra redit.

14

Accidit infandum nostrae scelus, Aule, puellae;
amisit lusus deliciasque suas:

non quales teneri ploravit amica Catulli,
Lesbia, nequitiis passeris orba sui,

5 vel Stellae cantata meo quas flevit Ianthis,

cuius in Elysio nigra columba volat:

lux mea non capitur nugis nec amoribus istis,
nec dominae pectus talia damna movent:

bis senos puerum numerantem perdidit annos,

10 mentula cui nondum sesquipedalis erat.
14.5 quas B : quam vy 14.7 nec amoribus s : neque
mor- (vel emor-) By 14.9 senos s : de- By

2 The sulphurous exhalations of the springs at Tibur
(cf. 4.4.2) were supposed to have the property of bleaching
things, especially ivory.

bM. had probably forgotten that he had published a
prototype of this epigram (4.62) using the same name,
Lycoris. Cf. als01.72.6.
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by your ears, reader free from heartless jealousy, a
mighty divinity to me.

13

Hearing that the ivory of an ancient tusk turns
white in the suns of Tibur,? dusky Lycoris went to
Hercules’ hills. How potent is the air of lofty Tibur!
In a short time she returned black.P

14

An unspeakable villainy has afflicted my girl,
Aulus: she has lost her plaything and pet —not such
as tender Catullus’ mistress wept for, Lesbia,
bereaved of her sparrow’s naughty tricks, or such as
Ianthis, sung by my Stella, bewailed,® whose black
dove flies in Elysium. My beloved is not won by
trifles or by such loves? as those nor do such losses
move my lady’s heart. She has lost a boy numbering
twice six® years, whose cock was not yet eighteen
inches long.

¢I.e. on whose grief for her dead dove Stella wrote his
poem (cf. 1.7).

d The manuscript reading neque moribus istis (“nor by
such ways”) makes poor sense, and M. never has neque
before a consonant in dactylic meter (always nec).

¢ Some editors keep the absurd denos, making the boy
twenty years old.
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15

Quis puer hic nitidis assistit Ianthidos undis?
effugit dominam Naida numquid Hylas?
o bene quod silva colitur Tirynthius ista
et quod amatrices tam prope servat aquas!
5 securus licet hos fontes, Argynne, ministres:
nil facient Nymphae: ne velit ipse cave.

16

Aera domi non sunt. superest hoc, Regule, solum
ut tua vendamus munera: numquid emis?

17

Ruris bibliotheca delicati,
vicinam videt unde lector urbem,
inter carmina sanctiora si quis
lascivae fuerit locus Thaliae,

5 hos nido licet inseras vel imo
septem quos tibi misimus libellos
auctoris calamo sui notatos:
haec illis pretium facit litura.
at tu munere fdelicataf parvo,

17.1 assistit B‘: abs- y 17.9 delicata y : dedi- 8 : mun-
erata temptavi (SB3)

2 The statue of Stella’s page Argynnus stands among
others (cf. 7.50) beside the stream, beautiful enough to be
Hylas escaped from his Naiad (SB 3). M.’s interpreters,
reading absistit (“withdraws”) in v. 1, go far afield.
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15

What boy stands here by Ianthis’ sparkling stream?
Has Hylas escaped his Naiad mistress?? Well it is
that the Tirynthian is worshipped in this wood and
watches the amorous waters so close at hand.
Argynnus, you may hand out this fount? without
fear. The Nymphs will do nothing; but beware lest
Himself€ take a fancy.

16

There’s no money in the house. My only recourse,
Regulus, is to sell your presents. Are you buying?

17

Library of a dainty villa from which the reader sees
the neighboring city, if there be space for wanton
Thalia among poems of higher tone, you may put in
a niche, even the lowest, these seven little books
that I have sent you, marked by their author’s pen;
the corrections give them value. But do you,
presented(?)d with a small present, you who shall be

bHand its water to the company, as the original of the
statue would do at banquets.

¢ Hercules.

d Translating my conjecture. Delicata would be awk-
wardly placed and intolerable after delicati in v.1. On
dedicata, which makes no sense, see my edition. G. P.
Goold suggests praedicata, “made known by a small
present” (1.e. M.’s epigram).
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10 quae cantaberis orbe nota toto,
pignus pectoris hoc mei tuere,
Iuli bibliotheca Martialis.

18

Cum tibi sit facies de qua nec femina possit
dicere, cum corpus nulla litura notet,

cur te tam rarus cupiat repetatque fututor
miraris? vitium est non leve, Galla, tibi.

accessi quotiens ad opus mixtisque movemur
inguinibus, cunnus non tacet, ipsa taces.

di facerent ut tu loquereris et ille taceret:
offendor cunni garrulitate tui.

pedere te mallem: namque hoc nec inutile dicit
Symmachus et risum res movet ista simul.

quis ridere potest fatui poppysmata cunni?
cum sonat hic, cui non mentula mensque cadit?

dic aliquid saltem clamosoque obstrepe cunno,
et, si adeo muta es, disce vel inde loqui.

19

Fragmentum quod vile putas et inutile lignum,
haec fuit ignoti prima carina maris.

quam nec Cyaneae quondam potuere ruinae
frangere nec Scythici tristior ira freti,

18.9 mallem B : uel- Ty 18.14 et]aut A. Ker
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recited and famous throughout the world, keep well
this pledge of my affection, library of Julius Mar-
tialis.

18

Since you have a face about which even a woman
could find nothing? to say, since no blemish marks
your person, do you wonder why a fornicator so sel-
dom wants you and comes again? You have a seri-
ous defect, Galla. Whenever I get to work and we
move with mingled loins, your cunt is vocal, while
you are silent. Would that the gods would make you
talk and it be silent! The garrulity of your cunt puts
me off. I had rather you farted; Symmachus says
that is healthy, and besides it makes one laugh. But
who can laugh at the smacking of a silly cunt?
Whose cock and spirits don’t droop at the sound of
it? At least say something and counter your
clamorous cunt; and if you are so tongue-tied, learn
to talk out of it.

19

What you take for a paltry fragment, a useless piece
of lumber, was the first keel to sail the unknown
sea.? What once neither the Cyanean rocks could

2 I.e. nothing adverse.
b The Argo.
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5 saecula vicerunt: sed quamvis cesserit annis,
sanctior est salva parva tabella rate.

20

Nihil est miserius neque gulosius Santra.
rectam vocatus cum cucurrit ad cenam,
quam tot diebus noctibusque captavit,
ter poscit apri glandulas, quater lumbum,
5 et utramque coxam leporis et duos armos,

nec erubescit peierare de turdo
et ostreorum rapere lividos cirros.
buccis placentae sordidam linit mappam;
illic et uvae collocantur ollares

10 et Punicorum paueca grana malorum
et excavatae pellis indecens vulvae
et lippa ficus debilisque boletus.
sed mappa cum iam mille rumpitur furtis,
rosos tepenti spondylos sinu condit

15 et devorato capite turturem truncum.
colligere longa turpe nec putat dextra
analecta quidquid et canes reliquerunt.
nec esculenta sufficit gulae praeda:
mixto lagonam replet ad pedes vino.

20 haec per ducentas cum domum tulit scalas

20.8 buccis placentae Scriverius : b- plangentem B : dulcis
placenta y

2 The Euxine (Black Sea).
bIe. a sow’s matrix, a favorite dish: cf. Hor. Epist.
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break nor the grimmer wrath of the Scythian main,?
the ages have vanquished. But though it has suc-
cumbed to the years, the small plank is more vener-
able than the ship intact.

20

Santra is the most miserly and the greediest of
beings. When he has an invitation and runs off to a
formal dinner, for which he has been angling for so
many days and nights, he asks for three helpings of
boar’s sweetbreads, four of loin, both haunches of
hare and two shoulders; nor does he blush to lie
about a thrush and snatch the livid beards of
oysters. He smears his dirty napkin with mouthfuls
of cake. Therein are assembled preserved grapes
and a few pomegranate grains, and the ugly skin of
a hollowed matrix® and an oozy fig and a crippled
mushroom. But when the napkin bursts with a
thousand thefts, he hides gnawed vertebrae in his
warm pocket together with the remains of a pigeon
whose head has been devoured. Nor does he think
shame to collect with a long arm whatever the
sweeper and the dogs have left. Edible plunder is
not enough for his gullet, he fills a flagon at his feet
with mixed wine.® When he has carried all this
home up two hundred stairs and anxiously shut

1.15.41. It was served boiled and soused in a vinegar and
brine sauce and other condiments; cf. Athen. 3.58f.

¢ Wines stolen from different glasses rather than wine
and water.
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seque obserata clusit anxius cella
gulosus ille, postero die vendit.

21

Haec est illa dies, magni quae conscia partus
Lucanum populis et tibi, Polla, dedit.

heu! Nero crudelis nullaque invisior umbra,
debuit hoc saltem non licuisse tibi.

22

Vatis Apollinei magno memorabilis ortu
lux redit: Aonidum turba, favete sacris.
haec meruit, cum te terris, Lucane, dedisset,
mixtus Castaliae Baetis ut esset aquae.

23

Phoebe, veni, sed quantus eras cum bella tonanti
ipse dares Latiae plectra secunda lyrae.

quid tanta pro luce precer? tu, Polla, maritum
saepe colas et se sentiat ille coli.

21.1 magni quae B : q- m- Ry 23.1 tonanti y : canenti
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himself in his barred chamber, this greedy fellow —
sells it next day.

21

This is the day that, conscious of a mighty birth,
gave Lucan to mankind and to you, Polla. Ah, cruel
Nero, for no death more hated, this at least should
not not have been permitted you.

22

The day returns made memorable by the mighty
birth of Apollo’s poet. Aonian throng, to these rites
be propitious. This day, when it gave you to earth,
Lucan, deserved that Baetis be blended with
Castalia’s water.2

23

Come, Phoebus, but come in might, as when in per-
son you gave the second quill of the Latin lyreP to
him who thunders wars. What prayer should I
make for so great a dawn? Polla, may you often
commemorate your husband, and may he know it.

2 Lucan was born at Corduba (Cordova) on the Baetis

(Guadalquivir).
b Virgil’s being the first.
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24

Cum Iuvenale meo quae me committere temptas,
quid non audebis, perfida lingua, loqui?

te fingente nefas Pyladen odisset Orestes,
Thesea Pirithoi destituissset amor;

tu Siculos fratres et maius nomen Atridas
et Ledae poteras dissociare genus.

hoc tibi pro meritis et talibus imprecor ausis,
ut facias illud quod, puto, lingua, facis.

25

Dulcia cum tantum scribas epigrammata semper
et cerussata candidiora cute,
nullaque mica salis nec amari fellis in illis
gutta sit, o demens, vis tamen illa legi!
nec cibus ipse iuvat morsu fraudatus aceti,
nec grata est facies cui gelasinus abest.
infanti melimela dato fatuasque mariscas:
nam mihi, quae novit pungere, Chia sapit.
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24

False tongue, that try to set me at loggerheads with
my Juvenal,2 what will you not dare to say? With
you to invent wickedness, Orestes would have hated
Pylades and Pirithous’ love forsaken Theseus. You
could have parted the Sicilian brethren,’ and (a
greater name) the sons of Atreus® and Leda’s
children.d For such deserts, such outrages, thus I

curse you: tongue, may you do what methinks you
do.

25

You never write epigrams that are not bland and
whiter than a white-leaded skin, without a grain of
salt in them, not a drop of bitter gall: and yet, you
crazy fellow, you want people to read them. There is
no relish even in food deprived of vinegar’s bite, and
a face without a dimple fails to please. Give honey
apples and insipid figs to baby: my taste is for the
Chian,® that knows how to sting.

2Very probably, but not quite certainly, the future
satirist. The cognomen is not rare.

b Amphinomus and Anapius, models of fraternal love
and filial piety, who carried their parents from an eruption
of Etna; cf. Aetna 624ff, al.

¢ Agamemnon and Menelaus.

d Castor and Pollux.

¢ Fig.
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26

Apollinarem conveni meum, scazon,
et si vacabit — ne molestus accedas —,
hoc qualecumque, cuius aliqua pars ipse est,
dabis: hoc facetae carmen imbuant aures.
5 site receptum fronte videris tota,

noto rogabis ut favore sustentet.
quanto mearum scis amore nugarum
flagret: nec ipse plus amare te possum.
contra malignos esse si cupis tutus,

10 Apollinarem conveni meum, scazon.

27

Tuscae glandis aper populator et ilice multa
iam piger, Aetolae fama secunda ferae,

quem meus intravit splendenti cuspide Dexter,
praeda iacet nostris invidiosa focis.

pinguescant madido laeti nidore penates
flagret et exciso festa culina iugo.

sed cocus ingentem piperis consumet acervum
addet et arcano mixta Falerna garo:

ad dominum redeas, noster te non capit ignis,

conturbator aper: vilius esurio.
26.4 hoc (s) facetae Gronovius : haec facetum By : hae
facetum Gilbert 27.5 laeti g : tetri vel teti B : laeto
Y madidi lauto Heinsius
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26

Limping verse,? go meet my Apollinaris, and, if he is
not too busy (don’t approach him at the wrong time),
give him this, such as it is, of which he is himself a
part. Let his witty ear be first to hear the verses. If
you see yourself received with an unwrinkled brow,
ask him to support you with his well-known favor.
You know how ardently he loves my trifles. I can’t
love you more myself. If you want to be safe against
ill-wishers, go meet my Apollinaris, limping verse.

27

A boar, ravager of Tuscan acorns and sluggish now
with many an ilex, second in fame to the beast of
Aetolia,? pierced with gleaming spear by my Dexter,
a booty to make men envious, lies at my hearth. Let
my household gods rejoice and grow fat with the
steamy savor and my festal kitchen blaze with the
felled hillside. But my cook will consume a huge
pile of pepper and add Falernian mixed with his
private garum. Go back to your master, my fire is
too small for you, bankrupter boar. My hunger
comes less expensive.

aCf 1.96.1.
bCf. 7.2.3n.
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28

Sic Tiburtinae crescat tibi silva Dianae
et properet caesum saepe redire nemus,
nec Tartesiacis Pallas tua, Fusce, trapetis
cedat et immodici dent bona musta lacus;
5 sic fora mirentur, sic te Palatia laudent,
excolat et geminas plurima palma fores:
otia dum medius praestat tibi parva December,
exige, sed certa, quos legis, aure iocos.
‘scire libet verum? res est haec ardua.’ sed tu
10 quod tibi vis dici dicere, Fusce, potes.

29

Thestyle, Victoris tormentum dulce Voconi,
quo nemo est toto notior orbe puer,

sic etiam positis formosus amere capillis
et placeat vati nulla puella tuo:

5 paulisper domini doctos sepone libellos,

carmina Victori dum lego parva tuo.

et Maecenati, Maro cum cantaret Alexin,
nota tamen Marsi fusca Melaenis erat.

29.1 Victoris s : -turi By

2 J.e. the law courts. There were at this time three,
Romanum, Iulii, and Augusti.

b Palms were affixed to the doors of advocates after suc-
cess in court cf. Juv. 7.117.

¢ Deliberately ambiguous: the truth or something
flattering?
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Fuscus, so may the wood of Tiburtine Diana grow
for you and the oft-felled grove hasten to return, and
your olives not yield to Tartessian presses, and your
overflowing vats give good must, so may the
Forums? admire you and the Palace praise you and
many a palm deck your twin doors:P while mid-
December affords you a little leisure, judge the jests
you read and let your ear be sure. “Do you wish to
know the truth? That is a difficult matter.” But you
can tell me Fuscus, what you want to be told.¢

29

Thestylus, sweet torment of Voconius Victor, than
whom no boy in the whole world is better known,q so
may you be beautiful and loved even when you have
put aside your long hair and may no girl please your
poet: for a little while put away your master’s
elegant books while I read my little poems to your
Victor. Even to Maecenas, when Maro sang of
Alexis, still was Marsus’ dusky Melaenis familiar.©

d Because you are sung of in his poems (docti libelli); cf.
vatiinv. 4. '

¢ The analogy is not perfect. Marsus corresponds to M.
and Alexis to Thestylus, but Maecenas and Virgil do not
have separate counterparts, no matter which is thought of
as Alexis’ master.
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Das Parthis, das Germanis, das, Caelia, Dacis,
nec Cilicum spernis Cappadocumque toros;

et tibi de Pharia Memphiticus urbe fututor
navigat, a rubris et niger Indus aquis;

5 mnec recutitorum fugis inguina Iudaeorum,

nec te Sarmatico transit Alanus equo.

qua ratione facis, cum sis Romana puella,
quod Romana tibi mentula nulla placet?

31

Raucae chortis aves et ova matrum
et flavas medio vapore Chias
et fetum querulae rudem capellae
nec iam frigoribus pares olivas

5 et canum gelidis holus pruinis
de nostro tibi missa rure credis?
o quam, Regule, diligenter erras!
nil nostri, nisi me, ferunt agelli.

30.3 Phario.. . orbe Heinsius
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You give your favors to Parthians, you give them to
Germans, Caelia, you give them to Dacians, nor do
you despise the beds of Cilicians and Cappadocians;
and to you comes sailing the fornicator of Memphis
from his Pharian city and the black Indian from the
Red Sea.2 Nor do you shun the loins of circumcised
Jews nor does the Alan pass you by with his Sarma-
tian horse.? Why is it, since you are a Roman girl,
that no Roman cock is to your liking?

31

Birds of the cackling poultry yard, eggs of mother
fowl, Chian figs yellow with insufficient heat,® and
the youthful offspring of a bleating nanny goat, and
olives no longer able to withstand the cold, and
vegetables blanched by chill frosts—do you think
they are sent to you from my place in the country?
How egregiouslyd you are mistaken, Regulus! My
little fields bear® nothing but myself. Whatever

a “A general name for the sea bounding Arabia” OLD.

b Perhaps with an obscene double meaning; cf.
11.104.14. ‘

¢ Sometimes understood as “midsummer heat,” but M.
seems to be playing down his gifts. For medius,
“moderate” (and so insufficient), cf. Sen. Nat. quaest. 4b. 12
hoc medio frigore.

d Apparently a colloquial use of diligenter, not found
elsewhere.

¢ In two senses: “yield” and “support the weight of.”
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quidquid vilicus Umber aut colonus
10 aut rus marmore tertio notatum

aut Tusci tibi Tusculive mittunt,

id tota mihi nascitur Subura.

32

Attice, facundae renovas qui nomina gentis
nec sinis ingentem conticuisse domum,

te pia Cecropiae comitatur turba Minervae,
te secreta quies, te sophos omnis amat.

5 atiuvenes alios fracta colit aure magister

et rapit immeritas sordidus unctor opes.

non pila, non follis, non te paganica thermis
praeparat aut nudi stipitis ictus hebes,

vara nec in lento ceromate bracchia tendis,

10 non harpasta vagus pulverulenta rapis,

sed curris niveas tantum prope Virginis undas
aut ubi Sidonio taurus amore calet.

per varias artes, omnis quibus area servit,
ludere, cum liceat currere, pigritia est.

31.9 Calenus Heinsius  31.12 idy:inf

2 See SB3.‘ Tusci is regular because the property takes
its name from a region (Tusci = Etruria in Cic. A¢t. 8.12
C.1). Tusculi is a freak. Tusculus = Tusculanus occurs
now and then (as in Mart. 4.64.13 and 9.60.2), but Tus-
culum being a municipality a property in its district is
properly called Tusculanum, neuter singular adjectival
substantive. Prompted by the jingle, Martial commits a

barbarism, intentionally, no doubt, and facetiously.
bI.e. M. has to buy in the market; cf. 10.94.5.
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your Umbrian bailiff or tenant sends you, or your
farm marked by the third milestone, or your Tuscan
or Tusculan properties,? is produced for me up and
down Subura.b

32

Atticus, you who renew the name of an eloquent
line® and permit not a mighty house to fall silent,
the pious worshippers of Cecropian Minerva attend
you, quiet seclusion and every wise man loves you.
Other young fellows are courted by the coach with
his broken ears and the dirty masseur pockets
undeserved wealth. No hand ball, no follis, no
paganicad prepares you for the warm bath, nor the
blunt stroke of the bare® stick, neither do you
stretch curvingf arms smeared with sticky wres-
tler’s mud nor dashing here and there do you snatch
the dusty harpastum. You just run by the Virgin’s
snowy waters or where the bull is hot with his
Sidonian flame. To play, using the various skills to
which every sportsground caters, when it is possible
to run, i1s laziness.

¢ Nothing is known of this family. Cicero’s friend Pom-
ponius Atticus had no male children.

d Cf. 4.19.7n. On the paganica see 14.45.

¢ Without metal (nudus often = “unarmed”). Stipitis is
usually understood as the wooden post (palus) on which
swordsmen practiced. But taken so, the genitive after
ictus is hard to parallel and nudi lacks point.

fVara = “bent outwards in different directions but with
converging extremities” (OLD).
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33

Sordidior caeno cum sit toga, calceus autem
candidior prima sit tibi, Cinna, nive,

deiecto quid, inepte, pedes perfundis amictu?
collige, Cinna, togam; calceus ecce perit.

34

Quo possit fieri modo, Severe,
ut vir pessimus omnium Charinus
unam rem bene fecerit, requiris?
dicam, sed cito. quid Nerone peius?
5 quid thermis melius Neronianis?

non deest protinus, ecce, de malignis
qui sic rancidulo loquatur ore:
‘quid? tu tot domini deique nostri
praefers muneribus Neronianas?’

10 thermas praefero balneis cinaedi.

34.8 ita Gruter : quid te tot 8: q- tuvel ut q- tu y
34.9-10 de interpunctione vide appendicem A
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Your gown is dirtier than mud, whereas your shoe,
Cinna, is whiter than fresh snow. Why then, you
silly man, do you inundate your feet with your
drooping garment? Gather up your gown, Cinna.
Look, your shoe is going to waste.?

34

Do you want to know, Severus, how it can come
about that a thoroughpaced scoundrel like Charinus
has done one thing well? T'll tell you, and quickly.
What was worse than Nero? What is better than
Nero’s baths? Look now, forthwith up speaks one of
our malice-mongers with a sneer: “Oho, you prefer
Nero’s baths to all those gifts of our Lord and God,
do you?” I prefer warm baths to the establishment
of a catamite.P

2With double sense of perit, which also = “is being

ruined.”
b See Appendix A.
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35

Inguina succinctus nigra tibi servus aluta
stat, quotiens calidis tota foveris aquis.

sed meus, ut de me taceam, Laecania, servus
Iudaeum nulla sub cute pondus habet,

5 sed nudi tecum iuvenesque senesque lavantur.

an sola est servi mentula vera tui?

ecquid femineos sequeris, matrona, recessus,
secretusque tua, cunne, lavaris aqua?

36

Cum pluvias madidumque Iovem perferre negaret
et rudis hibernis villa nataret aquis,
plurima, quae posset subitos effundere nimbos,
muneribus venit tegula missa tuis.
5 horridus, ecce, sonat Boreae stridore December:
Stella, tegis villam, non tegis agricolam?

37

Nosti mortiferum quaestoris, Castrice, signum?
est operae pretium discere theta novum:

35.4 nullafy:nudaT 36.6 interrog. fecit Izaac

a I.e. of foreskin; see Housman, 1181f.

b For this sense of rudis cf. 1.12.5n.

¢ Perhaps the president of the Triumviri Capitales, a
court of three which dealt out summary justice to malefac-
tors.
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35

Your slave stands with a black strap round his loins
whenever you submerge your whole self in the
warm water. But my slave, Laecania, to say noth-
ing of me, has a Jewish weight under his lack of
skin,2 and young men and old men bathe with you
naked. Is your slave’s cock the only genuine article?
Madam, why don’t you make for the women’s rooms
and get your cunt washed privately in its own
water?

36

When my ramshackleP villa refused to withstand
the rain that Jupiter poured down and swam in
winter waters, there arrived a quantity of tiles to
run off sudden showers, sent by your bounty. Hark
now to harsh December, loud with shrill Boreas.
Stella, do you cover the farmhouse, but fail to cover
the farmer?

37

Castricus, do you know the quaestor’s® fatal signal?
This novel death warrantd is worth learning. He

4 The Greek letter theta was used on voting tablets as a
symbol for death (8avaros, thanatos).
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exprimeret quotiens rorantem frigore nasum,
letalem iuguli iusserat esse notam.

turpis ab inviso pendebat stiria naso,
cum flaret madida fauce December atrox:

collegae tenuere manus: quid plura requiris?
emungi misero, Castrice, non licuit.

38

Tantus es et talis, nostri Polypheme Severi,
ut te mirari possit et ipse Cyclops.

sed nec Scylla minor. quod si fera monstra duorum
iunxeris, alterius fiet uterque timor.

39

Discursus varios vagumque mane
et fastus et have potentiorum
cum perferre patique iam negaret,
coepit fingere Caelius podagram.

5 quam dum vult nimis approbare veram
et sanas linit obligatque plantas
inceditque gradu laborioso,

— quantum cura potest et ars doloris! —
desit fingere Caelius podagram.
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had given orders that whenever he blew his nose, as
it dripped with the cold, that should be the deadly
sign for slaughter. An ugly icicle hung from the
hated nose, when fierce December’s damp throat
was a-blowing. His colleagues held his hands. Why
ask further? The wretched man, Castricus, was not
allowed to use his handkerchief.

38

Polyphemus, slave of my friend Severus, your size
and aspect are such that the Cyclops himself might
be amazed at you. But Scylla is no smaller. If you
put the two savage monsters together, each will
become the terror of the other.

39

Unwilling any longer to bear and suffer the cours-
ings hither and thither, the early morning rounds,
and the haughty salutations of the powerful, Cae-
lius started to feign the gout. In his anxiety to prove
it genuine, he anoints and bandages his healthy feet
and walks with laboring tread. See what the cul-
tivation and art of pain can do. Caelius has stopped
feigning the gout.
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40

Hic iacet ille senex Augusta notus in aula,
pectore non humili passus utrumque deum;

natorum pietas sanctis quem coniugis umbris
miscuit: Elysium possidet ambo nemus.

5 occidit illa prior viridi fraudata iuventa:

hic prope ter senas vixit Olympiadas.

sed festinatis raptum tibi credidit annis,
aspexit lacrimas quisquis, Etrusce, tuas.

41

Cosmicos esse tibi, Semproni Tucca, videris:
cosmica, Semproni,-tam mala quam bona sunt.

42

Muneribus cupiat si quis contendere tecum,
audeat hic etiam, Castrice, carminibus.
nos tenues in utroque sumus vincique parati:
inde sopor nobis et placet alta quies.
5 tam mala cur igitur dederim tibi carmina quaeris?
Alcinoo nullum poma dedisse putas?

110



BOOK VII
40

Here lies that old gentleman, well-known in the
Augustan palace, who bore not ignobly our god
in either vein.2 His children’s piety mingled him
with his wife’s hallowed shade. Elysium’s grove
possesses both. She died first, cheated of her fresh
youth; he lived almost thrice six Olympiads.? But
whoever saw your tears, Etruscus, thought that the
years had hurried to snatch him from you.

41

Sempronius Tucca, you think of yourself as a citizen
of the cosmos. Cosmics,® Sempronius, are as often
bad as good.

42

If any man should wish to rival you in gifts, let him
also dare, Castricus, to vie with you in poetry. I am
weak in both, ready to be outdone; so I love sleep
and deep repose. Why then have I given you such
bad verses, you ask? Do you suppose nobody gave
fruit to Alcinous?d

2].e. pleased or angry. As for Claudius Etruscus, see
Stat. Silv. 3.3. He had been banished and recalled by
Domitian: cf. 6.83.

b Periods of five years, as generally in M.

¢cA play on cosmicus, “citizen of the world,” and
cosmica, “products of Cosmus (the perfumer)” (SB1).

d1.e. carried coals to Newcastle.
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Primum est ut praestes, si quid te, Cinna, rogabo;
illud deinde sequens ut cito, Cinna, neges.

diligo praestantem; non odi, Cinna, negantem:
sed tu nec praestas nec cito, Cinna, negas.

44

Maximus ille tuus, Ovidi, Caesonius hic est,
cuius adhuc vultum vivida cera tenet.

hunc Nero damnavit, sed tu damnare Neronem
ausus es et profugi, non tua, fata sequi:

aequora per Scyllae magni comes exulis isti,
qui modo nolueras consulis ire comes.

si victura meis mandantur nomina chartis
et fas est cineri me superesse meo,

audiet hoc praesens venturaque turba fuisse
illi te, Senecae quod fuit ille suo.

44.5 magni Heinsius : -nus By
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Best is that you give me anything I ask, Cinna; next
best, Cinna, is that you refuse promptly. I like a
man who gives; I don’t hate a man who refuses,
Cinna. But you, Cinna, neither give nor promptly
refuse.

44

This, Ovidius,? is your® friend Caesonius Maximus,®
whose features the living wax still preserves. Nero
condemned him; but you dared to condemn Nero
and follow the fate of a fugitive, which was not
yours. You passed through Scylla’s sea as the great.
exile’s companion, you who but lately had declined
to go as companion to a consul. If names consigned
to my pages shall live and it is given me to survive
my ashes, present and future generations shall hear
that you were to him what he was to his Seneca.

2 Quintus Ovidius, M.’s friend and neighbor at Nomen-
tum; cf. 7.93.3; 10.44.

b The short second vowel of tuus is lengthened “in
arsis”; sotooin 10.89.1.

¢ Caesonius or Caesennius Maximus was exiled in 65
(Tac. Ann. 15.71). He may have gone to Sardinia with
Seneca when the latter was exiled by Claudius.
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Facundi Senecae potens amicus,
caro proximus aut prior Sereno,
hic est Maximus ille, quem frequenti
felix littera pagina salutat.

5 hunc tu per Siculas secutus undas,
o nullis, Ovidi, tacende linguis,
sprevisti domini furentis iras.
miretur Pyladen suum vetustas,
haesit qui comes exuli parentis.

10 quis discrimina comparet duorum?
haesisti comes exuli Neronis.

46

Commendare tuum dum vis mihi carmine munus
Maeonioque cupis doctius ore loqui,
excrucias multis pariter me teque diebus,
et tua de nostro, Prisce, Thalia tacet.
5 divitibus poteris Musas elegosque sonantes
mittere: pauperibus munera 7e{d dato.

47

Doctorum Licini celeberrime Sura virorum,
cuius prisca gravis lingua reduxit avos,

redderis — heu, qunto fatorum munere! — nobis
gustata Lethes paene remissus aqua.

46.6 meld Palmer : pexa 8 : plena y : prisce ex pi- R
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The powerful friend of eloquent Seneca, next after
his beloved Serenus or before him, this is that Max-
imus whom the auspicious letter? greets on many
a page. You, Ovidius, whom all tongues should tell
of, followed him through Sicilian waters, despising
the mad ruler’s wrath. Let antiquity admire its
Pylades, who clung companion to one banished by
his parent.? Who could compare the two risks? You
clung companion to one banished by Nero.

46

Wishing to commend your present to me with a
poem and to speak more gracefully than Maeonian
lips, you torture yourself and me alike, Priscus, for
many a day, and your Thalia is silent at my cost.
You will be able to send Muses and sonorous elegies
to the rich: to the poor give your presents in prose.

47

Licinius Sura, most famed of lettered men, whose
old-world tongue brought back our grave grand-
fathers, you are restored to us (ah, what a gift of
the Fates!), sent back when you had all but tasted

2 The s for salutem (greeting). These letters of Seneca
are unknown.
b Orestes, banished by Clytemnestra after the murder

of Agamemnon.

115



MARTIAL

5 perdiderant iam vota metum securaque flebat

Ttristitia et lacrimis iamque peractus erasf:

non tulit invidiam taciti regnator Averni
et ruptas Fatis reddidit ipse colus.

scis igitur quantas hominum mors falsa querelas

10 moverit et frueris posteritate tua.

vive velut rapto fugitivaque gaudia carpe:

perdiderit nullum vita reversa diem.

48

Cum mensas habeat fere trecentas,
pro mensis habet Annius ministros:
transcurrunt gabatae volantque lances.
has vobis epulas habete, lauti:

5 nos offendimur ambulante cena.

49

Parva suburbani munuscula mittimus horti:
faucibus ova tuis, poma, Severe, gulae.

47.6 vide SB3 47.8 ruptas Gronovius : rap- By
49.1 parua y :paucap
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Lethe’s stream. Prayers had already lost their fear
and sorrow wept without anxiety * * % .2 The odium
was too much for the ruler of silent Avernus, and
with his own hand he gave back to the Fates the
broken thread. Therefore you know how men
lamented your false death, and you enjoy your own
posterity. Live as on plunder? and pluck fleeting
joys. Life returned should not lose a day.

48

Though he has some three hundred tables, Annius
has pages instead of tables. The platters speed
across and the dishes fly. You are welcome to such
banquets, my fine gentlemen. A walking dinner
puts me off.

49

I send you the little gifts of a suburban® garden:
eggs for your throat,d Severus, fruit for your palate.

2 All hope having been abandoned. Reading and sense
in the pentameter are uncertain.

b On borrowed time, in modern idiom.

¢I.e. not far from Rome, on the Nomentan property.

d Pliny (V.H. 29.42) recommends yoke of egg for a sore
throat.
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Fons dominae, regina loci quo gaudet Ianthis,
gloria conspicuae deliciumque domus,
cum tua tot niveis ornetur ripa ministris
et Ganymedeo luceat unda choro,
quid facit Alcides silva sacratus in ista?
tam vicina tibi cur tenet antra deus?
numquid Nympharum notos observat amores,
tam multi pariter ne rapiantur Hylae?

o1

Mercari nostras si te piget, Urbice, nugas
et lasciva tamen carmina nosse libet,
Pompeium quares — et nosti forsitan — Auctum,;
Ultoris prima Martis in aede sedet.
iure madens varioque togae limatus in usu
non lector meus hic, Urbice, sed liber est;
sic tenet absentes nostros cantatque libellos
ut pereat chartis littera nulla meis:
denique, si vellet, poterat scripsisse videri;
sed famae mavult ille favere meae.
hunc licet a decima — neque enim satis ante vacabit —
sollicites, capiet cenula parva duos;
ille leget, bibe tu; nolis licet, ille sonabit,
et cum ‘lam satis est’ dixeris, ille leget.

50.6 tibi B : tui y
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50

Fountain dear to your mistress, in which Ianthis,
queen of the spot, delights, glory and favorite of a
stately home, since your bank is adorned by so many
snow-white pages and the water is bright with a
band of Ganymedes, what is Alcides doing, hallowed
in yonder wood? Why does the god have a bower so
near to you? Does he keep watch upon the Nymphs,
whose amours he knows so well, lest so many
Hylases be snatched away together??

51

If it irks you to buy my trifles, Urbicus, and
nonetheless you have a fancy to know my wanton
verses, you will seek out (and perhaps you know
him) Pompeius Auctus. He sits at the entrance of
Mars the Avenger’s temple. Steeped in law and
practiced in the various employments of the gown,
he is not my reader, Urbicus, he is my book. He
remembers and recites my little books in their
absence so that not a letter is lost to my pages. In
fine, he could pass for their author if he wished, but
he prefers to favor my fame. You may solicit him
from the tenth hour onward (before that he will be
too busy); a small dinner will accommodate the two
of you. He will read,? you drink. Though you wish
he wouldn’t, on he will boom. And when you say
“That’s enough,” on he will read.

aCf. 7.15.
b Aloud, as usual in antiquity.
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Gratum est quod Celeri nostros legis, Aucte, libellos,
si tamen et Celerem quod legis, Aucte, iuvat.

ille meas gentes, Celtas et rexit Hiberos,
nec fuit in nostro certior orbe fides.

maior me tanto reverentia turbat, et aures
non auditoris, iudicis esse puto.

53

Omnia misisti mihi Saturnalibus, Umber,
munera, contulerant quae tibi quinque dies:

bis senos triplices et dentiscalpia septem,;
his comes accessit spongea, mappa, calix,

semodiusque fabae cum vimine Picenarum
et Laletanae nigra lagona sapae;

parvaque cum canis venerunt cottana prunis
et Libycae fici pondere testa gravis.

vix puto triginta nummorum tota fuisse
munera, quae grandes octo tulere Syri.

quanto commodius nullo mihi ferre labore
argenti potuit pondera quinque puer!

54

Semper mane mihi de me mera somnia narras,
quae moveant animum sollicitentque meum.

iam prior ad faecem, sed et haec vindemia venit,
exorat noctes dum mihi saga tuas;

52.3 Celtas et Marx (cf. 4.55.8, 10.78.9. Xen. Hell. 7.1.20,
Pliny N.H. 3.8) : et c- By 53.6 Laletanae] cf. ad 1.26.9

120



BOOK VII

52

[ am gratified, Auctus, that you read my books to
Celer, that is, if Celer too likes what you read. He
governed my peoples, Celts and Iberians, nor in our
world was good faith ever more sure. So much the
greater reverence confounds me, and I conceive his
ears to be not a listener’s but a judge’s.

53

You sent me at the Saturnalia, Umber, all the
presents that the five days had brought you: a dozen
three-leaved tablets and seven toothpicks, with
which in addition arrived a sponge, a napkin, a cup,
half a peck of beans with a wicker basket of Picene
olives, and a black flask of Laletanian must. Also
came small Syrian figs along with wrinkled plums?
and a jar heavy with the weight of Libyan figs. 1
think the gifts, borne by eight strapping Syrians,
were scarce worth thirty sesterces in all. How much
more conveniently could a boy without any trouble
have brought me five pounds of silver plate!

54

Always of a morning you tell me your dreams about
me, nothing but that, to disturb me and cause me
anxiety. Last year’s vintage is already down to the
dregs, and this one’s too, as the wise woman expi-

a].e. prunes.
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5 consumpsi salsasque molas et turis acervos;
decrevere greges, dum cadit agna frequens;
non porcus, non chortis aves, non ova supersunt.
aut vigila aut dormi, Nasidiane, tibi.

55

Nulli munera, Chreste, si remittis,
nec nobis dederis remiserisque:
credam te satis esse liberalem.
sed si reddis Apicio Lupoque
5 et Gallo Titioque Caesioque,
linges non mihi — nam proba et pusilla est —
sed quae de Solymis venit perustis
damnatam modo mentulam tributis.

56

Astra polumque pia cepisti mente, Rabiri,
Parrhasiam mira qui struis arte domum.

Phidiaco si digna Iovi dare templa parabit,
has petet a nostro Pisa Tonante manus.

56.3 parabit s : -auit By 56.4 petet B : petat y

2 Such persons were notoriously bibulous; cf. 11.49.7f;
Prop. 4.5; Ov. Am. 1.8.

b All these were used in expiations.
¢ Captured by Titus and burned A.D. 70.
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ates your nights for me.2 I have used up salt
sacrificial cakes and heaps of incense. My flocks
have dwindled, as lamb falls after lamb. No porker
is left, nor poultry, nor eggs.P Nasidianus, either
stay awake or sleep for yourself.

55

Chrestus, if you return no man’s presents, then
don’t give any to me or send any in return for mine; I
shall think you sufficiently generous. But if you
make return to Apicius and Lupus and Gallus and
Titius and Caesius, you will lick a cock —not mine,
which is well-behaved and dimjnutive, but one that
comes from burned-out Jerusalem,® one lately
doomed to pay taxes.d

56

Rabirius, your pious mind has comprehended the
stars and sky, builder of the Parrhasian dwelling
with wondrous skill.® If Pisa shall prepare to give
Phidias’ Jupiterf a worthy shrine, she will ask our
Thunderer for these hands. |

d Cf. Suet. Dom. 12.2.

¢ A reference to the domed roof of Domitian’s palace,
built by Rabirius, his architect (cf. 10.71), and completed in
AD.92.

fThe statue of Zeus at Olympia by Phidias.
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Castora de Polluce Gabinia fecit Achillan:
70€ ayabds fuerat, nunc erit iwmddapos.

58

Iam sex aut septem nupsisti, Galla, cinaedis,
dum coma te nimium pexaque barba iuvat.

deinde experta latus madidoque simillima loro
inguina nec lassa stare coacta manu

deseris imbelles thalamos mollemque maritum
rursus et in similes decidis usque toros.

quaere aliquem Curios semper Fabiosque loquentem,
hirsutum et dura rusticitate trucem:

invenies; sed habet tristis quoque turba cinaedos.
difficile est vero nubere, Galla, viro.

59

Non cenat sine Apro noster, Tite, Caecilianus.
bellum convivam Caecilianus habet.

2 I.e. she has made a pugilist a knight. The reference is
to Hom. Il. 3.237, where #wdf ayalés (pyx agathos, “good
with his fists”) is the epithet of Pollux the boxer and iwmé-
dapos (hippodamos, “horse-tamer”) that of Castor, the
horseman. There is doubtless an obscene pun, since 7vy7
(pygé) or mo€ (pyx) = buttocks. Hippodamus is less easily
explained, but see the note in my edition.
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Gabinia has made Achillas a Castor out of a Pollux;
he was pyx agathos, now he will be Hippodamus.2

58

Galla, you have already married six or seven
queens, overmuch attracted by long hair and
combed beards. Then, after making trial of their
vigor and their members like damp leather, which
fail to stand even when urged by a weary hand, you
abandon the unwarlike bedchambers and the effem-
inate husband, only to fall again and again into
similar unions. Look for someone who is always
talking of Curii and Fabii, some husky boor, hairy
and gruff; you will find him. But even the sour-
faced brigadeP has its queens. It’s hard, Galla, to
marry a real man.

59

Our friend Caecilianus, Titus, never dines without
Aper.© A charming dinner guest Caecilianus has!

bI.e. of so-called philosophers: cf. 9.27 and 47.

¢ Aper, a common name, means “boar.” It is usually
printed here without a capital. Since ancient script had no
capitals, three meanings are possible: “without Aper,”
“without boar (on the menu),” and “without a boar (as
guest).” In v. 2 M. humorously chooses the third.

125



MARTIAL
60

Tarpeiae venerande rector aulae,
quem salvo duce credimus Tonantem,
cum votis sibi quisque te fatiget
et poscat dare quae dei potestis,
5 nil pro me mihi, [uppiter, petenti
ne suscensueris velut superbo.
te pro Caesare debeo rogare:
pro me debeo Caesarem rogare.

61

Abstulerat totam temerarius institor urbem
inque suo nullum limine limen erat.
iussisti tenuis, Germanice, crescere vicos,

et modo quae fuerat semita, facta via est.
5 nulla catenatis pila est praecincta lagonis
nec praetor medio cogitur ire luto,
stringitur in densa nec caeca novacula turba,
occupat aut totas nigra popina vias.
tonsor, copo, cocus, lanius sua limina servant.
10 nunc Roma est, nuper magna taberna fuit.
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Worshipful ruler of the Tarpeian palace,® in whom
as Thunderer we believe while our Leader is safe,
while each man wearies you with prayers, asking
for what you gods can give, be not angry with me,
Jupiter, who ask nothing for myself, or think me
proud. I ought to petition you on behalf of Caesar;
on my own behalf I ought to petition Caesar.

61

The audacious retailers had appropriated the entire
city; no threshold kept within its own bounds. You
badeP the narrow streets expand, Germanicus, and
what had lately been a track became a road. No
column€ is girt with chained flagons, and the praetor
is not forced to walk through the mud. The razor is
not drawn blindly in a dense crowd, nor does the
grimy cook shop monopolize the whole street. The
barber, the taverner, the cook, the butcher keep to
their own thresholds. Now it is Rome, it used to be a
big shop.

2 Jupiter’s temple on the Capitol. The word aulae sug-
gests the parallel between the god and the Emperor.

b Domitian (Germanicus) in AD. 92 by edict forbade
stalls protruding into the street.

¢ Of a wine shop.
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Reclusis foribus grandes percidis, Hamille,
et te deprendi, cum facis ista, cupis,
ne quid liberti narrent servique paterni
et niger obliqua garrulitate cliens.
5 non pedicari se qui testatur, Hamille,
illud saepe facit quod sine teste facit.

63

Perpetui numquam moritura volumina Sili
qui legis et Latia carmina digna toga,
Pierios tantum vati placuisse recessus
credis et Aoniae Bacchica serta comae?
5 sacra cothurnati non attigit ante Maronis
implevit magni quam Ciceronis opus:
hunc miratur adhuc centum gravis hasta virorum,
hunc loquitur grato plurimus ore cliens.
postquam bis senis ingentem fascibus annum
10 rexerat asserto qui sacer orbe fuit,
emeritos Musis et Phoebo tradidit annos
proque suo celebrat nunc Helicona foro.

62.1 et 5 Hamille Friedldnder : am- vel anulle By
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You sodomize big youths, Hamillus,® behind open
doors and want to be caught doing so, for fear that
your freedmen and your father’s slaves and a mali-
cious client, chattering and hinting, may tell some
tale. Anyone who calls to witness that he is not
sodomized, Hamillus, does often what he does
without witnesses.

63

Reader of the everlasting volumes of immortal
Silius, poems worthy of the Latin gown, think you
that only Pierian retreats and Bacchic garlands for
Aonian locks have pleased the bard? He did not put
his hand to buskined Maro’s mysteries before he
filled the measure of great Cicero’s work.’ The
solemn spear® of the Hundred Men still wonders at
him, and a host of clients speak of him with grati-
tude. After he had ruled with twelve fasces the
mighty year made sacred by a world set free,d he
gave his years of retirement to Phoebus and the
Muses, and now frequents Helicon instead of his
Forum.

2 See Appendix B.

b Advocacy.

¢ A spear set in the ground was the sign of the Centum-
viral Court; cf. 6.38.5n.

d He was consul in A.D. 68, the year of Nero’s death.
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Qui tonsor fueras tota notissimus urbe
et post hoc dominae munere factus eques,
Sicanias urbes Aetnaeaque regna petisti,
Cinname, cum fugeres tristia iura fori.
5 qua nunc arte graves tolerabis inutilis annos?
quid facit infelix et fugitiva quies?
non rhetor, non grammaticus ludive magister,
non Cynicus, non tu Stoicus esse potes,
vendere nec vocem Siculis plausumque theatris:
10 quod superest, iterum, Cinname, tonsor eris.

- 69

Lis te bis decimae numerantem frigora brumae
conterit una tribus, Gargiliane, foris.

ah miser et demens! viginti litigat annis
quisquam cui vinci, Gargiliane, licet?

66

Heredem Fabius Labienum ex asse reliquit:
plus meruisse tamen se Labienus ait.

2 She had given him his qualification, 400,000 sester-
ces.
b Which laws? M. does not say.
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You were the best-known barber in the whole city
and later became a knight by the gift of your
patroness.2 Now you have sought Sicanian cities
and the realms of Aetna, Cinnamus, in flight from
the Forum’s grim laws.®? With what skill will you
now in your uselessness bear the heavy years?
What use is your unhappy, banished retirement?
You cannot be a rhetor, or a grammarian, or a
schoolmaster, or a Cynic, or a Stoic. You cannot sell
your voice and applause to Sicilian theaters. Only
one thing is left: Cinnamus, you will be a barber
again.

65

A lawsuit wears you out in the three Forums, Gargi-
lianus, as you count the chills of a twentieth winter.
Unhappy madman! Does anybody litigate for
twenty years, when it is open to him to lose the
case?

66

Fabius left Labienus his sole heir; and yet Labienus
says he deserved more.¢

¢ The point is unclear. Perhaps it is that L.’s obscene

compliances had gone beyond what money could compen-
sate.
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Pedicat pueros tribas Philaenis
et tentigine saevior mariti
undenas dolat in die puellas.
harpasto quoque subligata ludit
5 et flavescit haphe, gravesque draucis

halteras facili rotat lacerto,
et putri lutulenta de palaestra
uncti verbere vapulat magistri:
nec cenat prius aut recumbit ante

10 quam septem vomuit meros deunces;
ad quos fas sibi tunc putat redire,
cum coloephia sedecim comedit.
post haec omnia eum libidinatur,
non fellat — putat hoc parum virile —,

15 sed plane medias vorat puellas.
di mentem tibi dent tuam, Philaeni,
cunnum lingere quae putas virile.

68

Commendare meas, Istanti Rufe, Camenas
parce, precor, socero: seria forsan amat.

quod si lascivos admittit et ille libellos,
haec ego vel Curio Fabricioque legam.

67.3 dolat Gruter : dolet B : uorat y 67.11 redire B :
reuerti y 68.1 Istanti Munro : ins- By (cf. ad 8.50.21;
73.12.95; 98)
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Lesbian Philaenis sodomizes boys and, more cruel
than a husband’s lust, penetrates eleven girls per
diem. She also plays with the harpastum high-girt,
gets yellow with sand, and with effortless arm
rotates weights that would tax an athlete. Muddy
from the crumbly wrestling floor, she takes a
beating?® from the blows of an oiled trainer. She
does not dine or lie down for dinner before she has
vomited six pints of neat wine,? to which she thinks
she can decently return when she has eaten sixteen
collops.© When after all this she gets down to sex,
she does not suck men (she thinks that not virile
enough), but absolutely devours girls’ middles. May
the god give you your present mind,d Philaenis, who
think it virile to lick a cunt.

68

Pray don’t recommend my Muses to your father-
in-law, Istantius Rufus. Perhaps he likes serious
poetry. But if even he admits my wanton little
books, I would read them to Curius and Fabricius.

a Massage. _

b Seven deunces = 77 cyathi; cf. 6.78.6n.

¢ Pieces of meat favored by athletes, what sort of meat
is uncertain.

d1.e. keep you in your present deplorable notions.
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Haec est illa tibi promissa Theophila, Cani,
cuius Cecropia pectora dote madent.
hanc sibi iure petat magni senis Atticus hortus,
nec minus esse suam Stoica turba velit.
5 vivet opus quodcumque per has emiseris aures;
tam non femineum nec populare sapit.
non tua Pantaenis nimium se praeferat illi,
quamvis Pierio sit bene nota choro.
carmina fingentem Sappho laudarit amatrix:
10 castior haec et non doctior illa fuit.

70

Ipsarum tribadurm tribas, Philaeni,
recte, quam futuis, vocas amicam.

71

Ficosa est uxor, ficosus et ipse maritus,
filia ficosa est et gener atque nepos,
nec dispensator nec vilicus ulcere turpi
nec rigidus fossor sed nec arator eget.
5 cum sint ficosi pariter iuvenesque senesque,
res mira est, ficos non habet unus ager.

69.9 laudarit ed. Rom. : -dauit y : -dabat B : -daret marg.
Tunii 71.2 nepos RB : socer y

a Epicurus.
b An otherwise unknown poet of Sappho’s circle eulo-
gized by Canius.
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Canius, this is your promised bride, Theophila,
whose mind is steeped in Cecropian riches. The
Attic garden of the great ancient? could rightfully
claim her, nor less would the Stoic throng wish her
theirs. Whatever work you send forth through her
ears will live; so unwomanlike is her taste, so far
removed from the common. Your Pantaenis? would
scarcely claim to be her superior, well-known
though she be to the Pierian choir. Sappho would
love her and praise her verse-making. Theophila is
more pure and Sappho was not more accomplished.

70

Lesbia of the very Lesbians, Philaenis, rightly do
you call the girl you fuck your girl-friend.¢

71

The wife has figs,9 so does the husband, the
daughter has figs and the son-in-law and the grand-
son. Neither the steward nor the bailiff nor the
rugged ditcher is without the horrid growth, nor yet
the ploughman. Since young and old alike have figs,
it is remarkable that only the land is without them.

¢ Amica = (a) female friend and (b) mistress.
d Cf. 1.65.
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Gratus sic tibi, Paule, sit December
nec vani triplices brevesque mappae
nec turis veniant leves selibrae,
sed lances ferat et scyphos avorum
5 aut grandis reus aut potens amicus:

seu quod te potius iuvat capitque,
sic vincas Noviumque Publiumque
mandris et vitreo latrone clusos;
sic palmam tibi de trigone nudo

10 unctae det favor arbiter coronae
nec laudet Polybi magis sinistras:
si quisquam mea dixerit malignus
atro carmina quae madent veneno,
ut vocem mihi commodes patronam

15 et quantum poteris, sed usque, clames:
‘non scripsit meus ista Martialis.’

73

Esquiliis domus est, domus est tibi colle Dianae,
et tua Patricius culmina vicus habet;

hinc viduae Cybeles, illinc sacraria Vestae,
inde novum, veterem prospicis inde Iovem.
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Paulus, so may December be to your liking, and may
no idle three-leaved tablets or exiguous napkins or
light half-pounds of incense come your way, but a
big defendant or a powerful friend bring dishes and
cups of our forebears; or, what pleases you and takes
your fancy more, so may you vanquish Novius and
Publius, hemming them in with your pawns and
glass soldiers;? so may the oiled circle’s favoring
judgment give you a victor’s palm from the nude
trigon, nor praise Polybius’ left-handers more: if any
malicious person attributes to me verses dripping
with black venom, lend me your advocate voice and
shout and shout with all your lungs: “My Martial
did not write this stuff.”

73

You have a house on the Esquiline, and a house on
Diana’s hill,® and Patrician Rowd has a roof of yours.
From one you view the shrine of bereaved® Cybele,
from another that of Vesta, from this Jupiter’s new

2 In the game of latrunculi, often translated “robbers”;
but see 14.20n. The game was played with pieces on a
board, and the latro was superior to the mandra.

bCf 4.19.7n. “Nude,” i.e. semi-naked, refers to the
players.

¢ The Aventine.

d At the foot of the Esquiline.

¢ By the death of Attis.
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5 dic ubi conveniam, dic qua te parte requiram:
quisquis ubique habitat, Maxime, nusquam habitat.

74

Cyllenes caelique decus, facunde minister,
aurea cui torto virga dracone viret:
sic tibi lascivi non desit copia furti,
sive cupis Paphien seu Ganymede cales;
5 maternaeque sacris ornentur frondibus Idus
et senior parca mole prematur avus:
hunc semper Norbana diem cum coniuge Carpo
laeta colat, primis quo coiere toris.
hic pius antistes Sophiae sua dona ministret,
10 hic te ture vocet fidus et ipse Iovi.

75

Vis futui gratis, cum sis deformis anusque.
res perridicula est: vis dare nec dare vis.

74.9 sua] anne nova? 74.10 vocet scripsi : uocat By

2 On the Capitol and on the Quirinal. Seven houses are
involved.

b The caduceus or herald’s wand, borne by Mercury as
the messenger of the gods.

¢ The Ides of May: cf. 12.67.1. Maia was the mother of

Mercury.
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temple, from that the old one.2 Tell me where I am
to meet you, in what quarter to look for you. Who
lives everywhere, Maximus, lives nowhere.

74

Ornament of Cyllene and of heaven, eloquent
lackey, whose golden wandP is green with twisted
snake, so may abundance of stolen wantonness not
fail you, whether you desire the Paphian or are hot
for Ganymede, and may your mother’s Ides® be
decked with sacred fronds, and your old grand-
fatherd be pressed with not too ponderous a mass:
let Norbana with her husband Carpus ever joyfully
celebrate this day on which .they first joined in
wedlock. A pious priest, here let him offer Wisdom®
the gifts that are hers, here invoke you with incense.
He too is loyal to Jupiter.f

75

You want to be fucked gratis, though you are an
ugly hag. The thing is quite ridiculous: you want to
give and not to give.8

d Atlas, who sustained the weight of the sky.

¢ I.e. philosophy; cf. 1.111.1.

fHe is faithful to our Jupiter, the Emperor, as you are
to the celestial Jupiter.

g Play on two meanings of dare; cf. 10.75.14.
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Quod te diripiunt potentiores
per convivia, porticus, theatra,
et tecum, quotiens ita incidisti,
gestari iuvat et iuvat lavari:

5 nolito nimium tibi placere.
delectas, Philomuse, non amaris.

77

Exigis ut nostros donem tibi, Tucca, libellos.
non faciam: nam vis vendere, non legere.

78

Cum Saxetani ponatur coda lacerti
et, bene si cenas, conchis inuncta tibi:
sumen, aprum, leporem, boletos, ostrea, mullos
mittis: habes nec cor, Papyle, nec genium.
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If important people compete for your company at
dinner tables and in the colonnades and theaters
and like to ride with you and bathe with you as often
as you turn up, don’t get too conceited. It’s your
company they like, Philomusus, not you.2

77

You demand that I give you my little books, Tucca. I
won't, for you want to sell them, not to read them.

78

The tail of a Saxetanian lizard fish? is set in front of
you and, if you're dining well, some oiled beans; and
you send presents of sow’s udder, boar, hare, mush-
rooms, oysters, mullet. You have neither sense,’
Papylus, nor the capacity to enjoy.4

2 Lit. “you give them pleasure, you are not loved.”

b From Sexetanum or Saxetanum in Hispania Baetica,
where was a noted saltfishery. The lacerti, according to
Pliny (N.H. 32.146), were very small.

¢ Lit. “heart.”

d Literally, “nor a Genius,” this being a sort of guardian
angel, a lifelong spiritual attendant (cf. 7.12.10). But
“indulging one’s Genius” meant having a good time —of
which “Papylus” was incapable.
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Potavi modo consulare vinum.
quaeris quam vetus atque liberale?
prisco consule conditum: sed ipse
qui ponebat erat, Severe, consul.

80

Quatenus Odrysios iam pax Romana triones
temperat et tetricae conticuere tubae,

hunc Marcellino poteris, Faustine, libellum
mittere: iam chartis, iam vacat ille iocis.

5 sed si parva tui munuscula quaeris amici

commendare, ferat carmina nostra puer,

non qualis Geticae satiatus lacte iuvencae
Sarmatica rigido ludit in amne rota,

sed Mitylenaei roseus mangonis ephebus

10 vel non caesus adhuc matre iubente Lacon.

at tibi captivo famulus mittetur ab Histro,

qui Tiburtinas pascere possit oves.

81

‘Triginta toto mala sunt epigrammata libro.’
si totidem bona sunt, Lause, bonus liber est.

79.3 prisco Housman : ipso By

a I.e. wine at a consul’s table; see Housman, 816.
b Alternatively “under an ancient (prisco) consul.”
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Recently I drank consular wine.2 You ask how old
and generous it was? It was laid down in Priscus’
consulship.? But my host who served it, Severus,
was the consul.

80

Since the Roman Peace now governs the Odrysian
Bears and the harsh trumpets have fallen mute, you
will be able, Faustinus, to send this little book to
Marcellinus;® he has time for reading now, and for
jests. But if you wish to commend your friend’s
trifling present, the boy who carries my poems
should not be such a one as plays on frozen river
with a Sarmatian hoop, full fed with the milk of a
Getic heifer, but a rosy youth from a Mitylenian
dealer or a Laconian not yet flogged at his mother’s
orders.? In return you will be sent a slave from cap-
tive Hister, who can feed your sheep at Tibur.

81

“There are thirty bad epigrams in the whole book.”
If there are as many good ones, Lausus, it’s a good
book.

Three consuls called Priscus are recorded in years not long
before 92, when Book VII was published.

¢ Who had been campaigning in Dacia.

d Spartan boys used to be flogged at the altar of Artemis
to teach them endurance.
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Menophili penem tam grandis fibula vestit
ut sit comoedis omnibus una satis.
hunc ego credideram — nam saepe lavamur in unum —
sollicitum voci parcere, Flacce, suae:
5 dum ludit media populo spectante palaestra,
delapsa est misero fibula: verpus erat.

83

Eutrapelus tonsor dum circuit ora Luperci
expingitque genas, altera barba subit.

84

Dum mea Caecilio formatur imago Secundo,
spirat et arguta picta tabella manu,

i, liber, ad Geticam Peucen Histrumque iacentem:
haec loca perdomitis gentibus ille tenet.

5 parva dabis caro sed dulcia dona sodali:

certior in nostro carmine vultus erit;

casibus hic nullis, nullis delebilis annis
vivet, Apelleum cum morietur opus.

83.2 expungit Eden (cf. 8.52.8)

2 Comic actors and singers wore this, as a preventive of
sexual indulgence, to save their voice: cf. 11.75.3; 14.215;
Juv. 6.73, 380.
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So large a sheath covers Menophilus’ penis that it
would be enough by itself for all our comic actors.2 1
had supposed (we often bathe together) that he was
anxious to spare his voice, Flaccus. But while he
was in a game in the middle of the sportsground
with everybody watching, the sheath slipped off the
poor soul; he was circumcised.

83

While barber Eutrapelus® moved round Lupercus’
face and painted® his cheeks, another beard came

up.

84

While my likeness is taking shape for Caecilius
Secundusd and the canvas, painted by a skilful
hand, breathes, go, book, to Getic Peuce and pros-
trate Hister: these regions with their subjugated
nations he rules. You will give my dear friend a
small gift but a sweet one; my face will be seen more
clearly in my poems. No accidents, no passage of
years will efface it; it shall live when Apelles’ work

shall die.

b “Nimble,” “dexterous.”
¢ Cf. Lucil. 265 expilor <ex>pingor and 8.52.8.

d Not Pliny the Younger (C. Plinius Caecilius Secun-
dus).
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quod non insulse scribis tetrasticha quaedam,
disticha quod belle pauca, Sabelle, facis,

laudo nec admiror. facile est epigrammata belle
scribere, sed librum scribere difficile est.

86

Ad natalicias dapes vocabar,
essem cum tibi, Sexte, non amicus.
quid factum est, rogo, quid repente factum est,
post tot pignora nostra, post tot annos
5 quod sum praeteritus vetus sodalis?

sed causam scio. nulla venit a me
Hispani tibi libra pustulati
nec levis toga nec rudes lacernae.
non est sportula quae negotiatur;

10 pascis munera, Sexte, non amicos.
iam dices mihi ‘vapulet vocator.’

87

Si meus aurita gaudet lagalopece Flaccus,
si fruitur tristi Canius Aethiope,

Publius exiguae si flagrat amore catellae,
si Cronius similem cercopithecon amat,

87.1 lagalopece ed. Rom. : lagao- vel sim. By
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85

That you write some quatrains not without wit and
turn a few couplets prettily, Sabellus, is something I
praise but do not wonder at. It’s easy to write epi-
grams prettily, but to write a book is hard.

86

I was invited to your birthday feasts, Sextus, when I
was not your friend. What has happened, I ask you,
what has suddenly happened after so many mutual
pledges, so many years, that I, your old comrade, am
passed over? But I know the reason. No pound of
Spanish frosted silver? nor smooth gown nor
unworn cloak came your way from me. Hospitality
is not a business deal. You feed presents, Sextus,
not friends. Now you’ll say to me: “I'll have my
secretary®? flogged.”

87

If my Flaccus delights in a long-eared fennec,® if
Canius enjoys a sombre Ethiop, if Publius is a-fire
with love for a tiny lapdog,d if Cronius adores a
long-tailed monkey that resembles him, if a destruc-

2 A highly refined sort.

b Vocator, a slave in charge of sending out invitations.
Sextus makes him a scapegoat.

¢ “Hare-fox.” “Prob. a fennec” OLD.

d Cf. 1.109.
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5 delectat Marium si perniciosus ichneumon,
pica salutatrix si tibi, Lause, placet,
si gelidum collo nectit TGadillat draconem,
luscinio tumulum si Telesilla dedit:
blanda Cupidinei cur non amet ora Labyrtae,
10 qui videt haec dominis monstra placere suis?

88

Fertur habere meos, si vera est fama, libellos
inter delicias pulchra Vienna suas.

me legit omnis ibi senior iuvenisque puerque
et coram tetrico casta puella viro.

5 hoc ego maluerim quam si mea carmina cantent

qui Nilum ex ipso protinus ore bibunt;

quam meus Hispano si me Tagus impleat auro,
pascat et Hybla meas, pascat Hymettos apes.

non nihil ergo sumus nec blandae munere linguae

10 decipimur: credam iam, puto, Lause, tibi.
87.7 gadilla 8 : glacia y : varia viri docti 87.8 dedit y :
facit B 87.9 labyrtae B : labycae y
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tive ichneumon charms Marius, if a magpie that can
speak your name pleases you, Lausus, if Glaucilla(?)
twines a clammy snake about her neck, if Telesilla
gave a tomb to a nightingale, why should not any-
one who sees these freaks? pleasing their owners
not love the face of Cupid’s Labyrtas?

88

Fair ViennaP is said, if report speak true, to hold my
little books in high favor. Everybody there reads
me —old man, young man, boy, and virtuous young
woman in front of her straight-laced husband. This
gives me more pleasure than if drinkers of the Nile
from its very fount® were to recite my verses, or my
own Tagus load me with Spanish gold, or Hybla or
Hymettus feed my bees. So I am not nothing, nor
deceived by the bounty of a flattering tongue. In
future, Lausus,d I think I shall believe you.

2 The lapdog and the nightingale might protest, but M.
is in no mood to make distinctions.

b Vienne on the Rhone.

¢ Cf. Sp. 3.5. Os (“mouth”) is ordinarily used of a river’s
outlet; caput (“head”) also occurs in both senses.

d Evidently a eulogist. But in 7.81 “Lausus” is a carper.
The name is probably random in both places, though
Lausus of the preceding epigram should be real.
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I, felix rosa, mollibusque sertis
nostri cinge comas Apollinaris;

quas tu nectere candidas, sed olim,
sic te semper amet Venus, memento.

90

Iactat inaequalem Matho me fecisse libellum:
si verum est, laudat carmina nostra Matho.

aequales scribit libros Calvinus et Umber:
aequalis liber est, Cretice, qui malus est.

a1

De nostro facunde tibi Iuvenalis agello
Saturnalicias mittimus, ecce, nuces.

cetera lascivis donavit poma puellis
mentula custodis luxuriosa dei.

92

‘Si quid opus fuerit, scis me non esse rogandum’
uno bis dicis, Baccara, terque die.

appellat rigida tristis me voce Secundus:
audis et nescis, Baccara, quid sit opus.

150



BOOK VII
89

Go, lucky rose, and with soft garland circle the locks
of my Apollinaris. And do not fail to bind them
when they are white —but long hereafter. So may
Venus love you always.

90

Matho spreads the word that I have made an
uneven book. If so, Matho praises my poems. Cal-
vinus and Umber write even books. An even book,
Creticus, is a bad book.

91

Eloquent Juvenal,2 I send you, see, Saturnalian
nuts from my little bit of land. The rest of its pro-
duce the lustful cock of its guardian has bestowed on
wanton girls.

92

“If you need anything, you know you don’t have to
ask me.”® So you say, Baccara, two or three times in
one day. Grim Secundus duns me in peremptory
tones; you hear, and you don’t know what I need,

a Cf. 7.24n. “Eloquent” (facunde) may refer to advocacy,
but can cover literary performance generally. Juvenal’s
satires were yet to be.

b1.e. “you have only to let me know what you need.”
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5 pensio te coram petitur clareque palamque:
audis et nescis, Baccara, quid sit opus.
esse queror gelidasque mihi tritasque lacernas:
audis et nescis, Baccara, quid sit opus.
hoc opus est, subito fias ut sidere mutus,
10 dicere ne possis, Baccara, ‘si quid opus.’

93

Narnia, sulphureo quam gurgite candidus amnis
circuit, ancipiti vix adeunda iugo,

quid tam saepe meum nobis abducere Quintum
te iuvat et lenta detinuisse mora?

5 quid Nomentani causam mihi perdis agelli,

propter vicinum qui pretiosus erat?

sed iam parce mihi, nec abutere, Narnia, Quinto:
perpetuo liceat sic tibi ponte frui.

94

Unguentum fuerat, quod onyx modo parva gerebat:
olfecit postquam Papylus, ecce, garum est.

92.10 si quid Gilbert : quid sit TB(?)y

a Causing paralysis; cf. 11.85 and OLD sidus 6b and
sideratio. '

b Ovidius.

¢ For this use of causa (raison d’ étre) cf. Sil. 8.81 solus
regni lucisque fuisti / germanae tu causa meae (“you alone
were the reason to my sister for living and reigning”).
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Baccara. My rent is demanded in your presence,
Baccara, loudly and publicly; you hear, and you
don’t know what I need, Baccara. I complain that
my cloak is chilly and threadbare; you hear, and you
don’t know what I need, Baccara. What I need is for
a star to strike you suddenly dumb,® Baccara, so
that you can’t say “If you need anything.”

93

Narnia, circled by your river white with sulphurous
flood, hard of access on your double ridge, why do
you like to take my Quintus® away from me so often
and keep him so lengthily detained? Why do you
destroy for me the reason® for my little place at
Nomentum, which was valuable because of my
neighbor? Come now, spare me, Narnia, and don’t
overdo it with Quintus; so may it be yours to enjoy
your bridged for ever.

94

It once was perfume, carried a while ago in its small
alabaster jar. After Papylus smelt it, see, it’s
garum.®

d A high-level bridge joining the two heights, part of

which still stands (Ker).
e Cf. 6.93.6n.
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Bruma est et riget horridus December,
audes tu tamen osculo nivali

omnes obvius hinc et hinc tenere

et totam, Line, basiare Romam.

5 quid posses graviusque saeviusque
percussus facere atque verberatus?
hoc me frigore basiet nec uxor
blandis filia nec rudis labellis.
sed tu dulcior elegantiorque,

10 cuius livida naribus caninis
dependet glacies rigetque barba,
qualem forficibus metit supinis
tonsor Cinyphio Cilix marito.
centum occurrere malo cunnilingis

15 et gallum timeo minus recentem.
quare si tibi sensus est pudorque,
hibernas, Line, basiationes
in mensem rogo differas Aprilem.

96

Conditus hic ego sum Bassi dolor, Urbicus infans,
cui genus et nomen maxima Roma dedit.

sex mihi de prima deerant trieteride menses,
ruperunt tetricae cum male pensa deae.

5 quid species, quid lingua mihi, quid profuit aetas?

da lacrimas tumulo, qui legis ista, meo:

sic ad Lethaeas, nisi Nestore serior, undas
non eat, optabis quem superesse tibi.

95.5 posses B : -sis Ty 96.4 male Heinsius : mala By
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95

It’s winter and harsh December stiffens. Yet you
dare to hold up everyone you meet, come they from
here or from there, with your frosty salute, Linus,
and kiss all Rome. What could you do more hurtful
and cruel if you had been stabbed and flogged? In
this cold I would not have my wife kiss me or my
innocent daughter with her winsome lips. But you
are sweeter, more elegant than they —with a livid
icicle hanging from your canine nostrils and a beard
as stiff as a Cilician clipper with upturned shears
reaps from a Cinyphian husband!® I'd rather fall in
with a hundred cunt-lickers, a priest of CybeleP
fresh from action alarms me less. So if you have any
feeling and shame, please put off your winter kiss-
ing, Linus, to the month of April.

96

Here am I buried, Bassus’ sorrow, Urbicus, an
infant, to whom most mighty Rome gave race and
name. Six months were wanting to my first three
years, when the stern goddesses unkindly broke my
threads. What availed me my beauty, my talk, my
tender age? You that read these lines, give tears to
my tomb. So may one whom you wish to survive you
go not down to Lethe’s waters save past the age of
Nestor.

a (Goat-hair blankets came from both Cilicia and Africa.
b Cf. 3.81.5n.

122



10

MARTIAL
97

Nosti si bene Caesium, libelle,
montanae decus Umbriae, Sabinum,
Auli municipem mei Pudentis,

illi tu dabis haec vel occupato.
instent mille licet premantque curae,
nostris carminibus tamen vacabit.
nam me diligit ille proximumque
Turni nobilibus legit libellis.

o quantum tibi nominis paratur!

o quae gloria! quam frequens amator!
te convivia, te forum sonabit,

aedes, compita, porticus, tabernae.
uni mitteris, omnibus legeris.

98

Omnia, Castor, emis: sic fiet ut omnia vendas.

99

Sic placidum videas semper, Crispine, Tonantem

nec te Roma minus quam tua Memphis amet:

carmina Parrhasia si nostra legentur in aula

— namgque solent sacra Caesaris aure frui —,

dicere de nobis, ut lector candidus, aude:

‘temporibus praestat non nihil iste tuis,

nec Marso nimium minor est doctoque Catullo.’

156
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97

If you know Caesius Sabinus well, little book,
Caesius the ornament of hilly Umbria, fellow towns-
man of my friend Aulus Pudens, you will give him
these, even if he be busy. Though a thousand cares
press and beset him, yet he will have time for my
verses. For he loves me and reads me next to
Turnus’ famous little volumes. Oh, what renown is
in the making for you! Oh, what glory! What a mul-
titude of fans! The dinner tables, the Forum, the
houses, the crossroads, the colonnades, the shops
will utter you. You are sent to one, you will be read
by all.

98

You buy up everything, Castor; so it will come to
pass that you sell up everything.

99

So may you ever see the Thunderer in kindly mood,
Crispinus, and Rome love you no less than your own
Memphis: if my verses shall be read in the Parrha-
sian palace (for they are wont to enjoy Caesar’s
sacred ear), venture, as a candid reader, to say of
me: “He brings some credit to your times; he is not
too much inferior to Marsus and elegant Catullus.”
That is sufficient. I leave the rest to the god himself.
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LIBER VIII

IMPERATORI DOMITIANO CAESARI AUGUSTO
GERMANICO DACICO VALERIUS MARTIALIS S.

Omnes quidem libelli mei, domine, quibus tu
famam, id est vitam, dedisti, tibi supplicant; et, puto,
propter hoc legentur. Hic tamen, qui operis nostri
octavus inscribitur, occasione pietatis frequentius
fruitur. minus itaque ingenio laborandum fuit, in
cuius locum materia successerat: quam quidem
subinde aliqua iocorum mixtura variare tempta-
vimus, ne caelesti verecundiae tuae laudes suas,
quae facilius te fatigare possint quam nos satiare,
omnis versus ingereret. quamvis autem epigram-
mata a severissimis quoque et summae fortunae
viris ita scripta sint ut mimicam verborum licen-
tiam affectasse videantur, ego tamen illis non per-
misi tam lascive loqui quam solent. cum pars libri
et maior et melior ad maiestatem sacri nominis
tui alligata sit, meminerit non nisi religiosa
purificatione lustratos accedere ad templa debere.
quod ut custoditurum me lecturi sciant, in ipso
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TO THE EMPEROR DOMITIANUS CAESAR
AUGUSTUS GERMANICUS DACICUS,
VALERIUS MARTIALIS SENDS GREETINGS

All my little books, Lord, to which you have given
fame, which is to say life, are your petitioners, and
will be read, I suppose, for that reason. But this
one, entitled the eighth of my works, enjoys more
frequent opportunities of showing its devotion. So
there was less need to labor with invention, since
matter had taken its place. However, from time to
time I have tried to vary the same by some admix-
ture of jest, lest every line heap its praises upon
your celestial modesty, praises which might more
easily weary you than satiate us. Furthermore,
although epigrams appearing to aim at the verbal
license of mime have been written even by men of
the strictest morals and the highest station, I have
not allowed these here to talk as wantonly as is
their custom. Since the greater and better part of
the book is bound up with the majesty of your sacred
name, let it remember that only persons purified by
religious lustration should approach temples. So
that prospective readers may know that I shall

observe this principle, I have thought proper to
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libelli huius limine profiteri brevissimo placuit epi-
20 grammate.

1

Laurigeros domini, liber, intrature penates
disce verecundo sanctius ore loqui.

nuda recede Venus; non est tuus iste libellus:
tu mihi, tu, Pallas Caesariana, veni.

2

Fastorum genitor parensque Ianus
victorem modo cum videret Histri,
tot vultus sibi non satis putavit
optavitque oculos habere plures:

5 et lingua pariter locutus omni
terrarum domino deoque rerum
promisit Pyliam quater senectam.
addas, Iane pater, tuam rogamus.

3

‘Quinque satis fuerant: iam sex septemve libelli
est nimium: quid adhuc ludere, Musa, iuvat?

2 Because of the Emperor’s recent victories on the
Danube.

b The god Janus presided over the year and the public
records.

¢ Four, representing the four seasons (sometimes only
two); cf. 10.28.6.
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announce it on the very threshold of this little book
in the briefest of epigrams.

1

Book, about to enter the laurelled® dwelling of our
Lord, learn to speak more chastely with modest
utterance. Nude Venus, avaunt! This little book is
not yours. Do you come to me, you, Caesar’s Pallas.

2

When Janus, progenitor and parent of our annals,?
lately saw Hister’s conqueror, he thought his many
faces® too few and wished to have more eyes. And
speaking with all his tongues in unison, he prom-
ised the Lord and God of the world four times the
Pyliand length of days.¢ We ask you, Father Janus,
to add your own.

3

“Five had been enough; six or seven little books is
already too much. Why, Muse,f do you wish to frolic
further? Let there be some shame, and an end.

d Nestor’s. ’

©So 10.38.14. But here M. may have Janus’ four
tongues in mind.

fThalia, Muse of comedy and light verse (v. 10).
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sit pudor et finis: iam plus nihil addere nobis
fama potest: teritur noster ubique liber;
et cum rupta situ Messalae saxa iacebunt
altaque cum Licini marmora pulvis erunt,
me tamen ora legent et secum plurimus hospes
ad patrias sedes carmina nostra feret.’
finieram, cum sic respondit nona sororum,
cui coma et unguento sordida vestis erat:
‘tune potes dulcis, ingrate, relinquere nugas?
dic mihi, quid melius desidiosus ages?
an iuvat ad tragicos soccum transferre cothurnos
aspera vel paribus bella tonare modis,
praelegat ut tumidus rauca te voce magister
oderit et grandis virgo bonusque puer?
scribant ista graves nimium nimiumque severi,
quos media miseros nocte lucerna videt.
at tu Romano lepidos sale tinge libellos:
agnoscat mores vita legatque suos.
angusta cantare licet videaris avena,
dum tua multorum vincat avena tubas.’

4

Quantus, io, Latias mundi conventus ad aras
suscipit et solvit pro duce vota suo!

3.3 iam scripsi : nam TBy 3.19 tange Heinsius
4.1 conuentus y : concentus (vel -tos) B

a His tomb, no doubt; cf. 10.2.9.

b A rich freedman of Augustus (cf. Juv. 1.109), who

built himself a magnificent tomb.
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Fame can confer nothing more on me now. My
books are thumbed everywhere; and when Mes-
salla’s stones? lie broken by decay and the tall mar-
bles of LicinusP are dust, I shall still be read and
many a stranger shall carry my poems with him to
the land of his ancestors.” I had done, when the
ninth of the Sisters, whose hair and dress were
stained with unguent, thus made answer: “Ingrate,
can you abandon your sweet trifles? Tell me, what
better will you find to do in your idleness? Or do you
wish to exchange your slipper for tragic buskins or
thunder hard-fought wars in equal measures,® to be
dictated by a pompous schoolmaster’s hoarse voice
and hated by big girls and honest lads? Let the
ultra-serious and the ultra-severe write such stuff,
sad fellows looked upon by the midnight lamp. But
do you dip your witty little books in Roman salt; let
life recognize and read of her ways. Never mind if
you seem to sing with a narrow pipe, so long as your
pipe outmatches many people’s trumpets.

4

Huzza! What a gathering of the world makes and
discharges its vows for its Leader at Latin altars!d

¢I.e. in hexameters.
d On 3 January, when throughout the empire vows for
the Emperor were taken and discharged (Suet. Nero 46.2).
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non sunt haec hominum, Germanice, gaudia tantum,
sed faciunt ipsi nunc, puto, sacra dei.

5

Dum donas, Macer, anulos puellis,
desisti, Macer, anulos habere.

6

Archetypis vetuli nihil est odiosius Eucti
— ficta Saguntino cymbia malo luto —,
argenti fumosa sui cum stemmata narrat
garrulus et verbis mucida vina facit:
5 ‘Laomedonteae fuerant haec pocula mensae:
ferret ut haec muros struxit Apollo lyra.
hoc cratere ferox commisit proelia Rhoecus
cum Lapithis: pugna debile cernis opus.
hi duo longaevo censentur Nestore fundi:
10 pollice de Pylio trita columba nitet.
hic scyphus est in quo misceri iussit amicis
largius Aeacides vividiusque merum.
hac propinavit Bitiae pulcherrima Dido
in patera, Phrygio cum data cena viro est.’

6.1 eucti B : au(c)ti lemm. Ty : illo y 3 fumosa Lip-
sius : furiosa TRy 7 Rhoecus] c¢f. Lindsay et Housman
1103 : chrocos vel sim. B:rhoetus Ty

aI.e. you have lost your qualification as a knight: cf.
Juv. 11.43. The ius anulorum (right to wear a gold ring)
was possessed by senators, knights, and magistrates.

164



BOOK VIII

These joys are not of man alone, Germanicus. The
gods themselves, methinks, are now at worship.

5)

In giving rings to girls, Macer, you have ceased to
possess rings, Macer.?2

6

Nothing is so boring as old Euctus’ originals (I had
rather have cups shaped from Saguntine clay),
when he rehearses the smoky pedigrees? of his
silver and turns the wine moldy with his chatter:
“These goblets once belonged to Laomedon’s table:
Apollo built the walls with his lyre to get them.
With this mixing bowl fierce Rhoecus commenced
battle with the Lapiths; you see how the piece was
damaged in the struggle. These two bases are valu-
able because of long-lived Nestor; the dove shines,
polished by the Pylian thumb. Here we have a bowl
in which Aeacus’ grandson® bade more and livelier
wine to be mixed for his friends. In this dish fairest
Dido pledged Bitias, when she gave dinner to the
Phrygian hero.”d After you have much admired the

b The pedigrees (lists of previous owners) of his trea-
sures hung in Euctus’ hall like the family tree with death-
mask portraits in the hall of a Roman nobleman (cf. 2.90.6
and OLD fumosus).

¢ Achilles: cf. Hom. I1. 9.203.

d Aeneas: cf. Virg. Aen. 1.738.
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15 miratus fueris cum prisca toreumata multum,
in Priami calathis Astyanacta bibes.

7

Hoc agere est causas, hoc dicere, Cinna, diserte,
horis, Cinna, decem dicere verba novem?

sed modo clepsydras ingenti voce petisti
quattuor. o quantum, Cinna, tacere potes!

8

Principium des, Iane, licet velocibus annis
et renoves vultu saecula longa tuo,
te primum pia tura rogent, te vota salutent,
purpura te felix, te colat omnis honos:
5 tutamen hoc mavis, Latiae quod contigit urbi
mense tuo reducem, Iane, videre deum.

9

Solvere dodrantem nuper tibi, Quinte, volebat
lippus Hylas, luscus vult dare dimidium.

accipe quam primum; brevis est occasio lucri:
si fuerit caecus, nil tibi solvet Hylas.

a2 I.e. something immature.

bCf. 6.35.1.

¢ Domitian returned from an eight-months’ campaign
against the Sarmatians in January 93.

d As though the loan was money lost, so that a partial
repayment would be clear gain.
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antique embossments, in Priam’s vessels you will
drink—Astyanax.?2

7

Is this pleading causes, is this fine oratory, Cinna, to
utter nine words, Cinna, in ten hours? But you have
just demanded four water clocksP at the top of your
voice. What a capacity you have for saying nothing,
Cinna!

8

Although you give their beginnings, Janus, to the
fleeting years and renew the long centuries with
your countenance, though pious incense petition you
first, vows salute you, the fortunate purple and
every magistracy pay you court, yet more to you
than all this is the fact that in your month, Janus,
the Latian city had the happiness of seeing our god
return.C '

9

The other day, Quintus, blear-eyed Hylas wanted to
pay you back three quarters of his debt; now with
one eye he wants to pay half. Take it at once. The
chance for a profit? is fleeting. If Hylas goes blind,
he will pay you nothing.
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Emit lacernas milibus decem Bassus
Tyrias coloris optimi. lucrifecit.
‘adeo bene emit?’ inquis. immo non solvit.

11

Pervenisse tuam iam te scit Rhenus in urbem;
nam populi voces audit et ille tui:

Sarmaticas etiam gentes Histrumque Getasque
laetitiae clamor terruit ipse novae.

5 dum te longa sacro venerantur gaudia Circo,

nemo quater missos currere sensit equos.

nullum Roma ducem, nec te sic, Caesar, amavit:
te quoque iam non plus, ut velit ipsa, potest.

12

Uxorem quare locupletem ducere nolim
quaeritis? uxori nubere nolo meae.

inferior matrona suo sit, Prisce, marito:
non aliter fiunt femina virque pares.

13

Morio dictus erat: viginti milibus emi.
redde mihi nummos, Gargiliane: sapit.

10.3 soluit B : -uet y 11.6 sensit By : sentis L ante
corr. : sentit T

a Because the Emperor was present,; cf. Sp. 27.2.
bCf 14.210 and 6.39.17n.
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Bassus bought a cloak for ten thousand, Tyrian,
first-rate color. He made a profit. “Was it such a
bargain?” you say. Oh no: he didn’t pay for it.

11

Now Rhine knows that you have arrived at your
city; for even he hears the voices of your people. The
very clamor of novel joy has scared the Sarmatic
tribes, and Hister, and the Getae. As protracted
applause worshipped you in the sacred?® Circus,
nobody noticed that the horses had four times been
started and were running. Rome never so loved a
Leader, never so loved you, Caesar. Now she cannot
love even you more ardently, though she herself
wish to.

12

You all ask why I don’t want to marry a rich wife? 1
don’t want to be my wife’s wife. The matron,
Priscus, should be below her husband. That’s the

only way man and woman can be equal.

13

He was described as a natural.® I bought him for
twenty thousand. Give me back my money, Gargili-
anus. He’s no fool.
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Pallida ne Cilicum timeant pomaria brumam
mordeat et tenerum fortior aura nemus,

hibernis obiecta Notis specularia puros
admittunt soles et sine faece diem.

5 at mihi cella datur non tota clusa fenestra,

in qua nec Boreas ipse manere velit.

sic habitare iubes veterem crudelis amicum?
arboris ergo tuae tutior hospes ero.

15

Dum nova Pannonici numeratur gloria belli,
omnis et ad reducem dum litat ara Iovem,

dat populus, dat gratus eques, dat tura senatus,
et ditant Latias tertia dona tribus.

hos quoque secretos memorabit Roma triumphos,
nec minor ista tuae laurea pacis erit.

quod tibi de sancta credis pietate tuorum,
principis est virtus maxima nosse suos.

15.5-6 memorabit ... erit 8 (vide SB1) : -auit ... erat
Y 6—7 post 6 plenius dist. SBY, post T vulg.

2 Saffron plants are presumably meant; cf. 3.65.2.

bCf.8.68.

¢ See 4.29.7n.

4 On his return Domitian had distributed a largesse
(congiarium) to the people, his third.
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14

Lest your orchard from Cilicia? lose color in dread
of winter and a brisker air bite the tender grove,
transparent panes facing the wintry south winds
admit clear suns and unadulterated daylight.? But I
am assigned a cubbyhole shut in by a window that
doesn’t quite close, in which Boreas himself would
not care to pass the night. Cruel fellow, is it thus
you tell an old friend to lodge? So I shall be safer as
the guest of your trees.

15

As the new glory of a Pannonian war is scored up®
and every altar makes accepted offerings to Jove the
Home-bringer, the people and the grateful knights
and senate give incense and a third round of gifts
enriches the Latin tribes.d This private triumphe® too
shall Rome remember, nor shall this laurel of your
peace be less esteemed. You trust yourself concern-
ing your people’s pure devotion; it is a prince’s
greatest virtue to know his subjects.t

¢ Domitian had waived a triumph, merely dedicating a
laurel wreath (ista laurea, v.6) to Jupiter Capitolinus:
Suet. Dom. 6.1; Stat. Silv. 3.3.171.

fYou know you can rely on the people appreciating your
victory even without a triumph. On quod (“whereas”),
linking the two statements, and the punctuation, see SB!.
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Pistor qui fueras diu, Cypere,
causas nunc agis et ducena quaeris:
sed consumis et usque mutuaris.
a pistore, Cypere, non recedis:

5 et panem facis et facis farinam.

17

Egi, Sexte, tuam pactus duo milia causam.
misisti nummos quod mihi mille quid est?

‘narrasti nihil’ inquis ‘et a te perdita causa est.
tanto plus debes, Sexte, quod erubui.

b

18

Si tua, Cerrini, promas epigrammata vulgo,
vel mecum possis vel prior ipse legi:

sed tibi tantus inest veteris respectus amici
carior ut mea sit quam tua fama tibi.

5 sic Maro nec Calabri temptavit carmina Flacci,

Pindaricos nosset cum superare modos,

et Vario cessit Romani laude cothurni,
cum posset tragico fortius ore loqui.

aurum et opes et rura frequens donabit amicus:

10 qui velit ingenio cedere rarus erit.

a Per annum.
b1.e. you dissipate your earnings, as grain is reduced to
the dust of flour.
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For a long time you were a baker, Cyperus. Now
you plead cases and make two hundred thousand.?
But you spend it and go on borrowing. You are still
the b%ker, Cyperus. You make bread and you make
flour.

17

Sextus, I pleaded your case for an agreed two
thousand. What do you mean by sending me a
thousand sesterces? “You didn’t state the facts,” you
say, “and you lost the case.” You owe me all the
more, Sextus, for having blushed.¢

18

Cerrinius, if you were to give your epigrams to the
public, you might be read as my equal or my supe-
rior. But such is your regard for an old friend that
my reputation means more to you than your own.
So Maro did not attempt the lyrics of Calabrian
Flaccus,d though he was capable of surpassing
Pindar’s measures, and yielded the glory of the
Roman buskin to Varius, though he could have spo-
ken more boldly than Varius in the tones of tragedy.
Many a friend will give gold and riches and land,
but one prepared to yield in talent will be found but
seldom.

¢ The facts were discreditable.
d Horace; cf. 5.30.2n.
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Pauper videri Cinna vult; et est pauper.

20

Cum facias versus nulla non luce ducenos,
Vare, nihil recitas. non sapis atque sapis.

21

Phosphore, redde diem: quid gaudia nostra moraris?
Caesare venturo, Phosphore, redde diem.
Roma rogat. placidi numquid te pigra Bootae
plaustra vehunt, lento quod nimis igne venis?
Ledaeo poteras abducere Cyllaron astro:
ipse suo cedet nunc tibi Castor equo.
quid cupidum Titana tenes? iam Xanthus et Aethon
frena volunt, vigilat Memnonis alma parens.
tarda tamen nitidae non cedunt sidera luci,
et cupit Ausonium Luna videre ducem.
iam, Caesar, vel nocte veni: stent astra licebit,
non deerit populo te veniente dies.

22

Invitas ad aprum, ponis mihi, Gallice, porcum.
hybrida sum, si das, Gallice, verba mihi.

21.4 igne By :axe T 8 uolunt ] vorant Kostlin

2 He wishes to be thought a rich man pretending
poverty; in fact, he is as poor as he pretends.

b Gemini. ¢ The Sun (Hyperion).

d “Yellow” and “Tawny,” horses of the Sun; cf. 3.67.5.

174



BOOK VIII
19

Cinna wishes to appear a poor man. And he is a
poor man.?2

20

Although you make two hundred verses every day,
Varus, you never recite. You are a fool, and you are
no fool.

21

Phosphorus, bring back the day. Why do you retard
our joy? Caesar is coming: Phosphorus, bring back
the day. Rome asks you. Does the lazy wagon of
gentle Bootes carry you, that you come with so slow
a fire? You could have taken Cyllaros from Leda’s
constellation;P Castor himself will give up his mount
to you now. Why do you hold back the eager Titan?¢
Already Xanthus and Aethond crave the reins,
Memnon’s fostering mother® is awake. Yet the slow
stars yield not to shining dawn and the Moon is fain
to see the Ausonian Leader. Come now, Caesar,
night though it be. Let the stars stand still; at your
advent the people will not want for day.

22

You invite me to boar and you serve me pork, Gal-
licus. I am a hybrid,f Gallicus, if you deceive me.8

¢ Aurora, goddess of the morning.
fOffspring of dissimilar parents, as a sow and a wild
boar. g I.e. I can tell the difference.
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Esse tibi videor saevus nimiumque gulosus,
qui propter cenam, Rustice, caedo cocum.
si levis ista tibi flagrorum causa videtur,
ex qua vis causa vapulet ergo cocus?

24

Si quid forte petam timido gracilique libello,
improba non fuerit si mea charta, dato.
et si non dederis, Caesar, permitte rogari:
offendunt numquam tura precesque Iovem.
5 qui fingit sacros auro vel marmore vultus,
non facit ille deos: qui rogat, ille facit.

25

Vidisti semel, Oppiane, tantum
aegrum me male: saepe te videbo.

26

Non tot in Eois timuit Gangeticus arvis
raptor, in Hyrcano qui fugit albus equo,
quot tua Roma novas vidit, Germanice, tigres:

delicias potuit nec numerare suas.

25.2 de interpunctione vide SB1
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You think me cruel and too fond of my stomach,
Rusticus, because I beat my cook on account of a
dinner. If that seems to you a trivial reason for
lashes, for what reason then do you want a cook to
be flogged?

24

Should I happen to make some petition in my
slender, timid little book, if my page be not overbold,
grant it. And if you do not grant it, Caesar, allow
yourself to be asked. Incense and prayers never
offend Jupiter. He does not make gods who sculpts
sacred faces in gold or marble; he makes them who
asks of them.

25

When I was very ill, Oppianus, you saw me only
once. I shall see you often.2

26

The robber? of Ganges, who flees pale-faced on his
Hyrcanian mount, did not fear so many tigers in
eastern lands as your Rome, Germanicus, saw for
the first time; she could not even count her darlings.

2 A sly assumption, wrapped up in what appears to be a
promise to return good for evil (SB1).
b Of cubs.
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5 vincit Erythraeos tua, Caesar, harena triumphos
et victoris opes divitiasque dei:
nam cum captivos ageret sub curribus Indos,
contentus gemina tigride Bacchus erat.

27

Munera qui tibi dat locupleti, Gaure, senique,
si sapis et sentis, hoc tibi ait, ‘morere.’

28

Dic, toga, facundi gratum mihi munus amici,
esse velis cuius fama decusque gregis?
Apula Ledaei tibi floruit herba Phalanthi,
qua saturat Calabris culta Galaesus aquis?
5 an Tartesiacus stabuli nutritor Hiberi
Baetis in Hesperia te quoque lavit ove?
an tua multifidum numeravit lana Timavum,
quem pius astrifero Cyllarus ore bibit?
te nec Amyclaeo decuit livere veneno
10 nec Miletos erat vellere digna tuo.
lilia tu vincis nec adhuc delapsa ligustra
et Tiburtino monte quod albet ebur;
Spartanus tibi cedet olor Paphiaeque columbae,
cedet Erythraeis eruta gemma vadis.

28.12 albet s (cf. 7.13) : alget By

2 Bacchus, according to myth, made an expedition into
the East, where he taught the conquered nations the use of
the vine. He was represented as drawn by tigers.
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Your arena, Caesar, surpasses Erythraean tri-
umphs and the wealth and riches of the victor god.
For when Bacchus led captive Indians behind his
chariot, a pair of tigers sufficed him.2

27

You are rich, Gaurus, and old. Who gives you
presents, says to you, if you have the wit to under-
stand: “Die.”

28

Gown, welcome gift of an eloquent friend, tell me, of
what flock would you like to be the fame and pride?
Did the Apulian grass of Ledean Phalanthus flour-
ish for you, where Galaesus saturates the tilth with
Calabrian waters? Or did Baetis, Tartessian nour-
isher of the Iberian fold, wash you too on the back of
a Hesperian ewe? Or did your wool number many-
cleft Timavus, whom faithful Cyllarus drank with
starry? mouth? It was not yours to grow grey with
Amyclaean dye, nor was Miletus worthy of your
fleece. You outdo lilies and privet still unfallen and
the ivory that whitens on Tibur’s hill.® Sparta’s
swans will yield to you and Paphian doves; the pearl
shall yield, dug out from Erythraean shallows. But

b By anticipation. Cyllarus had not become part of the
constellation Gemini when he drank from the Timavus.
Cf. 4.25.6n.

¢Cf. 4.62n.
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sed licet haec primis nivibus sint aemula dona,
non sunt Parthenio candidiora suo.

non ego praetulerim Babylonos picta superbae
texta, Samiramia quae variantur acu;

non Athamanteo potius me mirer in auro,
Aeolium dones si mihi, Phrixe, pecus.

o quantos risus pariter spectata movebit
cum Palatina nostra lacerna toga!

29

Disticha qui scribit, puto, vult brevitate placere.
quid prodest brevitas, dic mihi, si liber est?

- 30

Qui nunc Caesareae lusus spectatur harenae,
temporibus Bruti gloria summa fuit.

aspicis ut teneat flammas poenaque fruatur
fortis et attonito regnet in igne manus!

5 ipse sui spectator adest et nobile dextrae

funus amat: totis pascitur illa sacris.

quod nisi rapta foret nolenti poena, parabat
saevior in lassos ire sinistra focos.

30.3 aspicis y : -cit B : -cite Gruter

2 Probably with allusion to the derivation of the name
from mdpbevos (parthenos), “virgin,” virginity being associ-
ated with whiteness; cf. 9.49.6

b The ram with the golden fleece: see 6.3.6. Aeolus, the
wind god, was Phrixus’ grandfather; cf. 8.50.9.
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though this gift challenges fresh snow, it is no
whiter than Parthenius,? its giver I would not
rather have the painted fabrics of proud Babylon,
embroidered by Semiramis’ needle. I would not
rather admire myself in gold of Athamas, if Phrixus
were to give me the Aeolian ram.P Oh, what merri-
ment my cloak will raise, seen along with my Pala-
tine gown!¢

29

He who writes distichs wishes, I suppose, to please
by brevity. What use is brevity, tell me, if it’s a
book?

30

The entertainment now viewed in Caesar’s arena
was the summit of glory in Brutus’ days. You see
how the hand grasps the flames and enjoys its pun-
ishment and kings it bravely in the astonished fire.d
He is there as his own spectator and revels in his
right hand’s noble death. The hand feasts on the
entire rite. If the punishment had not been
snatched away in its despite, the left, yet fiercer,
was making ready to enter the wearied brazier.

¢ A hint for a new cloak.
dCf. 1.21 and 10.25. The story was presented in the
amphitheater with a criminal taking the chief role.
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scire piget post tale decus quid fecerit ante:
10 quam vidi satis hanc est mihi nosse manum.

31

Nescio quid de te non belle, Dento, fateris,
coniuge qui ducta iura paterna petis.
sed iam supplicibus dominum lassare libellis
desine et in patriam serus ab urbe redi:
5 mnam dum tu longe deserta uxore diuque
tres quaeris natos, quattuor invenies.

32

Aéra per tacitum delapsa sedentis in ipsos
fluxit Aretullae blanda columba sinus.

luserat hoc casus, nisi inobservata maneret
permissaque sibi nollet abire fuga.

5 simeliora piae fas est sperare sorori

et dominum mundi flectere vota valent,

haec a Sardois tibi forsitan exulis oris,
fratre reversuro, nuntia venit avis.

33

De praetoricia folium mihi, Paule, corona
mittis et hoc phialae nomen habere iubes.

a The ius trium liberorum; cf. 2.91n.
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After such achievement I would sooner not know
what this hand had done before; enough for me to
know it as I saw it.

31

You make an admission about yourself and not a
pretty one, Dento, when you seek paternal rights?
after marrying a wife. But stop wearying our Lord
with begging memorials and late in time go back
from Rome to your native town. For while you look
for three children so long and so far away from your
deserted wife, you are like to find four.

32

Dropping down through the silent air, a winsome
dove glided into Aretulla’s very bosom where she
sat. That might have been a freak of chance, were it
not that the creature stayed all unguarded and,
though permitted to take flight, refused to leave. If
it be no sin for a loving sister to hope for better
things and if prayers can sway the lord of the world,
perhaps this bird came to you as a messenger from
the exile’s Sardinian shores, and your brother is
about to return.

33

You send me a leaf, Paulus, from your praetor’s gar-
land and you would have it called a bowl. With this
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hac fuerat nuper nebula tibi pegma perunctum,
pallida quam rubri diluit unda croci.
an magis astuti derasa est ungue ministri
brattea, de fulcro quam reor esse tuo?
illa potest culicem longe sentire volantem
et minimi pinna papilionis agi;
exiguae volitat suspensa vapore lucernae
et leviter fuso rumpitur icta mero.
hoc linitur sputo Iani caryota Kalendis,
quam fert cum parco sordidus asse cliens.
lenta minus gracili crescunt colocasia filo,
plena magis nimio lilia sole cadunt;
nec vaga tam tenui discurrit aranea tela,
tam leve nec bombyx pendulus urget opu