Martial Epigrams

Book I.62

Laevina was virtuous, yielding no whit to the Sabine dames of old, sourer than her husband, straight-laced though he was. But as she trusted herself to the Lucrine or anon to Avernus and often let the waters of Baiae relax her, she fell into the furnace and left her husband for a younger man. Arriving Penelope, she departed Helen.

Book II.14

Selius leaves nothing untried, nothing unventured, whenever he sees that he has to dine at home. He runs to Europa and praises you, Paulinus, and your feet fast as Achilles’—interminably. If Europa does nothing, he heads for the Enclosure to see whether the son of Phillyra and the son of Aeson will furnish anything. Disappointed here too, he goes and hangs around the goddess  of Memphis’ temple and seats himself beside your chairs, sorrowful heifer.  Thence he seeks the roof supported by a hundred columns,  and from there the gift of Pompey  and the double wood. Nor does he scorn the baths of Fortunatus nor those of Faustus nor yet the gloom of Gryllus and Lupus’ Aeolian cavern. As for the three hot baths,  he uses them and again. When he has tried everything but the god refuses, he runs after his ablutions back to the box shrubbery of sun-warmed Europa, in case a friend may be taking his way there late. Wanton mount, I beg you in your own name and your girl’s, o bull, you invite Selius to dinner.


Book III.56

I’d rather have a cistern at Ravenna than a vineyard, since I could sell water at a much better price.

Book IV.57

While the alluring pool of wanton Lucrine and grottos warmed by volcanic springs detain me, you, Faustinus, frequent the realm of the Argive settler, whither the twentieth milestone brings you from the city. But the shaggy breast of the Nemean monster glows, and ‘tis not enough that Baiae is hot with her own fire. Therefore, sacred springs and beloved shores, home of Nymphs and Nereids  alike, fare you well. Beat the hills of Hercules  in winter’s cold, but now yield to Tibur’s chills.

Book VI.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.

Book VI.42

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 Libyan 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,  so bright, so clear and transparent that you would not suspect any water there, you would think the shining lygdus was empty.

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

Book VI. 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.

Book VI.93

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 Tiber 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.

Book IX.18

I own (and may it long be mine under your rule, Caesar) a tiny country place and a small dwelling in the city. But from the narrow valley a curved pump toilsomely brings up water to give to the thirsty villa, whereas my dry town house complains that it is freshened by no liquid, though I hear Marcia’s stream hard by.  The water that you give, Augustus, to my home shall be to me fount of Castalia or rain of Jupiter.

Book XI.77

Vacerra spends hours in all the privies, sitting all day long. Vacerra doesn’t want a shit, he wants a dinner.

Book XII.61

You are afraid, Ligurra, of my writing verses against you, a brief, lively poem, and you long to seem worthy of such an apprehension. But idle is your fear and idle your desire. Libyan lions roar at bulls, they do not trouble butterflies. I advise you, if you are anxious to be read of, to look for some boozy poet of the dark archway who writes verses with rough charcoal or crumbling chalk which folk read while they shit. This brow of yours is not for marking with my brand.

Book XIV.116-118

116) You drink Spoletine or wine laid down in Marsian cellars. What use to you is the noble chill of iced water?

117) Ingenious thirst has invented a way of not drinking snow but drinking water fresh from snow.

118) Forbear, boy, to mix Massilia’s smoke  with snow water, lest the water cost me more than the wine.


Juvenal Satires

Satire 3

Although I’m distressed at the departure of my old friend, all the same I approve of his decision to establish his home at empty Cumae and to donate a single fellow-citizen to the Sibyl. It’s the gateway to Baiae, a lovely coast, delightfully secluded. Personally, I would prefer even Prochyta to the Subura. After all, have you seen any place so dismal and lonely that you wouldn’t consider it worse to live in dread of fires, and buildings collapsing continually, and the thousand other dangers of savage Rome—and poets reciting in the month of August? *** But while his entire house was being loaded onto a single wagon, he halted under the ancient arch of dripping Capena. We walk down into the vale of Egeria with its artificial grottoes. How much more real the spirit of the spring would be were the waters enclosed by a green edge of grass and if marble didn’t profane the native tufa stone. Here, where Numa used to date his nighttime girlfriend, the grove and shrine of the sacred spring are rented out to Jews, with their equipment, a hay-lined chest. Why? Every tree has been told to pay its rent to the people, the Camenae have been thrown out, and the grove has now taken up begging.

It was here that Umbricius then spoke: “There’s no room in Rome for respectable skills and no reward for hard work. Today my means are less than yesterday, and tomorrow will wear away a bit more from the little that’s left. That’s why I have resolved to head for the place where Daedalus stripped off his tired wings. While my white hair is still new, while my fresh old age still stands upright, while Lachesis still has something to spin, and while I can walk on my own two feet without the help of a stick in my hand, I must say goodbye to my fatherland. Let Artorius and Catulus live there. Let the men who turn black into white stay on, men who find it easy to take on the contracts for temples, rivers, harbours, for draining floods and transporting corpses to the pyre—men who offer themselves for sale under the spear-sign of ownership.  former horn-players—the permanent followers of country shows, their rounded cheeks a familiar sight through all the towns—now stage gladiatorial shows themselves and kill to please when the city mob demands it with a twist of the thumb. From that, they go back to their contracts for operating the public urinals—and why draw the line at anything? After all, they’re the type that Fortune raises up from the gutter to a mighty height whenever she fancies a laugh. What can I do at Rome? I don’t know how to tell lies. I can’t praise a book if it’s bad and ask for a copy. I’m ignorant of the movements of the stars. I won’t and can’t predict someone’s father’s death. I’ve never examined the entrails of frogs. Taking to the bride her lover’s gifts and messages, that’s something other people know how to do. No one will be a thief with my help. For that reason, I never get out to the provinces on a governor’s staff. It’s as if I were crippled, a useless body with a paralysed hand. Is there anyone these days who inspires affection unless he’s an accomplice, his mind boiling and seething with secrets that must never be told? If he’s made you share some innocent secret, there’s nothing he thinks he owes you and there’s nothing he’ll ever give you. Verres will be fond of the person who can bring an accusation against Verres whenever he likes. Don’t prize all the sand of rich Tagus and all the gold that’s rolled into the sea so much that you lose sleep and with a long face take bribes that you’ll have to give up, a permanent source of fear in your powerful friend.

The race that’s now most popular with wealthy Romans—the people I want especially to get away from—I’ll name them right away, without any embarrassment. My fellow-citizens, I cannot stand a Greekified Rome. Yet how few of our dregs are Achaeans? The Syrian Orontes has for a long time now been polluting the Tiber, bringing with it its language and customs, its slanting strings along with pipers, its native tom-toms too, and the girls who are told to offer themselves for sale at the Circus. Off you go, if your taste is a foreign whore in her bright headdress. Ah, Quirinus, that supposed rustic of yours is putting on his chaussures grecques and wearing his médaillons grecs on his neck parfumé à la grecque. They come—this one leaving the heights of Sicyon, this other from Amydon, this one from Andros, that one from Samos, this one from Tralles or Alabanda —heading for the Esquiline and the hill named from the willow, to become the innards and the masters of our great houses. They have quicksilver wit, shameless presumption, words at the ready, more gushing than Isaeus. Say what you want him to be. In his own person he has brought anyone you like: school teacher, rhetorician, geometrician, painter, masseur, prophet, funambulist, physician, magician—your hungry Greekling has every talent. Tell him to go to heaven and he will. In short, it wasn’t a Moroccan or a Sarmatian or a Thracian who sprouted wings, but a man born in the centre of Athens. I’ve got to get away from these people in their purple, haven’t I? Is that man going to affix his seal ahead of me and dine reclining on a couch superior to mine—a man imported to Rome on the wind that brings us damsons and figs? Does it count for nothing at all, then, that my childhood gulped in the Aventine air and was nurtured on the Sabine berry? Then what do you make of this? They’re the race that’s cleverest at flattery. They can praise the utterance of a friend who’s illiterate and the looks of a friend who’s ugly. They can liken a weakling’s scrawny neck to the muscles of Hercules when he’s holding Antaeus far above the earth. They can admire a squeaky voice that sounds as bad as the cock’s when he pecks his hen as he mates her. We can offer exactly the same compliments, but it’s they who are believed. Is there any comic actor better at playing Thais, or the wife, or Doris without her cloak? You’d say that everything below his little belly was smooth and empty and divided by a thin crack. And yet in Greece, Antiochus won’t be a marvel, and neither will Stratocles or Demetrius along with effeminate Haemus: the whole nation is a comic troupe. If you laugh, he is shaken with a louder fit of laughter. If he spots his friend in tears, he weeps, without being sad. If you ask for a bit of warmth in the winter time, he puts on a wrap. If you say, ‘I’m hot,’ he breaks out in a sweat. So we are not on a par. He’s always ahead because, day or night, he can take his expression from someone else’s face: he’s ready to throw up his hands and cheer if his friend belches nicely or pisses straight or if the golden cup gives a fart when it’s turned upside-down. Besides, nothing is sacred to him or safe from his crotch—not the lady of the house, not the virgin daughter, not even her fiancé, still smooth-faced, not the son, uncorrupted till then. If none of these is available, he gets his friend’s grandmother on her back. And since I’ve started on the Greeks, leave off the gyms and listen to a crime of a greater cloak. The elderly Stoic who was raised on that riverbank where the feather from the Gorgon’s nag landed —he killed his friend and pupil Barea by informing on him. There’s no room for any Roman here in Rome. This is where some Protogenes or Diphilus or Hermarchus is king. He never shares a friend—it’s his national defect—but monopolises him. You see, once he’s dripped a drop of the poison which comes naturally to him and his race into that receptive ear, I am hustled away from the threshold and my long years of slavery have been wasted. Nowhere is the ditching of a client more casual.

Besides, not to flatter ourselves, what duty or service is there left for a poor man here in Rome, even if he takes the trouble to put on his toga and race along in the dark, only to find the praetor hurrying his lictor and telling him to go full speed because the childless have been awake for hours, to prevent his colleague delivering the morning greeting to Albina or to Modia first? Here in Rome the son of freeborn parents escorts a rich man’s slave, because the slave can give as much as a military tribune’s pay to Calvina or Catiena, to quiver above her once or twice. But when you fancy the look of a tart in her dress, you stop and hesitate about asking Snow White down from her high seat. At Rome, produce a witness as saintly as the man who welcomed the Idaean goddess, let Numa step forward, or the man who rescued a trembling Minerva from the blazing temple —it’s straight to his wealth; his character will be the last enquiry. ‘How many slaves does he keep? How many acres of farmland does he own? How many and how lavish are his courses at dinner?’ Everyone’s credit matches the amount of coins he keeps in his treasure chest. Though you swear an oath on the altars of the Samothracian and Roman gods, a poor man is thought to disregard the divine lightning bolts, with the acquiescence of the gods themselves. Then what do you make of this, that this same man provides everyone with material and substance for amusement if his cloak is dirty and torn, if his toga’s rather mucky and one shoe’s gaping open where the leather is split, or if several scars display their coarse new thread where a gash has been sewn up? There’s nothing harder about unfortunate poverty than the way it makes people ridiculous. ‘If you have any standards,’ says someone, ‘you will please stand up and leave the knights’ cushions, if your wealth does not satisfy the legal requirement. This seating is reserved for the sons of pimps, born in whatever brothel. Here is where the slick son of the auctioneer will enjoy the show alongside the smart lads of the crest-snatcher and the trainer.’ This is how that fool Otho decided to categorise us. Here at Rome, has any prospective son-in-law ever passed the test if he’s inferior in wealth and no match for the girl’s ‘baggage’? When is a poor man ever named as heir? When is he given a seat on the board by the aediles? Impoverished Roman citizens should have massed together and marched out long ago.

It’s not easy anyway to climb the ladder when cramped personal resources block your talents, but at Rome the effort is harder still. Pathetic lodgings cost a lot, slaves’ bellies cost a lot, a meagre supper costs a lot. You’re embarrassed to dine off earthenware plates, but you’d not call it disgusting if you were suddenly whisked off to a Marsian or Sabellan table, happy there with a rough, dark blue hood. In much of Italy, to tell the truth, no one puts on a toga unless he’s dead. Even at the grand celebration of festivals in the grassy theatre when the familiar farce has at last come back to the wooden stage—when baby bumpkin in his mother’s lap cowers in terror at the gaping whitened mask—even then you’ll see everyone dressed the same, orchestra and populace all alike. White tunics are enough for the highest aediles as the garb of their glorious office. Here at Rome the smartness of our clothes is beyond our means. Here at Rome that little bit extra is sometimes borrowed from someone else’s treasure chest. It’s a universal failing: here at Rome we all live in pretentious poverty. Why say more? At Rome everything comes with a price tag. What do you pay so you can occasionally say good morning to Cossus or so Veiento will give you a tight-lipped glance? It’s the beard-clipping or hair-dedication of one or other beloved slave: and the house is full of cakes that you have to pay for. ‘Take the money and keep your yeast.’ We clients are forced to pay taxes and to supplement the savings of well-groomed slaves.

Has anyone now or in the past dreaded collapsing buildings at cool Praeneste or at Volsinii among its wooded hills or at simple Gabii or on the hilltop of sloping Tibur? We inhabit a Rome for the most part supported by thin props. After all, that’s how the agent blocks the buildings from falling down. Once he’s covered a gaping ancient crack, he tells us to not to worry, as we sleep in a building on the point of collapse. The ideal place to live is without fires and panics in the night. Ucalegon is already shouting ‘Fire!’ He’s already moving out his odds and ends, and the third floor where you live is already smoking. But you don’t know anything about it. After all, if the alarm is raised at the bottom of the stairs, the person protected from the rain by only a little roof tile—where the gentle doves produce their eggs—will be the last to burn. Cordus’ possessions were: a bed too small for Procula, six small jugs to decorate his sideboard, and, underneath, a little centaur, Chiron, made from the same ‘marble,’ and a box, by now ancient, which kept his little Greek books safe—and the philistine mice were gnawing the immortal poems. Cordus had nothing, who’d disagree? And yet the wretched man lost that entire ‘nothing.’ But the crowning point of his misery is that no one will help him with food or hospitality or shelter when he’s naked and begging for scraps. If the grand mansion of Assaracus has been destroyed, then his mother is in mourning and the nobles are in black and the praetor adjourns his hearings. That’s when we lament the disasters of Rome and that’s when we detest its fires. Before the flames are out, someone’s already rushing up to offer marble and contribute building materials. They’ll bring gifts: one man some gleaming nude statues, another a masterpiece by Euphranor or bronzes by Polyclitus, antique adornments belonging to the gods of Asia, another books and bookcases and a Minerva centrepiece, and another a heap of silver. Persicus, the richest of the childless, replaces what’s gone with more and better things. He’s now suspected of setting fire to his own house—and not without reason. If you can tear yourself away from the races, an excellent house at Sora or Fabrateria or Frusino can be bought outright for the annual rent you now pay for your tenement. Here you’ll have a little garden, and a well so shallow it doesn’t need a rope, for easy water to sprinkle on your tender plants. Live in love with your hoe as the overseer of your vegetable garden, which will enable you to offer a banquet to a hundred Pythagoreans. It’s something, wherever you are, however remote, to make yourself the master of a single lizard.

Here at Rome very many invalids die from insomnia, although it’s food undigested and clinging to the fevered stomach that induces the malaise in the first place. Which lodgings allow you to rest, after all? You have to be very rich to get sleep in Rome. That’s the source of the sickness. The continual traffic of carriages in the narrow twisting streets and the swearing of the drover when his herd has come to a halt would deprive a Drusus or the seals of sleep. If duty calls, the crowd gives way as the rich man is conveyed, racing along above their faces in his huge Liburnian galley, reading or writing on the way or sleeping inside (you know how a litter with its window closed brings on drowsiness). Yet he’ll get there first. As I hurry along, the wave ahead gets in the way and the great massed ranks of people behind me crush my kidneys. One pokes me with his elbow, another with a hard pole. This guy bashes my head with a beam, that guy with a wine cask. My legs are caked with mud. Soon I’m trampled by mighty feet from every side and a soldier’s hobnail sticks into my toe. Do you see all the smoke that’s crowding around the handout? There are a hundred diners and each is followed by his own portable kitchen. Corbulo would have difficulty carrying on his head all those enormous pots and other objects which the wretched little slave transports, keeping his head upright and fanning the flames as he runs. Tunics just recently mended are ripped. A long fir log judders as its waggon gets closer and another cart trundles a whole pine tree. They wobble threateningly way above the crowds.

After all, if the axle that’s transporting rocks from Liguria collapses and spills an upturned mountain on top of the masses, what will be left of the bodies? Who will be able to find any limbs or bones? Every corpse, crushed indiscriminately, will disappear, exactly like its soul. Meanwhile the household is oblivious. By this time they are washing the dishes and puffing at the embers with full cheeks, clattering the oily strigils, filling the oil flasks, and arranging the towels. The slave boys bustle around on these different tasks, but their master is already a newcomer sitting on the bank, shuddering at the hideous ferryman. The wretched man has no hopes of a bark across the muddy torrent, because he doesn’t have a coin in his mouth to offer.

Now consider the various other dangers of the night. What a long way it is from the high roofs for a tile to hit your skull! How often cracked and leaky pots tumble down from the windows! What a smash when they strike the pavement, marking and damaging it! You could be thought careless and unaware of what can suddenly befall if you go out to dinner without having made your will. As you pass by at night, there are precisely as many causes of death as there are open windows watching you. So make a wish and a pathetic prayer as you go that they’ll be content with emptying their shallow basins on you. The drunken thug is in agony from failing, by some chance, to attack anyone.

He’s going through a night like Pelides had when he was grieving for his friend, lying on his face and now on his back again. It takes a brawl to make him sleep. But however insolent he is, seething with youth and unmixed wine, he keeps clear of the man with the warning signs of scarlet cloak and long retinue of attendants plus plenty of torches and bronze lamps. But me he despises, as I go home escorted usually by the moon or by the short-lived light of a candle—its wick I regulate and tend. Here are the preliminaries to the pathetic brawl, if a brawl it is when you do the beating and I just take it. He stands facing me and tells me to stop. I’ve no choice but to obey. After all, what can you do when a lunatic forces you, and he’s stronger as well? ‘Where have you just been?’ he yells. ‘Whose sour wine and beans have blown you out? Which shoemaker has been eating spring onions and boiled sheep’s head with you? Nothing to say? Tell me or you’ll get a kicking! Say, where’s your pitch? Which synagogue shall I look for you in?’ Whether you try to say something or silently retreat, it’s all the same. They beat you up just the same and then, still angry, they sue for assault. This is a poor man’s freedom: when he’s been beaten and treated like a punchbag, he can beg and plead to be allowed to go home with a few teeth left. And this is not all you have to be afraid of. After the houses are locked, when all the shuttering on the shops has been chained and fastened and fallen silent, there’ll still be someone who’d rob you. And sometimes a gangster will suddenly be at his business with his knife: whenever the Pomptine marsh and Gallinarian forest are safely occupied by an armed patrol, they all race from there into Rome as if to their feeding grounds. Is there a furnace or anvil anywhere that isn’t weighed down with the making of chains? Most of our iron is turned into fetters. You should be worried about a shortage of ploughshares and a dearth of mattocks and hoes. Fortunate were our distant ancestors, you’d say, and fortunate those once-upon-a-time generations under the kings and tribunes that saw a Rome satisfied with a single prison.

I could add plenty other reasons to these, but the beasts are calling and the sun is sloping. I must go: the muleteer has been waving to me with his whip for some time. So, goodbye. Don’t forget me. And whenever Rome sends you hurrying back to your own Aquinum for a break, invite me too from Cumae to visit Helvius’ Ceres and your Diana. I’ll come to your cool countryside in my heavy boots and listen to your satires, if they’re not embarrassed.”


Catullus Carmen 33

Cleverest of all clothes-stealers at the baths, father Vibennius and you, his pansy son (for father has a wickeder hand, the son a greedier arse), off with you into banishment on accursed shores, since father’s plunderings are known to all the world, and as for you, son, you can’t sell your hairy buttocks for a penny!


Statius Silvae

Book I.5

THE BATHS OF CLAUDIUS ETRUSCUS

My frenzied lyre does not strike Helicon with weighty quill nor do I invoke the Muses, the deities whom I have so often wearied. I dismiss you, Phoebus, from the choir, and you, Euhan. You too, winged one of Tegea, hide in silence the back of the tuneful beast. My song calls on other assemblies. ’Tis enough to have drawn out the Naiads, mistresses of the waves, and the king of flashing fire,still weary and ruddy with Sicilian anvil. Thebes, lay your guilty arms aside for a while. I would frolic for a dear friend. Boy, pour cup on cup (but take no care to count them) and string the tarrying lyre. Begone Toil and Care, as I sing the Baths bejeweled with glistening marbles, and my Clio, wantoning in fillets and ivy and free of modest leafage, sports for Etruscus. Come, green goddesses, and turn this way your liquid faces, bind your glassy hair with tender clusters, covered by no clothes, as when you come out from your deep springs and torment your Satyr lovers with the sight. But I would not trouble those among you that have defamed the waters’ beauty by guilt. Far hence be Salmacis with her treacherous fount and the stream of Cebren’s deserted daughter that grief made dry, and she that ravished Hercules’ favorite. You Nymphs that dwell in Latium and the Seven Hills and raise Tiber with fresh waters, you that fast Anio delights and the Virgin who shall welcome swimmers, and Marcia, bringer of Marsian snows and chills—you whose vagrant water multiplies on towering masses, transmitted in the air by countless arches: yours is the work I attempt, yours the mansion my soft song unfolds. 

In no other grotto did you ever dwell in wealthier style. Cytherea herself held her husband’s hands and showed them cunning; and lest a common flame burn the furnace, she herself set alight the torches of her winged Loves. Not Thasos or wavy Carystos are admitted here, alabaster sulks afar, serpentine grumbles in exclusion; shines only stone hewn from Numidia’s yellow quarries and that other at which Tyre’s and Sidon’s purple would weep for envy, only what Attis himself bloodied with gleaming flecks in Phrygian Synnas’ hollow cave. Scarce is there space for Eurotas, whose long green streak picks out Synnas. The doorways are not behindhand, the ceilings are effulgent, the topmost parts are alive, shining with figures in vitreous variety. The very fire is amazed at the riches it surrounds and moderates its sway. Daylight everywhere abounds as the unconscionable sun penetrates the roof with all his rays, and is burned by a different heat. Nothing vulgar is here. Nowhere will you mark Temesean copper; by silver the happy flow is channeled and into silver falls, urging the bright brims, marveling at its own charms and loath to leave. Outside a dark-blue river runs between snow-white banks in lively stream, wholly clear from bed to surface; whom would it not persuade to fling off his sluggish clothes and plunge into the pool? From this deep would Cytherea rather have been born, herein, Narcissus, you would have seen yourself more clear, here swift Hecate would have been fain to bathe, even though surprised. Why now should I relate the flooring strewn upon the ground to hear the sounding balls, where the fire strays faintly about the house and the furnaces roll up a mild warmth? Were a stranger to come from Baiae’s shores, he would not scorn the like of this (lawful be it to compare great with small), nor would a bather fresh from Nero’s water refuse to sweat here a second time. Hail, my boy, to your brilliant wit and care! Let all this grow old along with you and may your fortune now learn to be reborn better than before!



Horace Odes

III.14 The spring of Bandusia

O spring of Bandusia, more glittering than glass, who deserve sweet wine, yes, and flowers as well, tomorrow you will be presented with a kid, whose forehead is swollen with budding horns, marking him out for love and warfare—all in vain; for the offspring of the lustful herd will stain your cool streams with his red blood. You cannot be touched by the fierce season of the blazing dog star, you provide a welcome coolness for the oxen weary from the plough, and for the wandering flock. You too will be numbered among the illustrious springs, thanks to my singing of the holm oak that stands above the rocky cave from which your chattering waters come leaping down.


