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DeAR MR. SMITHERS,

By every right I ought to choose you.to
edit and bring out Sir Richard Burton’s translation
of Catullus, because you collaborated with him on
this work by a correspondence of many months
before he died. If I have hesitated so long as to
its production, it was because his notes, which are
mostly like pencilled cobwebs, strewn all over his
Latin edition, were headed, ‘ NEVER SHEW HALF-
FINISHED WORK TO WOMEN OR FoOLS.,” The
reason of this remark was, that in all his writings,
his first copy, his first thought, was always the best
and the most powerful. Like many a painter who
will go on improving and touching up his picture
till he has destroyed the likeness, and the startling
realistic nature of his subject, so would Sir Richard
go on weakening his first copy by improvements,
and then appeal to me to say which was the best.
I was almost invariably obliged, in conscience, to
induce him to stick to the first thought, which had
grasped the whole meaning like a flash. These
notes were made in a most curious way. He used
to bring his Latin Catullus down to fable d’héte with
him, and he used to come and sit by me, but the
moment he got a person on the other side, who did
not interest him, he used to whisper to me, ¢ Talk,
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that I may do my Catullus,” and between the courses
he wrote what I now give you. The public school-
boy is taught that the Atys was unique in subject
and metre, that it was the greatest and most remark-
able poem in Latin literature, famous for the fiery
vehemence of the Greek dithyramb, that it was the
only specimen in Latin of the Galliambic measure,
so called, because sung by the Galle—and I suspect
that the school-boy now learns that there are halfa
dozen others, which you can doubtless name. To
my mind the gems of the whole translation are the
Epithalamium or Epos of the marriage of Vinia
and Manlius, and the Parcae in that of Peleus and
Thetis. Sir Richard laid great stress on the follow-
ing in his notes, headed ¢ Compare with Catullus,
the sweet and tender little Villanelle, by Mr. Edmund
Gosse,” for the Viol and Flute—the XIX cent. with
the Ist
¢« Little mistress mine, good-bye !
I have been your sparrow true;
Dig my grave, for I must die.
Waste no tear, and heave no sigh;
Life should still be blithe for you,
Little mistress mine, good-bye!
In your garden let me lie
Underneath the pointed yew,
Dig my grave, for I must die.
‘We have loved the quiet sky
With its tender arch of blue;
Little mistress mine, good-bye!



vii
That I still may feel you nigh,

In your virgin bosom, too,
Dig my grave, for I must die.

Let our garden friends that fly
Be the mourners, fit and few.
Little mistress mine, good-bye!
Dig my grave, for I must die.”

-Sir Richard seriously began his Catullus on
Feb. 18th, 1890, at Hamman R’irha, in North
Africa. He had finished the first rough copy on
March 31st, 18go, at Trieste. He made a second
copy beginning May 23rd, 18go, at Trieste, which
was finished July 21st, 18go, at Zurich. He then
writes a margin. ‘“ Work incomplete, but as soon
as I receive Mr. Smithers’ prose, I will fill in the
words I now leave in stars, in order that we may
not use the same expressions, and 1 will then make
a third, fair, and complete copy.” Baut, alas! then
he was surprised by Death.

I am afraid that Sir Richard’s readers may be
disappointed to find that, unlike Mr. Grant Allen,
there is no excursus on the origin of Tree-worship,
and therefore that, perhaps, through ignorance, I
have omitted something. Sir Richard did write in
the sixties and seventies on Tree-alphabets, the
Ogham Runes and El Mushajjar, the Arabic Tree-
" alphabet,—and had theories and opinions as to its
origin; but he did not, I know, connect them in
any way, however remote, with Catullus. I there-
fore venture to think you will quite agree with me,
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_that they have no business here, but should appear
in connection with my future work, ¢ Labours and
Wisdom of Sir Richard Burton.”

All these three and a half years, I have hesitated
what to do, but after seeing other men’s translations,
his incomplete work is, in my humble estimation, too
good to be consigned to oblivion, so that I will no
longer defer to send you a type-written copy, and to -
ask you to bring it through the press, supplying the
Latin text, and adding thereto your own prose,
which we never saw.

Yours truly,
IsaABEL BURTON.

July 11th, 1894.



FOREWORD

A ScHOLAR lively, remembered to me, that
Catulius translated word for word, is an anachronism,
and that a literal English rendering in the nineteenth
century could be true to the poet’s letter, but false
to his spirit. I was compelled to admit that some-
thing of this is true; but it is not the whole truth.
“ Consulting modern taste” means really a mere
imitation, a re-cast of the ancient past - in modern
material. It is-presenting the toga’d citizen, rough,
haughty, and careless of any approbation not his
own, in the costume of to-day,—boiled shirt, dove-
tailed coat, black-cloth clothes, white pocket-
handkerchief, and diamond ring. Moreover, of
these transmogrifications we have already enough
and to spare. But we have not, as far as I know,
any version of Catullus which can transport the
English reader from the teachings of our century
to that preceding the Christian Era. As discovery
1s mostly my mania, I have hit upon a bastard-
urging to indulge it, by a presenting to the public of
certain classics-in the nude Roman poetry, like the
Arab, and of the same date. .

Trieste, 18¢go. Ricuarp F. BurTon.

b
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[Tue Foreword just given is an unfinished pencilling on
the margin of Sir Richard’s Latin text of Catullus. Ireproduce
below, a portion of his Foreword to a previous translation -
from the Latin on which we collaborated and which was
issued in the summer of 18go.—L. C. S.]

A ’cute French publisher lately remarked to me
that, as a rule, versions in verse are as enjoyable to the
writer as they are unenjoyed by the reader, who
vehemently doubts their truth and trustworthiness.
These pages hold in view one object sole and simple,
namely, to prove that a translation, metrical and literal,
may be true and may be trustworthy.

As T told the public (Camoens: Life and Lusiads
ii. 185-198), it has ever been my ambition to reverse the
late Mr. Matthew Arnold’s peremptory dictum:—In
a verse translation no original work is any longer
recognisable.” And here I may be allowed to borrow
from my Supplemental Arabian Nights (Vol. vi,
Appendix pp. 411-412, a book known to few and never
to be reprinted) my vision of the ideal translation which
should not be relegated to the Limbus of Intentions.

“My estimate of a translator’s office has never been
of the low level generally assigned to it even in the days
when Englishmen were in the habit of translating every
work, interesting or important, published out of England,
and of thus giving a continental and cosmopolitan
flavour to their literature. We cannot at this period
expect much from a ‘ man of letters’ who must produce
a monthly volume for a pittance of £20: of him we need
not speak. But the translator at his best, works, when
reproducing the matter and the manner of his original,
upon two distinct lines. His prime and primary object
is to please his reader, edifying him and gratifying his
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taste; the second is to produce an honfast andhfaltfhfltll
copy, adding naught to the sense or abating augld (;1 its
especial sachet. He h.as, however, or shou ave,
another aim wherein is displayed the acme of hermen'eu-
tic art. Every language can proﬁ.tably lend somejchmg
to and take somewhat from its neighbours—an epithet,
a metaphor, a naif idiom, a turn of phrasg. And the
translator of original mind who notes the.z innumerable
shades of tone, manner and complexion 'Wlll not neglect
the frequent opportunities of enriching his mothgr-tongue
with novel and alien ornaments which shall Justly be
accounted barbarisms until formally naturalized and
adopted. Nor will any modern versionist relegate to a
foot-note, as is the malpractice of his banal brotherhqod,
the striking and often startling phases of the foreign
author’s phraseology and dull the text with well-worn
and commonplace English equivalents, thus doing the
clean reverse of what he should do. It was this Jean
idéal of a translator's success which made FEustache
Deschamps write of his contemporary and brother bard,

Grand Transtateur, noble Geoffray Chaucier,

Here
¢ The firste finder of our fair langage’

is styled ‘a Socrates in philosophy, a Seneca in morals,
an Angel in conduct and a great Translator,'—a seeming
anti-climax which has scandalized not a little sundry
inditers of ¢Lives’ and ¢‘Memoirs, The title is no
bathos : it is given simply because Chaucer translated
(using the term in its best and highest sense) into his
pure, simple and strong English tongue with all its
linguistic peculiarities, the thoughts and fancies of his
foreign models, the very letter and spirit of Petrarch and
Boccaccio.”

For the humble literary status of translation in
modern England and for the short-comings of the

b—2
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average English translator, public taste or rather caprice
is mainly to be blamed. The ¢ general reader,” the man
not in the street but the man who makes up the educated |
mass, greatly relishes a novelty in the way of «plot ” or
story or catastrophe while he has a natural dislike to
novelties of style and diction, demanding a certain
dilution of the unfamiliar with the familiar. Hence our
translations in verse, especially when rhymed, become
for the most part deflorations or excerpts, adaptations or
periphrases more or less meritorious and the ‘translator”
was justly enough dubbed “traitor” by critics of the
severer sort. And he amply deserves the injurious name
when ignorance of his original’s langunage perforce makes
him pander to popular prescription.

But the good time which has long been coming
seems now to have come. The home reader will no
longer put up with the careless caricatures of classical
chefs d’ceuvre which satisfied his old-fashioned prede-
cessor. Our youngers, in most points our seniors, now
expect the translation not only to interpret the sense of
the original but also, when the text lends itself to such
treatment, to render it verbatim et litevatim, nothing being
increased or diminished, curtailed or expanded. More-
over, in the choicer passages, they so far require an echo
of the original music that its melody and harmony should
be suggested to their mind. Welcomed also are the
mannerisms of the translator’s model as far as these aid
in preserving, under the disguise of another dialect, the
individuality of the foreigner and his peculiar costume.

That this high ideal of translation is at length
becoming popular now appears in our literature. The
«Villon Society,” when advertizing the novels of Matteo
Bandello, Bishop of Agen, justly remarks of the trans-
lator, Mr. John Payne, that his previous works have
proved him to possess special qualifications for ¢the
delicate and difficult task of transferring into his own
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Janguage at once the savour and the substance, the
matter and the manner of works of the highest indivi-
duality, conceived and executed in a foreign language.”

~ In my version of hexameters and pentameters I have
not shirked the metre although it is strangely out of
favour in English literature while we read it and enjoy
it in German. There is little valid reason for our aver-
sion; the rhythm has been made familiar to our ears by
long courses of Greek and Latin and the rarity of spondaic
feet is assuredly to be supplied by art and artifice.

And now it is time for farewelling my friends:—we

may no longer (alas!) address them, with the ingenuous
Ancient in the imperative

Vos Plaudite.

Ricuarp F. Burton.
July, 18go.



INTRODUCTION

THE present translation was jointly undertaken
by the late Sir Richard Burton and myself in 18go,
some months before his sudden and lamented death.
We had previously put into English, and privately
printed, a body of verse from the Latin, and our aim
was to follow it with literal and unexpurgated render-
ings of Catullds, Juvenal, and Ausonius, from the
same tongue. Sir Richard laid great stress on the
necessity of thoroughly annotating each translation
from an erotic (and especially a paederastic) point of
view, but subsequent circumstances caused me to
abandon that intention.

The Latin text of Catullus printed in this volume
is that of Mueller (a.p. 1885), which Sir Richard
Burton chose as the basis for our translation, and to
that text I have mainly adhered. On some few
occasions, however, I have slightly deviated from it,
and, although I have consulted Owen and Postgate,
in such cases I have usually followed Robinson Ellis.

Bearing in mind my duty to the reader as well as
to the author, I have aimed at producing a readable
translation, and yet as literal a version (castrating
NO passages) as the dissimilarity in idiom of the two
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languages, Latin and English, permit; and I claim
for this volume that it is the first literal and com-
plete English translation as yet issued of Catullus,
The translations into English verse which I have
consulted are The Adventures of Catullus, and the
History of his Amours with Lesbia (done from the
French, 1707), Nott, Lamb, Fleay, (privately printed,
1864), Hart-Davies, Shaw, Cranstoun, Martin, Grant
Allen, and Ellis. Of these, none has been helpful to
me save Professor Robinson Ellis’s Poems and Frag-
ments of Catullus translated in the metves of the
original,—a most excellent and scholarly version,
to which I owe great indebtedness for many a
felicitous expression. I have also used Dr. Nott
freely in my annotations. The only English
prose translation of which I have any know-
ledge is the one in Bohn’s edition of Catullus,
and this, in addition to being bowdlerized, is in a
host of passages more a paraphrase than a literal
translation. )

I have not thought it needful in any case to
point out my deviations from Mueller’s text, and I
have cleared the volume of all the load of mytho-
logical and historical notes which are usually
appended to a translation of a classic, contenting
myself with referring the non-classical reader to
Bohn’s edition of the poet.

Of the boldness of Sir Richard Burton’s experi-
ment of a metrical and linear translation there can
" be no question ; and on the whole he has succeeded
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in proving his contention as to its possibility, though
it must be confessed that it is at times at the cost of
obscurity, or of inversions of sentences which certainly
are compelled to lay claim to a poet’s license. It
must, however, be borne in mind that in a letter to
me just before his death, he expressed his intention
of going entirely through the work afresh, on receiv-
ing my prose, adding that it needed ““a power of
polishing.”

To me has fallen the task of editing Sir Richard’s
share in this volume from a type-written copy literally
swarming with copyist’s errors. With respect to the
occasional lacunae which appear, I can merely state
that Lady Busrton has repeatedly assured me that she
has furnished me with a faithful copy of her husband’s
translation, and that the words omitted (which are
here indicated by full points, not asterisks) were not
filled in by him, because he was first awaiting my
translation with the view of our not using similar
expressions. However, Lady Burton has without
any reason consistently refused me even a glance
at his MS.; and in our previous work from the Latin
I did not find Sir Richard trouble himself in the
least concerning our using like expressions.

The frontispiece to this volume is reproduced
from the statue which stands over the Palazzo di
Consiglio, the Council House at Verona, which is
the only representation of Catullus extant.

July 11th, 1894. LeoNArRD C. SMITHERS.
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The ECarmina

OF

Caius  Qalerius  Catubbus

C. VALERII CATVLLI

LIBER.
I.

UOI dono lepidum-novom-libellum
‘Arid4 modo pumicé expolitum ?

Corneli, tibi: namque tu solébas
Meas esse aliquid putare nugas,
Iam tum cum ausus es unus Italorum 5
Omne-aevum tribus explicare chartis
Doctis, Iuppiter, et laboriosis.’
Quare habe tibi quidquid hoc libelli,
Qualécumque, quod o patrona virgo,
Plus und maneat perenn€ saecld. 10

I

DepicaTtion To CoRNELIUS NEPOS.
Now smooth'd to polish due with pumice dry
Whereto this lively booklet new give I ?
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To thee (Cornelius!); for wast ever fain

To deem my trifles somewhat boon contain;

- E’en when thou single ‘'mongst Italians found 5
Daredst all periods in three Scripts expound
Learnéd (by Jupiter!) elaborately.

" Then take thee whatso in this booklet be,

Such as it is, whereto O Patron Maid

To live down Ages lend thou lasting aid ! 10

To whom inscribe my dainty tome—just out and

with ashen pumice polished ? Cornelius, to thee!
for thou wert wont to deem my triflings of account,
and at a time when thou alone of Italians didst
dare unfold the ages’ abstract in three chronicles—
learned, by Jupiter | —and most laboriously writ.
‘Wherefore take thou this booklet, such as ’tis, and
O Virgin Patroness, may it outlive generations more
than one.

II.

ASSER, deliciae meae puellae,
Quicum ludere, quem in-sinu tenere,

Quoi primum-digitum dare adpetenti
Et acris solet incitare morsus,
Cum desiderio meo nitenti 5
Carum nescioquid libet iocari
V1t solaciolum sui doloris,
Credo ut iam gravis acquiescat ardor :
Tecum ludere sicut ipsa possem

Et tristis animi levare curas ! 10
£ E *
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Tam gratumst mihi quam ferunt puellae
Pernici aureolum fuisse malum,
Quod zonam soluit diu ligatam.

11.

LESBIA’S SPARROW.
Sparrow ! my pet’s delicious joy,
Wherewith in bosot.: nurst to toy
She loves, and gives her finger-tip
For sharp-nib’d greeding neb to nip,
Were she who my desire withstood 5
To seek some pet of merry mood,
As crumb o comfort for her grief,
Methinks her burning lowe’s relief:
Could 1, as plays she, play with thee,
That mind might win from misery free! 10
To me t'were grateful (as they say),
Gold codling was to fleet-foot May,
Whose long-bound zone it loosed for aye.

Sparrow, petling of my girl, with which she
wantons, which she presses to her bosom, and whose
cager peckings is accustomed to incite by stretching
forth her forefinger, when my bright-hued beautiful
one is pleased to jest in manner light as (perchance)
a solace for her heart ache, thus methinks she allays.
love’s pressing heats! Would that in manner like, I

were able with thee to sport and sad cares of mind to
lighten !

* * %
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This were gracious to me as in story old to the
maiden fleet of foot was the apple golden-fashioned

which unloosed her girdle long-time girt.

ITI.
UGETE, o Veneres Cupidinesque,

Et quantumst hominum venustiorum.

Passer mortuus est meae puellae,
Passer, deliciae meae puellae,

Quem plus illa oculis suis amabat :
Nam mellitus erat suamque norat
Ipsa tam bene quam puella matrem
Nec sese a gremio illius movebat,

Sed circumsiliens modo huc modo illuc
Ad solam dominam usque pipiabat.
Qui nunc it per iter tenebricosum
Illuc, unde negant redire quemquam.
At vobis male sit, malae tenebrae
Orci, quae omnia bella devoratis :
Tam bellum mihi passerem abstulistis.
O factum male! io miselle passer!
Tua nunc opera meae puellae

Flendo turgiduli rubent ocelli.

111.

10

15

ON THE DEATH OF LESBIA’S SPARROW.

Weep every Venus, and all Cupids wail,

And men whose gentler spirits still prevail.

Dead is the Sparrow of my girl, the joy,



1] of C atullus

Sparrow, my sweeting’s most delicious toy,
\Whom loved she dearer than her very eyes; -~ 5
For he was honeyed-pet and anywise

Knew her, as even she her mother knew;

Ne'er from her bosom’s harbourage he flew

But 'round her hopping here, there, everywhere,
Piped he to none but her his lady fair.

Now must he wander o'er the darkling way
Thither, whence life-return the Fates denay.
But ah ! beshrew you, evil Shadows low’ring

In Orcus ever loveliest things devouring:

Who bore so pretty a Sparrow fro’ her ta’en. 15
(Oh hapless birdie and Oh deed of bane!)

Now by your wanton work my girl appears

With turgid eyelids tinted rose by tears.

I0

Mourn ye, O ye Loves and Cupids and all men
of gracious mind. Dead is the sparrow of my girl,
sparrow, sweetling of my girl. Which more than
her eyes she loved ; for sweet as honey was it and its
mistress knew, as well as damsel knoweth her own
mother nor from her bosom did it rove,’but hopping
.round first one side then the other, to its mistress alone
it evermore did chirp. Now does it fare along that
path of shadows whence naught may e’er return.
Il be to ye, savage glooms of Orcus, which swallow
up all things of fairness: which have snatched away
from me the comely sparrow. O deed of bale! O
S;iw;frow sad of plight! Now on thy account my
8Irl's sweet eyes, swollen, do redden with tear-drops.
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HASELUS ille, quem videtis, hospites,

Ait fuisse navium celerrimus,
Neque ullius natantis impetum trabis
Nequisse praeter ire, sive palmulis
Opus foret volare sive linteo. 5
Et hoc negat minacis Adriatici
Negare litus insulasve Cycladas
Rhodumque nobilem horridamque Thraciam
Propontida trucemve Ponticum sinum,
Vbi iste post phaselus antea fuit 10
Comata silva: nam Cytorio in iugo
Loquente saepe sibilum edidit coma.
Amastri Pontica et Cytore buxifer,
Tibi haec fuisse et esse cognitissima
Ait phaselus : ultima ex origine 15
Tuo stetisse dicit in cacumine,
Tuo imbuisse palmulas in aequore,
Et inde tot per inpotentia freta
Erum tulisse, laeva sive dextera
Vocaret aura, sive utrumque Iuppiter 20
Simul secundus incidisset in pedem ;
Neque ulla vota litoralibus deis
Sibi esse facta, cum veniret a marei
Novissime hunc ad usque limpidum lacum.
Sed haec prius fuere: nunc recondita 25
Senet quiete seque dedicat tibi,
Gemelle Castor et gemelle Castoris.
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But do ye meanwhile to the fire be brought,
That teem with boorish jest of sorry blade,
Volusius’ Annals, paper scum-bewrayed. 20

Volusius’ Annals, merdous paper, fulfil ye a
vow for my girl: for she vowed to sacred Venus
and to Cupid that if I were re-united to her and I
desisted hurling savage iambics, she would give the
most elect writings of the pettiest poet to the tardy-
footed God to be burned with ill-omened wood. And
this the saucy minx chose, jocosely and drolly to vow
to the gods. Now, O Creation of the cerulean main,
who art in sacred Idalium, and in Urian haven, and
who doth foster Ancona and reedy Cnidos, Amathus
and Golgos, and Dyrrhachium, Adriatic tavern,
accept and acknowledge this vow if it lack not grace
nor charm. But meantime, hence with ye to the
flames, crammed with boorish speech and vapid,
Annals of Volusius, merdous paper.

XXXVII.

ALAX taberna vosque contubernales,
A pileatis nona fratribus pila,

Solis putatis esse mentulas vobis,
Solis licere, quidquid est puellarum,
Confutuere et putare ceteros hircos? 5
An, continenter quod sedetis insulsi
Centum an ducenti, non putatis ausurum
Me una ducentos inrumare sessores ?
Atqui putate: namque totius vobis
Frontem tabernae scorpionibus scribam. 16
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Puella nam mi, quae meo sinu fugit,
Amata tantum quantum amabitur nulla,
Pro qua mihi sunt magna bella pugnata,
Consedit istic. hanc boni beatique
Omnes amatis, et quidem, quod indignumst, 15
Omnes pusilli et semitarii moechi;
Tu praeter omnes une de capillatis,
Cuniculosae Celtiberiae fili
Egnati, opaca quem bonum facit barba
" Et dens Hibera defricatus urina. 20 .

XXXVII.

To THE FREQUENTERS OF A LOW TAVERN.

Salacious Tavern and ye taverner-host,

From Pileate Brothers the ninth pile-post,

D’ye claim, you only of the mentule boast,

D’ye claim alone what damsels be the best

To swive: as he-goats holding all the rest? 5
Is’t when like boobies sit ye incontinent here,
One or two hundred, deem ye that I fear

Two hundred . . . . at one brunt?

Ay, think so, natheless all your tavern-front
With many a scorpion I will over-write. I0
- For that my damsel, fro’ my breast took flight,
By me so loved, as shall loved be none,
Wherefor so mighty wars were waged and won,
Does sit in public here. Ye fain, rich wights,
All woo her: thither too (the chief of slights!) 13
All pitiful knaves and by-street wenchers fare,
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And thou, (than any worse), with hanging hair,

In coney-breeding Celtiberia bred,

Egnatius! bonnified by beard full-fed,

And teeth with Spanish urine polishéd. 20

Tavern of lust and you its tippling crowd, (at
ninth pile sign-post from the Cap-donned Brothers)
think ye that ye alone have mentules, that ’tis
allowed to you alone to touzle whatever may be
feminine, and to deem all other men mere goats?
But, because ye sit, a row of fools numbering one
-hundred or haply two hundred, do ye think I dare
not irrumate your entire two hundred—Iloungers |—
at once! Think it! but I'll scrawl all over the
front of your tavern with scorpion-words. For my
girl, who has fled from my embrace (she whom I
loved as ne’er a maid shall be beloved—for whom
I fought fierce fights) has seated herself here. All
ye, both honest men and rich, and also, (O cursed
shame) all ye paltry back-slum fornicators, are
making hot love to her; and thou above all, one of
the hairy-visaged sons of coney-caverned Celtiberia,
Egnatius, whose quality is stamped by dense-grown
beard, and teeth with Spanish urine scrubbed.

XXXVIIL.

ALEST, Cornifici, tuo Catullo, \
Malest, me hercule, et est laboriose,
Et magis magis in dies et horas.
Quem tu, quod minimum facillimumquest,
Qua solatus es adlocutione ? 5
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Irascor tibi. sic meos amores?
Paulum quid lubet adlocutionis,
Maestius lacrimis Simonideis.

XXXVIII.
A CoMpLAINT TO CORNIFICIUS.

Cornificius ! ’Tis ill with thy Catullus,

"Tis ill (by Hercules) distressfully :

Iller and iller every day and hour.

Whose soul (as smallest boon and easiest)

With what of comfort hast thou deign’d console ? 5
Wi’ thee I'm angered! Dost so prize my love ?
Yet some consoling utterance had been well
Though sadder ’twere than Simonidean tears.

'Tis ill, Cornificius, with thy Catullus, 'tis ill,
by Hercules, and most untoward; and greater,
greater ill, each day and hour! And thou, what
solace givest thou, e’en the tiniest, the lightest, by
thy words? I’'m wroth with thee. Is my love but
worth this? Yet one little message would cheer
me, though more full of sadness than Simonidean
tears. ‘

XXXVIIII.

GNATIUS, quod candidos habet dentes,
Renidet usque quaque. sei ad rei ventumst
Subsellium, cum orator excitat fletum,
Renidet ille. sei ad pii rogum fili
Lugetur, orba cum flet unicum mater, 5
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Renidet ille. quidquid est, ubicumquest,
Quodcumque agit, renidet. hunc habet merbum,
Neque elegantem, ut arbitror, neque urbanum.
Quare monendum test mihi, bone Egnati.

Si urbanus esses aut Sabinus aut Tiburs - 10
Aut fartus Vmber aut obesus Etruscus

Aut Lanuinus ater atque dentatus

Aut Transpadanus, ut meos quoque attingam,

Aut quilubet, qui puriter lavit dentes,

Tamen renidere usque quaque te nollem : 15
Nam risu inepto res ineptior nullast.

Nunc Celtiber es: Celtiberia in terra,

Quod quisque minxit, hoc sibi solet mane

Dentem atque russam defricare gingivam,

Vt quo iste vester expolitior dens est, 20
Hoc te amplius bibisse praedicet loti.

XXXVIIII.

Onx EcnaTiUus oF THE WHITE TEETH.

Egnatius for that owns he teeth snow-white,

Grins ever, everywhere. When placed a wight

In dock, when pleader would draw tears, the while
He grins. When pious son at funeral pile

Mourns, or lone mother sobs for sole lost son, 5
He grins. Whate’er, whene’er, howe’er is done,

Of deed he grins. Such be his malady,

Nor kind, nor courteous—so beseemeth me—

Then take thou good Egnatius, rede of mine !

Wert thou corrupt Sabine or a Tiburtine, 10
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Stuffed Umbrian or Tuscan overgrown

Swarthy Lanuvian with his teeth-rows shown,
Transpadan also, that mine own I touch,}

Or any washing teeth to shine o’er much,

Yet thy incessant grin I would not see, 15
For naught than laughter silly sillier be.

Thou Celtiber art, in Celtiberia born,

Where man who’s urined therewith loves a-morn
His teeth and ruddy gums to scour and score;

So the more polisht are your teeth, the more 20
Argue they sipping stale in ampler store.

Egnatius, who has milk-white teeth, grins for
ever and aye. An he be in court, when counsel
excites tears, he grins. An he be at funeral pyre
where one mourns a son devoted, where a bereft
mother’s tears stream for her only one, he grins.
Whatever it may be, wherever he is, whate’er may
happen, he grins. "Such ill habit has he—neither
in good taste, well assumed, nor refined. Where-
fore do thou take note from me, my good Egnatius.
Be thou refined Sabine or Tiburtine, paunch-full
Umbrian or obese Tuscan, Lanuvian dusky and
large-tusked, or Transpadine (to touch upon mine
own folk also), or whom thou wilt of those who
cleanly wash their teeth, still I'd wish thee not to
grin for ever and aye; for than senseless giggling
nothing is more senseless. Now thourt a Celti-
berian! and in the Celtiberian land each wight who
has urined is wont each morn to scrub with it his
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teeth and pinky gums, so that the higher the polish .
on thy teeth, the greater fund it notes that thou
hast drunk of urine.

XXXX.

UAENAM te mala mens, miselle Ravide,
Q Agit praecipitem in meos iambos ?
Quis deus tibi non bene advocatus
Vecordem parat excitare rixam ? .
An ut pervenias in ora vulgi ? 5
Quid vis ? qua lubet esse notus optas ?
Eris, quandoquidem meos amores
Cum longa voluisti amare poena.

XXXX.
THREATENING RAVIDUS WHO STOLE HIS MISTRESS,

What thought of folly Ravidus (poor churl !)

Upon my iambs thus would headlong hurl ?

What good or cunning counsellor would fain

Urge thee to struggle in such strife insane ?

Is’t that the valgar mouth thy name by rote ? 5
What will’st thou? Wishest on any wise such note?
Then shalt be noted since my love so lief

For love thou sued’st to thy lasting grief.

What mind ill set, O sorry Ravidus, doth thrust
thee rashly on to my iambics? What god, none
advocate of good for thee, doth stir thee to a sense-
less contest ? That thou may’st be in the people’s



XXXX.~—XXXXL] of Catullus 75

mouth ?  What would’st thou? Dost wish to be
famed, no matter in what way? So thou shalt be,
since thou hast aspired to our loved one’s love,
but by our long-drawn vengeance.

XXXXI.

METINA puella defututa
Tota milia me decem poposcit,

Ista turpiculo puella naso,
Decoctoris amica Formiani.
Propinqui, quibus est puella curae, 5
Amicos medicosque convocate :
Non est sana puella. nec rogate,
Qualis sit : solet esse imaginosa.

XXXXI.
ON MAMURRA'’S MISTRESS.

That Ametina, worn-out whore,
Me for a myriad oft would bore,
That strumpet of th’ ignoble nose,
To leman, rakehell Formian chose.
An ye would guard her (kinsmen folk) 5
Your friends and leaches d’ye convoke :
~ The girl's not sound-sens’d ; ask ye naught
Of her complaint : she’s love-distraught.

Ametina, out-drainéd maiden, worries me for a
whole ten thousand, that damsel with an outspread
nose, cheére amie of Formianus the wildling. Ye near
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of kin in whose care the maiden is, summon ye
both friends and medicals: for the girl ’s not sane,

Nor ask ye, in what way: she is subject to delusions.

XXXXII.

DESTE, hendecasyllabi, quot estis

Omnes undique, quotquot estis omnes.

Tocum me putat esse moecha turpis
Et negat mihi nostra reddituram
Pugillaria, si pati potestis.
Persequamur eam, et reflagitemus.
Quae sit, quaeritis. illa, quam videtis
Turpe incedere, mimice ac moleste
Ridentem catuli ore Gallicani.
Circumsistite eam, et reflagitate,

¢ Moecha putida, redde codicillos,
Redde, putida moecha, codicillos.’
Non assis facis ? o lutum, lupanar,
Aut si perditius potest quid esse.
Sed non est tamen hoc satis putandum.
Quod si non aliud potest, ruborem
Ferreo canis exprimamus ore.
Conclamate iterum altiore voce

‘ Moecha putida, redde codicillos,
Redde, putida moecha, codicillos.’
Sed nil proficimus, nihil movetur.
Mutandast ratio modusque vobis,
Siquid proficere amplius potestis,

¢ Pudica et proba, redde codicillos.’

I0

15

20
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XXXXII.
ON A STRUMPET WHO STOLE HIS TABLETS.

Come, Hendecasyllabics, many as may

All hither, every one that of you be!

That fulsome harlot makes me laughing-stock

And she refuses at our prayer restore '

Our stolen Note-books, an such slights ye bear. 5
Let us pursue her clamouring our demands.

“ Who's she?” ye question: yonder one ye sight
Mincingly pacing mime-like, perfect pest,

With jaws wide grinning like a Gallic pup.

Stand all round her dunning with demands, 10
“Return (O rotten whore!) our noting books.

Our noting books (O rotten whore !) return!”

No doit thou car’st? O Mire! O Stuff o’ stews!

Or if aught fouler filthier dirt there be.

Yet must we never think these words suffice. 15
But if naught else avail, at least a blush

Forth of that bitch-like brazen brow we’ll squeeze.
Cry all together in a higher key

‘“ Restore (O rotten whore!) our noting books,

Our noting books (O rotten whore!) restore!” 20
Still naught avails us, nothing is she moved.

Now must our measures and our modes be changed
An we would anywise our cause advance.

“Restore (chaste, honest Maid !) our noting books!”

Hither, all ye hendecasyllables, as many as may
be, from every part, all of ye, as many soever as
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there be! A shameless prostitute deems me fajr
sport, and denies return to me of our writing tablets,
if ye are able to endure this. Let’s after her, and
claim them back. ‘Who may she be,” ye ask?
That one, whom ye see strutting awkwardly, stagily,
and stiffly, and with a laugh on her mouth like a
Gallic whelp. Throng round her, and claim them
back. ‘O putrid punk, hand back our writing
tablets; hand back, O putrid punk, our writing
tablets.” Not a jot dost heed? O Muck, Brothel-
Spawn, or €’en loathsomer if it is possible so to be!
Yet think not yet that this is enough. For if
naught else we can extort a blush on thy brazened
bitch’s face. We'll yell again in heightened tones,
“ QO putrid punk, hand back our writing tablets,
hand back, O putrid punk, our writing tablets.”
But naught we profit, naught she budges. Changed
must your measure and your manner be, an you
would further progress make—* O Virgin pure and
spotless, hand back our writing tablets.”

XXXXIII.

ALVE, nec minimo puella naso
Nec bello pede nec nigris ocellis

Nec longis digitis nec ore sicco
Nec sane nimis elegante lingua,
Decoctoris amica Formiani. 5
Ten provincia narrat esse bellam ?
Tecum Lesbia nostra conparatur ?
O saeclum insapiens et infacetum !
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XXXXIII.

To MAMURRA’S MISTRESS.

Hail, girl who neither nose of minim size

Owns, nor a pretty foot, nor jetty eyes,

Nor thin long fingers, nor mouth dry of slaver
Nor yet too graceful tongue of pleasant flavour,
Leman to Formian that rake-a-hell. 5
‘What, can the Province boast of thee as belle ?
Thee with my Lesbia durst it make compare ?
O Age insipid, of all humour bare !

Hail, O maiden with nose not of the tiniest, with
foot lacking shape and eyes lacking darkness, with
fingers scant of length, and mouth not dry and tongue
scant enough of elegance, chére amic of Formianus
the wildling. And thee the province declares to be
lovely? With thee our Lesbia is to be compared?
- O generation witless and unmannerly!

XXXXIIII.

FUNDE noster seu Sabine seu Tiburs,
(Nam te esse Tiburtem autumant, quibus
non est
Cordi Catullum laedere : at quibus cordist,
Quovis Sabinum pignore esse contendunt)
Sed seu Sabine sive verius Tiburs, 5
Fui libenter in tua suburbana
Villa malamque pectore expuli tussim,
Non inmerenti quam mihi meus venter,
Dum sumptuosas adpeto, dedit, cenas.
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Nam, Sestianus dum volo esse conviva, 10
Orationem in Antium petitorem

Plenam veneni et pestilentiae legi.

Hic me gravido frigida et frequens tussis -
Quassavit usque dum in tuum sinum fugi

Et me recuravi otioque et urtica. 15
Quare refectus maximas tibi grates

Ago, meum quod non es ulta peccatum.

Nec deprecor iam, si nefaria scripta

Sesti recepso, quin gravidinem et tussim

Non mi, sed ipsi Sestio ferat frigus, ' 20
Qui tum vocat me, cum malum librum legi.

XXXXIIII.
CATULLUS TO HIS OWN FARM.

O Farm our own, Sabine or Tiburtine,

(For style thee  Tiburs ” who have not at heart

To hurt Catullus, whereas all that have

Wage any wager thou be Sabine classed)

But whether Sabine or of Tiburs truer 5
To thy suburban Cottage fared I fain _
And fro’ my bronchials drave that curséd cough
‘Which not unmerited on me my maw,

A-seeking sumptuous banquetings, bestowed.

For I requesting to be Sestius’ guest 10
Read against claimant Antius a speech,

Full-filled with poisonous pestilential trash.

Hence a grave frigid rheum and frequent cough
Shook me till fled I to thy bosom, where

Repose and nettle-broth healed all my ills. 15
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Wherefore recruited now best thanks I give

To thee for nowise punishing my sins:

Nor do I now object if noisome writs

Of Sestius hear I, but that cold and cough

And rheum may plague, not me, but Sestius’self 20
Who asks me only his ill writs to read.

O, Homestead of ours, whether Sabine or Tibur-
tine (for that thou’rt Tiburtine folk concur, in whose
heart ’tis not to wound Catullus; but those in whose
heart ’tis, will wager anything thou’rt Sabine) but
whether Sabine or more truly Tiburtine, o'erjoyed
was I to be within thy rural country-home, and to
cast off an ill cough from my chest, which—not
unearned—my belly granted me, for grasping after
sumptuous feeds. For, in my wish to be Sestius’
guest, his defence against the plaintiff Antius,
crammed with venom and pestilent dulness, did I
read through. Hence a chill heavy rheum and fitful
cough shattered me continually until I fled to thine
asylum, and brought me back to health with rest
and nettle-broth, Wherefore, re-manned, I give thee
utmost thanks, that thou hast not avenged my fault.
Nor do I pray now for aught but that, should I
re-take Sestius’ nefarious script, its frigid vapidness
may bring a cold and cough to Sestius' self; for
he but invites me when I read dull stuff.

XXXXV.

CMEN Septumius suos amores
Tenens in gremio ‘ mea’ inquit ‘ Acme,

6
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Ni te perdite amo atque amare porro-

Omnes sum adsidue paratus annos
Quantum qui pote plurimum perire,
Solus in Libya Indiave tosta

Caesio veniam obvius leoni.’

Hoc ut dixit, Amor, sinistra ut ante,
Dextra sternuit adprobationem.

At Acme leviter caput reflectens

Et dulcis pueri ebrios ocellos

Illo purpureo ore saviata

¢Sic’ inquit ‘ mea vita Septumille,
Huic uni domino usque serviamus,
Vt multo mihi maior acriorque
Ignis mollibus ardet in medullis.’
Hoc ut dixit, Amor, sinistra ut ante,
Dextra sternuit adprobationem.
Nunc ab auspicio bono profecti
Mutuis animis amant amantur.
Vnam Septumius misellus Acmen
Mavolt quam Syrias Britanniasque :
Vno in Septumio fidelis Acme

Facit delicias libidinesque.

Quis ullos homines beatiores

Vidit, quis Venerem auspicatiorem ?

XXXXV.
ON ACME AND SEPTUMIUS.

To Acmé quoth Septumius who his fere
Held on his bosom—* Acmé, mine | next year,
Unless I love thee fondlier than before,

[XXXXV.

10

15

20

25
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And with each twelve month love thee more and

1

more, i
As much as lover’s life can slay with yearning, 5
Alone in Lybia, or Hind’s clime a-burning,
Be mine to encounter Lion grisly-eyed ! ”
While he was speaking Love on leftward side
(As wont) approving sneeze from dextral sped.
But Acmé backwards gently bending head, 10
And the love-drunken eyes of her sweet boy
Kissing with yonder rosy mouth, ““ My joy,”
She murmured, ““ my life-love Septumillus mine !
Unto one master’s hest let’s aye incline,
As burns with fuller and with fiercer fire 15
In my soft marrow set, this love-desire!”
While she was speaking, Love from leftward side
(As wont) with sneeze approving rightwards hied.
Now with boon omens wafted on their way,
In mutual fondness, love and loved are they. " 20
~ Love-sick Septumius holds one Acmé’s love,
Of Syrias or either Britains high above,
Acmé to one Septumius full of faith
Her love and love-liesse surrendereth.
Who €’er saw mortals happier than these two? 25
Who e’er a better omened Venus knew ?

Septumius clasping Acme his adored to his
bosom, ‘“Acme mine,” quoth he, “if thee I
love not to perdition, nor am prepared to love
through all the future years moreover without
Cease, as greatly and distractedly as man may,—
alone in Libya or in torrid India may I oppose a

6—2
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steel-eyed lion.” As thus he said, Love, leftwards
as before, with approbation rightwards sneezed.
Then Acme slightly bending back her head, and
the swimming eyes of her sweet boy with rose-red
lips a-kissing, “So,” quoth she, “my life, Septumillus,
this Lord unique let us serve for aye, as more
forceful in me burns the fire greater and keener
'midst my soft marrow.” As thus she said, Love,
leftwards as before, with approbation rightwards
sneezed. Now with good auspice urged along,
with mutual minds they love and are beloved.
The thrall o' love Septumius his only Acme far
would choose, than Tyrian or Britannian realms:
the faithful Acme with Septumius unique doth work
her love delights and wantonings. Whoe’er has
seen folk blissfuller, whoe’er a more propitious
union ? ' '

XXXXVI. -

AM ver egelidos refert tepores,
Iam caeli furor aequinoctialis

Iocundis Zephyri silescit aureis.
Linquantur Phrygii, Catulle, campi
Nicaeaeque ager uber aestuosae : 5
Ad claras Asiae volemus urbes.
Iam mens praetrepidans avet vagari,
Tam laeti studio pedes vigescunt.
O dulces comitum valete coetus,
Longe quos simul a domo profectos 10
Diversae variae viae reportant.
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XXXXVI.

His ADiEUX TO BITHYNIA.

Now Spring his cooly mildness brings us back, -
 Now th’ equinoctial heaven’s rage and wrack

Hushes at hest of Zephyr’s bonny breeze.

Far left (Catullus!) be the Phrygian leas

And summery Niczea’s fertile downs : 5

Fly we to Asia’s fame-illumined towns.

Now lust my fluttering thoughts for wayfare long,

Now my glad eager feet grow steady, strong.

O fare ye well, my comrades, pleasant throng,

Ye who together far from homesteads flying, 10

By many various ways come homewards hieing.

Now springtide brings back its mild and tepid
airs, now the heaven’s fury equinoctial is calmed
by Zephyr’s benign breath. The Phrygian meadows
are left behind, O Catullus, and the teeming fields
of sun-scorched Nicaea : to the glorious Asian cities
let us haste. Now rhy palpitating soul craves
wander, now my feet grow vigorous with glad zeal.
O charming circlet of comrades, fare ye well, who
are together met from distant homes to which divers
sundered ways lead back.

XXXXVII.

ORCI et Socration, duae sinistrae
Pisonis, scabies famesque mundi
Vos Veraniolo meo et Fabullo
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Verpus praeposuit Priapus ille?

Vos convivia lauta sumptuose 5
De die facitis ? mei sodales

Quaerunt in trivio vocationes ?

XXXXVII.
To PoORCIUS AND SOCRATION.

Porcius and Socration, pair sinister

Of Piso, scabs and starvelings of the world,
You to Fabtllus and my Verianélus,

Hath dared yon snipt Priapus to prefer ?

Upon rich banquets sumptuously spread

Still gorge you daily while my comrades must 5
Go seek invitals where the three roads fork ?

Porcius and Socration, twins in rascality of
Piso, scurf and famisht of the earth, you before my
Veraniolus and Fabullus has that prepuce-lacking
Priapus placed? Shall you betimes each day in
luxurious opulence banquet? And must my cronies
quest for dinner invitations, [lounging] where the
three cross-roads meet ?

XXXXVIIL

ELLITOS oculos tuos, Inventi,
Siquis me sinat usque basiare,
Vsque ad milia basiem trecenta,
Nec umquam videar satur futurus,
Non si densior aridis aristis 5
Sit nostrae seges osculationis.
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XXXXVIII.
To JuvenTIUS.

Those honied eyes of thine (Juventius !)

If any suffer me sans stint to buss,

I'd kiss of kisses hundred thousands three,

Nor ever deem I'd reach satiety,

Not albe denser than dried wheat-ears show 5§
The kissing harvests our embraces grow.

Thine honey-sweet eyes, O Juventius, had I the
leave to kiss for aye, for aye I'd kiss e’en to three
hundred thousand kisses, nor ever should I reach to
foture plenity, not even if thicker than dried wheat
sheaves be the harvest of our kisses. .

XXXXVIIII.

ISERTISSIME Romuli nepotum,
Quot sunt quotque fuere, Marce Tulli,
Quotque post aliis erunt in annis,
Gratias tibi maximas Catullus
Agit pessimus omnium poeta, 5
Tanto pessimus omnium poeta
Quanto tu optimus omnium patronus.

XXXXVIIII.
To Marcus Turrius CICERO,

Most eloquent ‘mid race of Romulus
That is or ever was (Marc Tullius 1)
Or in the coming years the light shall see,
His thanks, ,the warmest, offers unto thee
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i

Catullus, poet sorriest that be, . ' 5
And by such measure poet sorriest,
As thou of pleaders art the bestest best.

Most eloquent of Romulus’ descendancy, who
are, who have been, O Marcus Tullius, and who
shall later be in after time, to thee doth give his
greatest gratitude Catullus, pettiest of all the poets,—
and so much pettiest of all the poets as thou art
peerless mongst all pleaders.

L.

ESTERNO, Licini, die otiosi
Multum lusimus in meis tabellis,

Vt convenerat esse delicatos.
Scribens versiculos uterque nostrum
L.udebat numero modo hoc modo illoc, ’ 5
Reddens mutua per iocum atque vinum.
Atque illinc abii tuo lepore
Incensus, Licini, facetiisque,
Vt ne¢c me miserum cibus iuvaret,
Nec somnus tegeret quiete ocellos, 10
Sed toto indomitus furore lecto
Versarer cupiens videre lucem,
Vt tecum loquerer, simulque ut essem.
At defessa labore membra postquam
Semimortua lectulo iacebant, 15
Hoc, iocunde, tibi poema feci, )
Ex quo perspiceres meum dolorem.
Nunc audax cave sis, precesque nostras,
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Oramus, cave despuas, ocelle,
Ne poenas Nemesis reposcat a te. 20
Est vemens dea : laedere hanc cavetd.

L.
To HIS FRIEND LICINIUS.

I1dly (Licinius !) we our yesterday,

Pla&ed with my tablets much as pleased us play,
In mode becoming souls of dainty strain.

Inditing verses either of us twain

Now in one measure then in other line 5
We rang the changes amid wit and wine.

Then fared I homewards by thy fun so fired

And by thy jests (Licinius !) so inspired,

Nor food my hapless appetite availed

Nor sleep in quiet rest my eyelids veiled, 10
But o’er the bedstead wild in furious plight

I tossed a-longing to behold the light,

So I might talk wi’ thee, and be wi’ thee.

But when these wearied limbs from labour free
Were on my couchlet strewn half-dead to lie, 15
For thee (sweet wag!) this poem for thee wrote I,
Whereby thou mete and weet my cark and care.
Now be not over-bold, nor this our prayer
Outspit thou (apple of mine eyes!): we pray

Lest doom thee Nemesis hard pain repay:— 20
She’s a dire Goddess, "ware thou cross her way.

Yestreen, Licinius, in restful day, much mirthful
verse we flashed upon my tablets, as became us, men
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of fancy. Each jotting versicles in turn sported
first in this metre then in that, exchanging mutual
epigrams ’midst jokes and wine. But I departed
thence, afire, Licinius, with thy wit and drolleries,
so that food was useless to my wretched self; nor
could sleep close mine eyes in quiet, but all o’er the
bed in restless fury did I toss, longing to behold
daylight that with thee I might speak, and again we
might be together. But afterwards, when my limbs,
weakened by my restless labours, lay stretched in
semi-death upon the bed, this poem, O jocund one,
I made for thee, from which thou mayst perceive
my dolour. Now ’ware thee of presumptuousness,
and our pleadings 'ware thee of rejecting, we pray
thee, eye-babe of ours, lest Nemesis ‘exact her dues
from thee. She is a forceful Goddess; ’ware her

wrath.
LI.

LLE mi par esse deo videtur,
, e, si fas est, superare divos,
Qui sedens adversus identidem te
Spectat et audit
Dulce ridentem, misero quod omnis 5
'Eripit sensus mihi : nam simul te,
' Lesbia, aspexi, nihil est super mi
® % * L
Lingua sed torpet, tenuis sub artus
Flamma demanat, sonitu suopte 10
Tintinant aures geminae, teguntur
Lumina nocte.
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LIb.

Otium, Catulle, tibi molestumst : |

Otio exultas nimiumque gestis. 15 .

Otium et reges prius et beatas
Perdidit urbes.

L1.
To LESBIA.

Peer of a God meseemeth he,
Nay passing Gods (and that can be!)
‘Who all the while sits facing thee
Sees thee and hears
Thy low sweet laughs which (ah me!) daze 5
Mine every sense, and as I gaze
Upon thee (Lesbia!l) o’er me strays

My tongue is dulled, my limbs adown
Flows subtle flame ; with sound its own 10
Rings either ear, and o’er are strown

Mine eyes with night.

LIs.

Ease has thy lot, Catullus, crost,
Ease gladdens thee at heaviest cost, 15
Ease killed the Kings ere this and lost

The tallest towns.

) He to me to be peer to a god doth seem, he,
if such were lawful, to o’er-top the gods, who
sitting oft a-front of thee doth gaze on thee, and
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doth listen to thine laughter lovely, which doth
snatch away from sombre me mine every sense.
for instant falls my glance on thee, Lesbia, naught
is left to me [of voice], but my tongue is numbed,
a keen-edged flame spreads through my limbs, with
sound self-caused my twin ears sing, and mine eyes
are enwrapped with night.

Sloth, O Catullus, to thee is hurtful : in sloth
beyond measure dost thou exult and pass thy life,
Sloth hath erewhile ruined rulers and gladsome
cities.

LII.

UID est, Catulle? quid moraris emori?
Sella in curuli struma Nonius sedet,
Per consulatum peierat Vatinius:
Quid est, Catulle? quid moraris emori?

LII.
CATUuLLUS TO HIMSELF.

What is’t, Catullus ? Why delay to out die ?
That Wen hight Nonius sits in curule chair,
For Consulship Vatinius false doth swear;
What is’t, Catullus ? Why delay to out die?

Prithee Catullus, why delay thine death?
Nonius the tumour is seated in the curule chair,
Vatinius forswears himself for consul’s rank: prithee
Catullus, why delay thine death?
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LIII.

ISI nescioquem modo e corona,
Qui, cum mirifice Vatiniana
Meus crimina Calvos explicasset,
' Admirans ait haec manusque tollens,
¢Di magni, salaputium disertum!’ 5

LIII.
A JEST CONCERNING CALVUS.

I laughed at one 'mid Forum-crowd unknown

Who, when Vatinius’ crimes in wondrous way

Had by my Calvus been explained, exposed,

His hand upraising high admiring cried

“Great Gods! the loquent little Doodle-diddle!” 5

I laughed at I know not whom in the crowded
court who, when with admirable art Vatinius’ crimes
~my Calvus had set forth, with hands uplifted and
admiring mien thus quoth “ Great Gods, the fluent

little Larydoodle!

LIIIL.
OTHONIS caput oppidost pusillum
* * *

=
Neri rustica semilauta crura,
Subtile et leve peditum Libonis.
Ed ES k ES
Si non omnia displicere vellem
Tibi et Fuficio seni recocte 5
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LIIIIb.

Irascere iterum meis iambis
Inmerentibus, unice imperator.

LIIIL

To Jurius Ca&SAR. (?)
The head of Otho, puniest of pates
* & ES B
The rustic half-washt shanks of Nerius
And Libo’s subtle silent fizzling-farts.

sk sk % £ X
I wish that leastwise these should breed disgust
In thee and old Fuficius, rogue twice-cookt. 5

LIIITd.

Again at these mine innocent iamb-lines
Wi’ wrath be wrothest ; unique Emperor !

Otho’s head is paltry past all phrase s
the uncouth semi-soaped shanks of Nerius, the
slender soundless fizzlings of Libo x % « if
not all things I wish would displease thee and
Fuficius, the white-headed and green-tailed.

Anew thou shalt be enraged at my harmless
iambics, emperor unique.

LV.

RAMUS, si forte non molestumst,
Demostres, ubi sint tuae tenebrae.
Te campo quaesivimus minore,
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Te in circo, te in omnibus libellis,
Te in templo summi Iovis sacrato.
In Magni simul ambulatione
Femellas omnes, amice, prendi,
Quas vultu vidi tamen serenas.

A, vel te sic ipse flagitabam,
¢Camerium mihi, pessimae puellae.’

Quaedam inquit, nudum sinum reducens,

‘En heic in roseis latet papillis.’
Sed te iam ferre Herculei labos est.
Non custos si fingar ille Cretum,
Non si Pegaseo ferar volatu,

Non Ladas ego pinnipesve Perseus,
Non Rhesi nivea citaque biga:
Adde huc plumipedes volatilesque,

Ventorumque simul require cursum:

Quos cunctos, Cameri, mihi dicares,
Defessus tamen omnibus medullis
Et multis langoribus peresus
Essem te mihi, amice, quaeritando.
Tanto ten fastu negas, amice?

Dic nobis ubi sis futurus, ede
Audacter, conmitte, crede lucei.
Num te lacteolae tenent puellae?
Si linguam clauso tenes in ore,
Fructus proicies amoris omnes:
Verbosa gaudet Venus loquella.
Vel si vis, licet obseres palatum,
Dum vostri sim particeps amoris.
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LV.
Or His FRIEND CAMERIUS.

We pray, an’ haply irk it not when prayed,

Show us where shadowed hidest thou in shade!
Thee throughout Campus Minor sought we all,

Thee in the Circus, thee in each bookstall,
Thee in Almighty Jove’s fane consecrate.
Nor less in promenade titled from The Great
(Friend!) I accosted each and every quean,
But mostly madams showing mien serene,
For thee I pestered all with many pleas—

“ Give me Camérius, wanton baggages!”
Till answered certain one a-baring breasts
“I.o, 'twixt these rosy: paps he haply rests!”
But now to find thee were Herculean feat.
Not if I feigneéd me that guard of Crete,

Not if with Pegaséan wing I sped,

Or Ladas I or Perseus plumiped,

Or Rhesus borne in swifty car snow-white :
Add the twain foot-bewing’d and fast of flight,
And of the cursive winds require the blow :
All these (Camérius !) couldst on me bestow.
Tho’ were 1 wearied to each marrow bone
And by many o’ languors clean forgone

Yet I to seek thee (friend !) would still assay.

Ly,
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In such proud lodging (friend) wouldst self denay? 14

Tell us where haply dwell’st thou, speak outright,

Be bold and risk it, trusting truth to light,

Say do these milk-white girls thy steps detain ?
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If aye in tight-sealed lips thy tongue remain,

All Amor’s fruitage thou shalt cast away :
Verbose is Venus, loving verbal play ! ° 20
But, an it please thee, padlockt palate bear,

So in your friendship 1 have partner-share.

We beg, if maybe ’tis not untoward, thou’lt shew
us where may be thine haunt sequestered. Thee
did we quest within the Lesser Fields, thee in the
Circus, thee in every bookshop, thee in holy fane of
highmost Jove. In promenade yclept “ The Great,”
the crowd of cocottes straightway did I stop, O
friend, accosting those whose looks 1 noted were
unruffled. And for thee loudly did I clamour,
“ Restore to me Camerius, most giddy girls.” Quoth
such-an-one, her bosom bare a-shewing, “ILook!
‘twixt rose-red paps he shelters him.” But labour
'tis of Hercules thee now to find. Not were I

“framed the Cretan guard, nor did I move with
- Pegasean wing, nor were I Ladas, or Persius with the
flying foot, or Rhesus with swift and snowy team:
to these add thou the feathery-footed and winged
ones, ask likewise fleetness of the winds: which all
united, O Camerius, couldst thou me grant, yet
exhausted in mine every marrow and with many a
faintness consumed should I be in my quest for thee,
O friend. Why withdraw thyself in so much pride,
O friend? Tell us where thou wilt be found, declare
it boldly, give up the secret, trust it to the light.
What, do the milk-white maidens hold thee? If
7
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thou dost hold thy tongue closed up in mouth, they
squanderest Love’s every fruit: for Venus joys ip
many-worded babblings. Yet if thou wishest, thoy
mayst bar thy palate, if I may be a sharer in thy
love.

LVIL

REM ridiculam, Cato, et iocosam
Dignamque auribus et tuo cachinno.
Ride, quidquid amas, Cato, Catullum:
Res est ridicula et nimis iocosa.
Deprendi modo pupulum puellae 5
Trusantem: hunc ego, si placet Dionae,
Protelo rigida mea cecidi.

LVI.
To CATO, DESCRIBING A ““ BLACK JOKER.”

O risible matter (Cato!) and jocose,

Digne of thy hearing, of thy sneering digne.
Laugh (Cato!) an thou love Catullus thine ;

The thing is risible, nay, too jocose.

Erstwhile I came upon a Jad who a lass -5
Was * * -+ and (so please it Dion!) I
Pierced him with stiffest staff and did him die.

O thing ridiculous, Cato, and facetious, and
worthy of thine ears and of thy laughter. Laugh,
Cato, the more thou lovest Catullus: the thing is
ridiculous, and beyond measure facetious. Just now
I caught a boy a-thrusting in a girl: and on him (s0
please you, Dione) with rigid spear of mine I fell.
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LVII.

PULCRE convenit inprobis cinaedis,
Mamurrae pathicoque Caesarique.

Nec mirum: maculae pares utrisque,

Vrbana altera et illa Formiana,

Inpressae resident nec eluentur:

Morbosi pariter, gemelli utrique

Vno in lectulo, erudituli ambo,

Non hic quam ille magis vorax adulter,

Rivales sociei puellularum.

Pulcre convenit inprobis cinaedis. 10

LVII.
ON MAMURRA AND JULIUS CESAR.

Right well are paired these Cinaedes sans shame
Mamurra and Caesar, both of pathic fame.

No wonder! Both are fouled with foulest blight,
"One urban being, Formian t’other wight,

And deeply printed with indelible stain: 5
Morbose is either, and the twin-like twain

Share single Couchlet ; peers in shallow lore,

Nor this nor that for lechery hungers more,

As rival wenchers who the maidens claim

Right well are paired these Cinaedes sans shame. 10

A comely couple of shameless catamites,
Mamurra and Caesar, pathics both. Nor needs
amaze: they share like stains—this, Urban, the
other, Formian,—which stay deep-marked nor can
they be got rid of. Both morbidly diseased

7—2



100 The Caymina ~  [LVIL—Ly1y,

through pathic vice, the pair of twins lie in one
bed, alike in erudition, one not more than other
the greater greedier adulterer, allied rivals of the
girls. A comely couple of shameless catamites,

LVIII.
AELI, Lesbia nostra, Lesbia illa,
Illa Lesbia, quam Catullus unam
Plus quam se atque suos amavit omnes,
Nunc in quadriviis et angiportis
Glubit magnanimos Remi nepotes. 5

LVIIL.

On LEesBia wHO ENDED BADLY.
Czlius! That Lesbia of ours, that Lesbia,
That only Lesbia by Catullus loved,
Than self, far fondlier, than all his friends,
She now where four roads fork, and wind the wynds
Husks the high-minded scions Remus-sprung. 5

O Caelius, our Lesbia, that Lesbia, the self-
same Lesbia whom Catullus more than himself and
all his own did worship, now at cross-roads and in
alleys husks off the mettlesome descendants of
Remus. :

LVIIIL.
ONONIENSIS Rufa Rufulum fellat,
Vxor Meneni, saepe quam in sepulcretis
Vidistis ipso rapere de rogo cenam,
Cum devolutum ex igne prosequens panem
Ab semiraso tunderetur ustore. 5
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LVIIIIL.
ON Rura.

Rifa the Bolognese drains Rufule dry,

(Wife to Menenius) she 'mid tombs you’ll spy,
The same a-snatching supper from the pyre
Following the bread-loaves rolling forth the fire
Till frapped by half-shaved body-burner’s ire. 5

Rufa of Bononia lends her lips to Rufulus, she
the wife of Menenius, whom oft among the sepulchres
ye have seen clutching her meal from the funeral pile,
when pursuing the bread which has rolled from the
fire, whilst she was being buffeted by a semi-shorn
corpse-burner.

LX.

UM te leaena montibus Libystinis
Aut Scylla latrans infima inguinum parte
Tam mente dura procreavit ac taetra,
Vt supplicis vocem in novissimo casu
Contemptam haberes a! nimis fero corde? 5

LX.

To A CRUEL CHARMER.

Bare thee some lioness wild in Lybian wold ?
- Or Scylla barking from low’st inguinal fold ?
With so black spirit, of so dure a mould,
E’en voice of suppliant must thou disregard
In latest circumstance ah, heart o’er hard ? 5
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Did a lioness of the Libyan Hills, or Scylla
yelping from her lowmost groin, thee procreate,
with mind so hard and horrid, that thou hast
contempt upon a suppliant’s voice in calamity’s
newest stress? O heart o'ergreatly cruel.

LXI.

OLLIS o Heliconii
Cultor, Vraniae genus,
Qui rapis teneram ad virum
Virginem, o Hymenaee Hymen,
O Hymen Hymenaee, 5

Cinge tempora floribus
Suave olentis amaraci,
Flammeum cape, laetus huc
Huc veni niveo gerens
Luteum pede soccum, 10
.

Excitusque hilari die
Nuptialia concinens
Voce carmina tinnula
Pelle humum pedibus, manu
Pineam quate taedam. 15

Namque Vinia Manlio,
Qualis Idalium colens
Venit ad Phrygium Venus
Iudicem, bona cum bona
Nubet alite virgo, 20
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Floridis velut enitens
Myrtus Asia ramulis,
Quos Hamadryades deae

Ludicrum sibi rosido
Nutriunt umore.

Quare age huc aditum ferens
Perge linquere Thespiae
Rupis Aonios specus,

Nympha quos super inrigat
Frigerans Aganippe,

Ac domum dominam voca
Coniugis cupidam novi,
Mentem amore revinciens,

Vt tenax hedera huc et huc
Arborem inplicat errans.

Vosque item simul, integrae
Virgines, quibus advenit
Par dies, agite in modum

Dicite ‘o Hymenaee Hymen,
O Hymen Hymenace,’

Vt lubentius, audiens
Se citarier ad suom
Munus, huc aditum ferat
Dux bonae Veneris, boni
Coniugator amoris.
Quis deus magis anxiis
Est petendus amantibus?

Quem colent homines magis
Caelitum? o Hymenaee Hymen,

O Hymen Hymenaee.
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Te suis tremulus parens
Invocat, tibi virgines
Zonula soluunt sinus,

Te timens cupida novos
Captat aure maritus.

Tu fero inveni in manus
Floridam ipse puellulam
Dedis a gremio suae

Matris, o Hymenaee Hymen,
O Hymen Hymenaee.

Nil potest sine te Venus,
Fama quod bona conprobet,
Commodi capere: at potest

Te volente. quis huic deo
Conpararier ausit ?

Nulla quit sine te domus
Liberos dare, nec parens
Stirpe cingier: at potest

Te volente. quis huic deo
Conpararier ausit ?

Quae tuis careat sacris,
Non queat dare praesides
Terra finibus: at queat

Te volente. quis huic deo
Conpararier ausit ?

Claustra pandite ianuae,
Virgo ades. viden ut faces
Splendidas quatiunt comas?

Tardet ingenuos pudor:
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* % %

Quém tamen magis audiens
Flet, quod ire necesse est.

Flere desine. non tibi, A-
runculeia, periculumst,
Nequa femina pulchrior

Clarum ab Oceano diem
Viderit venientem.

Talis in vario solet
Divitis domini hortulo
Stare flos hyacinthinus.

Sed moraris, abit dies:
Prodeas, nova nupta.

Prodeas, nova nupta, si
Tam videtur, et audias

Nostra verba. vide ut faces -

Aureas quatiunt comas:
Prodeas, nova nupta.

Non tuos levis in mala
Deditus vir adultera
Probra turpia persequens

A tuis teneris volet
Secubare papillis,

Lenta quin velut adsitas
Vitis inplicat arbores,
Inplicabitur in tuom

Conplexum. sed abit dies:
Prodeas, nova nupta.
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O cubile, quod omnibus
* LS %
% % ®
Candido pede lecti,

Quae tuo veniunt ero,

Quanta gaudia, quae vaga

Nocte, quae medio die
Gaudeat! sed abit dies:
Prodeas, nova nupta.
Tollite, o pueri, faces:
Flammeum video venire.
Ite, concinite in modum
‘O Hymen Hymenaee io,
O Hymen Hymenaee.’
Ne diu taceat procax
Fescennina iocatio,

Nec nuces pueris neget
Desertum domini audiens
Concubinus amorem.

Da nuces pueris, iners
Concubine: satis diu
Lusisti nucibus: lubet

Iam servire Talasio.
Concubine, nuces da.

Sordebant tibi vilicae,

Concubine, hodie atque heri:

Nunc tuom cinerarius
Tondet 0os. miser a miser
Concubine, nuces da.
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