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METAMORPHOSEON

LIBER IX

Qvak gemitus truncaeque deo Neptunius heros

causa rogat frontis, cum sic Calydonius amnis

coepit inornatos redimitus harundine crines :

“ triste petis munus. quis enim sua proelia victus
commemorare velit? referam tamen ordine, nee tam
turpe fuit vinei, quam contendisse decorum est, 6
magnaque dat nobis tantus solacia victor.

nomine siqua suo fando pervenit ad aures

Deianira tuas, quondam pulcherrima virgo
multorumque fuit spes invidiosa procorum. 10
cum quibus ut soceri domus est intrata petiti,
‘accipe me generum,’ dixi ¢ Parthaone nate’ :

dixit et Alcides. alii cessere duobus.

ille Iovem socerum dare se, famamque laborum,

et superata suae referebat iussa novercae., 15
contra ego ‘ turpe deum mortali cedere’ dixi—
nondum erat ille deus—< dominum me cernis aquarum
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BOOK IX

Tue Neptunian hero ! asked the god why he groaned
and what was the cause of his mutilated forehead.
And thus the Calydonian river, binding up his rough
locks with a band of reeds, made answer: “’Tis an
unpleasant task you set; for who would care to
chronicle his defeats? Still I will tell the story as it
happened : nor was it so much a disgrace to be de-
feated as it was an honour to have striven at all, and
the thought that my conqueror was so mighty is a
great comfort to me. Deianira (if you have ever heard
of her) was once a most beautiful maiden and the
envied hope of many suitors. When along with them
I entered the house of the father? of the maid I
sought, I said: ‘Take me for son-in-law, O son of
Parthaon.” Hercules said the same, and the others
yielded their claims to us two. He pleaded the fact
that Jove was his father, pleaded his famous labours
and all that he had overcome at the command of his
stepmother. In reply I said : ¢ It is a shame for a god
to give place to a mortal * (Hercules had not yet been
made a god); ‘you behold in me the lord of the

1 Theseus was the reputed son of Aegeus ; but there was a

current tradition that he was really the son of Neptune,
2 Oeneus,
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cursibus obliquis inter tua regna fluentum.

nec gener externis hospes tibi missus ab oris,

sed popularis ego et rerum pars una tuarum. 20
tantum ne noceat, quod me nec regia Iuno

odit, et omnis abest iussorum poena laborum.
nam, quo te iactas, Alemena nate, creatum,
luppiter aut falsus pater est, aut crimine verys.
matris adulterio patrem petis. elige, fictum

esse Jovem malis, an te per dedecus ortum.’

talia dicentem iandudum lumine torvo

spectat, et accensae non fortiter imperat irae,
verbaque tot reddit : ¢ melior mihi dextera lingua.
dummodo pugnando superem, tu vince loquendo’ 30
congrediturque ferox. puduit modo magna locutum
cedere : reieeci viridem de corpore vestem,
bracchiaque opposui, tenuique a pectore varas

in statione manus et pugnae membra paravi.

ille cavis hausto spargit me pulvere palmis, 35
inque vicem fulvae tactu flavescit harenae.

et modo cervicem, modo erura micantia captat,

aut captare putes, omnique a parte lacessit,

me mea defendit gravitas frustraque petebar;

haud secus ac moles, magno quam murmure fluctus
oppugnant ; manet illa, suoque est pondere tuta. 41
digredimur paulum, rursusque ad bella coimus,

inque gradu stetimus, certi non cedere, eratque

cum pede pes iunctus, totoque ego pectore pronus

et digitos digitis et frontem fronte premebam. 45
non aliter vidi fortes concurrere tauros,

4

25
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waters which flow down their winding courses through
your realm. If I wed your daughter, it will be
no stranger from foreign shores; but I shall be
one of your own countrymen, a part of your own
kingdom. Only let it not be to my disadvantage that
Queen Juno does not hate me and that no labours are
imposed upon me in consequence of her hate. For
Jove, from whom you boast that you have sprung, O
son of Alemena, is either not your father, or is so to
your disgrace. Through your mother’s sin you claim
your father, Choose,then, whether you prefer to say
that your claim to Jove is false, or to confess yourself
the son of shame.” AsI thus spoke he eyed me for a
long while with lowering gaze and, unable to control
his hot wrath longer, he answered just these words:
My hand is better than my tongue. Let me but win
in fighting and you may win in speech ’; and he came
at me fiercely. I was ashamed to draw back after
having spoken so boldly ; and so I threw off my green
coat, put up my arms, held my clenched hands out in
front of my breast in position, and so prepared me
for the fight. He caught up some dust in the hollow
of his hand and threw it over-ame and in turn himself
became yellow with the tawny sand. And now he
caught at my neck, now at my quick-moving legs (or
you would think he did), and attacked me at every
point. My weight protected me and I was attacked in
vain. Just like a cliff I stood, which, though the roaring
waves dash against it, stands secure, safe in its own
bulk. We draw apart a little space, then rush to-
gether again to the fray and stand firm in our tracks,
each determined not toyield. Foot locked with foot,
fingers with fingers clenched, brow against brow, with
all my body's forward-leaning weight I pressed upon
him. Like that have I seen two strong bulls rush
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cum, pretium pugnae, toto nitidissima saltu
expetitur coniunx : spectant armenta paventque
nescia, quem maneat tanti victoria regni.

ter sine profectu voluit nitentia contra 50
reicere Alcides a se mea pectora ; quarto

excutit amplexus, adductaque bracchia solvit,!
inpulsumque manu—certum est mihi vera fateri—
protinus avertit, tergoque onerosus inhaesit.

siqua fides,—neque enim ficta mihi gloria voce 55
quaeritur—inposito pressus mihi monte videbar.

vix tamen inserui sudore fluentia multo

bracchia, vix solvi duros a pectore nexus.

instat anhelanti, prohibetque resumere vires,

et cervice mea potitur. tum denique tellus 60
pressa genu nostro est, et harenas ore momordi.
inferior virtute, meas divertor ad artes,

elaborque viro longum formatus in anguem.

qui postquam flexos sinuavi corpus in orbes,

cumque fero movi linguam stridore bisuleam, 65
risit, et inludens nostras Tirynthius artes

¢ eunarum labor est angues superare mearum,’

dixit ¢ et ut vineas alios, Acheloe, dracones,

pars quota Lernaeae serpens eris unus echidnae ?
vulneribus fecunda suis erat illa, nee ullum 70
de centum numero caput est inpune recisum,

quin gemino cervix herede valentior esset.

hane ego ramosam natis e caede colubris
crescentemque malo domui, domitamque reclusi.
quid fore te credas, falsum qui versus in anguem 75

p 1 So Merkel : Ehwald volvit.
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together when they strive for the sleekest heifer in
the pasture as the prize of conflict. The herd looks
on in fear and trembling, not knowing to which one
vietory will award so great dominion. Three times
without success did Alcides strive to push away from
him my opposing breast ; at the fourth attempt he
shook off my embrace, broke my hold, and, giving me
a sharp buffet with his hand (I am determined to tell
it as it was), he whirled me round and clung with all
his weight upon my back. If you will believe me
(for I am not trying to gain any credit by exaggera-
tion), I seemed to bear the weight of a mountain on
my back. With difficulty I thrust in my arms stream-
ing with sweat, with difficulty I broke his hard grip
from my body. He pressed close upon me as I panted
for breath, gave me no chance to regain my strength,
and got me around the neck. Then at length I fell
to my kneesupon the earth and bit the dust. Find-
ing myself no match for him in strength, I bhad
recourse to my arts,and glided out of his grasp in the
form of a long snake. But when I wound my body
into twisting coils, and darted out my forked tongue
and hissed fiercely at him, the hero of Tiryns only
laughed, and mocking at my arts he said : €It was the
task of my cradle days to conquer snakes; and though
you should outdo all other serpents, Acheloiis, how
small a part of that Lernaean monster would you, just
one snake, be ? For it throve on the wounds I gave ;
nor was any one of its hundred heads cut off without
its neck being the stronger by two succeeding heads.
This ereature, branching out with serpents sprung
from death and thriving on destruction, I over-
mastered and, having overmastered, destroyed. And
what do you think will become of you who, having
assumed but a lying serpent form, make use of

7



OVID

arma aliena moves, quem forma precaria celat ?’
idixerat, et summo digitorum vincula collo

inicit : angebar, ceu guttura forcipe pressus,
pollicibusque meas pugnabam evellere fauces.

sic quoque devicto restabat tertia tauri 80
forma trucis. tauro mutatus membra rebello.

induit ille toris a laeva parte lacertos,

admissumque trahens sequitur, depressaque dura
cornua figit humo, meque alta sternit harena.

nec satis hoc fuerat : rigidum fera dextera cornu 85
dum tenet, infregit, truncaque a fronte revellit.
naides hoc, pomis et odoro flore repletum,
sacrarunt ; divesque meo Bona Copia cornu est.”

Dixerat : et nymphe ritu succinceta Dianae,

una ministrarum, fusis utrimque capillis, 90
incessit totumque tulit praedivite cornu

auturnnum et mensas, felicia poma, secundas.

lux subit ; et primo feriente cacumina sole

discedunt iuvenes, neque enim dum flumina pacem
et placidos habeant lapsus totaeque residant 95
opperiuntur aquae. vultus Achelous agrestis

et lacerum cornu mediis caput abdidit undis.

Hune tamen ablati domuit iactura decoris,

cetera sospes habet. eapitis quoque fronde saligna
aut superinposita celatur harundine damnum. 100
at te, Nesse ferox, eiusdem virginis ardor

perdiderat volueri traiectum terga sagitta,

namgque nova repetens patrios cum coninge muros
8
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borrowed arms, who are masked in a shifting form ?’
So saying he fixed his vice-like grip upon my throat.
I was in anguish, as if my throat were in a forceps’
grip, and struggled to tear my jaws from his fingers.
Conquered in this form also, there remained to me
my third refuge, the form of a savage bull. And so
in bull form I fought him. He threw his arms around
my neck on the left, kept up with me as I ran at full
speed, dragging upon me; and, finally, forced down
my hard horns and thrust them into the earth and
laid me low in the deep dust. Nor was this enough :
holding my tough horn in his pitiless right hand, he
broke it off and tore it from my forehead, mutilating
me. This horn the naiads took, filled it with frait
and fragrant flowers, and hallowed it. And now the
goddess of glad Abundance is enriched with my
horn.”

So spoke the river-god ; and lo, a nymph girt like
Diana, one of the attendants with locks flowing free,
appeared and served them from her bounteous horn
with all the fruits of Autumn, and wholesome apples
for the second course. The dawn came on, and, as
the first rays of the sun smote the mountain-tops,
the youths took their departure ; for they did not
wait until the river should flow in peaceful current
and all the flood-waters should subside. And Acheloiis
hid his rustic features and his head, scarred from the
wrenched-oft horn, beneath his waves.

He was humbled indeed by the loss of his beauteous
horn, which had been taken from him, though scath-
less in all else, a loss which he could hide with
willow boughs and reeds entwined about his head.
But, O savage Nessus, a passion for the same maiden
utterly destroyed you, pierced through the body by
a flying arrow. For, seeking his native city with his

9
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venerat Eueni rapidas Tove natus ad undas.
Sberior solito, nimbis hiemalibus auctus, 105
verticibusque frequens erat atque inpervius amnis.
intrepidum pro se, curam de coniuge agentem
Nessus adit, membrisque valens scitusque vadorum,
« officio”’ que “ meo ripa sistetur in illa
haec,” ait < Alcide. tu viribus utere nando!” 110
pallentemque metu, fluviumque ipsumque timentem
tradidit Aonius pavidam Calydonida Nesso.
mox, ut erat, pharetraque gravis spolioque leonis—
nam clavam et curvos trans ripam miserat arcus—
« quandogquidem coepi, superentur flumina " dixit,
nee dubitat nee, qua sit clementissimus amnis, 116
quaerit, et obsequio deferri spernit aquarum.
iamque tenens ripam, missos cum tolleret arcus,
coningis agnovit vocem Nessoque paranti
fallere depositum “ quo te fiducia™ clamat 120
« yana pedum, violente, rapit ? tibi, Nesse biformis,
dicimus. exaudi, nec res intercipe nostras.
si te nulla mei reverentia movit, at orbes
concubitus vetitos poterant inhibere paterni.
haud tamen effugies, quamvis ope fidis equina; 125
valnere, non pedibus te consequar.” ultima dicta
res probat, et missa fugientia terga sagitta
m mt ferrum de pectore aduncum.



METAMORPHOSES BOOK IX

bride, the son of Jove had come to the swift waters
of Euenus. The stream was higher than its wont,
swollen with winter rains, full of wild eddies, and
quite impassable. As the hero stood undaunted for
himself, but anxious for his bride, Nessus came up,
strong of limb and well acquainted with the fords,
and said : ““ By my assistance, Alcides, she shall be
set on yonder bank ; and do you use your strengih
and swim across!” The Theban accordingly en-
trusted to Nessus care the Calydonian maid, pale and
trembling, fearing the river and the centaur himself.
At once, just as he was, burdened with his quiver
and the lion’s skin (for he had tossed his club and
curving bow across to the other bank), the hero said :
“Since I have undertaken it, these waters shall be
overcome.” And in he plunged ; nor did he seek
out where the stream was easiest, and scorned to
take advantage of the smoother waters, And now
he had just gained the other bank, and was picking
up his bow which he had thrown across, when he
heard his wife’s voice calling ; and to Nessus, who
was in act to betray his trust, he shouted : “ Where
is your vain confidence in your fleetness carrying
you, you ravisher? To you, two-formed Nessus, I
am talking : listen, and do not dare come between
me and mine. If no fear of me has weight with you,
at least your father’s ! whirling wheel should prevent
the outrage you intend. You shall not escape, how-
ever much you trust in your horse’s flectness. With
my deadly wound, if not with my feet, I shall
overtake you.” Suiting the action to his last words,
he shot an arrow straight into the back of the
fleeing centaur. The barbed point protruded from his
1 de. Ixion, who also had been guilty of an outrage for
which he suffered his well-known punishment in Hades.

11
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quod simul evulsum est, sanguis per utrumgque foramen
emicuit mixtus Lernaei tabe veneni. 130
excipit hune Nessus : “ neque enim moriemur inulti”
secum ait, et calido velamina tincta cruore
dat munus raptae velut inritamen amoris.

Longa fuit medii mora temporis, actaque magni
Herculis inplerant terras odiumque novercae. 135
victor ab Oechalia Cenaeo sacra parabat
vota Iovi, cum Fama loquax praecessit ad aures,
Deianira, tuas, quae veris addere falsa
gaudet, et e minimo sua per mendacia crescit,
Amphitryoniaden Ioles ardore teneri. 110
credit amans, venerisque novae perterrita fama
indulsit primo lacrimis, flendoque dolorem
diffudit miseranda suom. wmox deinde ““quid autem
flemus 2" ait “ paclex lacrimis laetabitur istis.
quae quoniam adveniet, properandum aliquidque

novandom est, 145
dum licet, et nondum thalamos tenet altera nostros.
conquerar, an sileam ? repetam Calydona, morerne ?
excedam tectis? an, si nihil amplius, obstem ?
quid si me, Meleagre, tuam memor esse sororem
forte paro facinus, quantumque iniuria possit 150
femineusque dolor, jugulata paelice testor?”’
incursus animus varios habet. omnibus illis

“practulit inbutam Nesseo sanguine vestem

12
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breast. This he tore out, and spurting forth from both
wounds came the blood mixed with the deadl poison
of the Lernaean hydra. Nessus caught this, and
muttering, I shall not die unavenged,” he gave his
tunic, soaked with his blood, to Deianira as a gift,
potent to revive waning love.

Meanwhile, long years had passed; the deeds of
the mighty Hercules had filled the earth and had
sated his stepmother’s hate. Returning victorious
from Oechalia, he was preparing to pay his vows to
Jove at Cenaeum, when tattling Rumour came on
ahead to your ears, Deianira, Rumour, who loves to
mingle false and true and, though very small at first,
grows huge through lying, and she reported that the
son of Amphitryon! was enthralled by love of ITole.2
The loving wife believes the tale, and completely
overcome by the report of this new love, she indulges
her tears at first and, poor creature, pours out her
grief in a flood of weeping. But soon she says:
“Why do I weep? My rival will rejoice at my
tears. But since she is on her way hither I must
make haste and devise some plan while I may, and
while as yet another woman has not usurped my
couch. Shall I complain or shall I grieve in silence ?
Shall T go back to Calydon or tarry here? Shall 1
leaye my house or, if I can nothing more, stay and
oppose her? What if, O Meleager, remembering
that I am your sister, I make bold to plan some
dreadful deed, and by killing my rival prove how
much a woman’s outraged feelings and grief can
do?” Her mind has various promptings ; but to all
other plans she prefers to send to her husband the
tunice soaked in Nessus” blood, in the hope that this

1 The husband of Alemena and putative father of Hercules.

2 The daughter of Eurytus, king of Qechalia,

13
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mittere, quac vires defecto reddat amori,

ignaroque Lichae, quid tradat, nescia, luctus 155
ipsa suos tradit blandisque miserrima verbis,

dona det illa viro, mandat. capit inscius heros,
induiturque umeris Lernaeae virus echidnae.

Tura dabat primis et verba precantia flammis,
vinaque marmoreas patera fundebat in aras : 160
incaluit vis illa mali, resolutaque flammis
Herculeos abiit late dilapsa per artus.
dum potuit, solita gemitum virtute repressit.
victa malis postquam est patientia, reppulit aras,
inplevitque suis nemorosum vocibus Oeten. 165
nec mora, letiferam conatur scindere vestem :
qua trahitur, trahit illa cutem, foedumque relatu,
aut haeret membris frustra temptata revelli,
aut laceros artus et grandia detegit ossa.
ipse cruor, gelido ceu quondam lammina candens 170
tincta lacu, stridit coquiturque ardente veneno.
nee modus est, sorbent avidae praecordia flammae,
caeruleusque fluit toto de corpore sudor,
ambustique sonant nervi, caecaque medullis
tabe liquefactis tollens ad sidera palmas 175
¢ ¢ladibus,” exclamat “ Saturnia, pascere nostris :
pascere, et hane pestem specta, crudelis, ab alto,
corque ferum satia. vel si miserandus et hosti,
hoc est, si tibi sum, diris cruciatibus aegram
invisamque animam natamque laboribus aufer. 180
hoe mihi munus erit; decet haec dare dona

novercam,
14
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may revive her husband’s failing love ; and to Lichas,
ignorant of what he bears, with her own hands she
all unwittingly commits the cause of her future woe,
and with honeyed words the unhappy woman bids him
take this present to her lord. The hero innocently
received the gift and put on his shoulders the tunic
soaked in the Lernaean hydra’s poison.

He was offering incense and prayers amid the
kindling flames and pouring wine from the libation
bowl upon the marble altar : then was the virulence
of that pest aroused and, freed by the heat, went
stealing throughout the frame of Hercules. While
he could, with his habitual manly courage he held
back his groans. But when his endurance was con-
quered by his pain, he overthrew the altar and filled
woody Oeta with his cries. At once he tries to tear
off the deadly tunic ; but where it is torn away, it
tears the skin with itand, ghastly to relate, it either
sticks to his limbs, from which he vainly tries to tear
it, or else lays bare his torn muscles and huge bones.
His very blood hisses and boils with the burning
poison, as when a piece of red-hot metal is plunged
nto a pool. Without limit the greedy flames devour
his vitals; the dark sweat pours from his whole
body ; his burnt sinews crackle and, while his very
marrow melts with the hidden, deadly fire, he
stretches suppliant hands to heaven and cries:
“Come, feast, Saturnia,® upon my destruction ;
feast, 1 say ; look down, thou cruel one, from thy
lofty seat, behold my miserable end, and glut thy
savage heart! Or, if I merit pity even from my
enemy—that is, from thee—take hence this hateful
life, sick with its crucl sufferings and born for toil.
This will be a boon to me, surely a fitting boon

1 Juno.

15
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ergo ego foedantem peregrino templa cruore
Busirin domui? saevoque alimenta parentis
Antaeo eripui 7 nec me pastoris Hiberi

forma triplex, nec forma triplex tua, Cerbere, movit ?
vosne, manus, validi pressistis cornua tauri ? 186
vestrum opus Elis habet, vestrum Stymphalides undae,
Partheniumgque nemus ? vestra virtute relatus
Thermodontiaco caelatus balteus auro,

pomaque ab insomni concustodita dracone ? 190
nec mihi centauri potuere resistere, nec mi

Arcadiae vastator aper ? nec profuit hydrae

crescere per damnum geminasque resumere vires ?
quid, quod Thracis equos hiumano sanguine pingues
plenaque corporibus laceris praesepia vidi, 195
visaque deicci, dominumque ipsosque peremi ?

his elisa iacet moles Nemeaea lacertis :

hac caelum cervice tuli, defessa iubendo est

saeva lovis coniunx: ego sum indefessus agendo.
sed nova pestis adest, cui nec virtute resisti 200
nee telis armisque potest. pulmonibus errat

ignis edax imis, perque omnes pascitur artus.

at valet Furystheus! et sunt, qui credere possint
esse deos ! ” dixit, perque altum saucius Oeten

haud aliter graditur, quam si venabula taurus 205
corpore fixa gerat, factique refugerit auctor.

saepe illum gemitus edentem, saepe frementem,
saepe retemptantem totas infringere vestes
sternentemque trabes irascentemque videres
mscntibus aut patrio tendentem bracchia ¢aelo. 210
1
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for a stepmother to bestow! Was it for this I slew
Busiris, who defiled his temples with strangers’ blood ?
that I deprived the dread Antacus of his mother's
strength ? that I did not fear the Spanish shepherd’s 1
triple form, nor thy triple form, O Cerberus? Wasit
for this, O hands, that you broke the strong bull’s
horns ? that Elis knows your toil, the waves of
Stymphalus, the Parthenian woods? that by your
prowess the gold-wrought girdle of Thermodon was
secured, and that fruit guarded by the dragon’s sleep-
less eyes > Was it for this that the centaurs could not
prevail against me, nor the boar that wasted Arcady ?
that it did not avail the hydra to grow by loss and
gain redoubled strength ? "What, when I saw the
Thracian’s horses fat with human blood and those
mangers full of mangled corpses and, seeing, threw
them down and slew the master? and the steeds
themselves? By these arms the monster of Nemea
lies crushed ; upon this neck I upheld the sky! The
cruel wife of Jove is weary of imposing toils ; but I
am not yet weary of performing them. But now a
strange and deadly thing is at me, which neither by
strength can I resist, nor yet by weapons nor by
arms.  Deep through my lungs steals the devouring
fire, and feeds through all my frame. But Eurystheus
is alive and well! And there are those who can
believe that there are gods!” He spoke and in
sore distress went ranging along high Oeta; just
as a bull carries about the shaft that has pierced
his body, though the giver of the wound has fled.
See him there on the mountains oft uttering heart-
rending groans, oft roaring in agony, oft struggling
to tear off his garments, uprooting great trunks of
trees, stretching out his arms to his native skies.
! Geryon. ? Diomedes.
1 B 17
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Fece Lichan trepidum latitantem rupe cavata
Jaspicit, utque dolor rabiem conlegerat omnem,
« tune, Licha,” dixit © feralia dona dedisti ?
tune meae necis auctor eris?”’ tremit ille, pavetque
pallidus, et timide verba excusantia dicit. 215
dicentem genibusque manus adhibere parantem
corripit Alcides, et terque quaterque rotatum
mittit in Euboicas tormento fortius undas.
ille per aérias pendens induruit auras :
utque ferunt imbres gelidis concrescere ventis, 220
" inde nives fieri, nivibus quoque molle rotatis

astringi et spissa glomerari grandine corpus,
sic illum validis iactum per inane lacertis
exsanguemque metu nec quicquam umoris habentem
in rigidos versum silices prior edidit aetas. 225
nune quogue in Euboico scopulus brevis eminet alto
gurgite et humanae servat vestigia formae,
quem, guasi sensurum, nautae calcare verentur,
appellantque Lichan. at tu, Iovis inclita proles,
arboribus caesis, quas ardua gesserat Oete, 230
inque pyram structis arcum pharetramque capacem
regnaque visuras iterum Troiana sagittas
ferre iubes Poeante satum, quo flamma ministro
subdita. dumque avidis comprenditur ignibus agger,
congeriem silvae Nemeaeo vellere summam 235
sternis, et inposita clavae cervice recumbis,
haud alio vultu, quam si conviva iaceres
inter plena meri redimitus pocula sertis.
18
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Of a sudden he caught sight of Lichas cowering
with fear and hiding beneath a hollow rock, and with
all the accumulated rage of suffering he cried :  Was
it you, Lichas, who brought this fatal gift? And shall
you be called the author of my death?” The young
man trembled, grew pale with fear, and timidly at-
tempted to excuse his act. But while he was yet
speaking and striving to clasp the hero’s knees,
Alcides caught him up and, whirling him thrice
and again about his head, he hurled him far out
into the Euboean sea, like a missile from a catapult.
The youth stiffened as he yet hung in air; and as
drops of rain are said to congeal beneath the chilling
blast and change to snow, then whirling snowflakes
condense to a soft mass and finally are packed in
frozen hail: so, hurled by strong arms through the
empty air, bloodless with fear, his vital moisture
dried, he changed, old tradition says, to flinty rock,
Even to this day in the Euboean sea a low rock rises
from the waves, keeping the semblance of a human
form ; this rock, as if it were sentient, the sailors fear
to tread on, and they call it Lichas. But you, illus-
trious son of Jove, cut down the trees which grew on
lofty Oeta, built a huge funeral pyre, and bade the
son of Poeas,! who set the torch beneath, to take in
recompense your bow, capacious quiver and arrows,
destined once again to see the realm of Troy. And
as the pyre began to kindle with the greedy flames,
you spread the Nemean lion’s skin on the top and,
with your club for pillow, laid you down with peace-
ful countenance, as if, amid cups of generous wine
and crowned with garlands, you were reclining on a
banquet-couch,

1 Philoctetes.
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[amque valens et in omne latus diffusa sonabat,
securosque artus contemptoremque petebat 240
flamma suum. timuere dei pro vindice terrac.
quos ita, sensit enim, laeto Saturnius ore
Tuppiter adloguitur: nostra est timor iste voluptas,
o superi, totoque libens mihi pectore grator,
quod memoris populi dicor rectorque paterque 245
et mea progenies vestro gquoque tuta favore est.
nam guamgquam ipsius datis hoe inmanibus actis,
obligor ipse tamen. sed enim nec pectora vano
fida metu paveant. istas nec spernite flammas !
omnia qui vicit, vincet, quos cernitis, ignes; 250
nee nisi materna Vuleanum parte potentem
sentiet. aeternum est a me quod traxit, et expers
atque inmune necis, nullique domabile flammae.
idque ego defunctum terra caelestibus oris
accipiam, cunctisque meum laetabile factum
dis fore confido. siquis tamen Hercule, siquis
forte deo doliturus erit, data praemia nolet,
sed meruisse dari sciet, invitusque probabit.”
adsensere dei, coniunx quoque regia visa est
eetera non duro, duro tamen ultima vultu 260
dicta tulisse Tovis, seque indoluisse notatam.
interea quodcumque fuit populabile flammae,
Muleiber abstulerat, nec cognoscenda remansit
Hereulis effigies, nee quiecquam ab imagine ductum
matris habet, tantumque lovis vestigia servat. 2065
utque novus serpens posita cum pelle senecta

luxuriare solet, squamaque nitere recenti,
20
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And now on all sides the spreading flames were
crackling fiercely, and licking at the careless limbs
that scorned their power. The gods felt fear for
the earth’s defender. Then Saturnian Jove, well
pleased (for he knew their thoughts), addressed them:
“ Your solicitude is a joy to me, ye gods of heaven,
and [ rejoice with all my heart that I am called king
and father of a grateful race of gods, and that my
offspring is safe under your protecting favour also.
For, though you offer this tribute to his own mighty
deeds, still I myself am much beholden to you. But
let not your faithful hearts be filled with needless
fear. Scorn not those flames! He who has conquered
all things shall conquer these fires which you see;
nor shall he feel Vulcan's power save in the part his
mother gave him. Immortal is the part which he
took from me, and that is safe and beyond the power
of death, which no flame can destroy. And when this
is done with earth I shall receive him on the heavenly
shores, and I trust that this act of mine will be pleas-
ing to all the gods. But if there is anyone, if there
is anyone, I say, who is going to be sorry that Her-
cules is made a god, why then, he will begrudge the
prize, but he will at least know that it was given
deservedly, and will be forced to approve the deed.”
The gods assented; even Juno seemed to take all
else complacently, but not complacently the last
words of Jove, and she grieved that she had been
singled out for rebuke. Meanwhile, whatever the
flames could destroy, Mulciber had now consumed,
and no shape of Hercules that could be recognized
remained, nor was there anything left which his
mother gave. He kept traces only of his father ; and
as a serpent, its old age sloughed off with its skin,
revels in fresh life, and shines resplendent in its
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sic ubi mortales Tirynthius exuit artus,
parte sui meliore viget, maiorque videri
coepit et augusta fieri gravitate verendus. 270
quem pater omnipotens inter cava nubila raptum
quadriiugo curru radiantibus intulit astris.

Sensit Atlas pondus. neque adhue Stheneleius iras
solverat Eurystheus, odiumque in prole paternum
exercebat atrox. at longis anxia curis 275
Argolis Alemene, questus ubi ponat aniles,
cui referat nati testatos orbe labores,
cuive suos casus, Tolen habet. Herculis illam
imperiis thalamoque animoque receperat Hyllus,
inpleratque uterum generoso semine ; cui sic 280
incipit Alemene: “faveant tibi numina saltem,
conripiantque moras tum cum matura vocabis
praepositam timidis parientibus Ilithyiam,
quam mihi difficilem Iunonis gratia fecit.
namque laboriferi cum iam natalis adesset 285
Herculis et decimum premeretur sidere signum,
tendebat gravitas uterum mihi, quodque ferebam,
tantum erat, ut posses auctorem dicere tecti
ponderis esse lovem, nec iam tolerare labores
ulterius poteram. quin nunc quoque frigidus artus,
dum loquor, horror habet, parsque est meminisse

doloris. 201
septem ego per noctes, totidem cruciata diebus,
fessa malis, tendensque ad caelum bracchia, magno
Lucinam Nixosque patres clamore vocabam,
illa quidem venit, sed praecorrupta, meumque 295
quae donare caput Iunoni vellet iniquae,
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bright new scales; so when the Tirynthian put off his
mortal frame, he gained new vigour in his better part,
began to seem of more heroic size, and to become
awful in his godlike dignity. Him the Almighty
Father sped through the hollow clouds with his team
of four, and set him amid the glittering stars.

Atlas felt his weight. But not even now did
Eurystheus, the son of Sthenelus, put away his
wrath ; but his bitter hatred for the father he still
kept up towards his race. Now, spent with long-
continued cares, Argive Alcmena had in Iole one to
whom she could confide her troubles, to whom she
could relate her son’s labours witnessed by all the
world, and her own misfortunes. For by Hercules’
command, Hyllus had received Iole to his arms and
heart, and to him she was about to bear a child of
that noble race. Thus spoke Alemena to her: « May
the gods be merciful to you at least and give you
swift deliverance in that hour when in your need
you call on Ilithyia, goddess of frightened mothers
in travail, whom Juno's hatred made so Dbitter
against me.  For when the natal hour of toil-bear-
ing Hercules was near and the tenth sign was being
traversed by the sun, my burden was so heavy and
what I bore so great that you could know Jove was
the father of the unborn child; nor could I longer
bear my pangs. Nay, even now as I tell it, cold
horror holds my limbs and my pains return even as I
think of it. For seven nights and days I was in
torture ; then, spent with anguish, I stretched my
arms to heaven and with a mighty wail I called upon
Lucina and the three guardian deities of birth.
Lucina came, indeed, but pledged in advance to give
my life to cruel Juno. There she sat upon the altar
before the door, listening to my groans, with her

23



OVID
utque meos audit gemitus, subsedit in illa
ante fores ara, dextroque a poplite laevum
pressa genu et digitis inter se pectine iunctis
sustinuit partus. tacita quoque carmina voce 300
dixit, et inceptos tenuerunt carmina partus.
nitor, et ingrato facio convicia demens
vana lovi, eupioque mori, moturaque duros
verba queror silices. matres Cadmeides adsunt,
votaque suscipiunt, exhortanturque dolentem. 305
una ministrarum, media de plebe, Galanthis,
flava comas, aderat, faciendis strenua iussis,
officiis dilecta suis. ea sensit iniqua
nescio quid Tunone geri, dumque exit et intrat
saepe fores, divam residentem vidit in ara 310
bracchiaque in genibus digitis conexa tenentem,
et “ quaecumque es,” ait dominae gratare. levata est
Argolis Alemene, potiturque puerpera voto.’
exsiluit, iunctasque manus pavefacta remisit
diva potens uteri : vinclis levor ipsa remissis. 515
numine decepto risisse Galanthida fama est.
ridentem prensamque ipsis dea saeva capillis
traxit, et e terra corpus relevare volentem
arcuit, inque pedes mutavit bracchia primos.
strenuitas antiqua manet ; nec terga colorem 320
amisere suum : forma est diversa priori.
quae quia mendaci parientem iuverat ore,
ore parit nostrasque domos, ut et ante, frequentat.”

Dixit, et admonitu veteris commota ministrae
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right knee crossed over her left, and with her fingers
interlocked; and so she stayed the birth. Charms also,
in low muttered words, she chanted, and the charms
prevented my deliverance. I fiercely strove and,
mad with pain, [ shricked out vain revilings against
ungrateful Jove. 1 longed to die, and my words
would have moved the unfeeling rocks. The Theban
matrons stood around me, appealed to heaven, and
strove to stay my grief. There was one of my
attendants born of the common folk, Galanthis, with
hair of reddish hue, active always in obedience to my
commands, well loved by me for her faithful services.
She felt assured that unjust Juno was working some
spell against me ; and as she was passing in and out
the house, she saw the goddess seated on the altar
holding her clinched hands upon her knees, and said
to her: ¢ Whoever you are, congratulate our mistress :
Argive Alemena is relieved ; her prayers are answered
and her child is born.” Up leaped the goddess of
birth, unclinched her hands and spread them wide
in consternation ; my bonds were loosed and I was
delivered of my child. They said Galanthis laughed
in derision of the cheated deity. And as she laughed
the cruel goddess caught her by the hair and dragged
her on the ground ; and, as the girl strove to rise, she
kept her there and changed her arms into the fore-
legs of an animal.  Her old activity remained and her
hair kept its former hue ; but her former shape was
changed. And because she had helped her labouring
mistress with her deceitful lips, through her mouth
must she bring forth her young. And still, as of
yore, she makes our dwelling-place her home.” !

She spoke and, stirred by the warning fate of
her former attendant, groaned deeply. And as she
! Galanthis was changed into a weasel,
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ingemuit. quam sie nurus est affata dolentem : 325
‘ te tamen, o genetrix, alienae sanguine nostro
rapta movet facies. quid si tibi mira sororis
fata meae referam ? quamquam lacrimaeque dolorque
impediunt, prohibentque loqui. fuit unica matri—
me pater ex alia genuit—notissima forma 330
Oechalidum, Dryope. quam virginitate carentem
vimque dei passam Delphos Delumque tenentis
excipit Andraemon, et habetur coniuge felix.
est lacus, adclivis devexo margine formam
litoris efficiens, summum myrteta coronant, 335
venerat hue Dryope fatorum nesecia, quogue
indignere magis, nymphis latura coronas,
inque sinu puerum, qui nondum impleverat annum,
dulee ferebat onus tepidique ope lactis alebat.
haut procul a stagno Tyrios imitata colores 340
in spem bacarum florebat aquatica lotos.
carpserat hine Dryope, quos oblectamina nato
porrigeret, flores, et idem factura videbar—
namque aderam—vidi guttas e flore cruentas
decidere et tremulo ramos horrore moveri. 345
scilicet, ut referunt tardi nunc denique agrestes,
Lotis in hane nymphe, fugiens obscena Priapi,
contulerat versos, servato nomine, vultus.

 Nescierat soror hoe. quae cum perterrita retro
ire et adoratis vellet discedere nymphis, 350
haeserunt radice pedes. convellere pugnat,
nec guicquam, nisi summa movet. suberescit ab imo,
totaque paulatim lentus premit inguina cortex,
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grieved her daughter-in-law thus addressed her:
“ And yet, my mother, 'tis the changed form of one
not of our blood you grieve for. What if I should
tell you of the strange misfortunes of my own sister?
And yet my tears and grief check me and almost
prevent my speech. She was her mother’s only
child (for I was born of my father's second wife),
Dryope, the most beautiful of all the Oechalian
maids. Her, a maid no more through the violence
of him who rules at Delphiand at Delos, Andraemon
took and was counted happy in his wife. There is
a pool whose shelving banks take the form of sloping
shores, the top of which a growth of myrtle crowns,
Dryope had come hither innocent of the fates and,
that you maybe the more indignant, with the intention
of gathering garlands for the nymphs. In her arms she
bore a pleasing burden, her infant boy not yet a full
year old, and nursed him at her breast. Near the
margin of the pool a plant of the water-lotus grew
full of bright blossoms, the harbingers of fruit. To
please her little son the mother plucked some of
these blossoms, and I was in the act to do the same
(for I was with her), when I saw drops of blood fall-
ing from the flowers and all the branches shivering
with horror. For, you must know, as the slow
rustics still relate, Lotis, a nymph, while fleeing from
I’riapus‘ vile pursuit, had taken refuge in this shape,
changed as to features but keeping still her name.,

“ But my sister knew naught of this. And when
she started back in terror and, with prayers to the
nymphs, strove to leave the place, her feet clung,
root-like, to the ground ; she struggled to tear her-
self away, but nothing moved except the upper part
of her body ; the slow-creeping bark climbed upward
from her feet and covered all her loins. When
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ut vidit, conata manu laniare capillos,
fronde manum implevit : frondes caput omne tene-

bant. 355
at puer Amphissos, (namque hoe avus Eurytus illi
addiderat nomen,) materna rigescere sentit
ubera ; nee sequitur ducentem lacteus umor.
spectatrix aderam fati erudelis, opemque
non poteram tibi ferre, soror, quantumque valebam,
erescentem truncum ramosque amplexa morabar, 561
et, fateor, volui sub eodem cortice condi.

“Ecce vir Andraemon genitorque miserrimus adsunt,
et quaerunt Dryopen : Dryopen quaerentibus illis
ostendi loton. tepido dant oscula ligno, 865
adfusique suae radicibus arboris haerent.
nil nisi iam faciem, quod non foret arbor, habebat
cara soror : lacrimae misero de corpore factis
inrorant foliis ; et, dum licet, oraque praestant
voeis iter, tales effundit in aéra questus: 370
¢ siqua fides miseris, hoc me per numina iuro
non meruisse nefas, patior sine erimine poenam.
viximus innocuae. si mentior, arida perdam
quas habeo frondes, et caesa securibus urar,
hune tamen infantem maternis demite ramis, 375
et date nutriei, nostraque sub arbore saepe
lae facitote bibat, nostraque sub arbore ludat.
cumque loqui poterit, matrem facitote salutet,
et tristis dicat “latet hoc in stipite mater.”

stagna tamen timeat, nec carpat ab arbore flores, 380
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she saw this, she strove to tear her hair with her
hands, but only filled her hands with leaves; for
leaves now covered all her head. But the boy,
Amphissos (for so his grandsire, Eurytus, had named
him), felt his mother’s breast grow bard, nor could
he any longer draw his milky feast. I stood and saw
your cruel fate, my sister, nor could I bring you any
aid at all.  And yet, so far as I could, I delayed the
change by holding your growing trunk and branches
fast in my embrace : and (shall I confess it?) I
longed to hide me beneath that selfsame bark,

“ But lo, her husband, Andraemon, and her most
unhappy father came seeking for Dryope ; and
Dryope, in response to their questionings, I showed
them as the lotus-tree. They printed kisses on the
warm wood and, prost ate on the ground, they clung
about the roots of their darling tree. And now m
dear sister had only her face remaining, while all the
rest was tree. Your tears rained down upon the leaves
made from your poor body ; and while they could, and
your lips afforded utterance for your voice, it poured
forth these complaints into the air: ¢ If oaths of
wretched sufferers have any force, 1 swear by the
gods that I have not merited this dreadful thing.
In utter innocence I am suffering, and in innocence
I have always lived. If1 say not the truth, parched
with the drought may I lose my foliage and may 1
be cut down by the axe and burned. But take this
infant from his mother’s limbs and give him to a
nurse. Beneath my tree let him often come and
take his milk ; benecath my tree let him play. And
when he learns to talk, have him greet his mother
and sadly say : “ Here in this tree-trunk is my mother
hid.” Still Tet him fear the pool, pluck no blossoms
from the trees, and think all flowers are goddesses in
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et frutices omnes corpus putet esse dearum.
care vale coniunx, et tu, germana, paterque !
quin, siqua est pietas, ab acutae vulnere falcis,
a pecoris morsu frondes defendite nostras.
et quoniam mihi fas ad vos incumbere non est, 385
erigite huc artus, et ad oscula nostra venite,
dum tangi possum, parvumque attollite natum !
plura loqui nequeo. mnam jam per candida mollis
colla liber serpit, summoque cacumine condor.
ex oculis removete manus. sine munere vestro 300
contegat inductus morientia lumina cortex !’
desierant simul ora loqui, simul esse. dinque
corpore mutato rami caluere recentes.”

Dumque refert Iole factum mirabile, dumque
Eurytidos lacrimas admoto pollice siccat 395
Alcmene, (flet et ipsa tamen ,) compescuit omnem
res nova tristitiam, nam limine constitit alto
paene puer dubiaque tegens lanugine malas,
ora reformatus primos Iolaus in annos.
hoe illi dederat Iunonia muneris Hebe, 400
vieta viri precibus. quae cum iurare pararet,
dona tributuram post hune se talia nulli,
non est passa Themis : ©“ nam iam discordia Thebae
bella movent,” dixit ¢ Capaneusque nisi ab love vinei
haud poterit, fientque pares in vulnere fratres, 405
subductaque suos manes tellure videbit
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disguise ! Farewell, dear husband, and you, sister,
and my father! Nay, if you love me still, protect
my branches from the sharp knife, my foliage from
the browsing sheep. And, since it is not permitted
me to bend down to you, reach up to me and let me
kiss you while I may; and reach me once more my
little son! Now I can say no more ; for over my
white neck the soft bark comes creeping, and I
am buried in its overtopping folds. You need not
close my eyes with your hands; without your ser-
vice let the bark creep up and close my dying
eyes!’ In the same moment did she cease to
speak and cease to be; and long did the new-made
branches keep the warmth of the transformed
body.”

While Iole was telling this wonderful tale, and
while Alemena, herself also in tears, was drying with
her sympathetic hand the tears of the daughter of
Eurytus, a startling circumstance banished the grief
of both. For there, in the deep doorway, stood a
youth, almost a boy, with delicate down covering his
cheeks, Iolaiis,! restored in features to his youthful
prime. Hebe, Juno's daughter, won by her hus-
band’s 2 prayers, had given him this boon ; and when
she was on the point of swearing that to no one after
him would she bestow such gifts, Themis checked
her vow. «For,” said she, “Thebes is even now
embroiled in civil strife, Capaneus shall be invin-
cible save by the hand of Jove himself; the two
brothers® shall die by mutual wounds; the prophet-
king4 shall in the flesh behold his own spirits,

! The son of Iphicles, half-brother to Hercules.

35 Hercules, to whom, after his translation to heaven,
Hebe had been given in marriage.

3 Eteocles and Polynices. 4 Amphiaraiis.
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vivus adhuc vates; ultusque parente parentem
natus erit facto pius et sceleratus codem

attonitusque malis, exul mentisque domusque,

vultibus Eumenidum matrisque agitabitur umbris, 410

donec eum coniunx fatale poposcerit aurum,

cognatumque latus Phegeius hauserit ensis.

tum demum magno petet hos Acheloia supplex

ab Tove Callirhoe natis infantibus annos,

neve necem sinat esse diu victoris inultam.

Tuppiter his motus privignae dona nurusque

praecipiet, facietque viros inpubibus annis.”
Haec ubi faticano venturi praescia dixit

ore Themis, vario superi sermone fremebant,

et, eur non aliis eadem dare dona liceret,

murmur erat. queritur veteres Pallantias annos

coniugis esse sui, queritur canescere mitis

Lisiona Ceres, repetitum Mulciber aevum

poscit Erichthonio, Venerem quoque cura futuri

tangit, et Anchisae renovare paciscitur annos.

cui studeat, deus omnis habet; crescitque favore

turbida seditio, donee sua Iuppiter ora

solvit, et “o! nostri siqua est reverentia,” dixit

415

420

425

“quo ruitis? tantumne aliquis sibi posse videtur,

fata quoque ut superet?  fatis Iolaus in annos,

quos egit, rediit. fatis iuvenescere debent
32-
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engulfed by the yawning earth; and his son® shall
avenge parent on parent,® filial and accursed in
the selfsame act; stunned by these evil doings,
banished from reason and from home, he shall be
hounded by the Furies and by his mother's ghost
until his wife® shall ask of him the fatal golden
necklace and the sword of Phegeus shall have
drained his kinsman’s blood. And then at last
shall Callirhog, danghter of Acheloiis, by prayer
obtain from mighty Jove that her infant sons
may attain at once to manly years, that so their
victorious father’s death be not long unavenged.
Jove, thus prevailed upon, shall claim in advance for
these the gifts of his stepdaughter* and daughter-
in-law,5 and shall in an act change beardless boys to
men.”

When Themis, who knew what was to come, thus
spoke with prophetic lips, a confused murmur of
varying demands arose among the gods, and they
inquired why they were not allowed to grant the
same boon to others. Pallantis ® lamented her hus-
band’s 7 hoary age; mild Ceres bewailed Iasion’s
whitening locks; Mulciber demanded renewed life
for Erichthonius, and Venus, too, with care for the
future, stipulated that old Anchises’ years should be
restored. Each god had his own favourite: and the
noisy, partisan strife kept on, until Jupiter opened
his lips and spoke ; Ob, if you have any reverence
for me, what are you coming to? Does anyone sup-
Pose that he can so far prevail as to alter Fate's
decrees? "Twas by the will of Fate that Iolaiis was
restored to the years which he had passed, by Fate

1 Alemaeon, 2 Eriphyle, 3 Callirho#,
4 Hebe, & Ihid,
8 Aurora, 7 Tithonus,
n c 33
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Callirhoe geniti, non ambitione nec armis.
vos etiam, quoque hoe animo meliore feralis,
me quoque fata regunt. quae si mutare valerem,
nee nostrum seri curvarent Aeacon anni, 435
perpetuumque aevi florem Rhadamanthus haberet
cum Minoe meo, qui propter amara senectae
pondera despicitur, nec quo prius ordine regnat.”

Dicta Tovis movere deos; nec sustinet ullus,
cum videat fessos Rhadamanthon et Aeacon annis
et Minoa, queri. qui, dum fuit integer aevi, 441
terruerat magnas ipso quoque nomine gentes;
tune erat invalidus, Deionidenque inventae
robore Miletum Phoeboque parente superbum
pertimuit, credensque suis insurgere regnis, 445
haut tamen est patriis arcere penatibus ausus.
sponte fugis, Milete, tua, celerique carina
Aegaeas metiris aquas, et in Aside terra
moenia constituis positoris habentia nomen.
hic tibi, dum sequitur patriae curvamina ripae, 450
filia Maeandri totiens redeuntis eodem
cognita Cyanee, praestanti corpora forma,
Byblida cum Cauno, prolem est enixa gemellam.
~ Byblis in exemplo est, ut ament concessa puellae,
Byblis Apollinei correpta cupidine fratris; 455
non soror ut fratrem, nec qua debebat, amabat.
illa quidem primo nullos intellegit ignes,
nec peccare putat, quod saepius oscula iungat,
quod sua fraterno circumdet bracchia collo ;
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also Callirhoé&’s sons are destined to leap to manhood
from infaney, and not by any ambition or strife of
theirs. You, too (I say this that you may be of better
mind), and me also the Fates control. If I could
change them, old age would not bend low my Aeacus ;
Rhadamanthus, too, would enjoy perpetual youth,
together with my Minos, who, because of the galling
weight of age, is now despised and no longer reigns
in his former state,”

Jove’s words appeased the gods; nor could anyone
complain when he saw Rhadamanthus, Aeacus, and
Minos spent with years. Now Minos, while in his
prime, had held great nations in fear of him by his
very name ; but at that time he was infirm with age
and in fear of Miletus, son of Deione and Phoebus,
proud of his youthful strength and parentage ; and,
though he believed that the youth was planning a
rebellion against his kingdom, still he did not dare-
to banish him from his ancestral home. But of your
own accord you fled, Miletus, and in your swift vessel
crossed the Aegean sea and on the shores of Asia
built a city which still bears its founder's name.
There, while wandering along the banks of her
father's winding stream, Cyanee, a nymph of un-
rivalled beauty, daughter of Maeander, who oft
returns upon his former course, was known by you ;
and of this union Byblis and Caunus, twin progeny,
were born,

Byblis is a warning that girls should not love un-
lawfully, Byblis, smitten with a passion for her
brother, the grandson of Apollo. She loved him not
as a brother, nor as a sister should. At first, indeed,
she did not recognize the fires of love, nor think it
wrong often to kiss him, often to throw her arms
about her brother’s neck, and she was long deceived
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mendacique diu pietatis fallitur umbra. 460
paulatim declinat amor, visuraque fratrem
culta venit, nimiumgque cupit formosa videri
et siqua est illic formosior, invidet illi.
ced nondum manifesta sibi est, nullumque sub illo
igne facit votum, verumtamen aestuat intus. 465
jam dominum appellat, iam nomina sanguinis odit,
Byblida iam mavult, quam se vocet ille sororem.

Spes tamen obscenas animo demittere non est
ausa suo vigilans; placida resoluta quiete
saepe videt quod amat: visa est quoque iungere

fratri 470

corpus €t erubuit, quamvis sopita iacebat.
somnus abit ; silet illa diu repetitque quietis
ipsa suae speciem dubiaque ita mente profatur:
« me miseram ! tacitae quid vult sibi noctis imago ?
quam nolim rata sit | cur haec ego somnia vidi? 475
ille quidem est oculis quamvis formosus iniquis
et placet, et possim, si non sit frater, amare,
et me dignus erat. verum nocet esse sororem.
dummodo tale nihil vigilans, committere temptem,
saepe licet simili redeat sub imagine somnus ! 480
testis abest somno, nec obest imitata voluptas.
pro Venus et tenera volucer cum matre Cupido,
gaudia quanta tuli! quam me manifesta libido
contigit ! ut iacui totis resoluta medullis!
ut meminisse iuvat! quamvis brevis illa voluptas 485
noxque fuit praeceps et coeptis invida nostris.

«() ego, si liceat mutato nomine iungi,
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by the semblance of sisterly affection. But gradually
this affection changed to love : carefully adorned she
came to see her brother, too anxious to seem lovel
in his sight ; and if any other seemed more beautiful
to him, she envied her. But not yet did she have a
clear vision of herself, felt no desire, prayed for no
joy of love ; but yet the hidden fire burned on. Now
she called him her lord, now hated the name of
brother, and wished him to call her Byblis, rather
than sister.

Still in her waking hours she does not let her
mind dwell on impure desires; but when she is re-
laxed in peaceful slumber, she often has visions of
her love: she sees herself clasped in her brother’s
arms and blushes, though she lies sunk in sleep.
When sleep has fled, she lies still for long and pic-
tures again the visions of her slumber and at last,
with wavering mind, she exclaims: “ Oh, wretched
girl that I am! What means this vision of the night ?
Oh, but I would not have it so! Why do I have
such dreams? He is indeed beautiful, even to eyes
that look unkindly on him, and is pleasing, and I
could love him if he were not my brother; and he
would be worthy of me; but it is my bane that I
am his sister. If only when I am awake I make trial
of no such thing, still may sleep often return with a
dream like that! There’s no one to tell in sleep,
and there is no harm in imagined joy. O Venus and
winged Cupid with thy soft mother, how happy I
was! How real my joy seemed! How my very
heart melted within me as I lay! How sweet to
remember it! And yet "twas but a fleeting pleasure,
and night was headlong and envious of the joys
before me.

*“Oh, if I could only change my name and be joined
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quam bene, Caune, tuo poteram nurus €sse parenti !
quam bene, Caune, meo poteras gener esse parenti !
omnia, di facerent, essent comm unia nobis, 490
praeter avos : tu me vellem generosior esses !
nescioquam facies igitur, pulcherrime, matrem ;
at mihi, quae male sum, quos tu, sortita parentes,
nil nisi frater eris. quod obest, id habebimus unum.
quid mihi significat ergo mea visa? quod autem 495
somnia pondus habent ? an habent et somnia pondus ?
di melius! di nempe suas habuere sorores.
sic Saturnus Opem iunctam sibi sanguine duxit,
Oceanus Tethyn, Iunonem rector Olympi.
sunt superis sua iura! quid ad caelestia ritus 500
exigere humanos diversaque foedera tempto ?
aut nostro vetitus de corde fugabitur ardor,
aut hoc si nequeo, peream, precor, ante toroque
mortua componar, positaeque det oscula frater.
et tamen arbitrium quaerit res ista duorum! 505
finge placere mihi: scelus esse videbitur illi.

“ At non Aeolidae thalamos timuere sororum !
unde sed hos novi ?  cur haec exempla paravi?
quo feror? obscenae procul hine discedite flammae
nec, nisi qua fas est germanae, frater ametur! 510
si tamen ipse meo captus prior esset amore,
forsitan illius possem indulgere furori.
ergo ego, quae fuerim non reiectura petentem,
ipsa petam ! poterisne loqui? poterisne fateri?
coget amor, potero! vel, si pudor ora tenebit, 515
littera celatos arcana fatebitur ignes.”
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to you, how good a daughter I could be to your
father, how good a son you could be to mine! we
should have all things in common, if heaven allowed,
except our grandparents. I should want you to be
better born than I! You will be someone's hus-
band, I suppose, O most beautiful ; but to me, who
have unfortunately drawn the same parents as your-
self, you will never be anything but brother: what
is our bane, that alone we shall have in common.
What then do my dreams mean for me !'—But what
weight have dreams? or have dreams really weight ?
The gods forbid '—But surely the gods have loved
their sisters ; so Saturn married Ops, blood-kin of his ;
Oceanus, Tethys ; the ruler of Olympus, Juno. But
the gods are a law unto themselves | Why should I
try to measure human fashions by divine and far
different customs ? Either my passion will flee from
my heart if I forbid its presence, or if I cannot do
this, I pray that I may die before I yield, and be laid
out dead upon my couch, and as I lie there may my
brother kiss my lips. And yet that act requires the
will of two! Supposing it please me, it will seem a
crime to him. '

“Yet the Aeolidae did not shun their sisters’
chambers! But whence do I know these? Why do
[ quote these examples? Whither am I tending?
Get you far hence, immodest love, and let not my
brother be loved at all, save in sisterly fashion!
And yet if he himself had first been smitten with
love for me, I might perchance smile upon his
passion. Let me myself, then, woo him, since I
should not have rejected his wooing! And can you
speak ? can you confess? Love will compel me: I
can ! or if shame holds my lips, a private letter shall
confess my secret love.”
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Hoc placet, haec dubiam vicit sententia mentem.
in latus erigitur cubitoque innixa sinistro
« viderit : insanos” inquit «“fateamur amores !
€i mihi, quo labor 7 quem mens mea concipit ignem ?
et meditata manu componit verba trementi. 521
dextra tenet ferrum, vacuam tenet altera ceram.
incipit et dubitat, scribit damnatque tabellas,
et notat et delet, mutat culpatque probatque
inque vicem sumptas ponit positasque resumit. 525
quid velit ignorat ; quicquid factura videtur,
displicet. in vultu est audacia mixta pudori.
seripta “soror "’ fuerat ; visum est delere sororem
verbaque correctis incidere talia ceris :
% quam, nisi tu dederis, non est habitura salutem, 530
hane tibi mittit amans : pudet, a, pudet edere nomen,
et si quid cupiam quaeris, sine nomine vellem
posset agi mea causa meo, nec cognita Byblis
ante forem, quam spes votorum certa fuisset.

« Fsse quidem laesi poterat tibi pectoris index 535
et color et macies et vultus et umida saepe
lumina nec causa suspiria mota patenti
et crebri amplexus, et quae, si forte notasti,
oscula sentiri non esse sororia possent.
ipsa tamen, quamvis animo grave vulnus habebam,
quamvis intus erat furor igneus, omnia feci 541
(sunt mihi di testes), ut tandem sanior essem,
pugnavique diu violenta Cupidinis arma
effugere infelix, et plus, quam ferre puellam
posse putes, ego dura tuli. superata fateri 545
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This plan meets her approval; upon this her
wavering mind decides. She half-way rises and,
leaning upon her left elbow, says: “Let him see :
let us confess our mad passion! Ah me! whither
am I slipping ? What hot love does my heart con-
ceive?” And she proceeds to set down with a
trembling hand the words she has thought out. In
her right hand she holds her pen, in her left an
empty waxen tablet. She begins, then hesitates and
stops ; writes on and hates what she has written ;
writes and erases ; changes, condemns, approves ;
by turns she lays her tablets down and takes them
up again. What she would do she knows not; on
the point of action, she decides against it. Shame
and bold resolution mingle in her face. She had
begun with “sister”; but * sister” she decided to
erase, and wrote these words on the amended wax :
“A health to you, which, if you give it not to her,
she will not have, one sends to you who loves you.
Shamed, oh, she is ashamed to tell her name. And
if you seek to know what I desire, I would that
nameless I might plead my cause, and not be known
as Byblis until my fond hopes were sure.

“You might have had knowledge of my wounded
heart from my pale, drawn face, my eyes oft filled
with tears, my sighs for no seeming cause, my
frequent embraces and my kisses which you might
have known, had you but marked them, were more
than sisterly. Yet, though my heart was sore dis-
tressed, though full of hot passion, I have done
everything (the gods are my witnesses) to bring
myself to sanity, Long have I fought, unhappy that
[ am, to escape love’s cruel charge, and I have borne
more than you would think a girl could bear. But
I have heen overborne and am forced to confess my
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tempora nactus adit traditque fatentia verba.

attonitus subita iuvenis Maeandrius ira

proicit acceptas lecta sibi parte tabellas, 575

vixque manus retinens trepidantis ab ore ministri,

“ dum licet, o ! vetitae scelerate libidinis auctor,

effuge!” ait ““ qui, si nostrum tua fata pudorem

non traherent secum, poenas mihi morte dedisses.”

ille fugit pavidus, dominaeque ferocia Cauni 580

dicta refert. palles audita, Bybli, repulsa,

et pavet obsessum glaciali frigore corpus.

mens tamen ut rediit, pariter rediere furores,

linguaque vix tales icto dedit aére voces :

“ et merito! quid enim temeraria vulneris huius 583

indicium feci ? quid, quae celanda fuerunt,

tam cito commisi properatis verba tabellis ?

ante erat ambiguis animi sententia dictis

practemptanda mihi, ne non sequeretur euntem,

parte aliqua veli, qualis foret aura, notare 590

debueram, tutoque mari decurrere, quae nunc

non exploratis inplevi lintea ventis.

auferor in scopulos igitur, subversaque toto

obruor oceano, neque habent mea vela recursus.
“Quid quod et ominibus certis prohibebar amori 595

indulgere meo, tum cum mihi ferre iubenti

excidit et fecit spes nostras cera caducas ?

nonne vel illa dies fuerat, vel tota voluntas,

sed potius mutanda dies ? deus ipse monebat

signaque certa dabat, si non male sana fuissem. 600

et tamen ipsa loqui, nec me committere cerae
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him the message of confession. The grandson of
Maeander, in a passion of sudden rage, threw down
the tablets which he had taken and read ha.lfthrough,
and, scarcely restraining his hands from the trem-
bling servant’s throat, he cried: « Flee while you
may, you rascally promoter of a lawless love ! But
if your fate did not involve our own disgrace, you
should have paid the penalty for this with death.”
He fled in terror and reported to his mistress her
brother’s savage answer. When Byblis heard that
her love had been repulsed, she grew pale, and her
whole body trembled in the grip of an icy chill.
- But when her senses came back, her mad love came
back with equal force ; and then with choked and
feeble utterance she spoke: Deservedly I suffer !
For why did I so rashly tell him of this wound of
mine > Why was I in such a haste to commit to
tablets what should have been concealed ? I should
first have tried his disposition towards me by obscure
hints. That my voyage might have a favourable
wind, I should first have tested with a close-reefed
sail what the wind was, and so have fared in safety ;
but now with sails full spread I have encountered
unexpected winds.  And so my ship is on the rocks;
with the full force of ocean am I overwhelmed, and
have no power to turn back upon my course,

“Nay, by the clearest omens I was warned not to
confess my love, at the time when the letter fell
from my hand as I bade my servant bear it, and
taught me that my hopes must fall as well. Should
not that day or my whole purpose—say rather, should
not the day have been postponed? God himself
warned me and gave me clear signs had I not been
mad withlove. And yet I should have told him with
my own lips, I should in person have confessed my
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debueram, praesensque meos aperire furores.
vidisset lacrimas, vultum vidisset amantis
pluta logui poteram, quam quae cepere tabellae,
invito potui circumdare braechia eollo, 605
et, si reicerer, potui moritura videri
amplectique pedes, adfusaque poscere vitam.
omnia fecissem, quorum si singula duram
flectere non poterant, potuissent ommnia, mentem.
forsitan et missi sit quaedam culpa ministri : 610
non adiit apte, nec legit idonea, credo,
tempora, nec petiit horamque animumque vacantem.
“Haecnocueremihi. neque enim est de tigride natus
nec rigidas silices solidumve in pectore ferrum
aut adamanta gerit, nec lac bibit ille leaenae. 615
vincetur ! repetendus erit, nec taedia coepti
ulla mei eapiam, dum spiritus iste manebit,
nam primum, si facta mihi revoeare liceret,
non coepisse fuit: coepta expugnare secundum est.
quippe nee ille potest, ut iam mea vota relinquam,
non tamen ausorum semper memor esse meorum. 621
et, quia desierim, leviter voluisse videbor,
aut etiam temptasse illum insidiisque petisse,
vel certe non hoe, qui plurimus urguet et urit
pectora nostra, deo, sed victa libidine credar; 625
denique iam nequeo nil commisisse nefandum.
et seripsi et petii: temerata est nostra voluntas ;

ut nihil adiciam, non possum innoxia diei.
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passion, and mot have trusted my inmost heart to
waxen tablets! He should have seen my tears, he
should have seen his lover's face; I could have
spoken more than any tablets could hold; I could
have thrown my arms about his unwilling neck and,
if I were rejected, I could have seemed at the point
of death, could have embraced his feet and, lying
prostrate there, bave begged for life, I should have
done all things, which together might have won his
stubborn soul if one by one they could not. Perhaps
the servant whom I sent made some mistake : did not
approach him rightly; chose an unfitting time, I
suppose, sought an hour when his mind was full of
other things.

“All this has wrought against me. For he is no
tioress’ son ; he has no heart of hard flint or solid
iron or adamant; no lioness has suckled him. He
shall be conquered! I must go to him again; nor
shall T weary in my attempts while I have breath
left in my body. For if it were not too late to undo
what I have done, it was the best thing not to have
begun at all; but now that I have begun, the second
best is to win through with what I have begun.
Though I should now abandon my suit, he cannot help
remembering always how far I have already dared.
And in that case, just because I did give up, I shall
seem either to have been fickle in my desire, or else
to have been trying to tempt him and catch him in
a snare, Whichever of these he thinks of me, he
certainly will not believe that I have been overcome
by that god who more than all others rules and in-
flames our hearts, but actuated by lust alone. In
short, T cannot now undo the wrong that I have
done, I have both written and have wooed him :
and rash I was to do so. Though I do nothing more,
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quod superest, multum est in vota, in crimina
parvam.”

dixft, et (incertae tanta est discordia mentis,) 630
cum pigeat temptasse, libet temptare. modumque
exit et infelix committit saepe repelli.
mox ubi finis abest, patriam fugit ille nefasque,
inque peregrina ponit nova moenia terra.

Tum vero maestam tota Miletida mente 635
defecisse ferunt, tum vero a pectore vestem
diripuit planxitque suos furibunda lacertos ;
iamque palam est demens, inconcessamque fatetur
spem veneris, sine qua patriam invisosque penates
deserit, et profugi sequitur vestigia fratris. 640
utque tuo motae, proles Semeleia, thyrso
Ismariae celebrant repetita triennia bacchae,
Byblida non aliter latos ululasse per agros
Bubasides videre nurus. quibus illa relictis
Caras et armiferos Lelegas Lyciamque pererrat. 645
iam Cragon et Limyren Xanthique reliquerat undas,
quogue Chimaera iugo mediis in partibus ignem,
pectus et ora leae, caudam serpentis habebat.
deficiunt silvae, cum tu lassata sequendo
concidis, et dura positis tellure capillis, 650
Bybli, iaces, frondesque tuo premis ore caducas.
saepe etiam nymphae teneris Lelegeides ulnis
tollere conantur, saepe, ut medeatur amori,
praecipiunt, surdaeque adhibent solacia menti.
muta iacet, viridesque suis tenet unguibus herbas 655
Byblis, et umectat lacrimarum gramina rivus,
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I cannot seem other than guilty in his sight. As for
the rest, I have much to hope and naught to fear.”
Thus does she argue ; and (so great is her uncertaint
of soul), while she is sorry that she tried at all, she
wants to try again. The wretched girl tries every
art within her power, but is repeatedly repulsed,
At length, when there seemed to be no limit to her
importunity, the youth fled from his native land and
from this shameful wooing, and founded a new city !
in another land.

Then, they say, the wretched daughter of Miletus
lost all control of reason; she tore her garments
from her breast, and in mad passion beat her arms,
Now before all the world she rages and publicly pro-
claims her unholy love. She forsakes her land and
her hated home and follows after her fleeing brother.,
And just as, crazed by thy thyrsus, O son of Semele,
thy Ismarian worshippers throng thy triennial orgies,
so the women of Bubassus 2 beheld Byblis go shriek-
ing through the broad fields. Leaving these behind,
she wandered through the land of Caria, by the well-
armed Leleges and the country of the Lycians. And
now she had passed by Cragus and Limyre and
Xanthus’ stream and the ridge where dwelt Chimaera,
that fire-breathing monster with lion’s head and neck
and serpent’s tail. Clear beyond the wooded ridge she
went, and then at last, wearied with pursuing, you
fell, O Byblis, and lay there with your hair streaming
over the hard ground and your face buried in the
fallen leaves. Often the Lelegeian nymphs try to
lift her in their soft arms, often advise her how she
may cure her love and offer comfort to her unheeding
soul. Byblis lies without a word, clutching the green

1 Caunus, in south-western Caria.
2 A town in Caria.
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naidas his venam, quae numguam arescere posset,
subposuisse ferunt. quid enim dare maius habebant ?
protinus, ut secto piceae de cortice guttae,
utve tenax gravida manat tellure bitumen ; 660
utve sub adventu spirantis lene favoni
sole remollescit quae frigore constitit unda ;
sic lacrimis consumpta suis Phoebeia Byblis
vertitur in fontem, qui nune quoque vallibus illis
nomen habet dominae, nigraque sub ilice manat. 665

Fama novi centum Creteas forsitan urbes
implesset monstri, si non miracula nuper
Iphide mutata Crete propiora tulisset.
proxima Gnosiaco nam quondam Phaestia regno
progenuit tellus ignotum nomine Ligdum, 670
ingenua de plebe virum, nec census in illo
nobilitate sua maior, sed vita fidesque
inculpata fuit. gravidae qui coniugis aures
vocibus his monuit, cum iam prope partus adesset .
€ quae voveam, duo sunt : minimo ut relevere dolore,
utque marem parias. onerosior altera sors est, 670
et vires fortuna negat. quod abominor: ergo
edita forte tuo fuerit si femina partu,—
invitus mando ; pietas, ignosce !—necetur.”
dixerat, et lacrimis vultum lavere profusis, 680
tam qui mandabat, quam cui mandata dabantur.
sed tamen usque suum vanis Telethusa maritum
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herbs with her fingers, and watering the grass with
her flowing tears. The naiads are said to have given
her a vein of tears which could never dry ; for what
greater gift had they to bestow ? Stra‘ghtway, as
drops of pitch drip forth from the gashed pine-bark ;
as sticky bitumen oozes from rich heavy earth; or as,
at the approach of the soft breathing west-wind, the
water which had stood frozen with the cold now
melts beneath the sun; so Phoebean Byblis, con-
sumed by her own tears, is changed into a fountain,
which to this day in those valleys has the name of
its mistress, and issues forth from under a dark ilex-
tree.

The story of this unnatural passion would, per-
haps, have been the talk of Crete’s hundred towns,
if Crete had not lately had a wonder of its own in
the changed form of Iphis. For there once lived in
the Phaestian country, not far from the royal town
of Gnosus, a man named Ligdus, otherwise unknown,
of free-born but humble parentage ; nor was his pro-
perty any greater than his birth. But he was of
blameless life and trustworthy. When now the time
drew near when his wife should give birth to a child,
he warned and instructed her with these words:
“ There are two things which I would ask of Heaven :
that you may be delivered with the least possible
pain, and that your child may be a boy. Girls me
more trouble, and fortune has denied them strength.
Therefore (and may Heaven save the mark!), if by
chance your child should prove to be a girl (I hate
to say it, and may I be pardoned for the impiety),
let her be put to death.” He spoke, and their
cheeks were bathed in tears, both his who ordered
and hers to whom the command was given. Never-
theless, Telethusa ceaselessly implored her husband

51



OVID

sollicitat precibus, ne spem sibi ponat in arto.
certa sua est Ligdo sententia. iamque ferendo
vix erat jlla gravem maturo pondere ventrem, 685
cum medio noctis spatio sub imagine somni
Inachis ante torum, pompa comitata sacrorum,
aut stetit aut visa est. inerant lunaria fronti
cornua cum spicis nitido flaventibus auro
et regale decus ; cum qua latrator Anubis, 690
sanctaque Bubastis, variusque coloribus Apis,
quique premit vocem digitoque silentia suadet ;
sistraque erant, numquamque satis quaesitus Osiris,
plenaque somniferis serpens peregrina venenis.
tum velut excussam somno et manifesta videntem 6935
sic adfata dea est: “pars o Telethusa mearum,
pone graves curas, mandataque falle mariti.
nec dubita, cum te partu Lucina levarit,
tollere quicquid erit. dea sum auxiliaris opemque
exorata fero; neec te coluisse quereris 700
ingratum numen.” monuit, thalamoque recessit.
laeta toro surgit, purasque ad sidera supplex
Cressa manus tollens, rata sint sua visa, precatur.

Ut dolor increvit, seque ipsum pondus in auras
expulit, et nata est ignaro femina patre, 705
iussit ali mater puerum mentita. fidemque

res habuit, neque erat ficti nisi conseia nutrix.
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(though all in vain) not so to straiten her expectation ;
but Ligdus remained steadfast in his determination.
And now the time was at hand when the child should
be born, when at midnight, in a vision of her dreams,
she saw or seemed to see the daughter! of Inachus
standing before her bed, accompanied by a solemn
train of sacred beings. She had crescent horns
upon her forehead, and a wheaten garland yellow with
bright gold about her head, a sight of regal beauty.
Near her were seen the dog Anubis, sacred Bubastis,
dappled Apis, and the god? who enjoins silence
with his finger on his lips; there also were the sacred
rattles, and Osiris, ceaseless object of his worshippers’
desire,and the Egyptian serpent swelling with sleep-
producing venom. She seemed to be thoroughly
awake and to see all things about her clearly as
the goddess spoke to her: « O Telethusa, one of my
own worshippers, put away your grievous cares, and
think not to obey your husband’s orders. And do not
hesitate, when Lucina has delivered you, to save your
child, whatever it shall be. I am the goddess who
bring help and succour to those who ecall upon
me ; nor shall you have cause to complain that you
have worshipped a thankless deity.” Having so
admonished her, the goddess left the chamber. Then
Joyfully the Cretan woman arose from her bed, and,
raising her innocent hands in suppliance to the stars,
she prayed that her vision might come true,

When now her pains increased and the birth was
accomplished, and the child proved to be a girl
(though without the father's knowledge), the mother,
with intent to deceive, bade them feed the boy.
Circumstances favoured her deceit, for the nurse was

1 d.e. To, worshipped as the goddess Tsis, See I. 747,
2 Harpocrates.
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vota pater solvit, nomenque inponit avitum :
Iphis avus fuerat. gavisa est nomine mater,
quod commune foret, nec quemquam falleret illo. 710
inde incepta pia mendacia fraude latebant.
cultus erat pueri; facies, quam sive puellae,
sive dares puero, fuerat formosus uterque.

Tertius interea decimo successerat annus:
cum pater, Iphi, tibi flavam despondet lanthen, 715
inter Phaestiadas quae laudatissima formae
dote fuit virgo, Dictaeo nata Teleste.
par aetas, par forma fuit, primasque magistris
accepere artes, elementa aetatis, ab isdem.
hine amor ambarum tetigit rude pectus, et aequum
vulnus utrique dedit, sed erat fiducia dispar : 721
coniugium pactaeque exspectat tempora taedae,
quamque virum putat esse, virum fore eredit Ianthe ;
Iphis amat, qua posse frui desperat, et auget
hoe ipsum flammas, ardetque in virgine virgo 725
vixque tenens lacrimas “quis me manet exilus,”

inquit

“ cognita quam nulli, quam prodigiosa novaeque
cura tenet Veneris ? si di mihi parcere vellent,
parcere debuerant; si non, et perdere vellent,
naturale malum saltem et de more dedissent. 730
Hec vaceam vaccae, nec equas amor urit equarum :
urit oves aries, sequitur sua femina cervum.

sic et aves coeunt, interque animalia cuncla
5%
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the only one who knew of the trick. The father
paid his vows and named the child after its grand-
father: the grandfather had been Iphis. The mother
rejoiced in the name ; for it was of common gender
and she could use it without deceit. And so the
trick, begun with pious fraud, remained undetected
The child was dressed like a boy, and its face would
have been counted lovely whether you assigned it
to a girl or boy,

Meanwhile thirteen years passed by; and then
your father found you a bride, O Iphis, in golden-
haired Ianthe, a girl the most praised among the
Phaestian women for the rich dower of her beauty,
the daughter of Cretan Telestes. The two were of
equal age and equal loveliness, and from the same
teachers had they received their first instruction in
childish rudiments. Hence love came to both their
hearts all unsuspected and filled them both with
equal longing. But they did not both love with
equal hope : Ianthe looked forward confidently to
marriage and the fulfilment of her troth, and be-
lieved that she whom she thought to be a man would
some day be her husband. Whereas Iphis loved
without hope of her love’s fulfilment, and for this
very reason loved all the more—a girl madly in love
with another girl. Secarcely holding back her tears,
“Oh, what will be the end of me,” she said, “ whom
a love possesses that no one ever heard of, a strange
and monstrous love ? If the gods wished to save me
they should have saved me ; if not, and they wished
to ruin me, they should at least have given me some
natural woe, within the bounds of experience. Cows
do not love cows, nor mares, mares ; but the ram
desires the sheep, and his own doe follows the stag.
So also birds mate, and in the whole animal world
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femina femineo conrepta cupidine nulla est.
vellem nulla forem ! ne non tamen omnia Crete 735
monstra ferat, taurum dilexit filia Solis,
femina nempe marem. meus est furiosior illo,
si verum profitemur, amor. tamen illa secuta est
spem Veneris ; tamen illa delis et imagine vacecae
passa bovem est, et erat, qui deciperetur, adulter. 740
hue licet ex toto sollertia confluat orbe,
ipse licet revolet ceratis Daedalus alis,
quid faciet ? num me puerum de virgine doctis
artibus efficiet # num te mutabit, Ianthe ?

«(Quin animum firmas, tequeipsa recolligis, Iphi, 745
consiliique inopes et stultos excutis ignes ?
quid sis nata, vide, nisi te quoque decipis ipsa,
et pete quod fas est, et ama quod femina debes !
spes est, quae capiat, spes est, quae pascat amorem.
hane tibi res adimit. non te custodia caro 750
arcet ab amplexu, nec cauti cura mariti,
non patris asperitas, non se negat ipsa roganti,
nec tamen est potienda tibi, nec, ut omnia fiant,
esse potes felix, ut dique hominesque laborent.
nune quoque votorum nulla est pars vana meorum,
dique mihi faciles, quicquid valuere, dederunt ; 756
quodque ego, vult genitor, vult ipsa, socerque futurus.
at non vult natura, potentior omnibus istis,
quae mihi sola nocet. venit ecce optabile tempus,
luxque iugalis adest, et iam mea fiet Ianthe— 760
nee mihi continget : mediis sitiemus in undis.
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there is no female smitten with love for female. 1
would I were no female! Nevertheless, that Crete
might produce all monstrous things, the daughter!
of the Sun loved a bull—a female to be sure, and
male ; my passion is more mad than that, if the truth
be told.  Yet she had some hope of her love’s fulfil-
ment ; yet she enjoyed her bull by a trick and the
disguise of the heifer, and it was the lover who was
deceived. Though all the ingenuity in the world
should be collected here, though Daedalus himself
should fly back on waxen wings, what could he do ?
With all his learned arts could he make me into a
boy from a girl ? or could he change you, Ianthe ?
“Nay, then, be strong of soul, take courage, Iphis,
and banish from your heart this hopeless, foolish
love. See what you were born, unless you yourself
deceive yourself as well as others; seek what is
lawful, and love as a woman ought to love! It is
hope of fulfilment that begets love, and hope that
keeps it alive. And of this hope the nature of things
deprives you. No guardian keeps you from her dear
embrace, no watchfulness of a Jjealous husband, no
cruel father ; nor does she herself deny your suit. And
yet you cannot have her, nor can you be happy, though
all things should favour you, though gods and men
should work for you. And even now none of my
prayers have been denied ; the gods, compliant, have
given me whatever was theirs to give; and what I
wish my father wishes, she herself and her father all
desire.  But nature will not have it so, nature, more
mighty than they all, who alone is working my dis-
tress.  And lo, the longed-for time is come, my
'Wedding-day is at hand, and soon Ianthe will be
mine—and yet not mine. In the midst of water I
1 Pasiphai
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pronuba quid Tuno, quid ad haee, Hymenaee, venitis
sacra, quibus qui ducat abest, ubi nubimus ambae 7"’
pressit ab his vocem. nec lenius altera virgo
aestuat, 'utque celer venias, Hymenaee, precatur. 765
quod petit haec, Telethusa timens modo tempora

differt,
nune ficto languore moram trahit, omina saepe
visaque causatur. sed iam consumpserat omnem
materiam ficti, dilataque tempora taedae
institerant, unusque dies restabat. at illa 770
crinalem capiti vittam nataeque sibique
detrahit, et passis aram complexa capillis
« Isi, Paractonium Mareoticaque arva Pharonque
quae colis, et septem digestum in cornua Nilum :
fer, precor,” inquit *“ opem, nostroque medere timori !
te, dea, te quondam tuaque haec insignia vidi 776
cunctaque cognovi, sonitum comitesque facesque . . .
sistrorum, memorique animo tua inssa notavi.
quod videt haec lucem, quod non ego punior, ecce
consilinm munusque tuum est. miserere duarum,
auxilioque iuva!” lacrimae sunt verba secutae. T8I
visa dea est movisse suas, (et moverat,) aras,
et templi tremuere fores, imitataque lunam
cornua fulserunt, crepuitque sonabile sistrum.
non secura quidem, fausto tamen omine lacta 785
mater abit templo. sequitur comes Iphis euntem,
quam solita est, maiore gradu, nec candor in ore
permanet, et vires augentur, et acrior ipse est
vultus, et incomptis brevior mensura capillis,
58
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shall thirst. 'Why do you come, Juno, goddess of
brides, and Hymen, to these wedding rites, where
no man takes the woman for his bride, but where
both are brides 7" She broke off speech with these
words. The other maiden burned with equal love,
and prayed, Hymen, that you would make haste to
come.  And Telethusa, fearing what Ianthe sought,
put off the time, now causing delay because of a
pretended sickness, often giving for reason some ill-
omened vision she had seen. But now she had
exhausted every possible excuse, and the postponed
wedding-day was close at hand, and but one more
day remained. Then the mother took the encircling
fillets from her own and her daughter’s heads, and
with flowing locks she prayed, clinging to the altar:
“Q Isis, who dwellest in Paraetonium and the
Mureotie fields and Pharos and the sevenfold waters
of the Nile, help us, I pray, and heal our sore distress.
Thee, goddess, thee and these thy symbols once
[ saw and recognized them all—the clashing sound,
thy train, the torches, [the rattling] of the sistra—
and with retentive mind 1 noted thy commands.
That this, my daughter still looks on the light, that
I have not been punished, behold, is all of thy counsel
and thy gift. Pity us two, and help us with thy aid !”
Tears followed on her words. The goddess seemed
to move, nay, moved her altar, the doors of the
temple shook, her moon-shaped horns shot forth
gleams of light and the sistrum rattled noisily. Not
yet quite free from care and yet rejoicing in the
good omen, the mother left the temple; and Iphis
walked beside her as she went, but with a longer
stride than was her wont. Her face seemed of a
darker hue, her strength seemed greater, her very
features sharper, and her locks, all unadorned, were
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Jplusque vigoris adest, habuit quam femina. nam
quae 790
femina nuper eras, puer es ! date munera templis,
nec timida gaudete fide ! dant munera templis,
addunt et titulum : titulus breve carmen habebat :
DONA - PUER - SOLVIT  QUAE - FEMINA - VOVERAT . IPHIS, |
postera lux radiis latum patefecerat orbem, 795
cum Venus et Tuno sociosque Hymenaeus ad ignes
conveniunt, potiturque sua puer Iphis Ianthe.
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shorter than before. She seemed more vigorous
than was her girlish wont. In fact, you who but
lately were a girl are now a boy! Go, make your
offerings at the shrines; rejoice with gladness un-
afraid ! They make their offerings at the shrines
and add a votive tablet ; the tablet had this inserip-
tion: THESE GIFTS As MAN DID IPHIS PAY WHICH ONCE
as MaID HE VOWED, The morrow’s sun had revealed
the broad world with its rays, when Venus, Juno, and
Hymen met at the marriage fires, and the boy Iphis
gained his Ianthe,
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LIBER X

INpE per inmensum Croceo velatus amictu

aethera digreditur Ciconumque Hymenaeus ad oras
tendit et Orphea nequiquam voce vocatur.

adfuit ille quidem, sed nec sollemnia verba

nece laetos vultus nec felix attulit omen. 5
fax quoque, quam tenuit, lacrimoso stridula fumo
usque fuit nullosque invenit motibus ignes.

exitus auspicio gravior: nam nupta per herbas

dum nova naiadum turba comitata vagatur,

oceidit in talum serpentis dente recepto, 10
quam satis ad superas postquam Rhodopeius auras
deflevit vates, ne non temptaret et umbras,

ad Styga Taenaria est ausus descendere porta
perque leves populos simulacraque functa sepulero
Persephonen adiit inamoenaque regna tenentem 15 |
umbrarum dominum pulsisque ad carmina nervis

sie ait: o positi sub terra numina mundi,

in quem reccidimus, quicquid mortale creamur,

si licet et falsi positis ambagibus oris :
vera loqui sinitis, non hue, ut opaca viderem 20!
Tartara, descendi, nec uti villosa colubris
terna Medusaei vincirem guttura monstri :
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Tuence through the boundless air Hymen, clad in a
saffron mantle, departed and took his way to the
country of the Ciconians, and was summoned by the
voice of Orpheus, though all in vain. He was
present, it is true ; but he brought neither the hal-
lowed words, nor joyous faces, nor lucky omen. The
torch also which he held kept sputtering and filled
the eyes with smoke, nor would it catch fire for
any brandishing. The outcome of the wedding was
worse than the beginning; for while the bride was
strolling through the grass with a group of naiads in
attendance, she fell dead, smitten in the ankle by a
serpent’s tooth. When the bard of Rhodope had
mourned her to the full in the upper world, that he
might try the shades as well he dared to go down to
the Stygian world through the gate of Taenarus.
And through the unsubstantial throngs and the ghosts
who had received burial, he came to Persephone and
him who rules those unlovely realms, lord of the
shades. Then, singing to the music of his lyre, he
said : <O ye divinities who rule the world which lies
beneath the earth, to which we all fall back who are
born mortal, if it is lawful and you permit me to lay
aside all false and doubtful speech and tell the simple
truth: I have not come down hither to see dark
Tartara, nor yet to bind the three necks of Medusa’s
monstrous offspring, rough with serpents. The cause
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causa viae est coniunx, in quam caleata venenum

vipera diffudit crescentesque abstulit annos.

posse pati volui nec me temptasse negabo : 25

vicit Amor. supera deus hic bene notus in ora est;

an sit et hic, dubito: sed et hic tamen auguror essc,

famaque si veteris non est mentita rapinae,

vos quoque iunxit Amor. per ego haec loca plena
timoris,

per Chaos hoc ingens vastique silentia regni, 30

Eurydices, oro, properata retexite fata,

omnia debemur vobis, paulumque morati

serius aut citius sedem properamus ad unam,

tendimus hue omnes, haec est domus ultima, vosque

humani generis longissima regna tenetis. 35

haec quoque, cum iustos matura peregerit annos,

juris erit vestri: pro munere poscimus usum ;

quodsi fata negant veniam pro coniuge, certum est

nolle redire mihi: leto gaudete duorum.”

Talia dicentem nervosque ad verba moventem 40
exsangues flebant animae ; nec Tantalus undam
captavit refugam, stupuitque Ixionis orbis,
nee carpsere iecur volucres, urnisque vacarunt
Belides, inque tuo sedisti, Sisyphe, saxo.
tune primum lacrimis victarum carmine fama est 45
Eumenidum maduisse genas, nec regia coniunx
sustinet oranti nec, qui regit ima, negare,
Eurydicenque vocant : umbras erat illa recentes
inter et incessit passu de vulnere tardo.

hane simul et legem Rhodopeius accipit Orpheus, 50
66 ‘
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of my journey is my wife, into whose body a trodden
serpent shot his poison and so snatched away her
budding years. I have desired strength to endure,
and I will not deny that I have tried to bear it.
But Love has overcome me, a god well-known in the
upper world, but whether here or not I do not know ;
and yet I surmise that he is known here as well,
and if the story of that old-time ravishment is not
false, you, too, were joined by love. By these fear-
some places, by this huge void and these vast and
silent realms, I beg of you, unravel the fates of my
Burydice, too quickly run. We are in all things due
to you, and though we tarry on earth a little while,
slow or swift we speed to one abode. Hither we all
make our way; this is our final home ; yours is the
longest sway over the human race. She also shall be
yours to rule when of ripe age she shall have lived
out her allotted years. I ask the enjoyment of her
as a boon ; but if the fates deny this privilege for
my wife, I am resolved not to return. Rejoice in the
death of two.”

As he spoke thus, accompanying his words with the
music of his lyre, the bloodless spirits wept ; Tantalus
did not catch at the fleeing wave; Ixion’s wheel
stopped in wonder; the vultures did not pluck at
the liver;! the Belides rested from their urns, and
thou, O Sisyphus, didst sit upon thy stone. Then
first, tradition says, conquered by the song, the
cheeks of the Eumenides were wet with tears; nor
could the queen nor he who rules the lower world
refuse the suppliant. They called Eurydice. She was
among the new shades and came with steps halting
from her wound. Orpheus, the Thracian, then re-
ceived his wife and with her this condition, that he

1 4. of Tityus.
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ne flectat retro sua lumina, donec Avernas
exierit valles; aut inrita dona futura.
carpitur adclivis per muta silentia trames,
arduus, obscurus, caligine densus opaca,
nec procul afuerunt telluris margine summae :
hie, ne deficeret, metuens avidusque videndi

flexit amans oculos, et protinus illa relapsa est.

55

bracchiaque intendens prendique et prendere certans

nil nisi cedentes infelix arripit auras,

59

iamque iterum moriens non est de coniuge quicquam

questa suo (quid enim nisi se quereretur amatam ?)

supremumgque vale,” quod iam vix auribus ille

acciperet, dixit revolutaque rursus eodem est,

Non aliter stupuit gemina nece coniugis Orpheus,

quam tria qui timidus, medio portante catenas,
colla canis vidit, quem non pavor ante reliquit,
quam natura prior saxo per corpus oborto,
quique in se erimen traxit voluitque videri
Olenos esse nocens, tuque, o confisa figcurae
infelix Lethaea tuae, iunctissima quondam
pectora, nunc lapides, quos umida sustinet Ide.
orantem frustraque iterum transire volentem
portitor arcuerat : septem tamen ille diebus
squalidus in ripa Cereris sine munere sedit ;

cura dolorque animi lacrimaeque alimenta fuere.
68
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should not turn his eyes backward until he had gone
forth from the valley of Avernus, or else the gift
would be in vain. They took the up-sloping path
through places of utter silence, a steep path, indis-
tinct and clouded in pitchy darkness. And now
they were nearing the margin of the upper earth, when
he, afraid that she might fail him, eager for sight of
her, turned back his longing eyes; and instantly she
slipped into the depths. He stretched out his arms,
eager to catch her or to feel her clasp ; but, unhappy
one, he clasped nothing but the yielding air. And
now, dying a second time, she made no com-
plaint against her husband ; for of what could she
complain save that she was beloved? She spake
one last “farewell” which scarcely reached her
husband’s ears, and fell back again to the place
whence she had come,

By his wife’s double death Orpheus was stunned,
like that frightened creature! who saw the three-
headed dog with chains on his middle neck, whose
numbing terror left him only when his former nature
left, and the petrifying power crept through his
body ; or like that Olenos,® who took sin upon him-
self and was willing to seem guilty; and like you,
luckless Lethaea,? too boastful of your beauty, once
two hearts joined in close embrace, but now two
stones which well-watered Ida holds. Orpheus prayed
and wished in vain to cross the Styx a second
time, but the keeper drove him back. Seven days
he sat there on the bank in filthy rags and with
no taste of food. Care, anguish of soul, and tears
were his nourishment. Complaining that the gods of

1 A man, unknown, who is said to have turned to stone at

sight of Cerberus led in chains by Hercules.
2 See Index. 3 See Index,
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esse deos Erebi crudeles questus, in altam

se recipit Rhodopen pulsumque aquilonibus Haemum.
Tertius aequoreis inclusum Piscibus annum

finierat Titan, omnemque refugerat Orpheus

femineam Venerem, seu quod male cesserat illi, 80

sive fidem dederat ; multas tamen ardor habebat

iungere se vati, multae doluere repulsae.

ille etiam Thracum populis fuit auctor amorem

in teneros transferre mares citraque inventam

aetatis breve ver et primos carpere Hores. 85
Collis erat collemque super planissima campi

area, quam viridem faciebant graminis herbae :

umbra loco deerat ; qua postquam parte resedit

dis genitus vates et fila sonantia movit,

umbra loco venit : non Chaonis afuit arbor, 90

non nemus Heliadum, non frondibus aesculus altis,

nec tiliae molles, nec fagus et innuba laurus,

et coryli fragiles et fraxinus utilis hastis

enodisque abies curvataque glandibus ilex

et platanus genialis acerque coloribus inpar 095

amnicolacque simul salices et aquatica lotos

perpetuoque virens buxum tenuesque myricae

et bicolor myrtus et bacis caerula tinus,

vos quoque, flexipedes hederae, venistis et una

pampineae vites et amictae vitibus ulmi 100

ornique et piceae pomoque onerata rubenti

arbutus et lentae, victoris praemia, palmae

et suceineta comas hirsutaque vertice pinus,

grata deum matri, siquidem Cybeleius Attis

exuit hac hominem truncoque induruit illo. 105
Adfait huic turbae metas imitata cupressus,
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Frebus were eruel, he betook himself to high Rho-
dope and wind-swept Haemus,

Three times had the sun finished the year and
come to watery Pisces ; and Orpheus had shunned all
love of womankind, whether because of his ill success
in love, or whether he had given his troth once for
all.  Still, many women felt a passion for the bard ;
many grieved for their love repulsed. He set the
example for the people of Thrace of giving his love
to tender boys, and enjoying the springtime and first
flower of their youth.

A hill there was,and on the hill a wide-extending
plain, green with luxuriant grass; but the place was
devoid of shade. When here the heaven-descended
bard sat down and smote his sounding lyre, shade
came to the place. There came the Chaonian oak,
the grove of the Heliades,! the oak with its deep
foliage, the soft linden, the beech, the virgin laurel-
tree, the brittle hazel, the ash, suitable for spear-
shafts, the smooth silver-fir, the ilex-tree bending
with acorns, the pleasant plane, the many-coloured
maple, river-haunting willows, the lotus, lover of
the pools, the evergreen boxwood, the slender tama-
risk, the double-hued myrtle, the viburnum with its
dark-blue berries. You also, pliant-footed ivy, came,
and along with you tendrilled grapes, and the elm-
trees, draped with vines; the mountain-ash, the
forest-pines, the arbute-tree, loaded with ruddy
fruit, the pliant palm, the prize of victory, the
bare-trunked pine with broad, leafy top, pleasing to
the mother of the gods, since Attis, dear to Cybele,
exchanged for this his human form and stiffened in
its trunk.

Amidst this throng came the cone-shaped cypress,

L The poplar-trees.
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nune arbor, puer ante deo dilectus ab illo,

qui citharam nervis et nervis temperat arcum,
namque sacer nymphis Carthaea tenentibus arva
ingens gervus erat, lateque patentibus altas
ipse suo capiti praebebat cornibus umbras,
cornua fulgebant auro, demissaque in armos
pendebant tereti gemmata monilia collo.

bulla super frontem parvis argentea loris
vincta movebatur parilique aetate : nitebant
auribus e geminis circum cava tempora bacae ;
isque metu vacuus naturalique pavore

deposito celebrare domos muleendaque colla
quamlibet ignotis manibus praebere solebat.
sed tamen ante alios, Ceae pulcherrime gentis,
gratus erat, Cyparisse, tibi: tu pabula cervum
ad nova, tu liquidi ducebas fontis ad undam,
tu modo texebas varios per cornua flores,

nune eques in tergo residens hue laetus et illue
mollia purpureis frenabas ora capistris.

Aestus erat mediusque dies, solisque vapore
concava litorei fervebant bracchia Caneri :
fessus in herbosa posuit sua corpora terra
cervus et arborea frigus ducebat ab umbra.
hune puer inprudens iaculo Cyparissus acuto
fixit et, ut saevo morientem vulnere vidit,
velle mori statuit. quae non solacia Phoebus
dixit ! ut hung, leviter pro materiaque doleret,

110

120

130

admonuit ! gemit ille tamen munusque supremum

hoe petit a superis, ut tempore lugeat omni.
jamque per inmensos egesto sanguine fletus
in viridem verti coeperunt membra colorem,
e

L}
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now a tree, but once a boy, beloved by that god who
strings the lyre and strings the bow. = For there was
a mighty stag, sacred to the nymphs who haunt the
Carthaean plains, whose wide-spreading antlers gave
ample shade to his own head. His antlers gleamed
with gold, and down on his shoulders hung a gem-
mounted collar set on his rounded neck. Upon his
forehead a silver boss bound with small thongs was
worn, and worn there from his birth. Pendent from
both his ears, about his hollow temples, were gleam-
ing pearls. He, quite devoid of fear and with none
of his natural shyness, frequented men’s homes and
let even strangers stroke his neck. But more than
to all the rest, O Cyparissus, loveliest of the Cean
race, was he dear to you. ’Twas you who led the
stag to fresh pasturage and to the waters of the clear
spring. Now would you weave bright garlands for
his horns ; now, sitting like a horseman on his back,
now here, now there, would gleefully guide his soft
mouth with purple reins.

"Twas high noon on a summer’s day, when the
spreading claws of the shore-loving Crab were burn-
ing with the sun’s hot rays. Weary, the stag had
lain down upon the grassy earth and was drinking in
the coolness of the forest shade. Him, all unwit-
tingly, the boy, Cyparissus, pierced with a sharp
Javelin,and when he saw him dying of the cruel wound,
he resolved on death himself.  What did not Phoebus
say to comfort him ! How he warned him to grieve
in moderation and consistently with the occasion !
The lad only groaned and begged this as the
boon he most desired from heaven, that he might
mourn for ever. And now, as his life forces were
exhausted by endless weeping, his limbs began to
change to a green colour, and his locks, which but

73



S o el ad e it

OVID

et, modo qui nivea pendebant fronte capilli,

horrida caesaries fieri sumptoque rigore

sidereum gracili spectare cacumine caelum. 140
ingemuit tristisque deus ““lugebere nobis
lugebisque alios aderisque dolentibus ” inquit.

Tale nemus vates attraxerat inque ferarum
concilio medius turba voluerumque sedebat.
ut satis inpulsas temptavit pollice chordas 145
et sensit varios, quamvis diversa sonarent,
concordare modos, hoe vocem carmine movit :

“ab love, Musa parens, (cedunt Iovis omnia
regno,)

carmina nostra move ! Tovis est mihi saepe potestas

dicta prius: cecini plectro graviore Gigantas 150

sparsaque Phlegracis vietricia fulmina campis.

nunc opus est leviore lyra, puerosque canamus

dilectos superis inconcessisque puellas

ignibus attonitas meruisse libidine poenam.

“ Rex superum Phrygii gquondam Ganymedis amore
arsit, et inventum est aliquid, quod Iuppiter esse, 1 56
quam quod erat, mallet. nulla tamen alite verti
dignatur, nisi quae posset sua fulmina ferre.
nec mora, percusso mendacibus aere pennis
abripit Iliaden: qui nune quoque pocula miscet 160
invitaque Iovi neetar lunone ministrat,

“Te quoque, Amyclide, posuisset in acthere Phoebus,
tristia si spatium ponendi fata dedissent.
qua licet, acternus tamen es, quotiensque repellit
ver hiemem, Piscique Aries succedit aquoso, 165
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now overhung his snowy brow, were turned to a
bristling crest, and he became a stiff tree with slender
top looking to the starry heavens. The god groaned
and, full of sadness, said: “You shall be mourned
by me, shall mourn for others, and your place shall
always be where others grieve.”

Such was the grove the bard had drawn, and he
sat, the central figure in an assembly of wild beasts
and birds.  And when he had tried the chords by
touching them with his thumb, and his ears told him
that the notes were in harmony although they were
of different pitch, he raised his voice in this song :
“ From Jove, O Muse, my mother—for all things
yield to the sway of Jove—inspire my song! Oft
have I sung the power of Jove before; I have sung
the giants in a heavier strain, and the victorious bolts
hurled on the Phlegraean plains. But now 1 need
the gentler touch, tor I would sing of boys beloved
by gods, and maidens inflamed by unnatural love and
paying the penalty of their lust.

“The king of the gods once burned with love for
Phrygian Ganymede, and something was found which
Jove would rather be than what he was. Still he did
not deign to take the form of any bird save only that
which could bear his thunderbolts. Without delay
he cleft the air on his lying wings and stole away the
Trojan boy, who even now, though against the will
of Juno, mingles the nectar and attends the cups of
Jove,

“You also, youth of Amyclae,! Phoebus would have
set in the sky, if grim fate had given him time to
sét you there. Still in what fashion you may you
are immortal : as often as spring drives winter out
and the Ram succeeds the watery Fish, so often

1 Hyacinthus,

-
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tu totiens oreris viridique in caespite flores.

te meus ante omnes genitor dilexit, et orbe

in medio positi caruerunt praeside Delphi,

dum deus Eurotan inmunitamque frequentat
Sparten, nec citharae nec sunt in honore sagittae :
inmemor ipse sui non retia ferre recusat, 171

OVID
|
r
|

non tenuisse canes, non per iuga montis iniqui

ire comes, longaque alit adsuetudine flammas.
iamque fere medius Titan venientis et actae
noctis erat spatioque pari distabat utrimque, 1
corpora veste levant et suco pinguis olivi
splendescunt latique ineunt certamina disci.

quem prius aerias libratum Phoebus in auras

misit et oppositas disiecit pondere nubes ; .
receidit in solitam longo post tempore terram IRU}
pondus et exhibuit iunctam cum viribus artem,
protinus inprudens actusque cupidine lusus

-3

o

tollere Taenarides orbem properabat, at illum

dura repercussum subiecit in aera tellus

in vultus, Hyacinthe, tuos. expalluit aeque 185
quam puer ipse deus conlapsosque excipit artus,

et modo te refovet, modo tristia vulnera siccat,
nunc animam admotis fugientem sustinet herbis. '
nil prosunt artes : erat inmedicabile vulnus.

ut, siquis violas rigidumve papaver in horto 100
liliaque infringat fulvis horrentia linguis,

marcida demittant subito caput illa vietum

nee se sustineant spectentque cacumine terram :
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do you come up and blossom on the green turf,
Above all others did my father love you, and Delphi,
set at the very centre of the earth, lacked its pre-
siding deity while the god was haunting Eurotas’
stream and Sparta,! the unwalled. No more has he
thought for zither or for bow. Entirely heedless
of his usual pursuits, he refuses not to bear the nets,
nor hold the dogs in leash, nor go as comrade
along the rough mountain ridges. And so with long
association he feeds his passion’s flame. And now
Titan was about midway “twixt the coming and the
banished night, standing at equal distance from both
extremes ; they strip themselves and, gleaming with
rich olive oil, they try a contest with the broad
discus. This, well poised, Phoebus sent flying through
the air and cleft the opposite clouds with the heavy
iron. Back to the wonted earth after long time it
fell, revealing the hurler’s skill and strength com-
bined, Straightway the Taenarian? youth, heed-
less of danger and moved by eagerness for the game,
ran out to take up the discus. But it bounded back
into the air from the hard earth beneath full in your
face, O Hyacinthus. The god grows deadly pale
even as the boy, and catches up the huddled form;
now he seeks to warm you again, now tries to
staunch your dreadful wound, now strives to stay
your parting soul with healing herbs. But his arts
are of no avail ; the wound is past all cure. Just as
when in a garden, if someone has broken oft violets
or brittle poppies or lilies, still hanging from the
vellow stems, fainting they suddenly droop their
withered heads and can no longer stand erect, but
gaze, with tops bowed low, upon the earth : so the

! The home of Hyacinthus.
2 Poetic for Laconian, or Spartan.
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sic vultus moriens iacet et defecta vigore
ipsa sibi est oneri cervix umerogque recumbit, 195
¢ Jaberis, Oebalide, prima fraudate iuventa,’
Phoebus ait ¢ videoque tuum, mea crimina, vulnus.
tu dolor es facinusque meum : mea dextera leto
inscribenda tuo est. ego sum tibi funeris auctor.
quae mea culpa tamen, nisi si lus’sse vocari 200
culpa potest, nisi culpa potest et amasse vocari ?
atque utinam merito vitam tecumve liceret
reddere ! quod quoniam fatali lege tenemur,
semper eris mecum memorique haerebis in ore.
te lyrd pulsa manu, te carmina nostra sonabunt, 205
flosque novus seripto gemitus imitabere nostros,
tempus et illud erit, quo se fortissimus heros
addat in hune florem folioque legatur eodem.”
talia dum vero memorantur Apollinis ore,
ecce cruor, qui fusus humo signaverat herbas, 210
desinit esse cruor, Tyrioque nitentior ostro
flos oritur formamque capit, quam lilia, si non
purpureus color his, argenteus esset in illis.
non satis hoe Phoebo est (is enim fuit auctor honoris):
ipse suos gemitus foliis inseribit, et AT Al 215
flos habet inscriptum, funestaque littera ducta est.
nec genuisse pudet Sparten Hyacinthon : honorque
durat in hoc aevi, celebrandaque more priorum

annua praelata redeunt Hyacinthia pompa.
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dying face lies prone, the neck, its strength all gone,
cannot sustain its own weight and falls back upon the
shoulders. ¢ Thou art fallen,defrauded of thy youth’s
prime, Oebalides,” ! says Phoebus, ‘and in thy wound
do I see my guilt; thou art my cause of grief and
self-reproach ; my hand must be proclaimed the cause
of thy destruction, I am the author of thy death,
And yet, what is my fault, unless my playing with
thee can be called a fault, unless my loving thee
can be called a fault? And oh, that I might
give up my life for thee, so well-deserving, or give
it up with thee! But since we are held from this
by the laws of fate, thou shalt be always with me, and
shalt stay on my mindful lips. Thee shall my lyre,
struck by my hand, thee shall my songs proclaim. And
as a new flower, by thy markings shalt thou imitate
my groans. Also the time will come when a most
valiant hero? shall be linked with this flower, and
by the same markings shall he be known.” While
Apollo thus spoke with truth-telling lips, behold, the
blood, which had poured out on the ground and
stained the grass, ceased to be blood, and in its place
there sprang a flower brighter than Tyrian dye. It
took the form of the lily, save that the one was of
purple hue, while the other was silvery white. Phoe-
bus, not satisfied with this—for "twas he who wrought
the honouring miracle—himself inscribed his grieving
words upon the leaves, and the flower bore the marks,
Al Al letters of lamentation, drawn thereon. Sparta,
too, was proud that Hyacinthus was her son, and even
to this day his honour still endures ; and still, as the
anniversary returns, as did their sires, they celebrate
the Hyacinthia in solemn festival.
! Descendant of Oebalus, Spartan.
2 Ajax.
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« At si forte roges fecundam Amathunta metallis,
an genuisse velit Propoetidas, abnuat acque 221

atque illos, gemino quondam quibus aspera cornu
frons erat,unde etiam nomen traxere Cerastac.
ante fores horum stabat Tovis Hospitis ara;
ignarus sceleris! quam siquis sanguine tinctam
advena vidisset, mactatos crederet illic
lactantes vitulos Amathusiacasque bidentes :
hospes erat caesus ! sacris offensa nefandis
ipsa suas urbes Ophiusiaque arva parabat
deserere alma Venus. ‘sed quid loca grata, quid urbes
peccavere meae ? quod’ dixit ¢ crimen i illis? 281
exilio poenam potius gens inpia pendat
vel nece vel siquid medium est mortisque fugaeque.
idque quid esse potest, nisi versae poena figurae ?’
dum dubitat, quo mutet eos, ad cornua vultum 235
flexit et admonita est haec illis posse relinqui
grandiaque in torvos transformat membra iuvencos,
«Sunt tamen obscenae Venerem Propoetides ausae

90!
—~—

esse negare deam ; pro quo sua numinis ira
corpora cum fama primae vulgasse feruntur, 240
utque pudor cessit, sanguisque induruit oris,
in rigidum parvo silicem diserimine versae.

% Quas quia Pygmalion aevum per crimen agentis
viderat, offensus vitiis, quae plurima menti
femineae natura dedit, sine coniuge caelebs 245
vivebat thalamique diu consorte carebat.

1 The text is corrupt. Of the many MS. readings and con-
jeotures this of N. Madviy scems best. Lhwald reads in lugubris
celeri t.
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“But if you should chance to ask Amathus, rich
in veins of ore, if she is proud of her Propoetides,
she would repudiate both them and those whose
foreheads once were deformed by two horns, whenes
also they took their name, Cerastae. Before their
gates there used to stand an altar sacred to Jove,
the god of hospitality ; if any stranger, ignorant of
the crime, had seen this altar all smeared with blood,
he would suppose that suckling calves or two-year-
old sheep of Amathus had been sacrificed thereon.
"T'was the blood of slaughtered guests!  Outraged
by these impious sacrifices, fostering Venus was pre-
paring to desert her cities and her Ophiusian plains ;
‘but,” she said, ‘wherein have these pleasant
regions, wherein have my cities sinned? What
crime is there in them? Rather let this impious
race pay the penalty by exile or by death, or by
some punishment midway betwixt death and exile,
And what other can that be than the penalty of a
changed form?’ While she hesitates to what she
shall change them, her eyes fall upon their horns,
and she reminds herself that these can still be left
to them. And so she changes their big bodies into
savage bulls.

“But the foul Propoetides dared to deny the
divinity of Venus. In consequence of this, through
the wrath of the goddess they are said to have been
the first to prostitute their bodies and their fame ;
and as their shame vanished and the blood of their
faces hardened,! they were turned with but small
change to hard stones.

“ Pygmalion had seen these women spending their
lives in shame, and, disgusted with the faults which
in such full measure nature had given the female

L i.e. they lost the power to blush.
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interea niveum mira feliciter arte
sculpsit ebur formamque dedit, qua femina nasci
nulla potest, operisque sui concepit amorem.
virginis est verae facies, quam vivere credas, 250
et, si non obstet reverentia, velle moveri :
ars adeo latet arte sua. miratur et haurit
pectore Pygmalion simulati corporis ignes.
saepe manus operi temptantes admovet, an sit
corpus an illud ebur, nec adhue ebur esse fatetur,
oscula dat reddique putat loquiturque tenetque 256
et credit tactis digitos insidere membris
et metuit, pressos veniat ne livor in artus,
et modo blanditias adhibet, modo grata puellis
munera fert illi conchas teretesque lapillos 260
et parvas volucres et flores mille colorum
liliaque pictasque pilas et ab arbore lapsas
Heliadum laerimas ; ornat quoque vestibus artus,
dat digitis gemmas, dat longa monilia collo,
aure leves bacae, redimicula pectore pendent : 265
cuncta decent ; nec nuda minus formosa videtur.
conlocat hane stratis concha Sidonide tinctis
dapellatque tori sociam adclinataque colla
mollibus in plumis, tamquam sensura, reponit.

“ Festa dies Veneris tota celeberrima Cypro 270
venerat, et pandis inductae cornibus aurum
conciderant ictae nivea cervice iuvencae,

turaque fumabant, cum munere functus ad aras
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mind, he lived unmarried and long was witheut a
partner of his couch. Meanwhile, with wondrous
art he successfully carves a figure out of snowy ivory,
giving it a beauty more perfect than that of any
woman ever born.  And with his own work he falls
in love. The face is that of a real maiden, whom
you would think living and desirous of being moved,
if modesty did not prevent. So does his art conceal
his art. Pygmalion looks in admiration and is in-
flamed with love for this semblance of a form.
Often he lifts his hands to the work to try whether
it be flesh or ivory ; nor does he yet confess it to be
ivory. He kisses it and thinks his kisses are re-
turned. He speaks to it, grasps it and seems to feel
his fingers sink into the limbs when he touches them;
and then he fears lest he leave marks of bruises on
them. Now he addresses it with fond words of love,
now brings it gifts pleasing to girls, shells and smooth
pebbles, little birds and many-hued flowers, and lilies
and coloured balls, with tears! of the Heliadesthatdrop
down from the trees. He drapes its limbs also with
robes, puts gemmed rings upon its fingers and a long
necklace around its neck ; pearls hang from the ears
and chains adorn the breast. All these are beautiful ;
but no less beautiful is the statue unadorned. He
lays it on a bed spread with coverlets of Tyrian hue,
calls it the consort of his couch, and rests its reclin-
ing head upon soft, downy pillows, as if it could
enjoy them.

“And now the festal day of Venus had come,
which all Cyprus thronged to celebrate ; heifers
with spreading horns covered with gold had fallen
‘neath the death-stroke on their snowy necks, and
the altars smoked with incense, Pygmalion, having

1i.e. amber.
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constitit et timide ¢si di dare cuncta potestis,
sit coniunx, opto,” non ausus ° eburnea virgo’ 275
dicere, Pygmalion ‘similis mea * dixit ¢ eburnae.’
sensityut ipsa suis aderat Venus aurea festis,
vota quid illa velint et, amici numinis omen,
flamma ter accensa est apicemque per aera duxit,
ut rediit, simulacra suae petit ille puellae 280
incumbensque toro dedit oscula: visa tepere est;
admovet os iterum, manibus quoque pectora temptat :
temptatum mollescit ebur positoque rigore
subsidit digitis ceditque, ut Hymettia sole
cera remollescit tractataque pollice multas 285
flectitur in facies ipsoque fit utilis usu.
dum stupet et dubie gaudet fallique veretur,
rursus amans rursusque manu sua vota retractat.
corpus erat! saliunt temptatae pollice venae.
tum vero Paphius plenissima concipit heros 290
verba, quibus Veneri grates agat, oraque tandem
ore suo non falsa premit, dataque oscula virgo
sensit et erubuit timidumque ad lumina lumen
attollens pariter cum caelo vidit amantem.
coniugio, quod fecit, adest dea, iamque coactis 205
cornibus in plenum noviens lunaribus orbem
illa Paphon genuit, de qua tenet insula nomen.

“ Editus hac ille est, qui si sine prole fuisset,
inter felices Cinyras potuisset haberi.
dira canam ; procul hine natae, procul este parentes,
aut, mea si vestras muleebunt carmina mentes, 301

desit in hac mihi parte fides, nec credite factum,
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brought his gift to the altar, stood and falteringly
prayed : ‘If ye, O gods, can give all things, I pray
to have as wife he did not dare add ‘my
ivory maid,” but said, ‘one like my ivory maid.!
But golden Venus (for she herself was present at her
feast) knew what that prayer meant; and, as an
omen of her favouring deity, thrice did the flame burn
brightly and leap high in air. When he returned he
sought the image of his maid, and bending over the
couch he kissed her. She seemed warm to his touch.
Again he kissed her, and with his hands also he
touched her breast. The ivory grew soft to his touch
and, its hardness vanishing, gave and yielded beneath
hisfingers, as Hymettian wax grows soft under the sun
and, moulded by the thumb, is easily shaped to many
forms and becomes usable through use itself. The
lover stands amazed, rejoices still in doubt, fears he
is mistaken, and tries his hopes again and yet again
with his hand. Yes, it was real flesh! The veins
were pulsing beneath his testing finger. Then did
the Paphian hero pour out copious thanks to Venus,
and again pressed with his lips real lips at last. The
maiden felt the kisses, blushed and, lifting her timid
cyes up to the light, she saw the sky and her lover
at the same time. The goddess graced with her
presence the marriage she had made; and ere the
ninth moon had brought her crescent to the full, a
daughter was born to them, Paphos, from whom the
island takes its name.

“Cinyras was her son and, had he been without
offspring, might have been counted fortunate. A
horrible tale I have to tell. Far hence be daughters,
far hence, fathers; or, if your minds find pleasure
I my songs, do not give credence to this story, and
believe that it never happened ; or, if you do believe
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vel, si credetis, facti quoque credite poenam.

si tamen admissum sinit hoe natura videri,

gentibus Ismariis et nostro gratulor orbi, 305
gratulor huic terrae, quod abest regionibus illis,
quae tantum genuere nefas : sit dives amomo
cinnamaque costumque suum sudataque ligno

tura ferat floresque alios Panchaia tellus,

dum ferat et murram : tanti nova non fuit arbor. 310
ipse negat nocuisse tibi sua tela Cupido,

Myrrha, facesque suas a crimine vindicat isto ;
stipite te Stygio tumidisque adflavit echidnis

e tribus una soror : scelus est odisse parentem,

hic amor est odio maius scelus.—undique lecti 315
te cupiunt proceres, totoque Oriente iuventa

ad thalami certamen adest : ex omnibus unum

elige, Myrrha, virum, dum ne sit in omnibus unus,
illa quidem sentit foedoque repugnat amori

et secum  quo mente feror ? quid molior ? " inquit

¢ di, precor, et pictas sacrataque iura parentum, 321
hoc prohibete nefas scelerique resistite nostro,

si tamen hoe scelus est.  sed enim damnare negatur
hanc Venerem pietas : coeunt animalia nullo

cetera dilectu, nec habetur turpe iuvencae 325
ferre patrem tergo, fit equo sua filia coniunx,
quasque creavit init pecudes caper, ipsaque, cuius
semine concepta est, ex illo concipit ales.

felices, quibus ista licent ! humana malignas

cura dedit leges, et quod natura remittit, 380
invida iura negant. gentes tamen esse feruntur,

86




METAMORPHOSES BOOK X

it, believe also in the punishment of the deed, If,
however, nature allows a crime like this to show
itself, I congratulate the Ismarian people, and this
our city ; I congratulate this land on being far away
from those regions where such iniquity is possible.
Let the land of Panchaia be rich in Dalsam, let it
bear its cinnamon, its costum, its frankincense
exuding from the trees, its flowers of many sorts,
provided it bear its myrrh-tree, too : a new tree was
not worth so great a price. Cupid himself avers that
his weapons did not harm you, Myrrha, and clears
his torches from that crime of yours. One of the
three sisters with firebrand from the Styx and with
swollen vipers blasted you. ’'Tis a crime to hate
one’s father, but such love as this is a greater crime
than hate. From every side the pick of princes
desire you ; from the whole Orient young men are
here vying for your couch; out of them all choose
one for your husband, Myrrha, only let not one! be
among them all. She, indeed, is fully aware of her
vile passion and fights against it and says within her-
self : “To what is my purpose tending? What am
[ planning ? O gods, I pray you, and piety and the
sacred rights of parents, keep this sin from me and
fight off my crime, if indeed it is a crime. But [ am
not sure, for piety refuses to condemn such love as
this. Other animals mate as they will, nor is ft
thought base for a heifer to endure her sire, nor for
his own offspring to be a horse's mate ; the goat goes
in among the flocks which he has fathered, and the
very birds conceive from those from whom they
were conceived. Happy they who have such privi-
lege! Human civilization has made spiteful laws,
and what nature allows, the jealous laws forbid. And
1 i.e, her father.
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yet they say that there are tribes among whom
mother with son, daughter with father mates, so that
natural love is increased by the double bond. Oh,
wretched me, that it was not my lot to be born there,
and that I am thwarted by the mere accident of
place! Why do I dwell on such things? Avaunt,
lawless desires!  Worthy to be loved is he, but as a
father.—Well, if I were not the daughter of great
Cinyras, to Cinyras could I be joined. But as it is,
because he is mine, he is not mine ; and, while my
very propinquity is my loss, would I as a stranger be
better off 2 It is well to go far away, to leave the
borders of my native land, if only I may flee from
crime ; but unhappy passion keeps the lover here,
that I may see Cinyras face to face, may touch him,
speak with him and kiss him, if nothing else is
grauted. But can you hope for aught else, you un-
natural girl ? Think how many ties, how many names
you are confusing! Will you be the rival of your
mother, the mistress of your father? Will you be
called the sister of your son, the mother of your
brother? And have you no fear of the sisters with
black snakes in their hair, whom guilty souls see
brandishing cruel torches before their eyes and
faces ? But you, while you have not yet sinned in
body, do not conceive sin in your heart, and defile
not great nature’s law with unlawful longing. Grant
that you wish it: facts themselves forbid. He is a
righteous man and heedful of moral law—and oh,
how I wish a like passion were in him !’

““She spoke ; but Cinyras, whom a throng of worthy
suitors caused to doubt what he should do, inquired
of her herself, naming them over, whom slle wished
for husband. She is silent at first and, with gaze
fixed on her father’s face, wavers in doubt, while the
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in quibus et nato genetrix et nata parenti

iungitur, ut pietas geminato crescat amore.

me miseram, quod non nasci mihi contigit illic,

fortunhque loei laedor'—quid in ista revolvor? 335

spes interdictae, discedite ! dignus amari

ille, sed ut pater, est.—ergo, si filia magni

non essem Cinyrae, Cinyrae concumbere possem :

nune, quia iam meus est, non est meus, ipsaque damno

est mihi proximitas, aliena potentior essem ? 340

ire libet procul hine patriacque relinquere fines,

dum scelus effugiam ; retinet malus ardor amantem,

ut praesens spectem Cinyram tangamque loquarque

osculaque admoveam, si nil conceditur ultra.

ultra autem spectare aliquid potes, inpia virgo? 345

et quot confundas et iura et nomina, sentis !

tune eris et matris paelex et adultera patris ?

tune soror nati genetrixque vocabere fratris ?

nec metues atro crinitas angue sorores,

quas facibus saevis oculos atque ora petentes 350

noxia corda vident? at tu, dum corpore non es

passa nefas, animo ne concipe neve potentis

concubitu vetito naturae pollue foedus !

velle puta : res ipsa vetat; pius ille memorque

moris—et o vellem similis furor esset in illo !’ 3835
« Dixerat, at Cinyras, quem copia digna procorum,

quid faciat, dubitare facit, scitatur ab ipsa,

nominibus dietis, cuius velit esse mariti ;

illa silet primo patriisque in vultibus haerens

aestuat et tepido suffundit lumina rore. 360
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virginei Cinyras haee credens esse timoris,
flere vetat siccatque genas atque oscula iungit ;
Myrrha datis nimium gaudet consultaque, qualem
optet habere virum, ¢ similem tibi’ dixit ; at ille
non intellectam vocem conlaudat et © esto 365
tam pia semper ' ait. pietatis nomine dicto
demisit vultus sceleris sibi conseia virgo.

¢ Noctis erat medium, cu'rasque et corpora somnus
solverat ; at virgo Cinyreia pervigil igni
carpitur indomito furiosaque vota retractat 370
et modo desperat, modo vult temptare, pudetque
et cupit, et, quid agat, non invenit, utque securi
saucia trabs ingens, ubi plaga novissima restat,
quo cadat, in dubio est omnique a parte timetur,
sic animus vario labefactus vulnere nutat 375
hue levis atque illuc momentaque sumit utroque,
nec modus et requies, nisi mors, reperitur amoris.,
mors placet. erigitur laqueoque innectere fauces
destinat et zona summo de poste revincta
¢ care, vale, Cinyra, causamque intellege mortis!” 380
dixit et aptabat pallenti vincula collo.

¢ Murmura verborum fidas nutricis ad aures
pervenisse ferunt limen servantis alumnae.
surgit anus reseratque fores mortisque paratae
instrumenta videns spatio conclamat eodem 385
seque ferit scinditque sinus ereptaque collo
vincula dilaniat ; tum denique flere vacavit,
tum dare conplexus laqueique requirere causam,
muta silet virgo terramque inmota tuetur
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warm tears fill her eyes. Cinyras, attributing this to
maidenly alarm, bids her not to weep, dries her
cheeks and kisses her on the lips. Myrrha is too
rejoiced at this and, being asked what kind of
husband she desires, says: ‘One like you." But he
approves her word, not understanding it, and says :
“May you always be so filial.” At the word ¢ filial *
the girl, conscious of her guilt, casts down her eyes.

“It was midnight, and sleep had set free men’s
bodies from their cares ; but the daughter of Cinyras,
sleepless through the night, is consumed by un-
governed passion, renews her mad desires, is filled
now with despair, now with desire to try, feels now
shame and now desire, and finds no plan of action ;
and, just as a great tree, smitten by the axe, when
all but the last blow has been struck, wavers which
way to fall and threatens every side, so her mind,
weakened by many blows, leans unsteadily now this
way and now that, and falteringly turns in both
directions ; and no end nor rest for her passion can
she find save death. She decides on death. She
rises from her couch, resolved to hang herself, and,
tying her girdle to a ceiling-beam, she says : ¢ Fare-
well, dear Cinyras, and know why I die,” and is in
the act of fitting the rope about her death-pale neck.

“They say that the confused sound of her words
came to the ears of the faithful nurse who watched
outside her darling’s door. The old woman rises
and opens the door; and when she sees the pre-
parations for death, all in the same moment she
screams, beats her breasts and rends her garments,
and seizes and snatches off the rope from the girl's
neck.  Then at last she has time to weep, time to
embrace her and ask the reason for the noose. The
girl is stubbornly silent, gazes fixedly on the ground,
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et deprensa dolet tardae conamina mortis. 3450

instat anus canosque suos et inania nudans

ubera per cunas alimentaque prima precatur,

ut sibi committat, quicquid dolet. illa rogantem

aversata gemit; certa est exquirere nutrix

nec solam spondere fidem. ‘dic’ inquit  opemque

me sine ferre tibi : non est mea pigra sencctus. 396

seu furor est, habeo, quae carmine sanet et herbis ;

sive aliquis nocuit, magico lustrabere ritu

ira deum sive est, sacris placabilis ira.

quid rear ulterius? certe fortuna domusque 400

sospes et in eursu est: vivunt genetrixque paterque.'

Myrrha patre audito suspiria duxit ab imo

pectore ; nec nutrix etiamnum coneipit ullum

mente nefas aliguemque tamen praesentit amorem

propositique tenax, quodcumque est, orat, ut ipsi 405

indicet, et gremio lacrimantem tollit anili

atque ita conplectens infirmis membra lacertis

¢ sensimus,” inquit ‘amas! et in hoc mea (pone
timorem)

sedulitas erit apta tibi, nec sentiet umquam

hoc pater.” exiluit gremio furibunda torumque 410

ore premens ‘ discede, precor, miseroque pudori

parce !’ ait ; instanti ¢ discede, aut desine " dixit

¢ quaerere, quid doleam ! scelus est, quod scire laboras.’

borret anus tremulasque manus annisque metuque

tendit et ante pedes supplex procumbit alumnae 4135

et modo blanditur, modo, si non conscia fiat,

terret et indicium laquei coeptaeque minatur
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and grieves that her attempt at death, all too slow,
has been detected. The old woman insists, bares
her white hair and thin breasts, and begs by the
girl’s cradle and her first nourishment that she trust
to her nurse her cause of grief. The girl turns away
from her pleadings with a groan. The nurse is
determined to find out, and promises more than
confidence. ¢ Tell me,” she says, ‘and let me help
you ; my old age is not without resources. If it be
madness, I have healing-charins and herbs; or if
someone has worked an evil spell on you, you shall
be purified with magic rites ; or if the gods are
wroth with you, wrath may be appeased by sacrifice,
What further can I think ? Surely your household
fortunes are prosperous as usual ; your mother and
your father are alive and well.” "At the name of
father Myrrha sighed deeply from the bottom of her
heart. Even now the nurse had no conception of
any evil in the girl’s soul, and yet she had a presen-
timent that it was some love affair, and with per-
sistent purpose she begged her to tell her whatever
it was. She took the weeping girl on her aged bosom,
and so holding her in her feeble arms she said : ¢ I
know, you are in love ! and in this affair I shall be
entirely devoted to your service, have no fear ; nor
shall your father ever know.” With a bound the
mad girl leaped from her bosom and, burying her
face in her couch, she said: ‘ Please, go away or
stop asking why I grieve. It is a crime, what you
want so much to know.” The old woman is horrified
and, stretching out her hands trembling with age
and fear, she falls pleadingly at her nursling’s feet,
Now coaxing and now frightening her if she does not
tell; she both threatens to report the affair of the
noose and attempt at death, and promises her help
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mortis et officium commisso spondet amori.
extulit illa caput lacrimisque inplevit obortis
pectora nutricis conataque saepe fateri 420
saepe tenet vocem pudibundaque vestibus ora
texit et <o’ dixit ¢ felicem coniuge matrem !’
hactenus, et gemuit.  gelidus nutricis in artus
ossaque (sensit enim) penetrat tremor, albaque toto
vertice canities rigidis stetit hirta capillis, 425
multaque, ut excuteret diros, si posset, amores,
addidit, at virgo scit se non falsa moneri ;
certa mori tamen est, si non potiatur amore.
¢ vive,’ ait haec, ¢ potiere tuo’—et, non ausa ¢ parente’
dicere, conticuit promissaque numine firmat. 430

¢ Festa piae Cereris celebrabant annua matres
illa, quibus nivea velatae corpora veste
primitias frugum dant spicea serta suarum
perque novem noctes venerem tactusque viriles
in vetitis numerant : turba Cenchreis in illa 435
regis adest coniunx arcanaque sacra frequentat.
ergo legitima vacuus dum coniuge lectus,
nacta gravem vino Cinyram male sedula nutrix,
nomine mentito veros exponit amores

et faciem laudat; quaesitis virginis annis 440
¢ par’ ait “est Myrrhae.” quam postquam adducere
iussa est

utque domum rediit, * gaude, mea ’ dixit ¢ alumna :

vieimus !’ infelix non toto pectore sentit

laetitiam virgo, praesagaque pectora maerent,

sed tamen et gaudet : tanta est discordia mentis. 445
“ Tempus erat, quo cuncta silent, interque triones

flexerat obliquo plaustrum temone Bootes :
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if she will confess her love. The girl lifts her head
and fills her nurse’s bosom with her rising tears;
often she tries to confess, and often checks her
words and hides her shamed face in herrobes. Then
she says: <O mother, blest in your husband !’—
only so much, and groans. Cold horror stole through
the nurse’s frame (for she understood), and her
white hair stood up stifly over all her head, and
she said many things to banish, if she might, the
mad passion. The girl knew that she was truly
warned ; still she was resolved on death if she
could not have her desire. ¢Live then,” said the
other, “ have your’ —she did not dare say ¢ father "
she said no more, calling on Heaven to confirm her
promises.

“ It was the time when married women were cele-
brating that annual festival of Ceres at which with
snowy bodies closely robed they bring garlands of
wheaten ears as the first offerings of their fruits, and
for nine nights they count love and the touch of man
among things forbidden. In that throng was Cen-
chreis, wife of the king, in constant attendance on
the secret rites. And so since the king’s bed was
deprived of his lawful wife, the over-officious nurse,
finding Cinyras drunk with wine, told him of one
who loved him truly, giving a false name, and praised
her beauty, When he asked the maiden’s age, she
said : The same as Myrrha’s.” Bidden to fetch her,
when she had reached home she cried : ‘ Rejoice,
my child, we win!’ The unhappy girl felt no joy in
all her heart, and her mind was filled with sad fore-
bodings ; but still she did also rejoice ; so inconsis-
tent were her feelings.

“It was the time when all things are at rest, and
between the Bears Boites had turned his wain with
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ad facinus venit illa suum ; fugit aurea caelo

luna, tegunt nigrae latitantia sidera nubes ;

nox caret igne suo; primus tegis, Icare, vultus, 450 F
Erigoneque pio sacrata parentis amore. '
ter pedis offensi signo est revocata, ter omen
funereus bubo letali carmine fecit:

it tamen, et tenebrae minuunt noxque atra pudorem; ‘
nutricisque manum laeva tenet, altera motu 455 |
eaecum iter explorat. thalami iam limina tangit,
iamque fores aperit, iam ducitur intus: at illi

poplite succiduo genua intremuere, fugitque

et color et sanguis, animusque relinquit euntem.
quoque suo propior sceleri est, magis horret, et ausi 1
paenitet, et vellet non cognita posse reverti. 461
cunctantem longaeva manu deducit et alto
admotam lecto cum traderet < accipe,’ dixit,
“jsta tua est, Cinyra’ devotaque corpora iunxit.
accipit obsceno genitor sua viscera lecto 405
virgineosque metus levat hortaturque timentem.
forsitan aetatis quoque nomine *filia~ dixit,
dixit et illa ¢ pater,’ sceleri ne nomina desint.

“ Plena patris thalamis excedit et inpia diro
semina fert utero conceptaque crimina portat. 410
postera nox facinus geminat, nec finis in illa est,

cum tandem Cinyras, avidus cognoscere amantem
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down-pointing pole.! She came to her guilty deed.
The golden moon fled from the sky ; the stars hid
themselves behind black clouds; night was without
her usual fires. You were the first, Icarus, to cover
your face, and you, Erigone, deified for your pious
love of your father. Thrice was Myrrha stopped
by the omen of the stumbling foot; thrice did the
funereal screech-owl warn her by his uncanny cry :
still on she went, her shame lessened by the black
- shadows of the night. With her left hand she holds
- fast to her nurse, and with the other she gropes
~ her way through the dark. Now she reaches the
threshold of the chamber, now she opens the door,
now is led within. But her knees tremble and sink
beneath her; colour and blood flee from her face,
and her senses desert her as she goes. The nearer
- she is to her crime, the more she shudders at it,
[ repents her of her boldness, would gladly turn back
unrecognized, As she holds back, the aged crone
leads her by the hand to the side of the high bed
and, delivering her over, says: ¢ Take her, Cinyras,
she is yours’; and leaves the doomed pair together.
The father receives his own flesh in his incestuous
bed, strives to calm her girlish fears, and speaks
encouragingly to the shrinking girl. It chanced,
by a name appropriate to her age, he called her
‘daughter,’ and she called him ¢ father,” that
~ names might not be lacking to their guilt,
r “Forth from the chamber she went, full of her
father, with crime conceived within her womb. The
next night repeated their guilt, nor was that the end.
At length Cinyras, eager to recognize his mistress

1At midnight these constellations attain their highest
point in the heavens, and thereafter begin their downward
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post tot concubitus, inlato lumine vidit
et scelus et natam verbisque dolore retentis
pendenti nitidum vagina deripit ensem ; 475
Myrrha ‘fugit : tenebrisque et caecae munere noctis
intercepta neci est latosque vagata per agros
palmiferos Arabas Panchaeaque rura relinquit
perque novem erravit redeuntis cornua lunae,
cum tandem terra requievit fessa Sabaea ; 480
vixque uteri portabat onus. tum nescia voti
atque inter mortisque metus et taedia vitae
est tales conplexa preces: € o siqua patetis
numina confessis, merui nec triste recuso
supplicium, sed ne violem vivosque superstes 485
mortuaque exstinctos, ambobus pellite regnis
mutataeque mihi vitamque necemque negate !’
numen confessis aliquod patet : ultima certe
vota suos habuere deos. nam crura loquentis
terra supervenit, ruptosque obliqua per ungues 490
porrigitur radix, longi firmamina trunci,
ossaque robur agunt, mediaque manente medulla
sanguis it in sucos, in magnos bracchia ramos,
in parvos digiti, duratur cortice pellis.
iamque gravem crescens uterum perstrinxerat arbor
pectoraque obruerat collumque operire parabat : 496
non tulit illa moram venientique obvia ligno
subsedit mersitque suos in cortice vultus.
quae quamquam amisit veteres cum corpore sensus,
flet tamen, et tepidae manant ex arbore guttae. 500
est honor et lacrimis, stillataque robore murra
nomen erile tenet nulloque tacebitur aevo,
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after so many meetings, brought in a light and beheld
his crime and his daughter. Speechless with woe,
he snatched his bright sword from the sheath which
hung near by. Myrrha fled and escaped death by
grace of the shades of the dark night. Groping her
way through the broad fields, she left palm-bearing

~ Arabia and the Panchaean country; then, after nine

months of wandering, in utter weariness she rested
at last in the Sabaean land. And now she could
scarce bear the burden of her womb. Not knowing
what to pray for,and in a strait betwixt fear of death
and weariness of life, she summed up her wishes in
this prayer: <O gods, if any there be who will listen
to my prayer, I do not refuse the dire punishment I
have deserved ; but lest, surviving, I offend the living,
and, dying, L, offend the dead, drive me from both
realms; change me and refuse me both life and
death!’ Some god did listen to her prayer; her
last petition had its answering gods. For even as she
spoke the earth closed over her legs; roots burst
forth from her toes and stretched out on either side
the supports of the high trunk; her bones gained
strength, and, while the central pith remained the
same, her blood changed to sap, her arms to long
branches, her fingers to twigs, her skin to hard bark.
And now the growing tree had closely bound her
heavy womb, had buried her breast and was just
covering her neck; but she could not endure the
delay and, meeting the rising wood, she sank down
and plunged her face in the bark. Though she has
lost her old-time feelings with her body, still she
weeps, and the warm drops trickle down from the
tree. Even the tears have fame, and the myrrh which
distils from the tree-trunk keeps the name of its mis-
tress and will be remembered through all the ages.
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* At male conceptus sub robore ereverat infans
quaerebatque viam, qua se genetrice relicta
exse reret ; media grav idus tumet arbore venter. 505
tendit onus matrem ; neque habent sua verba dolores,
nec Lucina potest parientis voce vocari.
nitenti tamen est similis curvataque crebros
dat gemitus arbor lacrimisque cadentibus umet.
constitit ad ramos mitis Lucina dolentis 510
admovitque manus et verba puerpera dixit :
arbor agit rimas et fissa cortice vivum
reddit onus, vagitque puer ; quem mollibus herbis
naides inpositum lacrimis unxere parentis.
laudaret faciem Livor quoque ; qualia namque 515
corpora nudorum tabula pinguntur Amorum,
talis erat, sed, ne faciat discrimina cultus,
aut huic adde leves, aut illi deme pharetras.

« Labitur occulte fallitque volatilis aetas,
et nihil est annis velocius: ille sorore 520
natus avoque suo, qui conditus arbore nuper,
nuper erat genitus, modo formosissimus infans,
iam iuvenis, iam vir, iam se formosior ipso est,
iam placet et Veneri matrisque ulciscitur ignes.
namque pharetratus dum dat puer oscula matri, 525
inscius exstanti destrinxit harundine pectus ;
laesa manu natum dea reppulit : altius actum
vulnus erat specie primoque fefellerat ipsam.
capta viri forma non iam Cythereia curat
litora, non alto repetit Paphon aequore cinctam 550
piscosamque Cnidon gravidamve Amathunta metallis;
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“ But the misbegotten child had grown within the
wood, and was now seeking a way by which it might
leave its motherand come forth.  The pregnant tree
swells in mid-trunk, the weight within straining on
its mother. The birth-pangs cannot voice them-
selves, nor can Lucina be called upon in the words
of one in travail. = Still, like a woman in agony, the
tree bends itself, groans oft, and is wet with fall-
ing tears. Pitying Lucina stood near the groaning
branches, laid her hands on them, and uttered
charms to aid the birth. Then the tree cracked
open, the bark was rent asunder, and it gave forth
its living burden, a wailing baby-boy. The naiads
laid him on soft leaves and anointed him with his
mother’s tears. Even Envy would praise his beauty,
for he looked like one of the naked loves portrayed
on canvas. But, that dress may make no distinction,
you should either give the one a light quiver or take
it from the other.

“Time glides by imperceptibly and cheats us in its
flight, and nothing is swifter than the years. That
son of his sister and his grandfather, who was but
lately concealed within his parent tree, but lately
born, then a most lovely baby-boy, is now a youth,
now man, now more beautiful than his former self;
now he excites even Venus' love, and avenges his
mother’s passion. For while the goddess’ son, with
quiver on shoulder, was kissing his mother, he chanced
unwittingly to graze her breast with a projecting
arrow. The wounded goddess pushed her son away ;
but the scratch had gone deeper than she thought,
and she herself was at first deceived. Now, smitten
with the beauty of a mortal, she cares no more for
the borders of Cythera, nor does she seek Paphos,
girt by the deep sea, nor fish-haunted Cnidos, nor
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abstinet et caelo : caelo praefertur Adonis.
hune tenet, huic comes est adsuetaque semper in
umbra ]

indulgere sibi formamque augere colendo "
per iuga, per silvas dumosaque saxa vagatur 585
fine genu vestem ritu succincta Dianae

hortaturque canes tutaeque animalia praedae, s
aut pronos lepores aut celsum in cornua cervam ;
aut agitat dammas; a fortibus abstinet apris ‘
raptoresque lupos armatosque unguibus ursos 540
vitat et armenti saturatos caede leones.

te quoque, ut hos timeas, siquid prodesse monendo
posset, Adoni, monet, ¢ fortis'que fugacibus esto’
inquit; ‘in audaces non est audacia tuta.

parce meo, iuvenis, temerarius esse periclo, 545
neve feras, quibus arma dedit natura, lacesse,

stet mihi ne magno tua gloria. non movet aetas

nec facies nec quae Venerem movere, leones
saetigeresque sues oculosque animosque ferarum.
fulmen habent acres in aduncis dentibus apri, 550
impetus est fulvis et vasta leonibus ira,

invisumque mihi genus est.” quae causa, roganti

¢ dicam,’ ait ¢ et veteris monstrum mirabere culpac.
sed labor insolitus iam me lassavit, et, ecce,

opportuna sua blanditur populus umbra, 555
datque torum caespes : libet hac requiescere tecum '
(et requievit) ¢ humo ' pressitque et gramen et ipsut
“inque sinu iuvenis posita cervice reclinis
~ sie ait ac mediis interserit oscula verbis :
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Amathus, rich in precious ores. She stays away even
from the skies; Adonis is preferred to heaven. She
holds him fast, is his companion and, though her
wont has always been to take her ease in the shade,
and to enhance her beauty by fostering it, now, over
mountain ridges, through the woods, over rocky places
set with thorns, she ranges with her garments girt up
to her knees after the manner of Diana. She also
cheers on the hounds and pursues those creatures
which are safe to hunt, such as the headlong hares,
or the stag with high-branching horns, or the timid
doe; but from strong wild boars she keeps away, and
from ravenous wolves, and she avoids bears, armed
with claws, and lions reeking with the slaughter of
cattle. She warns you, too, Adonis, to fear these
beasts, if only it were of any avail to warn, ¢ Be brave
against timorous creatures,” she says; “ but against
bold creatures boldness is not safe. Do not be rash,
dear boy, at my risk ; and do not provoke those beasts
which nature has well armed, lest your glory be at
great cost to me. Neither youth nor beauty, nor the
things which have moved Venus, move lions and
bristling boars and the eyes and minds of wild beasts.
Boars have the force of a lightning stroke in their
curving tusks, and the impetuous wrath of tawny
lions is irresistible. I fearand hate themall.” When
he asks her why, she says: ¢ I will tell, and you shall
marvel at the monstrous outcome of an ancient crime.
But now I am aweary with my unaccustomed toil ;
and see, a poplar, happily at hand, invites us with its
shade, and here is grassy turf for couch. I would fain
rest here on the grass with you’ So saying, she
reclined upon the grass and, pillowing her head
against his breast and mingling kisses with her words,
she told the following tale :
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¢ ¢ Forsitan audieris aliquam certamine cursus 560
veloces superasse viros : non fabula ramor
ille fuit’, superabat enim. nec dicere posses,
laude pedum formaene bono praestantior esset.
scitanti deus huic de coniuge “ coniuge " dixit
“ nil opus est, Atalanta, tibi: fuge coniugis usum. 565
nec tamen effugies teque ipsa viva carebis.”
territa sorte dei per opacas innuba silvas
vivit et instantem turbam violenta procorum
condicione fugat, “ nec sum potienda, nisi ” inquit
“ yicta prius cursu, pedibus contendite mecum: 570
praemia veloci coniunx thalamique dabuntur,
mors pretium tardis : ea lex certaminis esto.”
illa quidem inmitis, sed (tanta potentia formae est)
venit ad hanc legem temeraria turba procorum.
sederat Hippomenes cursus spectator iniqui 575
et “ petitur cuiquam per tanta pericula coniunx?”
dixerat ac nimios iuvenum damnarat amores ; ¢
ut faciem et posito corpus velamine vidit,
quale meum, vel quale tuum, si femina fias,
obstipuit tollensque manus “ignoscite,” dixit 580
“ quos modo culpavi! nondum mihi praemia nota,
quae peteretis, erant.” laudando concipit ignes
et, ne quis iuvenum currat velocius, optat
invidiaque timet. “sed cur certaminis huius
intemptata mihi fortuna relinquitur ?” inquit
“audentes deus ipse iuvat!” dum talia secum

m Hippomenes, passu volat alite virgo.

o
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“¢You may, perchance, have heard of a maid who

- surpassed swift-footed men in the contest of the race.
~ And that was no idle tale, for she did surpass them.
Nor could you say whether her fleetness or her beauty
was more worthy of your praise. Now when this maid
consulted the oracle about a husband, the god replied :

“ A husband will be your bane, O Atalanta; flee

- from the intercourse of husband ; and yet you will
- not flee, and, though living, you will lose yourself.”
- Terrified by the oracle of the god, she ljved unwedded
in the shady woods, and with harsh terms she re-
pulsed the insistent throng of suitors. I am not to
be won,” she said, “ till I be conquered first in speed.
Contest the race with me, Wife and couch shall be
given as prize unto the swift, but death shall be the
reward of those who lag behind. Be that the con-
dition of the race.” She, in truth, was pitiless, but
- such was the witchery of her beauty, even on this
condition a rash throng of suitors came to try their
fate. Now Hippomenes had taken his seat as a
spectator of this cruel race, and had exclaimed :
“Who would seek a wife at so great peril to him-
~self?” and he had condemned the young men for
their headstrong love. But when he saw her face
and her disrobed form, such beauty as is mine, or as
would be yours if you were a woman, he was amazed
and, stretching out his hands, he cried: ¢ Forgive
me, y¢ whom but now I blamed. I did not yet
realize the worth of the prize you strove for.” As
he praises, his own heart takes fire and he hopes that
- Bone of the youths may outstrip her in the race, and
- s filled with jealous fears. “ But why is my fortune
I this contest left untried > ” he cries. * God himself
7; € those who dare.” While thus Hippomenes
~ Was weighing the matter in his mind, the girl sped by
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quae quamquam Scythica non setius ire sagitta
Aonio visa est iuveni, tamen ille decorem
miratdr magis : et cursus facit ille decorem. 500
aura refert ablata citis talaria plantis,
tergaque iactantur crines per eburnea, quaeque
poplitibus suberant picto genualia limbo ;
inque puellari corpus candore ruborem
traxerat, haud aliter, quam cum super atria velum
candida purpureum simulatas inficit umbras. 506
dum notat haec hospes, decursa novissima meta esf,
et tegitur festa victrix Atalanta corona.
dant gemitum victi penduntque ex foedere poenas
«¢Non tamen eventu iuvenis deterritus horum
constitit in medio vultuque in virgine fixo il]
% quid facilem titulum superando quaeris inertes ?
mecum confer’” ait. “seu me fortuna potentem
fecerit, a tanto non indignabere vinci :
namque mihi genitor Megareus Onchestius, illi 60
est Neptunus avus, pronepos ego regis aquarum,
nec virtus citra genus est; seu vinear, habebis
Hippomene victo magnum et memorabile nomen.”
talia dicentem molli Schoeneia vultu
aspicit et dubitat, superari an vincere malit,
atque ita “ quis deus hunc formosis ” inquit iniqu
perdere vult caraeque iubet discrimine vitae
coniugium petere hoc ? non sum, me judice, tanti
nec forma tangor, (poteram tamen hac quoque tat:
sed quod adhuc puer est; non me movet ipsc.’
aetas. ol
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on winged feet. Though she seemed to the Aonian
youth to go not less swiftly than a Scythian arrow,
yet he admired her beauty still more. And the
running gave a beauty of its own. The breeze bore
back the streaming pinions on her flying feet, her
hair was tossed over her white shoulders ; the bright-
bordered ribbons at her knees were fluttering, and
over her fair girlish body a pink flush came, just
~as when a purple awning, drawn over a marble hall,
stains it with borrowed hues. While the stranger
marked all this, the last goal was passed, and Atalanta
was ecrowned victor with a festal wreath. But the
conquered youths with groans paid the penalty
according to the bond.

“¢Not deterred by the experience of these, how-
ever, Hippomenes stood forth and, fixing his eyes
upon the girl, exclaimed: “Why do you seek an
easily won renown by conquering sluggish youth ?
Come, strive with me! If fortune shall give me the
victory, "twill be no shame for you to be overcome by
so great a foe. For Megareus of Onchestus is my
father and his grandfather is Neptune ; hence I am
the great-grandson of the king of the waters. Nor
is my manly worth less than my race. Or, if I shall
be defeated, you will have a great and memorable
name for the conquest of Hippomenes.” As he said
this, the daughter of Schoeneus gazed on him with
softening eyes, being in a strait betwixt her desire to
conquer and to be conquered. And thus she spoke :
* t god, envious of beauteous youths, wishes to
destroy this one, and prompts him to seek wedlock
With me at the risk of his own dear life? I am not
Worth so great a price, if I am the judge. Nor is
his beauty that touches me—and yet I could be
by this as well—but the fact that he is still
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quid, quod inest virtus et mens interrita leti?
quid, quod ab aequorea numeratur origine quartus?
quid, quod amat tantique putat conubia nostra,
ut pereat, si me fors illi dura negarit ?
dum licet, hospes, abi thalamosque relinque cruentos.
coniugium crudele meum est, tibi nubere nulla 621
nolet, et optari potes a sapiente puella.—
cur tamen est mihi cura tui tot iam ante peremptis?
viderit ! intereat, quoniam tot caede procorum
admonitus non est agiturque in taedia vitae.— 623
occidet hic igitur, voluit quia vivere mecum,
indignamque necem pretium patietur amoris ?
non erit invidiae victoria nostra ferendae.
sed non culpa mea est! utinam desistere velles,
aut, quoniam es demens, utinam velocior esses! 630
a! quam virgineus puerili vultus in ore est !
a ! miser Hippomene, nollem tibi visa fuissem !
vivere dignus eras. quodsi felicior essem,
nec mihi coniugium fata inportuna negarent,
unus eras, cum quo sociare cubilia vellem.” 633
dixerat, utque rudis primoque cupidine tacta,
quid facit, ignorans amat et non sentit amorem.

“¢ [am solitos poscunt cursus populusque paterqué
cum me sollicita proles Neptunia voce
invocat Hippomenes * Cytherea,” que ¢ conprecoh

ausis 64

adsit ™" ait “ nostris et quos dedit, adiuvet ignes.”
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but a boy. It is not he himself who moves me, but
his youth. What of his manly courage and his soul
fearless of death? What that he claims by birth to
be the fourth from the monarch of the seas? What
of his love for me, and that he counts marriage with
me of so great worth that he would perish if cruel
fate denies me to him? O stranger, go hence while
still you may ; flee from this bloody wedlock. Mar-
riage with me is a fatal thing. No other maiden will
refuse to wed you, and it may well be that a wiser
girl will seek your love.—Yet why this care for you,
since so many have already perished > Let him look
to himself! let him perish, too, since by the death of
so many suitors he was not warned, and cares so little
for his life—And shall he die, because he wished
to live with me, and suffer undeserved death as the
penalty of love? My victory will be attended by
unbearable hatred against me. But the fault is none
of mine. O sir, I would that you might desist, or,
since you are so madly set upon it, would that you
might prove the swifter! Ah, how girlish is his
youthful face ! Ah, poor Hippomenes, I would that
you had never looked on me! You were so worthy
of life. But if I were of happier fortune, and if the
harsh fates did not deny me marriage, you were the
only he with whom I should want to share my couch.”

speaks the maid ; and, all untutored, feeling for
the first time the impulse of love, ignorant of what
she does, she loves and knows it not.

“* Meanwhile the people and her father demanded
the accustomed race. - Then did the Neptunian youth,
Hippornenes, with suppliant voice eall on me: «Q
may Cytherea,” he said, “be near, I pray, and assist
the thing I dare and smile upon the love which she

given.” A kindly breeze bore this soft prayer to
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detulit aura preces ad nie non invida blandas :
motaque sum, fateor, nec opis mora longa dabatur.
est ager, md1genae Tamasenum nomine dicunt,
telluris Cypriae pars optima, quam mihi prisci 645
sacravere senes templisque accedere dotem
hanec iussere meis ; medio nitet arbor in arvo,
fulva comas, fulvo ramis crepitantibus auro :
hine tria forte mea veniens decerpta ferebam
aurea poma manu nullique videnda nisi ipsi 630
Hippomenen adii docuique, quis usus in illis.
signa tubae dederant, cum carcere pronus uterque
emicat et summam celeri pede libat harenam :
posse putes illos sicco freta radere passu
et segetis canae stantes percurrere aristas. 653
adiciunt animos iuveni clamorque favorque
verbaque dicentum ““ nunc, nunc incumbere tempus!
Hippomene, propera ! nunc viribus utere totis !
pelle moram : vinces !” dubium, Megareius heros
gaudeat an virgo magis his Schoeneia dictis. 660
o quotiens, cum iam posset transire, morata est
spectatosque diu vultus invita reliquit!
aridus e lasso veniebat anhelitus ore,
metaque erat longe}: tum denique de tribus unum
fetibus arboreis proles Neptunia misit. 668
obstipuit virgo nitidique cupidine pomi
declinat cursus aurumque volubile tollit ;

~ praeterit Hippomenes : resonant spectacula plausu.
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me and I confess it moved my heart. And there

was but scanty time to give him aid. There is a

field, the natives call it the field of Tamasus, the

richest portion of the Cyprian land, which in ancient
! times men set apart to me and bade my temples be
- enriched with this. Within this field there stands a
tree gleaming with golden leaves and its branches
crackle with the same bright gold. Fresh come from
there, I chanced to have in my hand three golden
apples which I had plucked. Revealing myselfto no
one save to him, I approached Hippomenes and
taught him how to use the apples. The trumpets
had sounded for the race, when they both, crouching
low, flashed forth from their stalls and skimmed the
surface of the sandy course with flying feet. You
would think that they could graze the sea with un-
wet feet and pass lightly over the ripened heads of
the standing grain. The youth was cheered on by
shouts of applause and the words of those who cried
to him: “ Now, now is the time to bend to the
- work, Hippomenes! Goon! Now use your utmost
strength!  No tarrying! You're sure to win!” It
is a matter of doubt whether the heroic son of
' Megareus or the daughter of Schoeneus took more
Ey of these words. Oh, how often, when she could

Ve passed him, did she delay and after gazing long
upon his face reluctantly leave him behind! And
now dry, panting breath came from his weary throat
and the goal was still far away. Then at length did
Neptune’s scion throw one of the three golden
"Pples. The maid beheld it with wonder and, eager
O possess the shining fruit, she turned out of her
orse and picked up the flying golden thing.
_'Ppomenes passed her by while the spectators

D]

vared their applause, She by a burst of speed made
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illa moram celeri cessataque tempora cursu |
cormigit atque iterum iuvenem post terga relinquit:
et rursus pomi iactu remorata secundi 671
consequitur transitque virum. pars ultima cursus
restabat ; “nunc’’ inquit “ ades, dea muneris auctor
inque latus campi, quo tardius illa rediret,
iecit ab obliquo nitidum iuvenaliter aurum. 675
an peteret, virgo visa est dubitare : coegi
tollere et adieci sublato pondera malo
inpediique oneris pariter gravitate moraque,
neve meus sermo cursu sit tardior ipso, |
praeterita est virgo : duxit sua praemia victor. (0 |

££ Dignane; cui grates ageret, cui turis honorem
ferret, Adoni, fui ? nec grates inmemor egit,
nee mihi tura dedit. subitam convertor in iram,
contemptuque dolens, ne sim spernenda futuris,

d:mplo caveo meque ipsa exhortor in ambos : 0%
w., deum Matri quae quondam clarus Echion
" ‘ex voto, nemorosis abdita silvis,

S w et iter longum requiescere suasit ;
ﬁ concubitus intempestiva cupido |
: Hippomenen a numine concita nostro. 0’
s exigui fuerat prope templa recessus,

€ ﬁmiﬁs, nativo pumice tectus,

r prisca, quo multa sacerdos
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up for her delay and the time that she had lost, and
again left the youth behind her. Again she delayed
at the tossing of the second apple, followed and
passed the man. The last part of the course remained.
*“Now be near me, goddess, author of my gift!” he
said, and obliquely into a side of the field, returning
whence she would lose much time, with all his youth-
ful strength he threw the shining gold. The girl
seemed to hesitate whether or no_she should go after
it. [ forced her to take it up, and added weight to
the fruit she carried, and so impeded her equally
with the weight of her burden and with her loss of
time. And, lest my story be longer than the race
itself, the maiden was outstripped ; the victor led
away his prize.

“¢And was I not worthy, Adonis, of being thanked
and of having the honour of incense paid to me >
But, forgetful of my services, he neither thanked nor

ered incense to me. Then was 1 changed to sudden
wrath and, smarting under the slight, and resolved
not to be slighted in the future, I decided to make
an example of them, and urged myself on against
them both. They were passing by a temple deep
- hidden in the woods, which in ancient times illus-

trious Echion had built to the mother® of the gods in
Payment of a vow ; and the long journey persuaded
to rest. There incontinent desire seized on
enes, who was under the spell of my divinity.

: y the temple was a dimly lighted, cave-like
Place, built of soft native rock, hallowed by ancient

Ous veneration, where the priest had set many
Woo images of the olden gods. This place he
€ntered ; this holy presence he defiled by lust. The

Ted images turned away their eyes. The tower-
¢ 1 Cybele,
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lignea contulerat veterum simulacra deorum ;
hunc, init et vetito temerat sacraria probro. 695
sacra retorserunt oculos, turritaque Mater
an Stygia sontes dubitavit mergeret unda :
poena levis visa est ; ergo modo levia fulvae
colla iubae velant, digiti curvantur in ungues,
ex umeris armi fiunt, in pectora totum 700
pondus abit, summae cauda verruntur harenae ;
iram vultus habet, pro verbis murmura reddunt,
pro thalamis celebrant silvas aliisque timendi
dente premunt domito Cybeleia frena leones.
hos tu, care mihi, cumque his genus omne ferarum, 705
quod non terga fugae, sed pugnae pectora praebet,
effuge, ne virtus tua sit damnosa duobus !’

“ [lla quidem monuit iunctisque per aera cygnis
carpit iter, sed stat monitis contraria virtus.
forte suem latebris vestigia certa secuti 710
excivere canes, silvisque exire parantem
fixerat obliquo iuvenis Cinyreius ictu :
protinus excussit pando venabula rostro
sanguine tincta suo trepidumque et tuta petentem
trux aper insequitur totosque sub inguine dentes 715
abdidit et fulva moribundum stravit harena.
vecta levi curru medias Cytherea per auras
Cypron olorinis nondum pervenerat alis :
agnovit longe gemitum morientis et albas
flexit aves illue, utque aethere vidit ab alto 720
exanimem inque suo jactantem sanguine corpus,
desiluit pariterque sinum pariterque capillos
rupit et indignis percussit pectora palmis
questaque cum fatis ‘ at non tamen omnia vestri
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crowned Mother was on the verge of plunging the
guilty pair beneath the waves of Styx; but the
punishment seemed light. And so tawny manes
covered their necks but now smooth, their fingers
curved into claws, their arms changed to legs, their
weight went chiefly to their chests, with tails they
swept the surface of the sandy ground. Harsh were
their features, rough growls they gave for speech,
and for marriage chamber they haunted the wild
woods. And now as lions, to others terrible, with
tamed mouths they champed the bits of Cybele.
These beasts, and with them all other savage things
which turn not their backs in flight, but offer their
breasts to battle, do you, for my sake, dear boy, avoid,
lest your manly courage be the ruin of us both.’
“Thus the goddess warned and through the air,
drawn by her swans, she took her way ; but the
boy's manly courage would not brook advice. It
chanced his hounds, following a well-marked trail,
roused up a wild boar from his hiding-place ; and, as
he was rushing from the wood, the young grandson
of Cinyras pierced him with a glancing blow.
Straightway the fierce boar with his curved snout
rooted out the spear wet with his blood, and pursued
the youth, now full of fear and running for his life ;
deep in the groin he sank his long tusks, and
stretched the dying boy upon the yellow sand.
Borne through the middle air by flying swans on
her light car, Cytherea had not yet come to Cyprus,
when she heard afar the groans of the dying youth
and turned her white swans to go to him. ~And
- when from the high air she saw him lying lifeless
and weltering in his blood, she leaped down, tore
. her garments and her hair and beat her breasts
With cruel hands. Reproaching fate, she said : < But
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juris erant’ dixit. *luctus monimenta manebunt
semper, Adoni, mei, repetitaque mortis imago 726
annua plangoris peraget simulamina nostri ;

at cruror in florem mutabitur. an tibi quondam
femineos artus in olentes vertere mentas,
Persephone, licuit : nobis Cinyreius heros 730
invidiae mutatus erit?” sic fata cruorem

nectare odorato sparsit, qui tactus ab illo

intumuit sic, ut fulvo perlucida caeno

surgere bulla solet, nec plena longior hora

facta mora est, cum flos de sanguine concolor ortus,
qualem, quae lento celant sub cortice granum, 736
punica ferre solent; brevis est tamen usus in illo;
namgque male haerentem et nimia levitate caducum
excutiunt idem, qui praestant nomina, venti.”
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all shall not be in your power. My grief, Adonis,
shall have an enduring monument, and each passing
year in memory of your death shall give an imitation
of my grief. But your blood shall be changed to a
flower. Or was it once allowed to thee, Persephone,
to change a maiden’s! form to fragrant mint, and
shall the change of my hero, offspring of Cinyras, be
grudged to me?’ So saying, with sweet-scented
nectar she sprinkled the blood; and this, touched
by the nectar, swelled as when clear bubbles rise up
from yellow mud. With no longer than an hour's
delay a flower sprang up of blood-red hue such as
pomegranates bear which hide their seeds beneath
the tenacious rind. But short-lived is their flower ;
for the winds from which it takes its name ? shake
off the flower so delicately clinging and doomed too
easily to fall.”

1 The nymph Menthe.
2 Anemone, “the wind-flower.”
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LIBER XI

CarmiNe dum tali silvas animosque ferarum
Threicius vates et saxa sequentia ducit,

ecce nurus Ciconum tectae lymphata ferinis

pectora velleribus tumuli de vertice cernunt
Orphea percussis sociantem carmina nervis. §
e quibus una leves iactato crine per auras,

“en,” ait “ en, hic est nostri contemptor ! et hastam
vatis Apollinei vocalia misit in ora,

quae foliis praesuta notam sine vulnere fecit ;
alterius telum lapis est, qui missus in ipso 10
aere concentu victus vocisque lyraeque est

ac veluti supplex pro tam furialibus ausis.

ante pedes iacuit. sed enim temeraria crescunt
bella modusque abiit insanaque regnat Erinys ;
cunctaque tela forent cantu mollita, sed ingens 13
clamor et infracto Berecyntia tibia cornu
tympanaque et plausus et Bacchei ululatus
obstrepuere sono citharae, tum denique saxa

non exauditi rubuerunt sanguine vatis.

ac primum attonitas etiamnum voce canentis
innumeras volucres anguesque agmenque ferarum
maenades Orphei titulum rapuere theatri ;

inde cruentatis vertuntur in Orphea dextris
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WuiLe with such songs the bard ot Thrace drew the
trees, held beasts enthralled and constrained stones
to follow him, behold, the crazed women of the
Cicones, with skins flung over their breasts, saw
Orpheus from a hill-top, fitting songs to the music of
hislyre. Then one of these, her tresses streaming in
the gentle breeze, cried out : “ See, see the man who
scorns us!” and hurled her spear straight at the
tuneful mouth of Apollo’s bard ; but this, wreathed in
leaves, marked without harming him. Another threw a
stone, which, even as it flew through the air, was over-
come by the sweet sound of voice and lyre, and fell at
his feet asif 'twould ask forgiveness for itsmad attempt.
But still the assault waxed reckless: their passion
knew no bounds ; mad fury reigned. And all their
weapons would have been harmless under the spell
of song; but the huge uproar of the Berecyntian
flutes, mixed with discordant horns, the drums, and
the breast-beatings and howlings of the Bacchanals,
drowned the lyre’s sound ; and then at last the stones
were reddened with the blood of the bard whose
voice they could not hear. First away went the mul-
titudinous birds still spellbound by the singer’s voice,
With the snakes and the train of beasts, the glory of
Orpheus’ audience, harried by the Maenads; then
turned bloody hands against Orpheus and flocked
Around like birds when in the day they see the bird
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et coeunt ut aves, si quando luce vagantem
noctis avem cernunt, structoque utrimque theatro 25
ceu matutina cervus periturus harena
praeda canum est, vatemque petunt et fronde virentes
coniciunt thyrsos non haec in munera factos.
hae glaebas, illae direptos arbore ramos,
pars torquent silices ; neu desint tela furori, 30
forte boves presso subigebant vomere terram,
nec procul hine multo fructum sudore parantes
dura lacertosi fodiebant arva coloni,
agmine qui viso fugiunt operisque relinquunt
arma sui, vacuosque iacent dispersa per agros 35
sarculaque rastrique graves longique ligones ;
quae postquam rapuere ferae cornuque minaces
divalsere boves, ad vatis fata recurrunt
tendentemque manus et in illo tempore primum
inrita dicentem nec quicquam voce moventem 40
sacrilegae perimunt, perque os, pro Iuppiter ! illud
auditum saxis intellectumque ferarum
sensibus in ventos anima exhalata recessit.

Te maestae volucres, Orpheu, te turba ferarum,
te rigidi silices, te carmina saepe secutae 4
fleverunt silvae, positis te frondibus arbor
tonsa comas luxit ; lacrimis quoque flumina dicunt
increvisse suis, obstrusaque carbasa pullo
naides et dryades passosque habuere capillos.
membra iacent diversa locis, caput, Hebre, lyramqu¢
excipis : et (mirum !) medio dum labitur amne, 51
122
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of night wandering in the daylight ; and as when in
the amphitheatre in the early morning of the spectacle
the doomed stag in the arena is the prey of dogs.
They rushed upon the bard and hurled af him their
wands wreathed with green vines, not made for such
use as this. Some threw clods, some branches torn
from trees, and some threw stones, And, that real
weapons might not be wanting to their madness, it
chanced that oxen, toiling beneath the yoke, were
plowing up the soil ; and not far from these, stout
- peasants were digging the hard earth and sweating
at their work. When these beheld the advancing
horde, they fled away and left behind the imple-
- ments of their toil. Scattered through the deserted
fields lay hoes, long mattocks and heavy grubbing-
tools. These the savage women caught up and, first
tearing in pieces the oxen who threatened them
- with their horns, they rushed back to slay the bard ;
and, as he stretched out his suppliant hands, uttering
words then, but never before, unheeded, and moving
them not a whit by his voice, the impious women
struck him down. And (oh, the pity of it !) through
those lips, to which rocks listened, and to which the
of savage beasts responded, the soul, breathed
out, went faring forth in air.
€ mourning birds wept for thee, Orpheus, the
g of beasts, the flinty rocks, and the trees which
50 often gathered to thy songs; yes, the trees
fed their leaves as if so tearing their hair in grief
They say that the rivers also were swollen
ith their own tears, and that naiads and dryads
"%€ mourned with dishevelled hair and with dark-
o red garments. The poet’s limbs lay scattered
% around ; but his head and lyre, O Hebrus, thou
St receive, and (a marvel !) while they floated in
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flebile nescio quid queritur lyra, flebile lingua
murmurat exanimis, respondent flebile ripae.
iamque mare invectae flumen populare relinquunt
et Methymnaeae potiuntur litore Lesbi : 55
hie ferus expositum peregrinis anguis harenis
os petit et sparsos stillanti rore capillos.
tandem Phoebus adest morsusque inferre parantem
arcet et in lapidem rictus serpentis apertos
congelat et patulos, ut erant, indurat hiatus. 6o
Umbra subit terras, et quae loca viderat ante,
cuncta recognoscit quaerensque per arva piorum
invenit Eurydicen cupidisque amplectitur ulnis ;
hic modo coniunctis spatiantur passibus ambo,
nune praecedentem sequitur, nunc praevius anteit 65
Eurydicenque suam, iam tuto, respicit Orpheus.
Non inpune tamen scelus hoc sinit esse Lyaeus
amissoque dolens sacrorum vate suorum
protinus in silvis matres Edonidas omnes,
quae videre nefas, torta radice ligavit 5 T
quippe pedum digitos, in quantum est quaeque secut,
traxit et in solidam detrusit acumina terram,
utque suum laqueis, quos callidus abdidit auceps,
erus ubi commisit volueris sensitque teneri,
plangitur ac trepidans adstringit vincula motu : 7
sic, ut quaeque solo defixa cohaeserat harum,
exsternata fugam frustra temptabat, at illam
lenta tenet radix exsultantemque coercet,
dumque ubi sint digiti, dum pes ubi,quaerit, et ungues
aspicit in teretes lignum succedere suras 80
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mid-stream the lyre gave forth some mournful
notes, mournfully the lifeless tongue murmured,
mournfully the banks replied. And now, borne
onward to the sea, they left their native stream and
gained the shore of Lesbos near the city of Methymna.
Here, as the head lay exposed upon a foreign strand,
a savage serpent attacked it and its streaming locks
still dripping with the spray. But Phoebus at last
appeared, drove off the snake just in the act to bite,
and hardened and froze to stone, just as they were,
the serpent’s widespread, yawning jaws.

The poet’s shade fled beneath the earth, and recog-
~ nized all the places he had seen before ; and, seeking
through the blessed fields, found Eurydice and caught
her in his eager arms. Here now side by side they
walk ; now Orpheus follows her as she precedes, now
E E’ose.s before her, now may in safety look back upon

is Furydice,

However, Lyaeus did not suffer such crime as this
' to go unavenged. Grieved at the loss of the bard of
his sacred rites, he straightway bound fast all those
Thracian women, who saw the impious deed, with
 twisted roots. For he prolonged their toes and, in
so far as each root followed down, he thrust their tips
into the solid earth. And as a bird, when it has caught
its foot in the snare which the cunning fowler has set
for it, and feels that it is catight, flaps and flutters,
but draws its bonds tighter by its struggling ; so, as
€ach of these women, fixed firmly in the soil, had
Stuck fast, with wild affright, but all in vain, she
attempted to flee. The tough roots held her, and
though she struggled, kept firm their grasp. And
) she asked where were her fingers, where her
teet, her nails, she saw the bark come creeping up
fier shapely legs; striving to smite her thighs with
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et conata femur maerenti plangere dextra
robora péreussit, pectus quoque robora fiunt,
robora sunt umeri ; longos quoque bracchia versa
esse putes ramos, et non fallare putando.

Nec satis hoc Baccho est, ipsos quoque deserit agros
cumque choro meliore sui vineta Timoli 86
Pactolonque petit, quamvis non aureus illo
tempore nec caris erat invidiosus harenis.
hunec adsueta cohors, satyri bacchaeque, frequentant,
at Silenus abest : titubantem annisque meroque 90
ruricolae cepere Phryges victumque coronis
ad regem duxere Midan, cui Thracius Orpheus
orgia tradiderat cum Cecropio Eumolpo.
qui simul agnovit socium comitemque sacrorum,
hospitis adventu festum genialiter egit 95

- bis quinque dies et iunctas ordine noctes,

et iam stellarum sublime coegerat agmen
' Wet undecimus, Lydos cum laetus in agros

rex venit et iuveni Silenum reddit alumno.
~ Huic deus optandi gratum, sed inutile fecit 100
neris arbitrium gaudens altore recepto.
2 usurus donis ait “ effice, quicquid
contigero, fulvum vertatur in anrum.”

tatis nocituraque munera solvit
it, quod non meliora petisset 105




METAMORPHOSES BOOK XI

chnei:, she smote on oak. Her breasts also
e of oak ; oaken her shoulders. Her arms you
think had been changed to long branches—
ild your thought be wrong.
is this enough for Bacchus. He leaves their
Ids and with a worthier band seeks the vine-
 of his own Timolus and his Pactolus ; although
was not at that time a golden stream, nor envied
precious sands. His usval company, satyrs
baechanals, thronged round him ; bu{)‘éif;nus wya.s
there. Him, stumbling with the weight of years
‘wine, the Phrygian rustics took captive, bound
 with wreaths, and led him to Midas, their king.
Midas, together with the Athenian Eumolpus,
n Orpheus had taught the rites of Bacchus,
A now the king recognized the comrade and
t of his revels, right merrily to celebrate the
of his guest he ordered a festival which they
ten continuous days and nights. And now
venth dawn had driven away the ranks of
high, when the king with joyful heart came
Lydian fields and gave Silenus back to his dear
hild.

hen did the god, rejoicing in his foster-father's
return, grant to the king the free choice of a
a pleasing, but useless gift. Midas, fated to
ill use of his gift, exclaimed : “Grant that
ver I may touch with my body may be
to yellow gold.” Bacchus granted his prayer
ave him the baleful gift, grieving the while
had not asked better. The Berecyntian
went his way, rejoicing in his fatal gift,
*d its promised powers by touching this and
Scarcely daring to believe, from a low oak-
‘he broke off a green twig: the twig was
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tollit humo saxum : saxum quoque palluit auro; 110
contigit ef glaebam : contactu glacba potenti
massa fit; arentis Cereris decerpsit aristas :
aurea messis erat; demptum tenet arbore pomum :
Hesperidas donasse putes ; si postibus altis
admovit digitos, postes radiare videntur; 115 |
ille etiam liquidis palmas ubi laverat undis,
unda fluens palmis Danaen eludere posset;
vix spes ipse suas animo capit aurea fingens
omnia. gaudenti mensas posuere ministri
exstructas dapibus nec tostae frugis egentes: 120
tum vero, sive ille sua Cerealia dextra
munera contigerat, Cerealia dona rigebant,
sive dapes avido convellere dente parabat,
lammina fulva dapes admoto dente premebat ;
miscuerat puris auctorem muneris undis : 125
fusile per rictus aurum fluitare videres.

Attonitus novitate mali divesque miserque
effugere optat opes et quae modo voverat, odit.
copia nulla famem relevat; sitis arida guttur
urit, et inviso meritus torquetur ab auro 130
ad caelumque manus et splendida bracchia tollens
“da ‘veniam, Lenaee pater ! peccavimus ™ inquit,
m, precor, speciosoque eripe damno !’
 numen : Bacchus peccasse fatentem
e fide data munera solvit 185
fato maneas circumlitus auro,
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changed to gold. He picked up a stone from the

und : the stone, also, showed a light golden hue,
He touched a clod : beneath that magic touch the
clod became a mass of gold. He plucked some ripe
wheat-heads : it was a golden harvest. He picked
an apple from a tree and held it in his hand : you
would suppose the Hesperides had givenit. If he
laid hisfingerson the lofty pillars, the pillars gleamed
before his eyes.  When he bathed his hands in water,
the water flowing over his hands could cheat a Danaé.
His mind itself could scarcely grasp its own hopes,
dreaming of all things turned to gold. As he re-
Joiced, his slaves set a table before him loaded with
meats ; nor was bread wanting. Then indeed, if he
touched the gift of Ceres with his hand, the gift of
Ceres went stiff and hard; or if he tried to bite a
piece of meat with hungry teeth, where his teeth
touched the food they touched but yellow plates of
gold. He mingled pure water with the wine of
Bacchus, giver of his gift ; but through his jaws you
would see the molten gold go trickling.

Amazed by this strange mishap, rich and yet
wretched, he seeks to flee his wealth and hates
What he but now has prayed for. No store of

can relieve his hunger; his throat is parched

.~ with burning thirst, and through his own fault he is
tortured by hateful gold. Lifting his hands and
1 g arms to heaven, he cries: “Oh, pardon me,
us, father! I have sinned. Yet have merey,

pray thee, and save me from this curse that looks
80 fair.” The gods are kind : Bacchus restored him
%0 his former condition when he confessed his fault,
and he relieved him of the boon which he had given
i fulfilment of his pledge. “ And, that you may
SOt remain encased in gold which you bave so
- 1 129
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vade " ait * ad magnis vicinum Sardibus amnem
perque iugum Lydum labentibus obvius undis
carpe viam, donec venias ad fluminis ortus,
spumigeroque tuum fonti, qua plurimus exit, 140
subde caput corpusque simul, simul elue crimen.”
rex iussae succedit aquae : vis aurea tinxit
flumen et humano de corpore eessit in amnem ;
nune quoque iam veteris percepto semine venae
arva rigent auro madidis pallentia glaebis. 145

Ille perosus opes silvas et rura colebat
Panaque montanis habitantem semper in antris,
pingue sed ingenium mansit, nocituraque, ut ante,
rursus erant domino stultae praecordia mentis.
nam freta prospiciens late riget arduus alto 150
Tmolus in ascensu clivoque extensus utroque
Sardibus hine, illine parvis finitur Hypaepis.
Pan ibi dum teneris iactat sua carmina nymphis
et leve cerata modulatur harundine carmen
ausus Apollineos prae se contemnere cantus, 15
judice sub Tmolo certamen venit ad inpar.

Monte suo senior iudex consedit et aures
liberat arboribus : quercu coma caerula tantum
cingitur, et pendent circum cava tempora glandes.
isque deum pecoris spectans “in fudice ™ dixit 160
«pulla mora est.”” calamis agrestibus insonat ille
barbaricoque Midan (aderat nam forte canenti)
carmine delenit ; post hunc sacer ora retorsit
Tmolus ad os Phoebi: vultum sua silva secuta est.
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foolishly desired,” he said, ““ go to the stream which
flows by mighty Sardis town, take your way along
the Lydian hills up the tumbling stream until you
come to the river’s source. There plunge your head
and body beneath the foaming fountain where it
comes leaping forth, and by that act wash your sin
away.” The king went to the stream as he was
bid. The power of the golden touch imbued the
water and passed from the man's body into the
stream. And even to this day, receiving the seed of
the original vein, the fields grow hard and yellow,
their soil soaked with water of the golden touch.

But Midas, hating wealth, haunted the woods and
fields, worshipping Pan, who has his dwelling in the
mountain caves. But stupid his wits still remained,
and his foolish mind was destined again as once before
to harm its master. For Tmolus, looking far out upon
the sea, stands stiff and high, with steep sides extend-
ing with one slope to Sardis, and on the other reaches
down to little Hypaepae. There, while Pan was sing-
ing his songs to the soft nympls and playing airy
interludes upon his reeds close joined with wax, he
dared speak slightingly of Apollo’s music in com-
parison with his own, and came into an ill-matched
contest with Tmolus as the judge.

The old judge took his seat upon his own moun-
tain-top, and shook his ears free from the trees. His

k locks were encircled by an oak-wreath only, and
acorns hung around his hollow temples. He, looking
~ at the shepherd-god, exclaimed : « There is no delay
on the judge’s part.” Then Pan made music on his
fustic pipes, and with his rude notes quite charmed
- King Midas, for he chanced to hear the strains, After
- ¥an was done, venerable Tmolus turned his face to-

‘Wards Phoebus; and his forest turned with his face,
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ille caput flavum lauro Parnaside vinctus 165
verrit humum Tyrio saturata murice palla
instrictamque fidem gemmis et dentibus Indis
sustinet a laeva, tenuit manus altera plectrum ;
artificis status ipse fuit. tum stamina docto
pollice sollicitat, quorum dulcedine captus 170
Pana iubet Tmolus citharae submittere cannas.

Iudicium sanctique placet séntentia montis
omnibus, arguitur tamen atque iniusta vocatur
unius sermone Midae ; nec Delius aures
humanam stolidas patitur retinere figuram, 175
sed trahit in spatium villisque albentibus inplet
instabilesque imas facit et dat posse moveri:
cetera sunt hominis, partem damnatur in unam
induiturque aures lente gradientis aselli.
ille quidem celare cupit turpisque pudore 180
tempora purpureis temptat velare tiaris ;
sed solitus longos ferro resecare capillos
viderat hoc famulus, qui cum nec prodere visum
dedecus auderet, cupiens efferre sub auras,
nec posset reticere tamen, secedit humumque 183
effodit et, domini quales adspexerit aures,
voce refert parva terraeque inmurmurat haustae
indiciumque suae vocis tellure regesta
obruit et scrobibus tacitus discedit opertis.
ereber harundinibus tremulis ibi surgere lucus 190
coepit et, ut primum pleno maturuit anno,
prodidit agricolam : leni nam motus ab austro
obruta verba refert dominique coarguit aures.

Ultus abit Tmolo liquidumque per aera vectus
;';g‘lm citra pontum Nepheleidos Helles 195
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Phoebus’ golden head was wreathed with laurel of
- Parnasus, and his mantle, dipped in Tyrian dye, swept
the ground. His lyre, inlaid with gems and Indian
ivory, he held in his left hand, while his right hand
held the plectrum. His very pose was that of an
artist. Then with trained thumb he plucked the
strings and, charmed by those sweet strains, Tmolus
ordered Pan to lower his reeds before the lyre.

All approved the judgment of the sacred mountain-
god. And yet it was challenged and called unjust
by Midas’ voice alone. The Delian god did not suffer
ears so dull to keep their human form, but lengthened
them out and filled them with shaggy, grey hair; he
also made them unstable at the base and gave them
power of motion. Human in all else, in this one
feature was he punished, and wore the ears of a slow-
moving ass. Disfigured and ashamed, he strove to
hide his temples beneath a purple turban, but the
slave who was wont to trim his hair beheld his
shame. And he, since he dared not reveal the dis-
graceful sight, yet eager to tell it out and utterly
unable to keep it to himself, went off and dug a hole
in the ground and into the hole, with low, muttered
words, he whispered of his master’s ears which he had
seen. Then by throwing back the earth he buried the
evidence of his voice and, having thus filled up the
hole again, he silently stole away. Buta thick growth
of whispering reeds began to spring up there, and

when at the year's end they came to their full
size, betrayed the sower, for, stirred by the gentle
, they repeated his buried words and exposed

story of his master’s ears.

His vengeance now complete, Latona’s son retires

Tmolus and, cleaving the liquid air, without
_ ®ossing the narrow sea of Helle, daughter of
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Laomedonteis Latoius adstitit arvis. '
dextera Sigei, Rhoetei laeva profundi
ara Panomphaeo vetus est sacrata Tonanti:
inde novae primum moliri moenia Troiae
Laomedonta videt susceptaque magna labore 200
crescere difficili nec opes exposcere parvas
cumgque tridentigero tumidi genitore profundi
mortalem induitur formam Phrygiaeque tyranno
aedificat muros pactus pro moenibus aurum,
stabat opus : pretium rex infitiatur et addit, 205
perfidiae cumulum, falsis periuria verbis.
“ non inpune feres”’ rector maris inquit, et omnes
inelinavit aquas ad avarae litora Troiae
inque freti formam terras conplevit opesque
abstulit agricolis et fluctibus obruit agros. 210
poena neque haec satis est : regis quoque filia monstr: |
jposcitur aequoreo, quam dura ad saxa revinctam ]
vindieat Alcides promissaque munera dictos
m equos tantique operis mercede negata
~ bis periura capit superatae moenia Troiae. 213
#p?ﬂ militiae, Telamon sine honore recessit

W data potitur, nam coniuge Peleus
clarus mt diva nec avi magis ille superbus r

3 W soceri, siquidem Iovis esse nepoti
it haut uni, coniunx dea contigit uni. 2
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ﬁ:{c, he came to earth in the country of Lao-
. Midway between the Sigean and Rhoetean
ntories was an ancient altar sacred to the
phaean Thunderer. There Apollo saw Lao-
medon beginning to build the walls of his new city,
Troy; and, perceiving that the mighty task was
proceeding with great difficulty, and demanded no
t resources, he, together with the trident-
bearing father of the swollen sea, put on mortal
form and built the walls for the Phrygian king,
having first agreed upon a sum of gold for the walls.
There stood the work. But the king repudiated his
debt and, as a crowning act of perfidy, swore that he
had never promised the reward., “ But you shall
not go unpunished,” the sea-god said, and he set
all his waters flowing against the shores of miserly
Troy. He flooded the country till it looked like a
sea, swept away the farmers’ crops and whelmed their
fields beneath his waters. Nor was this punishment
enough ; the king's daughter also must be sacri-
to a monster of the deep. But while she was
bound there to the hard rocks, Alcides set her free,
and then demanded his promised wage, the horses
that were agreed upon. But the great task’s price
was again refused, and so the hero took the twice-
perjured walls of conquered Troy. Nor did Tela-
mon, the partner of his campaign, go without
reward, and Hesione was given him. For Peleus?
was honoured with a goddess for his bride, and was
not more proud of his grandfather's name than of
his father-in-law ; since it had fallen to not one alone
%o be grandson of Jove, but to him alone had it
fallen to have a goddess for his wife.
! Peleus also had assisted Hercules in this exploit.
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Namque senex Thetidi Proteus “dea’ dixerat

"« undae,
concipe : mater eris iuvenis, qui fortibus annis
acta patris vincet maiorque vocabitur illo.”
ergo, ne quicquam mundus love maius haberet,
quamvis haut tepidos sub pectore senserat ignes, 22;
Luppiter aequoreae Thetidis conubia fugit,
in suaque Aeaciden succedere vota nepotem
iussit et amplexus in virginis ire marinae.

Est sinus Haemoniae curvos falcatus in arcus,
bracchia procurrunt : ubi, si foret altior unda, 230
portus erat ; summis inductum est aequor harenis ;
litus habet solidum, quod nec vestigia servet
nec remoretur iter nec opertum pendeat alga ;
myrtea silva subest bicoloribus obsita bacis.
est specus in medio, natura factus an arte, 235
ambiguum, magis arte tamen : quo saepe venire
frenato delphine sedens, Theti, nuda solebas.

_illie te Peleus, ut somno vincta iacebas,

occupat, et quoniam precibus temptata repugnas,
vim parat, innectens ambobus colla lacertis ; 240
quod nisi venisses variatis saepe figuris

ad solitas artes, auso foret ille potitus;

sed modo tu volueris : voluerem tamen ille tenebat;
nune gravis arbor eras : haerebat in arbore Peleus;
tertia forma fuit maculosae tigridis: illa 24
territus Aeacides a corpore bracchia solvit.

usque deos pelagi vino super aequora fuso
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For old Proteus had said to Thetis: «0 god-
dess of the waves, conceive : thou shalt be the mother
of a youth who, when to manhood grown, shall outdo
his father’s deeds and shall be called greater than
he.” Because of this, lest the earth should produce
anything greater than himself, though he had felt
the hot fires of love deep in his heart, Jove shunned
the arms of Thetis, goddess of the sea, and bade his
grandson, the son of Aeacus, assume the place of
lover in his stead, and seek a union with this virgin
of the deep.

There is a bay on the Thessalian coast, curved like
asickle into two bays with arms running out ; "twould
be a safe port for ships if the water were deeper.
The sea spreads smooth over the sandy bottom ; the
shore is firm, such as leaves no trace of feet, delays
no journey, is free from seaweed. A myrtle wood
grows close at hand, thick-hung with two-coloured
berries. There is a grotto in this grove, whether
made by nature or art one may not surely say,
but rather by art. To this grot oftentimes, riding
thy bridled dolphin, O Thetis, naked wast thou wont
to come. There then did Peleus seize thee as thou
layest wrapped in slumber; and since, though en-
treated by his prayers, thou didst refuse, he prepared
to force thy will, entwining thy neck with both his
arms.  And hadst thou not, by changing oft thy form,

d recourse to thine accustomed arts, he would
have worked his daring will on thee. But now didst
thou take the form of a bird: still he held fast to
the bird. Now wast thou a sturdy tree: around
the tree did Peleus tightly cling. Thy third dis-

Buise was a spotted tigress’ form: in fear of that
. Peleus loosed his hold on thee. Then did he
Pray unto the gods of the sea with wine poured out
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et pecoris fibris et fumo turis adorat,
donec Carpathius medio de gurgite vates
« Aeacide,” dixit “ thalamis potiere petitis, 250
ta modo, cum rigido sopita quiescet in antro,
ignaram laqueis vincloque innecte tenaci.
nec te decipiat centum mentita figuras,
sed preme, quicquid erit, dum, quod fuit ante,
reformet.” :
dixerat haec Proteus et condidit aequore vultum 255
admisitque suos in verba novissima fluctus.
Pronus erat Titan inclinatoque tenebat
Hesperium temone fretum, cum pulchra relecto
" Nereis ingreditur consueta cubilia saxo
vix bene virgineos Peleus invaserat artus: 260
illa novat formas, donec sua membra teneri
sentit et in partes diversas bracchia tendi.
tum demum ingemuit, ¢ neque " ait ¢ sine numine

vincis
exhibita estque Thetis : confessam amplectitur heros
et potitur votis ingentique inplet Achille. 205

Felix et nato, felix et coniuge Peleus,
et cui, si demas iugulati crimina Phoci,
omnia contigerant : fraterno sanguine sontem
expulsumque domo patria Trachinia tellus
accipit. hic regnum sine vi, sine caede regebat 27
Lucifero genitore satus patriumque nitorem
o s Ceyx, illo qui tempore maestus
sui fratrem lugebat ademptum.
n Aeacides fessus curaque viaque
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upon the water, with entrails of sheep, and with
the smoke of incense; until the Carpathian seer
from his deep pools rose and said to him : * O son of
Aeacus, thou shalt yet gain the bride thou dost
desire. Only do thou, when she lies within the
rocky cave, deep sunk in sleep, bind her in her un-
consciousness with snares and close-clinging thongs.
And though she take a hundred lying forms, let her
not escape thee, but hold her close, whatever she
be, until she take again the form she had at
first.” So spoke Proteus and hid his face beneath
the waves, as he let his waters flow back again
over his final words.
- Now Titan was sinking low and kept the western
sea beneath his down-sloping chariot, when the fair
- Nereid, seeking again the grot, lay down upon her
accustomed couch.  There scarce had Peleus well
laid hold on her virgin limbs, when she began to
- assume new forms, until she perceived that she was
~ held firmly bound and that her arms were pinioned
- wide. Then at length she groaned and said : “'Tis
not without some god’s assistance that you conquer,”
lnd£ve herself up as Thetis. Her, thus owning
- her defeat, the hero caught in his embrace, attained
~ his desire, and begat on her the great Achilles.
Peleus was blessed in his son, blessed in his wife,
and to him only good befell, if you except the crime
 of the murdered Phocus. Driven from his father’s
with his brother’s blood upon his hands, he
asylum in the land of Trachin. Here ruled in
iceful, bloodless sway Ceyx, son of Lucifer, with
father’s bright gladness in his face. But at
time he was sad and unlike himself, for he was
ming the taking off of his brother. To him
son of Aeacus came, worn with his cares and
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venit et intravit paucis comitantibus urbem, 27;
quoSque greges pecorum, quae secum armenta

trahebat,
haut procul a muris sub opaca valle reliquit ;
copia cum facta est adeundi prima tyranni,
velamenta manu praetendens supplice, qui sit
quoque satus, memorat, tantum sua crimina celat 250
mentiturque fugae causam ; petit, urbe vel agro
se iuvet. hune contra placido Trachinius ore
talibus adloquitur : “ mediae quoque commoda plebi
nostra patent, Peleu, nec inhospita regna tenemus;
adicis huic animo momenta potentia, clarum 283
nomen avumque lovem ; ne tempora perde precando’
quod petis, omne feres tuaque haec pro parte vocato,
qualiacumque vides ! utinam meliora videres!”
et flebat : moveat tantos quae causa dolores, 280
Peleusque comitesque rogant ; quibus ille profatur:
“ forsitan hanc volucrem, rapto quae vivit et omnes
terret aves, semper pennas habuisse putetis :
vir fuit (et—tanta est animi constantia—tantum
acer erat belloque ferox ad vimque paratus)
nomine Daedalion. illo genitore creatis, 295
qui vocat Auroram caeloque novissimus exit,
culta mihi pax est, pacis mihi cura tenendae
coniugiique fuit, fratri fera bella placebant :
illius virtus reges gentesque subegit,
quae nunc Thisbaeas agitat mutata columbas, 50/
nata erat huic Chione, quae dotatissima forma
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journeyings, and entered his city with but a few
retainers following. He left the flocks of sheep and
the cattle which he had brought with him in a shady
vale not far from the city’s walls ; then, when first he
was allowed to approach the monarch, stretching out
with suppliant hand an olive-branch wound with
woollen fillets, he told him who he was and from
what father sprung. He concealed only his erime,
and lied concerning the reason for his flight. He
begged for a chance to support himself in city or in
field. To him the Trachinian monarch with kind
words replied : “ The opportunities of our realm lie
open, Peleus, even to humble folk, and we do not
rule an inhospitable kingdom. To this our kindly
disposition you add the strong incentive of an illus-
trious name and descent from Jove. Then waste no
time in prayer. You shall have all you seek. Take
your share in all, such as it is; and 1 wish it were
better!”  He spoke and wept. When Peleus and
his companions asked him the cause of his great
grief, he answered them: * Perchance you think
that yonder bird, which lives on rapine and is the
terror of all birds, was always a feathered creature.
He was once a man (and, so fixed is character, his
only qualities were harshness, eagerness for war,
readiness for violence), by name Daedalion. We
two were born of that god who wakes the dawn
and passes last from the sky. I was by nature
peaceful and my care was always for preserving
Peace and for my wife. But cruel war was my
brother’s pleasure. His fierce courage subdued kings
and nations, and now in changed form it pursues the

€s of Thisbe.! He had a daughter, Chione, a girl

1 A little town on the coast of Boeotia, famous for its wild
doves,
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mille procos habuit, bis septem nubilis annis.
forte revertentes Phoebus Maiaque creatus,
ille suis Delphis, hic vertice Cylleneo,

videre hanc pariter, pariter traxere colorem. 305 §
spem veneris differt in tempora noctis Apollo;

non fert ille moras virgaque movente soporem
virginis os tangit : tactu iacet illa potenti

vimque dei patitur; nox caelum sparserat astris:
Phoebus anum simulat praereptaque gaudia sumit.
ut sua maturus conplevit tempora venter, 31
alipedis de stirpe dei versuta propago

nascitur Autolycus furtum ingeniosus ad omne,
candida de nigris et de candentibus atra

qui facere adsuerat, patriae non degener artis; 310
nascitur ¢ Phoebo (namque est enixa gemellos)
earmine vocali clarus citharaque Philammon.

quid peperisse duos et dis placuisse duobus

et forti genitore et progenitore nitenti

esse satam prodest ? an obest quoque gloria ? multis
obfuit, huic certe ! quae se praeferre Dianae -/
sustinuit faciemque deae culpavit, at illi
WWM‘MS * que ¢ placebimus ’ inquit.
nec mora, eurvavit cornu nervoque sagittam

j it et meritam traiecit harundine linguam. 3%
Mmﬁ,m vox temptataque verba sequuntur,
_eonantemque loqui cum sanguine vita reliquit;
‘amplexans ego tum patriumque dolorem

: ﬁhhlque pio solacia dixi,

er haut aliter quam cautes murmura pont
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t richly dowered with beauty, who had a thousand
ors when she had reached the marriageable age
fourteen years. It chanced that Phocbus and the
of Maia, returning the one from Delphi, the other
n high Cyllene, beheld her both at once and both
once were filled with love of her. Apollo put off
‘his hope of love till night-time, but the other brooked
- no delay, and touched the maiden’s face with his
sleep-compelling wand. She lay beneath the god's
gic touch and endured his violence. Now night
spangled the heavens with the stars when
us, assuming an old woman’s form, gained his
ed joy. When the fullness of time was come,
| was born to the wing-footed god, Autolycus,
y nature, well versed in cunning wiles. For
make white of black and black of white,
hy heir of his father’s art. To Phoebus also,
birth was twin, was born Philammon, famous
ong and zither. But what profits it that she
o sons, that she found favour with two
that she herself was sprung from a brave sire
shining grandsire? Is not glory a bane as
" It has been a bane to many, surely to her!
r she boldly set herself above Diana and criticized
ddess’ beauty. But to her the goddess, moved
rage, exclaimed : * Then by our deeds we'll
you." Upon the word she bent her bow, sent
swift flying from the string, and pierced that
tongue with the shaft. The tongue was stilled,
ce nor attempted words came more. Even
tried to speak her life fled forth with her
~ Wretched, I embraced her, feeling her
ef in my heart, and to my dear brother 1
ds of comfort. The father heard them as
hear the murmurs of the sea, and kept
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accipit et natam delamentatur ademptam ; 331
ut vero ardentem vidit, quater impetus illi
in medios fuit ire rogos, quater inde repulsus
concita membra fugae mandat similisque iuvenco
spicula crabronum pressa cervice gerenti, 335 |
qua via nulla, ruit. iam tum mibhi currere visus 3
plus homine est, alasque pedes sumpsisse putares.
effugit ergo omnes veloxque cupidine leti
vertice Parnasi potitur ; miseratus Apollo,
cum se Daedalion saxo misisset ab alto, 340
fecit avem et subitis pendentem sustulit alis
oraque adunca dedit, curvos dedit unguibus hamos,
virtutem antiquam, maiores corpore vires,
et nunc accipiter, nulli satis aequus, in omnes
saevit aves aliisque dolens fit causa dolendi.” 515
"7?Qiie dum Lucifero genitus miracula narrat
i orte suo, cursus festinu anhelo
it armenti custos Phoceus Onetor
, Peleu! magnae tibi nuntius adsum
ut quodcumque ferat, iubet edere Peleus,
et ipse metu trepidi Trachinius oris ; 351
« fessos ad litora curva iuvencos
1, medio cum Sol altissimus orbe
] , quantum superesse videret,
» boum fulvis genua inclinarat harenis 5.
pe iacens campos spectabat aquarum,
bus tardis illue errabat et illuc;
pque instant super aequora collo.
subsunt nec marmore clara neque auro.
; s lucoque umbrosa vetusto : 860
e tenent (hos navita-ponti
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vailing his lost child. But when he saw her
ng, four times he made to rush into the blazing
. Four times thrust back, he took to mad flight
nd, like a bullock whose neck is pierced by hornets’
lings, over trackless ways he rushed. Even then
ned to me to run faster than human powers
,and you would have thought his feet had taken
. So then he fled us all and quickly, bent on
ruction, he gained Parnasus’ top.  Apollo, pity-
' him, when Daedalion had hurled himself from
high cliff, made him a bird, held him sus-
ed there on sudden wings, and gave him a
beak, gave him curved claws, but he left
8 his old-time courage and strength greater than
ly. And now as a hawk, friendly to none, he
eruel rage on all birds and, suffering himself,
others suffer, too.”
e the son of Lucifer was telling this marvel-
ry of his brother, Phocian Onetor, Peleus’
n, came running in with breathless haste,
““Peleus, Peleus! I come to tell you dread-
news.” Peleus bade him tell his news, while
Trachinian king himself waited in trembling
y. The herdsman went on: “I had driven the
erd down to the curving shore when the high
was midway in his course, beholding as much
him as still lay before. A part of the cattle
led down upon the yellow sands, and lying
® looking out upon the broad, level sea;
was wandering slowly here and there, while
still swam out and stood neck-deep in water.
stood near the sea, not resplendent with
and gold, but made of heavy timbers, and
by an ancient grove. The place was sacred
us and the Nereids (these a sailor told me
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edidit esse deos, dum retia litore siceat) ;
iuneta‘palus huic est densis obsessa salictis,
quam restagnantis fecit maris unda paludem :
inde fragore gravi strepitus loca proxima terret : 365
belua vasta, lupus ! mucisque palustribus exit
oblitus, et spumis et sparsus sanguine rictus
fulmineos, rubra suffusus lumina flamma.
qui quamquam saevit pariter rabieque fameque,
acrior est rabie : neque enim ieiunia curat 870
caede boum diramque famem finire, sed omne
vulnerat armentum sternitque hostiliter omne.
pars quoque de nobis funesto saucia morsu,
dum defensamus, leto est data; sanguine litus
undaque prima rubet demugitaeque paludes. 875
sed mora damnosa est, nec res dubitare remittit:
dum superest aliquid, cuncti coeamus et arma,
arma capessamus coniunctaque tela feramus!”
dixerat agrestis: nec Pelea damna movebant,
sed memor admissi Nereida conligit orbam 380
damna sua inferias exstincto mittere Phoco.
induere arma viros violentaque sumere tela
rex iubet Oetaeus; cum quis simul ipse parabat
ire, sed Alcyone coniunx excita tumultu
prosilit et nondum totos ornata capillos 88
disicit hes ipsos colloque infusa mariti,
‘mittat ut auxilium sine se, verbisque precatur
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were the gods of that sea, as he dried his nets
on the shore). Hard by this temple was a marsh
thick-set with willows, which the backwater of
the sea made into a marsh. From this a loud,
crashing noise filled the whole neighbourhood with
fear: a huge beast, a wolf! he came rushing out,
smeared with marsh-mud, his great, murderous jaws
all bloody and flecked with foam, and his eyes
blazing with red fire. He was mad with rage and
hunger, but more with rage. For he stayed not to
sate his dire hunger on the slain cattle, but mangled
the whole herd, slaughtering all in wanton malice.
Some of us, also, while we strove to drive him off,
were sore wounded by his deadly fangs and given
over to death. The shore, the shallow water, and
the swamps, resounding with the bellowings of the
herd, were red with blood. But delay is fatal, nor
is there time to hesitate. While still there’s some-
thing left, let us all together rush on to arms, to
arms! and make a combined attack upon the wolf!"
So spoke the rustic. Peleus was not stirred by the
story of his loss; but, conscious of his crime, he well
knew that the bereaved Nereid! was sending this
calamity upon him as a sacrificial offering to her slain
Phocus. The Oetaean king bade his men put on
their armour and take their deadly spears in hand,
and at the same time was making ready to go with
them himself. But his wife, Alcyone, roused by
the loud outeries, came rushing out of her chamber,
her hair not yet all arranged, and, sending this
flying loose, she threw herself upon her husband’s
neck, and begged him with prayers and tears
that he would send aid but not go himself, and

! Psamathe, the mother of Phocus whom Peleus had
fecidentally killed.
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et lacrimis, animasque duas ut servet in una.
Aeacides illi: « pulchros, regina, piosque
pone metus! plena est promissi gratia vestri. 300
non placet arma mihi contra nova monstra moveri;
numen adorandum pelagi est !”” erat ardua turris,
arce focus summa, fessis nota grata carinis :
ascendunt illue stratosque in litore tauros
cum gemitu adspiciunt vastatoremque cruento 305
ore ferum, longos infectum sanguine villos.
inde manus tendens in aperti litora ponti
caeruleam Peleus Psamathen, ut finiat iram,
orat, opemque ferat ; nec vocibus illa rogantis
flectitur Aeacidae, Thetis hane pro coniuge supplex
accepit veniam. sed enim revocatus ab acri 401
caede lupus perstat, dulcedine sanguinis asper,
donee inhaerentem lacerae cervice iuvencae
marmore mutavit : corpus praeterque colorem
omnia servavit, lapidis color indicat illum 405
jam non esse lupum, iam non debere timeri.
nec tamen hac profugum consistere Pelea terra
fata sinunt, Magnetas adit vagus exul et illic
sumit ab Haemonio purgamina caedis Acasto.

Interea fratrisque sui fratremque secutis 40
anxia prodigiis turbatus pectora Ceyx,
consulat ut sacras, hominum oblectamina, sortes,
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so save two lives in one. Then said the son of
Aeacus to her: “Your pious fears, O queen,
become you; but have no fear. I am not un.
grateful for your proffered help; but I have no
desire that arms be taken in my behalf against the
strange monster. I must pray to the goddess of the
sea.” There was a tall tower, a lighthouse on the
top of the citadel, a welcome landmark for storm-
tossed ships. They climbed up to its t p, and thence
with cries of pity looked out upon the cattle lying
dead upon the shore, and saw the killer revelling
with Dbloody jaws, and with his long shaggy hair
stained red with blood. There, stretching out his
hands to the shores of the open sea, Peleus prayed
to the sea-nymph, Psamathe, that she put away her
wrath and come to his help. She, indeed, remained
unmoved by the prayers of Peleus ; but Thetis, add-
ing her prayers for her husband’s sake, obtained the
nymph'’s forgiveness. But the wolf, though ordered
off from his fierce slaughter, kept on, mad with the
sweet draughts of blood ; until, just as he was fasten-
ing his fangs upon the torn neck of a heifer, the
nymph changed him into marble. The body, save
for its colour, remained the same in all respects; but
the colour of the stone proclaimed that now he was
1o longer wolf, that now he no longer need be feared.
But still the fates did not suffer the banished Peleus
to continue in this land. The wandering exile went
o0 to Magnesia, and there, at the hands of the Hae-
monian king, Acastus, he gained full absolution from
 his bloodguiltiness.
Meanwhile King Ceyx was much disturbed and
~ Anxious, not alone about the strange thing that hap-
ed to his brother, but also about others that had
mpmed since his brother’s fate. Accordingly, that
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ad Clagium parat ire deum ; nam templa profanus
invia cum Phlegyis faciebat Delphica Phorbas.
consilii tamen ante sui, fidissima, certam 415
te facit, Aleyone ; cui protinus intima frigus
ossa receperunt, buxoque simillimus ora
pallor obit, lacrimisque genae maduere profusis.
ter conata loqui ter fletibus ora rigavit
singultuque pias interrumpente querellas 420
“ quae mea culpa tuam,” dixit “earissime, mentem
vertit ? ubi est quae cura mei prior esse solebat ?
jam potes Alcyone securus abesse relicta ?
jam via longa placet? iam sum tibi carior absens?
at, puto, per terras iter est, tantumque dolebo, 42
non etiam metuam, curaeque timore carebunt.
aequora me terrent et ponti tristis imago :
et laceras nuper tabulas in litore vidi
et saepe in tumulis sine corpore nomina legi.
neve toum fallax animum fiducia tangat, 430
quod socer Hippotades tibi sit, qui carcere fortes
contineat ventos, et, cum velit, aequora placet.
cum semel emissi tenuerunt aequora venti,
nil illis vetitum est : incommendataque tellus
omnis et omne fretum est, caeli quoque nubila vexant
excutiuntque feris rutilos coneursibus ignes. 436
quo magis hos novi (nam novi et saepe paterna
parva domo vidi), magis hos reor esse timendos.
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lie might consult the sacred oracles, the refuge of
mankind in trouble, he planned to journey to the
Clarian god. For the infamous Phorbas with the
followers of Phlegyas was making the journey to
the Delphic oracle unsafe. But before he started
he told his purpose to you, his most faithful wife,
Aleyone. Straightway she was chilled to the very
marrow of her bones, her face grew pale as boxwood
and her cheeks were wet with her flowing tears.
Three times she tried to speak, three times watered
her face with weeping ; at last, her loving complaints
broken by her sobs, she said : “ What fault of mine,
O dearest husband, has brought your mind to this?
Where is that eare for me which used to stand first
of all? Can you now abandon your Alcyone with no
thought of her? Is it your pleasure now to go on a
long journey ? Am I now dearer to you when absent
from you ? But, I suppose, your journey is by land,
and 1 shall only grieve, not fear for you, and my
cares shall have no terror in them. The sea affrights
me, and the stern visage of the deep ; and but lately
I saw some broken planks upon the beach, and often
have I read men’s names on empty tombs. And let
not your mind have vain confidence in that the son
of Hippotes is your father-in-law, who holds the stout
winds behind prison bars, and when he will ean
calm the sea. For when once the winds have been
let out and have gained the open deep, no power
can check them, and every land and every sea is
abandoned to their will. Nay, they harry the very
tlouds of heaven and rouse the red lightnings with
their fierce collisions. The more I know them (for
I do know them, and have often seen them when a
¢hild in my father’s home) the more I think them
to be feared. But if no prayers can change your
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quod tua si flecti precibus sententia nullis,
care, p'otest, coniunx, nimiumque es certus eundi, 440
me quoque tolle simul ! certe iactabimur una,
nec nisi quae patiar, metuam, pariterque feremus,
quicquid erit, pariter super aequora lata feremur,”

Talibus Aeolidis dictis lacrimisque movetur
sidereus coniunx : neque enim minor ignis in ipso est;
sed neque propositos pelagi dimittere cursus, 446
nee valt Aleyonen in partem adhibere pericli
multaque respondit timidum solantia pectus.
non tamen idcirco causam probat ; addidit illis
hoe quoque lenimen, quo solo flexit amantem : 430
“Jlonga quidem est nobis omnis mora, sed tibi iuro
per patrios ignes, si me modo fata remittant,
ante reversurum, quam luna bis inpleat orbem.”
his ubi promissis spes est admota recursus,
protinus eductam navalibus aequore tingui 435
aptarique suis pinum iubet armamentis ;
qua rursus visa veluti praesaga futuri
horruit Aleyone lacrimasque emisit obortas
amplexusque dedit tristique miserrima tandem
ore “vale” dixit conlapsaque corpore toto est; 460
ast iuvenes quaerente moras Ceyce reducunt
ordinibus geminis ad fortia pectora remos
aequalique ictu scindunt freta: sustulit illa
umentes oculos stantemque in puppe recurvi
concussaque manu dantem sibi signa maritum
prima videt redditque notas; ubi terra recessit
longius, atque oculi nequeunt cognoscere vultus,
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purpose, dear husband, and if you are over-bent on
going, take me with you, too! For surely we shall
then be storm-tossed together, nor shall I fear save
only what I feel, and together we shall endure what-
ever comes, together over the broad billows we shall
fare.”

With these words and tears of the daughter of
Aeolus the star-born husband was deeply moved;
for the fire of love burned no less brightly in his
heart. And yet he was unwilling either to give up
his proposed journey on the sea or to take Aleyone
as sharer of his perils. His anxious love strove to
comfort her with many soothing words, but for all
that he did not win her approval. He added this
comforting condition, also, by which alone he gained
his loving wife’s consent: “Every delay, I know,
will seem long to us; but I swear to you by my
father’s fires, if only the fates will let me, I will
return before the moon shall twicé have filled her
orb.” When by these promises of return her hope
had been awakened, straightway he ordered his ship
to be launched and duly supplied with her equip-
ment. But when Aleyone saw this, as if forewarned
of what was to come, she fell to trembling again;
her tears flowed afresh and, embracing her husband
in the depth of woe, she said a sad farewell at last and
then fainted away completely. But the young men,
though Ceyx sought excuses for delay, in double
rows drew back the oars to their strong breasts and
rent the waters with their rhythmic strokes. Then
Aleyone lifted her tear-wet eyes and saw her husband
standing on the high-curved poop and waving his
hand in first signal to her, and she waved tokens

again. When the land drew further off, and
her ‘eyes could no longer make out his features,
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dum licet, insequitur fugientem lumine pinum;

haec quoque ut haut poterat spatio submota videri,

vela tamen spectat summo fluitantia malo; 470

ut nec vela videt, vacuum petit anxia lectum

seque toro ponit: renovat lectusque locusque

Alcyonae lacrimas et quae pars admonet absit.
Portibus exierant, et moverat aura rudentes:

obvertit lateri pendentes navita remos 475

cornuaque in summa locat arbore totaque malo

carbasa deducit venientesque accipit auras.

aut minus, aut certe medium non amplius aequor

puppe secabatur, longeque erat utraque tellus,

cum mare sub noctem tumidis albescere coepit 480

fluctibus et praeceps spirare valentius eurus.

“ardua iamdudum demittite cornua " rector

clamat “ et antemnis totum subnectite velum.”

hic jubet; inpediunt adversae iussa procellae,

nec sinit audiri vocem fragor aequoris ullam: 48

sponte tamen properant alii subducere remos,

pars munire latus, pars ventis vela negare ;

egerit hic fluctus aequorque refundit in aequor,

hic rapit antemnas ; quae dum sine lege geruntur,

aspera crescit hiems, omnique e parte feroces 490

bella gerunt venti fretaque indignantia miscent.

ipse pavet nec se, qui sit status, ipse fatetur

scire ratis rector, nec quid iubeatve vetetve :

tanta mali moles tantoque potentior arte est.

quippe sonant clamore viri, stridore rudentes, 4%

undarum ineursu gravis unda, tonitribus aether.
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while yet she could she followed with her gaze the
fast-receding ship. When even this was now so dis-
tant that it could not be seen, still she watched the
sails floating along at the top of the mast. When
she could not even see the sails, heavy-hearted she
sought her lonely couch and threw herself upon it.
The couch and the place renewed her tears, for they

reminded her of the part that was gone from her.
They had left the harbour and the breeze had set
the cordage rattling. At that the captain shipped
his oars, ran the yard up to the top of the mast and
spread all his sails to catch the freshening breeze.
The ship was now skimming along about midway of
the sea,and the land on either side was far away, when,
as night came on, the water began to whiten with the
roughening waves and the wind,driving ahead, to blow
with increased violence. “ Lower the yard at once,”
the captain cries, ““and tight reef the sail.” So he
orders, but the blast blowing in his face drowns out
his orders, nor does the uproar of the sea let his voice
be heard, Still, of their own will, some hastily draw
in the oars, some close the oar-holes, and some reef
the sails. Here one is bailing out the water and
pouring the sea into the sea, while another hastily
secures the spars. While these things are being
done, all in confusion, the storm is increasing in vio-
lence and from every quarter the raging winds make
their attacks and stir up the angry waves. The
captain himself is in terror and admits that he does
not know how the vessel stands, nor what either to
order or forbid ; so great is the impending weight of
destruction, so much more mighty than all his skill.
All is a confused uproar—shouts of men, rattling of
tordage, roar of the rushing waves, and erash ot
thunder, The waves run mountain-high and seem
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fluctibus erigitur caclumque aequare videtur
pontus et inductas aspergine tangere nubes ;
et modo, cum fulvas ex imo vertit harenas,
concolor est illis, Stygia modo nigrior unda, 500
sternitur interdum spumisque sonantibus albet.
ipsa quoque his agitur vicibus Trachinia puppis
et nunc sublimis veluti de vertice montis
despicere in valles imumque Acheronta videtur,
nunc, ubi demissam curvum circumstetit aequor, 505
suspicere inferno summum de gurgite caelum.
saepe dat ingentem fluctu latus icta fragorem
nec levius pulsata sonat, quam ferreus olim
cum laceras aries balistave concutit arces,
utque solent sumptis incursu viribus ire 510
pectore in arma feri protentaque tela leones,
sic, ubi se ventis admiserat unda coortis,
ibat in arma ratis multoque erat altior illis ;
jamque labant cunei, spoliataque tegmine cerae
rima patet pracbetque viam letalibus undis. 515
ecce cadunt largi resolutis nubibus imbres,’
inque fretum credas totum descendere caelum,
inque plagas caeli tumefactum ascendere pontum.
vela madent nimbis, et cum caelestibus undis
aequoreae miscentur aquae ; caret ignibus aether, 5%
caecaque nox premitur tenebris hiemisque suisque.
discutiunt tamen has praebentque micantia lumen
fulmina : fulmineis ardescunt ignibus undae.

dat quoque iam saltus intra cava texta carinae
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to reach the very heavens, and with their spray to
sprinkle the lowering clouds. Now the water is
tawny with the sands swept up from the bottom of
the sea, and now blacker than the very waters of the
Styx. At other times the waves spread out, white
with the hissing foam, The Trachinian ship herself
also is driven on in the grasp of chance. Now, lifted
high, as from a mountain-top she seems to look down
into deep valleys and the pit of Acheron; now, as
she sinks far down and the writhing waters close her
in, she seems to be looking up to the top of heaven
from the infernal pools. Often with mighty thuds
the vessel’s sides resound, beaten by erashing waves
as heavily as when sometimes an iron ram or ballista
smites a battered fortress. And as savage lions,
gaining new strength as they come rushing to the
attack, are wont to breast the hunters’ arms and
ready spears ; so, when the waves had been lashed to
fury by the opposing winds, they rushed against the
bulwarks of the barque and towered high overit. And
now the tightening wedges of the hull spring loose
and yawning chinks appear, their covering of pitch
clean washed away, and give passage to the deadly
tide. Behold, the rain falls in sheets from the
bursting clouds; and you would think that the whole
heavens were falling down into the sea and that the
swollen sea was leaping up into the regions of the
sky. The sails are soaked with rain, and with the
Wwaters from the sky the ocean’s floods are mingled.
No stars gleam in the sky and the black night is
murky with its own and the tempest’s gloom. Still
hing fires cleave the shadows and give light,
and the waves gleam red beneath the light-
ting’s glare. Now also the flood comes pouring within
the vessel’s hollow hull ; and as a soldier, more eager
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fluctus ; et ut miles, numero praestantior omni, 525
cum saepe adsiluit defensae moenibus urbis,
spe potitur tandem laudisque accensus amore
inter mille viros murum tamen occupat unus,
sic ubi pulsarunt noviens latera ardua fluctus,
vastius insurgens decimae ruit impetus undae 530
nec prius absistit fessam oppugnare carinam,
quam velut in captae descendat moenia navis.
pars igitur temptabat adhuc invadere pinum,
pars maris intus erat : trepidant haud setius omnes,
quam solet urbs aliis murum fodientibus extra 585
atque aliis murum trepidare tenentibus intus.
deficit ars, animique cadunt, totidemque videntur,
quot veniunt fluctus, ruere atque inrumpere mortes.
non tenet hic lacrimas, stupet hic, vocat ille beatos,
funera quos maneant, hic votis numen adorat 540
bracchiaque ad caelum, quod non videt, inrita tollens
poscit opem ; subeunt illi fraterque parensque,
huic cum pignoribus domus et quodcunque relictum
est;
Alcyone Ceyca movet, Ceycis in ore
nulla nisi Aleyone est et, cum desideret unam, 545
gaudet abesse tamen ; patriae quoque vellet ad oras
respicere inque domum supremos vertere vultus,
yerum, ubi sit, nescit : tanta vertigine pontus
fervet, et inducta piceis e nubibus umbra
omne latet caelum, duplicataque noctis imago est.
frangitur incursu nimbosi turbinis arbor, 551
frangitur et regimen, spoliisque animosa superstes
unda, velut victrix, sinuataque despicit undas;
nec levius, quam siquis Athon Pindumve revulsos
sede sua totos in apertum everterit aequor,
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than his fellows, when he has often essayed toscale a
beleaguered city’s walls, at last succeeds and, fired
with the passion for praise, o’erleaps the wall and
stands one man amidst a thousand ; so, when the waves
nine times have battered at the lofty sides, the tenth
wave, leaping with a mightier heave, comes on, nor
does it cease its attack upon the weary ship until
over the ramparts of the conquered barque it leaps
within. So now a part of the sea still tries to invade
the ship and part is already within its hold. All are
in terrified confusion, just as a city is confused when
some from without seek to undermine its walls and
some hold the walls within. Skill fails and courage
fails; and as many separate deaths seem rushing on
and bursting through as are the advancing waves.
One cannot restragin his tears; another is struck
dumb ; still another cries they are fortunate whom
burial rites await; one calls on the gods in prayer
and lifts unavailing arms to the unseen heavens, beg-
ging for help ; one thinks upon his brothers and his
sire, one on his home and children, and each on that
which he has left behind. But Ceyx thinks on Aleyone:
upon the lips of Ceyx there is no one save Aleyone ;
and, though he longs for her alone, yet he rejoices
that she is far away. How he would love to see his
native shores again and turn his last gaze upon his
home. But where he is he knows not; for the sea
boils in such whirling pools and the shadows of the
pitchy clouds hide all the sky and double the dark-
ness of the night. The mast is broken by a whirling
rush of wind ; the rudder, too, is broken. One last
wave, like a victor rejoicing in his spoils, heaves itself
high and looks down upon the other waves; and, as if
one should tear from theirfoundations Athosand Pindus
and hurl them bedily into the open sea, so fell this
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praecipitata cadit pariterque et pondere et ictu
mergit in ima ratem ; cum qua pars magna virorum
gurgite pressa gravi neque in aera reddita fato
functa suo est, alii partes et membra carinae
trunca tenent : tenet ipse manu, qua sceptra solebat,
fragmina navigii Ceyx socerumque patremque 561
invocat heu! frustra, sed plurima nantis in ore
Aleyone con'unx : illam meminitque refertque,
illius ante oculos ut agant sua corpora fluctus
optat et exanimis manibus tumuletur amicis. 563
dum natat, absentem, quotiens sinit hiscere fluctus,
nominat Alcyonen ipsisque inmurmurat undis.
ecce super medios fluctus niger arcus aquarum
frangitur et rupta mersum caput obruit unda.—
Lucifer obscurus nec quem cognoscere posses 310
illa luce fuit, quoniamque excedere caelo
non licu't, densis texit sua nubibus ora.

Aeolis interea, tantorum ignara malorum,
dinumerat noctes et iam, quas induat ille,
festinat vestes, iam quas, ubi venerit ille, 575
ipsa gerat, reditusque sibi promittit inanes.
omnibus illa quidem superis pia tura ferebat,
ante tamen cunctos Iunonis templa colebat
proque viro, qui nullus erat, veniebat ad aras .
utque foret sospes coniunx suus utque rediret, %
optabat, nullamque sibi praeferret; at illi
hoe de tot votis poterat contingere solum.

At dea non ultra pro functo morte rogari
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wave headlong, and with its nverwhelming weight
plunged the ship down to the very bottom ; and with
the ship the great part of the sailors perished, sucked
down in the eddying flood, nevermore to see the
light of day. But some still clung to broken pieces
of the vessel. Ceyx himself, with the hand that was
wont to hold the sceptre, clung to a fragment of
the wreck, and called upon his father-in-law and
on his father, alas! in vain. But most of all is the
name of Alcyone on the swimmer’s lips. He re-
members her and names her o’er and o'er. He prays
that the waves may bear his body into her sight and
that in death he may be entombed by her dear hands,
While he can keep afloat, as often as the waves
allow him to open his month he calls the name of his
Alcyone, far away, and murmurs it even as the waves
close over his lips. See, a dark billow of waters
breaks over the surrounding floods and buries him
deep beneath the seething waves. Dim and un-
recognizable was Lucifer that dawn ; and since he
might not leave his station in the skies, he wrapped
his face in thick clouds.

Meanwhile the daughter of Aeolus, in ignorance
of this great disaster, counts off the nights; now
hastens on to weave the robes which he is to put on,
- and now those which she herself will wear when he
comes back, and pictures to herself the home-coming
which can never be. She dutifully burns incense to
all the gods ; but most of all she worships at Juno’s
shrine, praying for the man who is no more, that
her husband may be kept safe from harm, that he
may return once more, loving no other woman more
- than her. And only this prayer of all her prayers
could be granted her. -

But the goddess could no longer endure these
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sustinet utque manus funestas arceat aris,
¢ Iri, meae " dixit “ fidissima nuntia vocis, 585
vise soporiferam Somni velociter aulam
exstinctique iube Ceycis imagine mittat
somnia ad Alcyonen veros narrantia casus,”
dixerat: induitur velamina mille colorum
Iris et arcuato caelum curvamine signans 590
tecta petit iussi sub nube latentia regis.

Est prope Cimmerios longo spelunca recessu,
mons cavus, ignavi domus et penetralia Somni,
quo numquam radiis oriens mediusve cadensve
Phoebus adire potest : nebulae caligine mixtae 595
exhalantur humo dubiaeque crepuscula lucis.
non vigil ales ibi cristati cantibus oris
evoeat Auroram, nec voce silentia rumpunt
sollicitive canes canibusve sagacior anser;
non fera, non pecudes, non moti flamine rami 600
humanaeve sonum reddunt convicia linguae.
muta quies habitat ; saxo tamen exit ab imo
rivus aquae Lethes, per quem cum murmure labens
invitat somnos crepitantibus unda lapillis.
ante fores antri fecunda papavera florent 603
innumeraeque herbae, quarum de lacte soporem
Nox legit et spargit per opacas umida terras,
ianua, ne verso stridores cardine reddat,
nulla domo tota, custos in limine nullus;
at medio torus est ebeno sublimis in antro, 610
plumeus, atricolor, pullo velamine tectus,
quo cubat ipse deus membris languore solutis.
hune cirea passim varias imitantia formas
Somnia vana iacent totidem, quot messis aristas,
silva gerit frondes, eiectas litus harenas. 615
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entreaties for the dead. And that she might free
her altar from the touch of the hands of mourning,
she said : “ Iris, most faithful messenger of mine, go
quickly to the drowsy house of Sleep, and bid him
send to Alcyone a vision in dead Ceyx’ form to tell
her the truth about his fate.” She spoke; and Iris
put on her cloak of a thousand hues and, trailing across
the sky in a rainbow curve, she sought the cloud-
concealed palace of the king of sleep.

Near the land of the Cimmerians there is a deep
recess within a hollow mountain, the home and
chamber of sluggish Sleep. Phoebus can never
enter there with his rising, noontide, or setting rays.
Clouds of vapour breathe forth from the earth, and
dusky twilight shadows. There no wakeful, crested
cock with his loud crowing summons the dawn; no
watch-dog breaks the deep silence with his baying,
or goose, more watchful than the dog. There is no
sound of wild beast or of cattle, of branches rustling
in the breeze, no clamorous tongues of men. There
mute silence dwells. But from the bottom of the cave
there flows the stream of Lethe, whose waves, gently
murmuring over the gravelly bed, invite to slumber.
Before the cavern’s entrance abundant poppies
bloom, and countless herbs, from whose juices dewy
night distils sleep and spreads its influence over the
- darkened lands. There is no door in all the house,
lest some turning hinge should creak ; no guardian
on the threshold. But in the cavern’s central space
~ thereisa high couch of ebony, downy-soft,black-hued,
Spread with a dusky coverlet. There lies the god him-
self, his limbs relaxed in languorous repose. Around

on all sides lie empty dream-shapes, mimicking
Many forms, many as ears of grain in harvest-time, as
leaves upon the trees, as sands cast on the shore.
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Quo simul intravit manibusque obstantia virgo
Somnia dimovit, vestis fulgore reluxit
sacra domus, tardaque deus gravitate iacentes
vix oculos tollens iterumque iterumque relabens
summaque percutiens nutanti pectora mento 62
excussit tandem sibi se cubitoque levatus,
quid veniat, (cognovit enim) scitatur, at illa:
“ Somne, quies rerum, placidissime, Somne, deorum,
pax animi, quem cura fugit, qui corpora duris
fessa ministeriis mulces reparasque labori, 625
Somnia, quae veras aequant imitamine formas,
Herculea Trachine iube sub imagine regis
Alcyonen adeant simulacraque naufraga fingant.
imperat hoc [uno.” postquam mandata peregit,
Iris abit : neque enim ulterius tolerare soporis 630
vim poterat, labique ut somnum sensit in artus,
effugit et remeat per quos modo venerat arcus,

At pater e populo natorum mille suorum
excitat artificem simulatoremque figurae
Morphea : non illo quisquam sollertius alter 63
exprimit incessus vultumque sonumque loquendi;
adicit et vestes et consuetissima cuique
verba ; sed hic solos homines imitatur, at alter
fit fera, fit volueris, fit longo corpore serpens:
hunc Icelon superi, mortale Phobetora vulgus
nominat ; est etiam diversae tertius artis
Phantasos : ille in humum saxumque undamgque tra-

bemque,

quaeque vacant anima, fallaciter omnia transit ;
regibus hi ducibusque suos ostendere vultus
nocte solent, populos alii plebemque pererrant. 64
praeterit hos senior cunctisque e fratribus unum
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When the maiden entered there and with her
hands brushed aside the dream-shapes that blocked
her way, the awesome house was lit up with the gleam-
ing of her garments. Then the god, scarce lifting his
eyelids heavy with the weight of sleep, Sinking back
repeatedly and knocking his breast with his nodding
chin, at last shook himself free of himself and, resting
on an elbow,asked her (for he recognized her) why she
came. And she replied: « O Sleep, thou rest of all
things, Sleep, mildest of the gods, balm of the soul, who
puttest care to flight, soothest our bodies worn with
hard ministries, and preparest them for toil again !
Fashion a shape that shall seem true form, and bid it
go in semblance of the king to Aleyone in Trachin,
famed for Hercules. There let it show her the
picture of the wreck. This Juno bids.” When she
had done her task Iris departed, for she could no
longer endure the power of sleep, and when she felt
the drowsiness stealing upon her frame she fled away
and retraced her course along the arch over which she
had lately passed.

But the father rouses Morpheus from the throng of
his thousand sons, a cunning imitator of the human
form. No other is more skilled than he in represent-
ing the gait, the features, and the speech of men;
the clothing also and the accustomed words of each
he represents. His office is with men alone : another
takes the form of beast or bird or the long serpent.
Him the gods call Icelos, but mortals name him
Phobetor. ~ A third is Phantasos, versed in different
arts, He puts on deceptive shapes of earth, rocks,
Water, trees, all lifeless things. These shapes show

emselves by night to kings and chieftains, the rest

nt the throng of common folk. These the old
sleep-god passes by, and chooses out of all the
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Morphea, qui peragat Thaumantidos edita, Somnus
eligit et rursus molli languore solutus
deposuifque caput stratoque recondidit alto.

Ille volat nullos strepitus facientibus alis 630
per tenebras intraque morae breve tempus in urbem
pervenit Haemoniam, positisque e corpore pennis
in faciem Ceycis abit sumptaque figura
luridus, exanimi similis, sine vestibus ullis,
coniugis ante torum miserae stetit : uda videtur 655
barba viri, madidisque gravis fluere unda capillis.
tum lecto incumbens fletu super ora profuso
haec ait: “agnoscis Ceyca, miserrima coniunx,
an mea mutata est facies nece? respice: nosces
inveniesque tuo pro coniuge coniugis umbram ! 660
nil opis, Aleyone, nobis tua vota tulerunt !
occidimus ! falso tibi me promittere noli!
nubilus Aegaeo deprendit in aequore navem
auster et ingenti iactatam flamine solvit,
oraque nostra tuum frustra clamantia nomen 663
inplerunt fluctus.—non haec tibi nuntiat auctor
ambiguus, non ista vagis rumoribus audis :
ipse ego fata tibi praesens mea naufragus edo.
surge, age, da lacrimas lugubriaque indue nec me
indeploratum sub inania Tartara mitte Sy 670
adicit his vocem Morpheus, quam coniugis illa
crederet esse sui (fletus quoque fundere veros
visus erat) gestumque manu Ceycis habebat.
ingemit Alcyone, lacrimas movet atque lacertos
per somnum corpusque petens amplectitur auras 67
exclamatque : “mane! quo te rapis? ibimus una.’
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brethren Morpheus alone to do the bidding of Iris,
Thaumas' daughter. This done, once more in soft
drowsiness he droops his head and settles it down
upon his high couch.

But Morpheus flits away through the darkness on
noiseless wings and quickly comes to the Haemonian
city. There, putting off his wings, he takes the face
and form of Ceyx, wan like the dead, and stands
naked before the couch of the hapless wife. His
beard is wet, and water drips from his sodden hair.
Then with streaming eyes he bends over her couch
and says: “Do you recognize your Ceyx, O most
wretched wife? or is my face changed in death?
Look on me! You will know me then and find in
place of husband your husband’s shade. No help,
Aleyone, have your prayers brought to me: I am
dead. Cherish no longer your vain hope of me.
For stormy Auster caught my ship on the Aegean
sea and, tossing her in his fierce blasts, wrecked her
there. My lips, calling vainly upon your name,
drank in the waves. And this tale no uncertain
messenger brings to you, nor do you hear it in the
words of vague report; but I myself, wrecked as
you see me, tell you of my fate. Get you up, then,
and weep for me; put on your mourning garments
and let me not go unlamented to the cheerless
land of shades.” These words spoke Morpheus,
and that, too, in a voice she might well believe her
husband’s; he seemed also to weep real tears,
and had the very gesture of her Ceyx’ hands.
Aleyone groaned, shed tears, and in sleep seeking
his arms and to clasp his body, held only air in
her embrace. She cried aloud: “ Wait for me!
Whither do you hasten? I will go with you.”
Aroused by her own voice and by the image of her
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voce sua specieque viri turbata soporem

excutit et, primo, si sit, circumspicit, illic,

qui modo visus erat ; nam moti voce ministri
intulerant lumen. postquam non invenit usquam,
percutit ora manu laniatque a pectore vestes 681
pectoraque ipsa ferit nec crines solvere curat:
scindit et altrici, quae luctus causa, roganti

“nulla est Alcyone, nulla est” ait. “occidit una
cum Ceyce suo. solantia tollite verba! 685
naufragus interiit : vidi agnovique manusque

ad discedentem cupiens retinere tetendi.

umbra fuit, sed et umbra tamen manifesta virique
vera mei. non ille quidem, si quaeris, habebat
adsuetos vultus nec quo prius, ore nitebat: 690
pallentem nudumgque et adhue umente capillo
infelix vidi. stetit hoc miserabilis ipse

ecce loco” ; (et quaerit, vestigia siqua supersint).

“ hoe erat, hoe, animo quod divinante timebam,

et ne me fugeres, ventos sequerere, rogabam. 695
at certe vellem, quoniam periturus abibas,

me quoque duxisses : multum fuit utile tecum

ire mihi; neque enim de vitae tempore quicquam
non simul egissem, nec mors discreta fuisset.

nune absens perii, iactor quoque fluctibus absens, 700
et sine me me pontus habet. crudelior ipso

sit mihi mens pelago, si vitam ducere nitar

longius et tanto pugnem superesse dolori !

sed neque pugnabo nec te, miserande, relinquam

et tibi nune saltem veniam comes, inque sepulero 709
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husband, she started wide awake. And first she
looked around to see if he was there whom but now
she had seen. For her attendants, startled by her
cries, had brought a lamp into her chamber. When
she did not find him anywhere, she smote her cheeks,
tore off her garment from her breast and beat her
breasts themselves. She stayed not to loose her
hair, but rent it, and to her nurse, who asked what
was her cause of grief, she cried : «“ Alcyone is no
more, no more ; she has died together with her Ceyx.
Away with consoling words! He's shipwrecked,
dead! I saw him and I knew him, and I stretched
out my hands to him as he vanished, eager to hold
him back. It was but a shade, and yet it was my
busband’s true shade, clearly seen. He had not, to
be sure, his wonted features, nor did his face light as
it used to do. But wan and naked, with hair still
dripping, oh, woe is me, I saw him. See there, on
that very spot, he himself stood, piteous”’—and she
strove to see if any footprints still remained. * This,
this it was which with foreboding mind I-feared, and
I begged you not to leave me and sail away. But
surely I should have wished, since you were going to
your death, that you had taken me as well. How
well had it been for me to go with you; for in that
case neither should I have spent any of my life apart
from you, nor should we have been separated in our
death. But now far from myself I have perished ; far
from myself also I am tossed about upon the waves,
and without me the sea holds me. My heart would
more cruel to me than the sea itself if I should
strive still to live on and struggle to survive my
forrow.  But I shall neither struggle nor shall 1
leave you, my poor husband. Now at least I shall
tme to be your companion; and if not the
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si non urna, tamen iunget nos littera : si non
ossibus ossa meis, at nomen nomine tangam.”
plura dolor prohibet, verboque intervenit omni
plangor, et attonito gemitus a corde trahuntur.
Mane erat : egreditur tectis ad litus et illum 710
maesta locum repetit, de quo spectarat euntem,
dumque moratur ibi dumque “ hic retinacula solvit,
hoc mihi discedens dedit oscula litore” dicit
dumque notata locis reminiscitur acta fretumque
prospicit, in liquida, spatio distante, tuetur 715
nescio quid quasi corpus aqua, primoque, quid illud
esset, erat dubium ; postquam paulum adpulit unda,
et, quamvis aberat, corpus tamen esse liquebat, .
qui foret, ignorans, quia naufragus, omine mota est
et, tamquam ignoto lacrimam daret, “ heu ! miser,”

inquit 720
« quisquis es, et siqua est coniunx tibi ! fluctibus
actum

fit propius corpus : quod quo magis illa tuetur,

hoe minus et minus est mentis, vae! iamque pro-
pinquae

admotum terrae, iam quod cognoscere posset,

cernit : erat coniunx ! “ille est!” exclamat et und

ora, comas, vestem lacerat tendensque trementes 720

ad Ceyca manus “ sic, o carissime coniunx,

sic ad me, miserande, redis ? " ait. adiacet undis

facta manu moles, quae primas aequoris undas

frangit et incursus quae praedelassat aquarum. 7
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entombed urn, at least the lettered stone shall join
us; if not your bones with mine, still shall I touch
you, name with name.” Grief checked further
speech, wailing took place of words, and groans
drawn from her stricken heart.

Morning had come. She went forth from her
house to the seashore and sadly sought that spot
again from which she had watched him sail. And
while she lingered there and while she was saying :
“Here he loosed his cable, on this beach he kissed
me as he was departing”; while she was thus
recalling the incidents and the place and gazing sea-
ward, away out upon the streaming waters she saw
something like a corpse. At first she was not sure
what it was; but after the waves had washed it a
little nearer, although it was still some distance off,
yet it clearly was a corpse. She did not know whose
it was ; yet, because it was a shipwrecked man, she
was moved by the omen and, as if she would weep
for the unknown dead, she cried: “Alas for you,
poor man, whoever you are, and alas for your wife,
if wife you have!” Meanwhile the body had been
driven nearer by the waves, and the more she
regarded it the less and still less could she contain
herself. Ah! and now it had come close to land,
now she could see clearly what it was. It was her
husband ! «’Tis he ! she shrieked and, tearing her
cheeks, her hair, her garments all at once, she
stretched out her trembling hands to Ceyx, crying :
“Thus, O dearest husband, is it thus, poor soul, you
tome back to me?” Near by the water was a mole
built which broke the first onslaught of the waters,
and took the force of the rushing waves. Thither she
Tan and leaped into the sea; 'twas a wonder that she
could ; she flew and, fluttering through the yielding
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insilit huc, mirumque fuit potuisse : volabat
percutiensque levem modo natis aera pennis
stringebat summas ales miserabilis undas,
dumque volat, maesto similem plenumque querellae
ora dedere sonum tenui crepitantia rostro. 735
ut vero tetigit mutum et sine sanguine corpus,
dilectos artus amplexa recentibus alis

frigida nequiquam duro dedit oscula rostro.

senserit hoc Ceyx, an vultum motibus undae

tollere sit visus, populus dubitabat, at ille 740
senserat : et, tandem superis miserantibus, ambo
alite mutantur ; fatis obnoxius isdem

tunc quoque mansit amor nec coniugiale solutum
foedus in alitibus : coeunt fiuntque parentes,
perque dies placidos hiberno tempore septem 745
incubat Alcyone pendentibus aequore nidis.

tunc iacet unda maris : ventos custodit et arcet
Aeolus egressu praestatque nepotibus aequor.

Hos aliquis senior iunctim freta lata volantes
spectat et ad finem servatos laudat amores : 750
proximus, aut idem, si fors tulit, « hic quoque,’” dixit
“ quem mare carpentem substrictaque crura gerentem
aspicis,” (ostendens spatiosum in guttura mergum)
« regia progenies, et si descendere ad ipsum
ordine perpetuo quaeris, sunt huius origo 755
 Ilus et Assaracus raptusque Iovi Ganymedes
Laomedonque senex Priamusque novissima Troiae
tempora sortitus ; frater fuit Hectoris iste :
qui nisi sensisset prima nova fata iuventa,
forsitan inferius non Hectore nomen haberet, 700
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air on sudden wings, she skimmed the surface of
the water, a wretched bird. And as she flew, her
croaking mouth, with long slender beak, uttered
sounds like one in grief and full of complaint. But
when she reached the silent, lifeless body, she
embraced the dear limbs with her new-found wings
and strove vainly to kiss the cold lips with her rough
bill. Whether Ceyx felt this, or whether he but
seemed to lift his face by the motion of the waves,
men were in doubt. But he did feel it. And at
last, through the pity of the gods, both changed to
birds. Though thus they suffered the same fate, still
even thus their love remained, nor were their con-
jugal bonds loosened because of their feathered
shape.  Still do they mate and rear their young;
and for seven peaceful days in the winter season
Alcyone broods upon her nest floating upon the
surface of the waters. At such a time the waves of
the sea are still; for Aeolus guards his winds and
forbids them to go abroad and for his grandsons’ sake
gives peace upon the sea.

Seeing these birds flying in loving harmony over
the broad waters, some old man spoke in praise of
their affection kept unbroken to the end. Then one
near by, or perhaps the same speaker, pointing to a
long-necked diver, said: “That bird also, which you
see skimming along over the water and trailing his
slender legs, is of royal birth, and his ancestors, if
you wish in unbroken line to come down to him him-
self, were Ilus and Assaracus, Ganymede, whom Jove
stole away, old Laomedon and Priam, who came by
fate on Troy’s last days. He there was the brother
of Hector; and had he not met his strange fate in
early manhood, perhaps he would have a name no
renowned than Hector’s. While the daughter
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quamvis est illum proles enixa Dymantis,
Aesacon umbrosa furtim peperisse sub Ida
fertur Alexiroe, Granico nata bicorni.
oderat hic urbes nitidaque remotus ab aula
secretos montes et inambitiosa colebat 765
rura nee Iliacos coetus nisi rarus adibat.
non agreste tamen nec inexpugnabile amori
pectus habens silvas captatam saepe per omnes
aspicit Hesperien patria Cebrenida ripa
iniectos umeris siccantem sole capillos. 770
visa fugit nymphe, veluti perterrita fulvum .
cerva lupum longeque lacu deprensa relicto
accipitrem fluvialis anas; quam Troius heros
insequitur celeremque metu celer urguet amore.
ecee latens herba coluber fugientis adunco 175
dente pedem strinxit virusque in corpore liquit ;
cum vita suppressa fuga est: amplectitur amens
exanimem clamatque ¢ piget, piget esse secutum !
sed non hoc timui, neque erat mihi vincere tanti.
perdidimus miseram nos te duo: vulnus ab angue,
a me causa data est ! ego sum sceleratior illo, 781
qui tibi morte mea mortis solacia mittam.’
dixit et e scopulo, quem rauca subederat unda,
decidit in pontum. Tethys miserata cadentem
molliter excepit nantemque per aequora pennis 78
texit, et optatae non est data copia mortis.
indignatur amans, invitum vivere cogi
obstarique animae misera de sede volenti
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of Dymas ! bore the one, the other, Aesacus, is said to
have been borne in secret beneath the shades of Ida
by Alexiroé, daughter of the horned Granicus, He
hated towns and, far from glittering palace halls,
dwelt on remote mountain-sides and in low]y country
places, and rarely sought the company of the men of
Ilium. Still his heart was not boorish nor averse to
love, and often he pursued through all the woody
glades Hesperia, daughter of Cebren, whom he
beheld drying her flowing hair in the sun upon her
father's bank. The nymph fled at sight of him as
the frightened hind flees the tawny wolf, or as the
wild duck, surprised far from her forsaken pool, flees
from the hawk. But the Trojan hero followed her,
swift on the wings of love as she was swift on the
wings of fear. Behold, a serpent, hiding in the
grass, pierced her foot with his curved fangs as she
fled along, and left his poison in her veins. Her
flight stopped with life. Beside himself, her lover
embraced the lifeless form and cried : ¢ Ob, I repent
me, I repent that I followed you! But I had no fear
of this, nor was it worth so much to me to win you.
We have destroyed you, poor maid, two of us: the
wound was given you by the serpent, by me was
given the cause! T am more guilty than he. But
by my death will I send death’s consolation to you.”
0 saying, from a lofty cliff, where the hoarse waves

d eaten it out below, he hurled himself down into
the sea, But Tethys, pitying his case, received him
gently as he fell, covered him with feathers as he
oated on the waters, and so denied him the privilege
of the death he sought. The lover was wroth that
€ was forced to live against his will and that his
$pirit was thwarted as it desired to leave its wretched

1 Hecuba.
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exire, utque novas umeris adsumpserat alas, 789
subvolat agque iterum corpus Super aequora mittit,
pluma Jevat casus: furit Aesacos inque profundum
pronus abit letique viam sine fine retemptat.
fecit amor maciem : longa internodia crurum,
longa manet cervix, caput est a corpore longe; T4
aequora amat nomenque tenet, quia mergitur illo.”
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seat. And when he had gained on his shoulders his
new-sprung wings, he flew aloft and once more
hurled his body down to the sea; but his light
plumage broke his fall. In wild rage Aesacus dived
deep down below the water and tried endlessly to
find the way to death. His passion made him lean;
his legs between the joints are long, his long neck is
still long, his head is far from his body. He still
loves the sea and has his name ! because he dives
beneath it.”

! Mergus, a diver.
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LIBER XII

Nescivs adsumptis Priamus pater Aesacon alis
vivere lugebat: tumulo quoque, nomen habenti,
inferias dederat cum fratribus Hector inani;
defuit officio Paridis praesentia tristi,

postmodo qui rapta longum cum coniuge bellum
attulit in patriam : coniurataeque sequuntur
mille rates gentisque simul commune Pelasgae ;
nec dilata foret vindicta, nisi aequora saevi

invia fecissent venti, Boeotaque tellus

Aulide piscosa puppes tenuisset ituras.

hie patrio de more Tovi cum sacra parassent,

ut vetus accensis incanduit ignibus ara,

serpere caeruleum Danai videre draconem

in platanum, coeptis quae stabat proxima sacris.
nidus erat volucrum bis quattuor arbore summa:
quas simul et matrem circum sua damna volantem
corripuit serpens avidoque recondidit ore,
obstipuere omnes, at veri providus augur
Thestorides  vincemus "' ; ait, ¢ gaudete, Pelasgi!
Troia cadet, sed erit nostri mora longa laboris,”’
atque novem volucres in belli digerit annos.
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Fatner Priam, not knowing that Aesacus was still
alive in feathered form, mourned for his son, At an
empty tomb also, inscribed with the lost one’s name,
Hector with his brothers had offered sacrifices in
honour of the dead. Paris was not present at the
sad rite, Paris, who a little later brought a long-con-
tinued war upon his country with his stolen wife. A
thousand ships and the whole Pelasgian race, banded
together, pursued him, nor would vengeance have
been postponed had not stormy winds made the sea
impassable, and had not the land of Boeotia kept the
ships, though ready to set sail, at fish-haunted Aulis,
When here, after their country’s fashion, they had
prepared to sacrifice to Jove, and just as the ancient
altar was glowing with the lighted fires, the Greeks
saw a dark-green serpent crawling up a plane-tree
which stood near the place where they had begun
their sacrifices. There was a nest with eight young
birds in the top of the tree, and these, together with
the mother, who was flying around her doomed nest-
lings, the serpent seized and swallowed in his
greedy maw. They all looked on in amazement.
But Thestorides, the augur, who saw clearly the
meaning of the portent, said: “ We shall conquer.
Rejoice, ve Greeks, Troy shall fall, but our task will
be of long duration” ; and he interpreted the nine
birds as nine years of war. Meanwhile the serpent,

181



OVID
ille, ut erat virides amplexus in arbore ramos,
fit lapis et servat serpentis imagine nixum.

Permanet Aoniis Nereus violentus in undis
bellaque non transfert, et sunt, qui parcere Troiae 25
Neptunum credant, quia moenia fecerat urbi;
at non Thestorides : nec enim nescitve tacetve
sanguine virgineo placandam virginis iram
esse deae. postquam pietatem publica causa
rexque patrem vicit, castumque datura eruorem 30
flentibus ante aram stetit Iphigenia ministris,
victa dea est nubemque oculis obiecit et inter
officium turbamque sacri vocesque precantum

supposita fertur mutasse Mycenida cerva.

‘ergo ubi, qua decuit, lenita est caede Diana, 85
et pariter Phoebes, pariter maris ira recessit,
accipiunt ventos a tergo mille carinae

multaque perpessae Phrygia potiuntur harena,

Orbe locus medio est inter terrasque fretumque
caelestesque plagas, triplicis confinia mundi ; 40
unde q:nod est usquam, quamvis regionibus absit,

. ,,_pe_aetmtque cavas vox omnis ad aures:
summaque domum sibi legit in arce,
aditus ac mille foramina tectis
 inclusit limina portis; 45
: tota est ex aere sonanti,
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just as he was, coiled round the green branches of
the tree, was changed to stone, and the stone kept
the form of the climbing serpent.

But Nereus continued to be boisterous on the
Aonian waters, and refused to transport the war.
And there were some who held that Neptune was
sparing Troy because he had built its walls. But not
so the son of Thestor. For he was neither ignorant
of the truth nor did he withhold it, that the wrath of
the virgin goddess ! must be appeased with a virgin’s
- blood. After consideration for the public weal had
- overcome affection, and the father had been van-
- quished by the king, and just as midst the weeping
~ attendants Iphigenia was standing before the altar
- ready to shed her innocent blood, the goddess was
- moved to pity and spread a cloud before their eyes;
- and there, while the sacred rites went on, midst the
~ confusion of the sacrifice and the cries of suppliants,
- she is said to have substituted a hind for the maiden
- of Mycenae. When therefore, as 'twas fitting, Diana
' en appeased by the sacrifice of blood, when
Phoebe’s and the ocean’s wrath had subsided to-
ks y the thousand ships found the winds blowing
_ astern and, after suffering many adventures, they
- teached the shores of Phrygia.
- There is a place in the middle of the world, "twixt
; Emami sea and sky, the meeting-point of the three-
fold universe. From this place, whatever is, how-
Eve, away, is seen, and every word penetrates to
se hollow ears. Rumour dwells here, having chosen
 house upon a high mountain-top ; and she gave
house countless entrances, a thousand apertures,
‘With no doors to close them. Night and day
: stands open. It is built all of echoing

1 Diana.
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tota fremit vocesque refert iteratque quod audit ;
nulla quies intus nullaque silentia parte,
nec tamen est clamor, sed parvae murmura vocis,
qualia'de pelagi, siquis procul audiat, undis
esse solent, qualemve sonum, cum Tuppiter atras
inerepuit nubes, extrema tonitrua reddunt.
atria turba tenet: veniunt, leve vulgus, euntque
mixtaque cum veris passim commenta vagantur
milia rumorum confusaque verba volutant ;
e quibus hi vacuas inplent sermonibus aures,
hi narrata ferunt alio, mensuraque ficti
crescit, et auditis aliquid novus adicit auctor.
illic Credulitas, illic temerarius Error
vanaque Laetitia est consternatique Timores
Seditioque recens dubioque auctore Susurri;
ipsa, quid in caelo rerum pelagoque geratur
et tellure, videt totumque inquirit in orbem.

Fecerat haec notum, Graias cum milite forti
adventare rates, neque inexspectatus in armis
hostis adest : prohibent aditus litusque tuentur
Troes, et Hectorea primus fataliter hasta,
Protesilae, cadis, commissaque proelia magno

50

55

6o

63

stant Danais, fortisque animae nece cognitus Hector.

nee Phryges exiguo, quid Achaica dextera posset,

sanguine senserunt, et jam Sigea rubebant
litora, iam leto proles Neptunia, Cygnus,
mille viros dederat, iam curru instabat Achilles

totaque Peliacae sternebat cuspidis ictu
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brass. The whole place resounds with confused
noises, repeats all words and doubles what it hears,
There is no quiet, no silence anywhere within. And
yet there is no loud clamour, but only the subdued
murmur of voices, like the murmur of the waves of
the sea if you listen afar off, or like the last rum-
blings of thunder when Jove has made the dark
clouds crash together. Crowds fill the hall, shifting
throngs come and go, and everywhere wander thou-
sands of rumours, falsehoods mingled with the truth,
and confused reports flit about. Some of these fill
their idle ears with talk, and others go and tell
elsewhere what they have heard; while the story
grows in size, and each new teller makes contribu-
tion to what he has heard. Here is Credulity,
here is heedless Error, unfounded Joy and panie
Fear; here sudden Sedition and unauthentic Whis-
perings. Rumour herself beholds all that is doge in
heaven, on sea and land, and searches throughout the
world for news,

Now she had spread the tidings that the Greek
fleet was approaching full of brave soldiery ; and so
not unlooked for did the invading army come. The
Trojans were ready to prevent the enemy’s landing
and to protect their shores. You first fell, Pro-
tesilaiis, before Hector's deadly spear. Those early
battles proved costly to the Greeks and they soon
learned Hector’s warlike mettle by the slaughter
that he dealt. And the Phrygians learned too, at no
slight cost of blood, how puissant was the Grecian
hand. And now the Sigean shores grew red ; now
Neptune’s son, Cygnus, had given a thousand men to

eath ; now was Achilles pressing on in his chariot
and laying low whole ranks with the stroke of his
Spear that grew on Pelion ; and, as he sought through
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agmina perque acies aut Cygnum aut Hectora
quaerens 75

congreditur Cygno (decimum dilatus in annum

Hectoy erat): tum colla iugo canentia pressos

exhortatus equos currum direxit in hostem

concutiensque suis vibrantia tela lacertis

“ quisquis es, 0 juvenis,” dixit “ solamen habeto 80

mortis, ab Haemonio quod sis iugulatus Achille!”

hactenus Aeacides: vocem gravis hasta secuta est,

sed quamquam certa nullus fuit error in hasta,

nil tamen emissi profecit acumine ferri

utque hebeti pectus tantummodo contudit ictu. 85

“ pate dea, nam te fama praenovimus,” inquit

ille # quid a nobis vulnus miraris abesse ?

(mirabatur enim.) “non haec, quam cernis, equinis

fulva iubis cassis neque onus, cava parma, sinistrae

auxilio mihi sunt : decor est quaesitus ab istis; 90

Mars quoque ob hoc capere arma solet! removebitur
huius

tegminis officium : tamen indestrictus abibo ;

est aliquid non esse satum Nereide, sed qui

Nereaque et natas et totum temperat aequor.”

dixit et haesurum clipei curvamine telum 95

misit in Aeaciden, quod et aes et proxima rupit

terga novena boum, decimo tamen orbe moratum est.

excutit hoc heros rursusque trementia forti

tela manu torsit: rursus sine vulnere corpus

sincerumque fuit ; nec tertia cuspis apertum 109

et se pracbentem valuit destringere Cygnum.

haut secus exarsit, quam circo taurus aperto,
186
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the battle’s press either Cygnus or Heector, he met
with Cygnus. (Hector’s fate had been postponed
until the tenth year.) Then Achilles, shouting to
his horses whose snowy necks were straining at the
yoke, drove his chariot full at the enemy and,
brandishing his spear with his strong arm, eried :
“Whoever you are, O youth, have it for solace of
your death that you were slain by Achilles of
Thessaly.”  So spoke Aeacides. His heavy spear
followed on the word ; but, although there ‘was no
swerving in the well-aimed spear, the flying weapon
strack with its sharp point without effect, and only
bruised his breast as by a blunt stroke. Then Cygnus
said : “ O son of Thetis, for rumour has already made
you known to me, why do you marvel that I am
unscathed?”” for he was amazed. ¢ Neither this
helmet which you behold yellow, with its horse-hair
erest, nor yet this hollow shield which burdens my
left arm is intended for a protection ; 'tis ornament
that is sought from them. Mars, too, for this cause,
wearshis armour. Remove the protection of thiscover-
ing : still shall I escape unharmed. It is something to
be the son, not of Nereus’ daughter, but of him who
rules both Nereus and his daughters and the whole
seabesides.” He spoke and hurled against Aeacides
his spear, destined only to stick in the curving shield.
Through brass and through nine layers of bull’s hide
it tore its way, but stopped upon the tenth. Shaking
the weapon off, the hero again hurled a quivering spear
with his strong hand. Again his foeman’s body was
unwounded and unharmed ; nor did a third spear
avail to injure Cygnus, though he offered his body
quite unprotected. Achilles raged at this just like
a bull in the broad arena when with his deadly horns
be rushes on the scarlet cloak, the object of his
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cum sua terribili petit inritamina cornu,

poeniceas vestes, elusaque vulnera sentit ;

num tamen exciderit ferrum considerat hastae: 105

haerebat ligno. “manus est mea debilis ergo,

quasque " ait “ ante habuit vires, effudit in uno?

nam certe valuit, vel cum Lyrnesia primus

moenia deieci, vel cum Tenedonque suoque

Fetioneas inplevi sanguine Thebas, 110

vel cum purpureus populari caede Caicus

fluxit, opusque meae bis sensit Telephus hastae.

hic quoque tot caesis, quorum per litus acervos

et feci et video, valuit mea dextra valetque.”

dixit et, ante actis veluti male crederet, hastam 115

misit in adversum Lycia de plebe Menoeten

loricamque simul subiectaque pectora rupit.

quo plangente gravem moribundo vertice terram

extrahit illud idem calido de vulnere telum

atque ait : “haec manus est, haec, qua modo vicimus,
hasta : 120

utar in hoe isdem ; sit in hoc, precor, exitus idem!”

sic fatus Cygnum repetit, nec fraxinus errat

inque umero sonuit non evitata sinistro,

inde velut muro solidaque a caute repulsa est;

qua tamen ictus erat, signatum sanguine Cygnum 123

viderat et frustra fuerat gavisus Achilles:

vuluus erat nullum, sanguis fuit ille Menoetae !

tum vero praeceps curru fremebundus ab alto

desilit et nitido securum comminus hostem

ense petens parmam gladio galeamque cavari 150

cernit, at in duro laedi quoque corpore ferrum.
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wrath, and finds it ever eluding his fierce attack.
He examined the spear to see if the iron point had
not been dislodged. It was still on the wooden
shaft. “Is my hand then so weak,” he said, * and
has the strength, which it once had, ebbed away in
this case alone? For surely I had strength enough
when I as leader of the attack overthrew Lyrnesus’
walls, or when I caused Tenedos and Thebes, the
city of Eetion, to flow with their own blood, when
the Caicus ran red with the slaughter of its neigh-
bouring tribes, and when Telephus twice felt the
strength of my spear. On this field also, with so many
slain, heaps of whose corpses upon the shore I have
both made and see, my right hand has been mighty
and still is mighty.”  He spoke and, as if he dis-
trusted his former prowess, he hurled the spear full at
Menoetes, one of the Lycian commons, and smote
clean through his breastplate and his breast beneath,
As his dying victim fell clanging down head first
upon the solid earth, Achilles plucked out the spear
from the hot wound and cried : “ This is the hand,
this the spear with which I have just conquered. I
likewise shall use it on this foeman, and may the
outcome be the same on him, I pray.” So saying,
he hurled again at Cygnus, and the ashen spear went
straight and struck, unshunned, with a thud upon the
left shoulder, whence it rebounded as from a wall or
from a solid cliff. Yet where the spearstruck, Achilles
saw Cygnus marked with blood, and rejoiced, but
vainly : there was no wound; it was Menoetes’
blood ! Then truly in headlong rage he leaped down
from his lofty chariot and, seeking his invulnerable
in close conflict with his gleaming sword, he saw
both shield and helmet pierced through, but on the
inyielding body his sword was even blunted. The
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haut tulit ulterius clipeoque adversa retecti
ter quater ora viri, capulo cava tempora pulsat
cedentique sequens instat turbatque ruitque
attonihqﬁe negat requiem : pavor occupat illum, 135
ante oculosque natant tenebrae retroque ferenti
aversos passus medio lapis obstitit arvo;
‘quem super inpulsum resupino corpore Cygnum

vi multa vertit terraeque adflixit Achilles.

tum clipeo genibusque premens praecordia duris 140
vinela trahit galeae, quae presso subdita mento
elidunt fauces et respiramen utrumque

eripiunt animae. victum spoliare parabat :

arma relicta videt ; corpus deus aequoris albam
_contalit in volucrem, cuius modo nomen habebat. 143

Hic labor, haec requiem multorum pugna dierum

attulit et positis pars utraque substitit armis.
dumgque vigil Phrygios servat custodia muros,
et vigil Argolicas servat custodia fossas,

festa dies aderat, qua Cygni victor Achilles 150
Pallada mactatae placabat sanguine vaccae ;

cuius ut inposuit prosecta calentibus aris,

et dis acceptus penetravit in aethera nidor,
sacra tulere suam, pars est data cetera mensis.
- discubuere toris proceres et corpora tosta 155

~ carne replent vinoque levant curasque sitimque.
on illos citharae, non illos carmina vocum

W
M X

longave multifori delectat tibia buxi,

n sermone trahunt, virtusque loquendi




ro could brook no more, but with shield and sword-
again he beat upon the face and hollow
uncovered foe. As one gives way the
presses on, buffets and rushes him, gives him
to recover from the shock. Fear gets hold
us ; dark shadows float before his eyes, and
steps backward a stone lying on the plain
his way. As he lies with bent body pressed
upon this, Achilles whirls him with mighty
and dashes him to the earth, Then, pressing
buckler and hard knees upon his breast, he un-
es his helmet-thongs. With these applied beneath
chin he chokes his throat and cuts off the passage
s breath. He prepares to strip his conquered
he sees the armour empty; for the god has
ged the body into the white bird whose name
ely bore.
struggle, this battle, brought a truce of many
and each side laid its weapons down and rested,
ile a watchful guard was patrolling the Phry-
Is and a watchful guard patrolled the trenches
Greeks, there came a festal day when Cygnus’
eror, Achilles,was sacrificing to Pallas with blood
slain heifer. When now the entrails had been
4 upon the blazing altars and the odour which
ove had ascended to the skies, the holy beings
ed their share and the rest was set upon the
The chiefs reclined upon the couches and ate
fill of the roasted flesh while they relieved
* cares and quenched their thirst with wine.
 Were they entertained by sound of cithern,
the voice of song, nor by the long flute of
%od pierced with many holes ; but they drew
® night in talk, and valour was the theme of
conversation. Of battles was their talk, the
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materia est : pugnas referunt hostisque suasque, 160
inque vices adita atque exhausta pericula saepe
commemorare iuvat; quid enim loqueretur Achilles,
aut qu'id apud magnum potius loquerentur Achillem?
proxima praecipue domito victoria Cygno
in sermone fuit : visum mirabile cunctis, 165
quod iuveni corpus nullo penetrabile telo
invictumque a vulnere erat ferrumque terebat.
hoe ipse Aeacides, hoc mirabantur Achivi,
cum sic Nestor ait: “vestro fuit unicus aevo
contemptor ferri nulloque forabilis ictu 170
Cygnus. at ipse olim patientem vulnera mille
corpore non laeso Perrhaebum Caenea vidi,
Caenea Perrhaebum, qui factis inclitus Othryn
incoluit, quoque id mirum magis esset in illo,
femina natus erat.”” monstri novitate moventur 175
quisquis adest, narretque rogant : quos inter Achilles:
« dic age ! nam cunctis eadem est audire voluntas,
o facunde senex, aevi pradentia nostri,
quis fuerit Caeneus, cur in contraria versus,
qua tibi militia, cuius certamine pugnae 180
cognitus, a quo sit victus, si victus ab ullo est.”
tum senior: “quamvis obstet mihi tarda vetustas,
multaque me fugiant primis spectata sub annis,
plura tamen memini. nec quae magis haereat ulla
pectore res nostro est inter bellique domique 189
acta tot, ac si quem potuit spatiosa senectus
spectatorem operum multorum reddere, vixi
annos bis centum ; nunec tertia vivitur aetas.

“ Clara decore fuit proles Elateia Caenis,
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enemy’s and their own, and ‘twas joy to tell over and
over again in turn the perils they had encountered and
endured. For of what else should Achilles speak, or
of what else should others speak in great Achilles’
presence?  Especially did the talk turn on Achilles’
last victory and Cygnus’ overthrow. It seemed a
marvel to them all that a youth should have a body
which no spear could penetrate, invulnerable, which
blunted the sword's edge. Aeacides himself and
the Greeks were wondering at this, when Nestor
said: “In this your generation there has been one
only, Cygnus, who could scorn the sword, whom no
stroke could pierce; but I myself long ago saw
one who could bear a thousand strokes with body
unharmed, Thessalian Caeneus : Caeneus of Thessaly,
I say, who once dwelt on Mount Othrys, famed for
his mighty deeds; and to enhance the marvel of
him, he had been born a woman.” All who heard
were struck with wonder at this marvel and begged
him to tell the tale. Among the rest Achilles said :
“Tell on, old man, eloquent wisdom of our age, for
all of us alike desire to hear, who was this Caeneus,
why was he changed in sex, in what campaign did
you know him and fighting against whom ; by whom
he was conquered if he was conquered by anyone.”
Then said the old man : « Though time has blurred
my memory, though many things which I saw in my
young years have quite gone from me, still can I
femember much ; nor is there anything, midst so
many deeds of war and peace, that clings more
firmly in my memory than this. And, if long-
¢xtended age could have made anyone an observer
of many deeds, I have lived for two centuries and
now am living in my third.

“ Famous for beauty was Elatus’ daughter, Caenis,

1 N 103



OVID
Thessalidum virgo pulcherrima, perque propinquas
perque tuas urbes (tibi enim popularis, Achille), 191
multorumque fuit spes invidiosa procorum.
temptasset Peleus thalamos quoque forsitan illos :
sed iam aut contigerant illi conubia matris
aut fuerant promissa tuae, nec Caenis in ullos 195
denupsit thalamos secretaque litora carpens
aequorei vim passa dei est (ita fama ferebat),
utque novae Veneris Neptunus gaudia cepit,
¢ sint tua vota licet’ dixit “secura repulsae :
elige, quid voveas !’ (eadem hoc quoque fama ferebat)
“magnum ~ Caenis ait ‘facit haec iniuria votum, 201
tale patinil posse ; mihi da, femina ne sim :
omnia praestiteris.” graviore novissima dixit
verba sono poteratque viri vox illa videri,
sicut erat ; nam iam voto deus aequoris alti 205
adnuerat dederatque super, nec saucius ullis
vulneribus fieri ferrove occumbere posset.
munere laetus abit studiisque virilibus aevum
exigit Atracides Peneiaque arva pererrat.

“ Duxerat Hippodamen audaci Ixione natus 210
nubigenasque feros positis ex ordine mensis
arboribus tecto discumbere iusserat antro.

Haemonii proceres aderant, aderamus et ipsi,
festaque confusa resonabat regia turba.
ecce canunt Hymenaeon, et ignibus atria fumant, 219

cinctaque adest virgo matrum nuruumque caterva,
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most lovely of all the maids of Th essaly, both through-
out the neighbouring cities and your own (for she
was of your city, Achilles), and she was the longed-for
hope of many suitors. Peleus, too, perchance, would
have tried to win her; but he had either already wed
your mother or she was promised to him. And Caenis
would not consent to any marriage ; but, so report had
it, while walking along a lonely shore she was ravished
by the god of the sea. When Neptune had tasted
the joys of his new love, he said: ‘ Make now your
prayers without fear of refusal. Choose what you
most desire.” This, also, was a part of the same
report. Then Caenis said: ¢ The wrong that you
have done me calls for a mighty prayer, the prayer
that I may never again be able to suffer so, Grant
me that I be not woman: so grant all my prayers.’
She spoke the last words with a deeper tone which
could well seem to be uttered by a man. And so it
was ; for already the god of the deep ocean had
assented to her prayer, and had granted her besides
that she should be proof against any wounds and
should never fall before any sword. Atracides?
went away rejoicing in his gift, spent his years in
manly exercises, and ranged the fields of Thessaly.
“Bold Ixion’s son?* had wed Hippodame and had
invited the cloud-born centaurs to recline at the
tables, set in order in a well-shaded grotto. The
essalian chiefs were there and I myself was there.
The palace, in festal array, resounded with the noisy
throng. Behold, they were singing the nuptial song,
the great hall smoked with the fires, and in came the
Maiden escorted by a throng of matrons and young
Wives, herself of surpassing beauty. We congratu-
! i.e. the Thessalian, Caeneus, the transformed Caenis.
? Pirithoiis, 4
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praesignis facie ; felicem diximus illa
coniuge Pirithoum, quod paene fefellimus omen.
nam tibi, saevorum saevissime Centaurorum,
Euryte, quam vino pectus, tam virgine visa 290
ardet, et ebrietas geminata libidine regnat.
protinus eversae turbant convivia mensae,
raptaturque comis per vim nova nupta prehensis.
Eurytus Hippodamen, alii, quam quisque probabant
aut poterant, rapiunt, captaeque erat urbis imago. 225
femineo clamore sonat domus : ocius omnes
surgimus, et primus ‘ quae te vecordia,” Theseus
¢ Euryte, pulsat,’ ait, ¢ qui me vivente lacessas
Pirithoum violesque duos ignarus in uno 3
[neve ea magnanimus frustra memoraverit ore, 230
submovet instantes raptamque furentibus aufert.]
ille nihil contra, (neque enim defendere verbis
talia facta potest) sed vindicis ora protervis
insequitur manibus generosaque pectora pulsat.
forte fuit iuxta signis exstantibus asper 235
antiquus crater ; quem surgens vastior ipse
sustulit Aegides adversaque misit in ora:
sanguinis ille globos pariter cerebrumque merumque
vulnere et ore vomens madida resupinus harena
calcitrat. ardescunt germani caede bimembres 240
certatimque omnes uno ore ‘ arma, arma’ loquuntur
vina dabant animos, et prima pocula pugna
missa volant fragilesque cadi curvique lebetes,
res epulis quondam, tum bello et caedibus aptae.
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lated Pirithoiis upon his bride, an act which all but
undid the good omen of the wedding. For your heart,
Eurytus, wildest of the wild centaurs, was inflamed as
well by the sight of the maiden as with wine, and it
was swayed by drunken passion redoubled by lust.
Straightway the tables were overturned and the
banquet in an uproar, and the bride was caught
by her hair and dragged violently away. Eurytus
caught up Hippodame, and others, each took one for
himself according as he fancied or as he could, and
the scene looked like the sacking of a town. The
whole house resounded with the women’s shrieks.
Quickly we all sprang up and Theseus first cried
out: ¢ What madness, Eurytus, drives you to this,
that while I still live you dare provoke Pirithoiis
and, not knowing what you do, attack two men in
one?’ The great-souled hero, that he might justify
his threat, thrust aside the opposing centaurs and
rescued the ravished maid from their mad hands.
The other made no reply, for with words he could
not defend such deeds; but with unruly hands he
rashed upon the avenger and beat upon his face
and noble breast. There chanced to stand near
by an antique mixing-vat, rough with high-wrought
figures ; this, Theseus, rising to his fullest height,
himself, caught up and hurled full into the other’s
face. He, spouting forth gouts of blood along with
brains and wine from wound and mouth alike,stumbled
backward upon the reeking ground. His twi-formed
brothers, inflamed with passion at his death, cried all
with one accord, ¢ To arms ! to arms !’ vying with one
another. Wine gave them courage, and in the first on-
slaught wine-cupsand brittle flasks went flyingthrough
the air, and deep rounded basins, utensils once meant
for use of feasting, but now for war and slaughter.

197



OVID

¢ Primus Ophionides Amycus penetralia donis
haut timuit spoliare suis et primus ab aede
lampadibus densum rapuit funale coruscis
elatumque alte, veluti qui candida tauri
rumpere sacrifica molitur colla securi,
inlisit fronti Lapithae Celadontis et ossa
non cognoscendo confusa relinquit in ore.
exsiluere oculi, disiectisque ossibus oris
acta retro naris medioque est fixa palato.
hunc pede convulso mensae Pellacus acernae
stravit humi Pelates deiecto in pectora mento
cumque atro mixtos sputantem sanguine dentes
vulnere Tartareas geminato mittit ad umbras.

« Proximus ut steterat spectans altaria vultu
fumida terribili ¢ cur non * ait < utimur istis ?’
cumque suis Gryneus inmanem sustulit aram
ignibus et medium Lapitharum iecit in agmen
depressitque duos, Brotean et Orion : Orio
mater erat Mycale, quam deduxisse canendo
saepe reluctantis constabat cornua lunae.

“non impune feres, teli modo copia detur!’
dixerat Exadius telique habet instar, in alta
quae fuerant pinu votivi cornua cervi.

figitur hinc duplici Gryneus in lumina ramo
eruiturque oculos, quorum pars cornibus haeret,
pars fluit in barbam concretaque sanguine pendet.

“ Fece rapit mediis flagrantem Rhoetus ab aris
pruniceum torrem dextraque a parte Charaxi
tempora perstringit fulvo protecta capillo.
correpti rapida, veluti seges arida, flamma
198
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“First Amycus, Ophion’s son, serupled not to rob
the inner sanctuary of its gifts, and first snatched
from the shrine a chandelier thick hung with glitter-
ing lamps. This, lifted on high, as when one strives
to break a bull’s white neck with sacrificial axe,
he dashed full at the head of Celadon, one of the
Lapithae,crushing his face past recognition. Hiseyes
leaped from their sockets, the bones of his face were
shattered, and his nose driven back and fastened in
his throat. But Pelates of Pella, wrenching off the
leg of a table of maple-wood, hurled Amycus to the
ground, his chin driven into his breast ; and, as he
spat forth dark blood and teeth commingled, his
enemy with a second blow dispatched him to the
shades of Tartara.

“Then Gryneus, gazing with wild eyes upon the
smoking altar near which he stood, cried out, « Why
not use this?’ and, catching up the huge altar, fire
and all, he hurled it amidst a throng of Lapithae and
crushed down two, Broteas and Orios. Now Orios’
mother was Mycale, who, men said, had by her
incantations oft-times drawn down the horns of the
moon, despite her struggles. ¢ You shall not escape
unscathed, if I may but lay hand upon aweapon.” So
cried Exadius, and found for weapon the antlers of a
stag hung on a tall pine-tree as a votive offering.
Gryneus’ eyes were pierced by the double branching
horns and his eyeballs gouged out. One of these
stuck to the horn and the other rolled down upon
his beard and hung there in a mass of clotted blood.

“Then Rhoetus caught up a blazing brand of
Plum-wood from the altar and,whirling it on the right,
smashed through Charaxus’ temples covered with
yellow hair. The hair, caught by the greedy flames,
burned fiercely, like adry field of grain, and the blood
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arserunt crines, et vulnere sanguis inustus 75
terribilem stridore sonum dedit, ut dare ferrum
igne rubens plerumque solet, quod forcipe curva
cum faber eduxit, lacubus demittit : at illud
stridet et in tepida submersum sibilat unda.
saucius hirsutis avidum de crinibus ignem 280
excutit inque umeros limen tellure revulsum
tollit, onus plaustri, quod ne permittat in hostem,
ipsa facit gravitas: socium quoque saxea moles
oppressit spatio stantem propiore Cometen.
media nec retinet Rhoetus : ¢sie, conprecor,” inquit
¢ cetera sit fortis castrorum turba tuorum !’ 286
semicremoque novat repetitum stipite vulnus
terque quaterque gravi iuncturas verticis ictu
rupit, et in liquido sederunt ossa cerebro.

“Victor ad Euagrum Corythumque Dryantaque

transit ; 200

e quibus ut prima tectus lanugine malas
procubuit Corythus,' puero quac gloria fuso
parta tibi est?’ Euagrus ait, nec dicere Rhoctus
plura sinit rutilasque ferox in aperta loquentis
condidit ora viri perque os in pectora flammas. 219
te quoque, saeve Drya, circum caput igne rotato
insequitur, sed non in te quoque constitit idem
exitus : adsiduae successu caedis ovantem,
qua iuncta est umero cervix, sude figis obusta.
ingemuit duroque sudem vix osse revulsit 300
Rhoetus et ipse suo madefactus sanguine fugit.
fugit et Orneus Lycabasque ct saucius armo
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- scorching in the wound gave forth a horrid sizzling
sound ; such as a bar of iron, glowing red in the fire,
gives when the smith takes it out in his bent pincers
and plunges it into a tub of water ; it sizzles and hisses
as it is thrust into the tepid pool. The wounded man
shook off the greedy fire from his shaggy locks, then
tore up from the ground and heaved upon his shoulders
a threshold-stone, a weight for a team of oxen. But
its very weight prevented him from hurling it to reach
his enemy. The massive stone, however, did reach

Charaxus’ friend, Cometes, who stood a little nearer,

and crushed him to the ground. At this Rhoetus could

t contain his joy and said : < So, I pray, may the

st of the throng on your side be brave !’ and he

ubled his attack with the half-burned brand, and
heavy blows thrice and again he broke through
joinings of his skull until the bones sank down
his fluid brains,

. “The victor next turned against Euagrus, Corythus,

d Dryas. When one of these, young Corythus,

se first downy beard was just covering his cheeks,
forward, Euagrus cried : < What glory do you get

slaying a mere boy?’ Rhoetus gave him no
ce to say more, but fiercely thrust the red,
ing brand into the man’s mouth while still open
speech, and through his mouth clear down into his
st. Youalso, savage Dryas, he pursued, whirling
brand about his head ; but his attack upon you
~ did not have the same result. As he came on, re-
eing in his successive killings, with a charred stake

t thrust him through where neck and shoulder

Rhoetus groaned aloud, with a mighty effort

enched the stake out from the hard bone, and then

d, recking with his own blood. Orneus also fled and

bas and Medon, wounded in his right shoulder,
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dexteriore Medon et cum Pisenore Thaumas,
quique pedum nuper certamine vicerat omnes
Mermeros, accepto tum vulnere tardius ibat; 305
et Pholus et Melaneus et Abas praedator aprorum,
quique suis frustra bellum dissuaserat augur
Asbolus : ille etiam metuenti vulnera Nesso
¢ne fuge ! ad Herculeos’ inquit servaberis arcus.’
at non Eurynomus Lycidasque et Areos et Imbreus
effugere necem ; quos omnes dextra Dryantis 811
perculit adversos. adversum tu quoque, qua
terga fugae dederas, vulnus, Crenaee, tulisti :
nam grave respiciens inter duo lumina ferrum,
qua naris fronti committitur, accipis, imae. 315

« In tanto fremitu cunctis sine fine iacebat
sopitus venis et inexperrectus Aphidas
languentique manu carchesia mixta tenebat,
fusus in Ossaeae villosis pellibus ursae ;
quem procul ut vidit frustra nulla arma moventem,
inserit amento digitos ‘ miscenda’ que dixit 821
¢ cum Styge vina bibes’ Phorbas; nec plura moratus
in iuvenem torsit iaculum, ferrataque collo
fraxinus, ut casu iacuit resupinus, adacta est.
mors caruit sensu, plenoque e gutture fluxit 525
inque toros inque ipsa niger carchesia sanguis.

“ Vidi ego Petracum conantem tollere terra
glandiferam quercum ; quam dum conplexibus ambit
et quatit huc illuc labefactaque robora jactat,

Jancea Pirithoi costis inmissa Petraei 330
pectora cum duro luctantia robore fixit.
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and Thaumas and Pisenor; and Mermeros, who
but lately had surpassed all in speed of foot, now
fared more slowly because of the wound he had re-
ceived ; Pholus also fled and Melaneus and Abas,
hunter of the boar, and Asbolus, the augur, who had
in vain attempted to dissuade his friends from battle,
He said to Nessus, who also fled with him in fear of
wounds : ¢ Do not you flee ; you will be reserved for
the bow of Hercules.” But Eurynomus and Lycidas,
Areos and Imbreus did not escape death ; for all
these the right hand of Dryas slew as they fought
fronting him. In front you, also, Crenaeus, received
your wound, although you had turned in flight ; for,
as you looked back, you received a heavy javelin
between the eyes where nose and forehead Jjoin.

“ Midst all this uproar Aphidas lay, buried in end-
less sleep which filled all his veins, unawakened, still
holding his cup full of mixed wine in his sluggish
hand and stretched at full length upon an Ossaean
bear’s shaggy skin. Him, all in vain striking no
blow, Phorbas spied at a distance and, fitting his
fingers in the thong of his javelin, cried out : ¢ Mingle
your wine with the Styx and drink it there.’
Straightway he hurled his Jjavelin at the youth, and
the iron-tipped ash was driven through his neck as
he chanced to lie with head thrown back. He was
not conscious of death, and from his filling throat
out upon the couch and into the very wine-cup the
dark blood flowed.

“I saw Petraeus striving to tear from the earth an
acorn-laden oak. While he held this in both his
arms, bending it this way and that, and just as he
was wrenching forth the loosened trunk, Pirithoiis
hurled a spear right through his ribs and pinned his
Wwrithing body to the hard oak, They say that Lycus
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Pirithoi cecidisse Lycum virtute ferebant,
Pirithoi virtute Chromin, sed uterque minorem
victori titulum quam Dictys Helopsque dederunt,
fixus Helops iaculo, quod pervia tempora fecit 335
et missum a dextra laevam penetravit ad aurem,
Dictys ab ancipiti delapsus acumine montis,
dum fugit instantem trepidans Ixione natum,
decidit in praeceps et pondere corporis ornum

ingentem fregit suaque induit ilia fractae. 340
“ Ultor adest Aphareus saxumque e monte revul-
sum

mittere conatur ; mittentem stipite querno

occupat Aegides cubitique ingentia frangit

ossa nec ulterius dare corpus inutile leto

aut vacat aut curat tergoque Bienoris alti 345
insilit, haut solito quemquam portare nisi ipsum,
opposuitque genu costis premsamque sinistra
caesariem retinens vultum minitantiaque ora

robore nodoso praeduraque tempora fregit.

robore Nedymnum iaculatoremque Lycopen 850
sternit et inmissa protectum pectora barba
Hippason et summis exstantem Riphea silvis
Thereaque, Haemoniis qui prensos montibus ursos
ferre domum vivos indignantesque solebat.

haut tulit utentem pugnae successibus ultra 855
Thesea Demoleon : solido divellere dumo

annosam pinum magno molimine temptat ;

quod quia non potuit, praefractam misit in hostem,
sed procul a telo Theseus veniente recessit

Pallados admonitu : credisic ipse volebat. 360
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fell by the might of Pirithoiis ; by the might of
Pirithoiis, Chromis.  But Dictys and Helops gave
greater fame to the conqueror than either o these.
Helops was thrust through by a javelin which passed
through his temples and, hurled from the right,
pierced to his left ear. Dictys, while fleeing in
desperate haste from Ixion’s son who pressed him
hard, stumbled on the edge of a steep precipice
and, falling headlong, crashed into a huge ash-
tree’s top with all his weight and impaled his body
on the broken spikes.
“Aphareus, at hand to avenge him, heaved to throw
a rock torn from the mountain-side ; but, even as he
heaved, the son of Aegeus caught him with an oaken
club and broke the great bones of his elbow-joint.
Having no time nor care to inflict further injury on
his maimed body, he sprang on tall Bienor's back,
who never before had carried any but himself; and,
pressing his knees into the centaur's sides and with
his left hand clutching his flowing locks, he crushed
face and mouth, screaming out threatenings, and
hard temples with his knotty club. With the
club he slew Nedymnus and Lycopes, famed for the
Javelin throw, Hippasos, his breast covered by his
flowing beard, and Ripheus, who overtopped the trees
in height ; Thereus as well, who used to catch bears
upon the Thessalian mountains and carry them home
alive and struggling. Demoleon could no longer
brook Theseus” unchecked success. He had been
wrenching away with all his might at an old pine,
trying to tear it up, trunk and all; failing in
this, he broke it off and hurled it at his foe. But
heseus, seeing the weapon coming, withdrew beyond
its range, for so had Pallas directed him; at least
that is what he himself would have us understand.
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non tamen arbor iners cecidit ; nam Crantoris alti
abscidit iugulo pectusque umerumque sinistrum :
armiger ille tui fuerat genitoris, Achille,
quem Polopum rector, bello superatus, Amyntor
Aeacidae dederat pacis pignusque fidemque. 365
Hunc procul ut foedo disiectum vulnere Peleus
vidit, € at inferias, iuvenum gratissime Crantor,
accipe * ait validoque in Demoleonta lacerto
fraxineam misit, mentis quoque viribus, hastam,
quae laterum cratem praerupit et ossibus haerens 370
intremuit : trahit ille manu sine cuspide lignum
(id quoque vix sequitur), cuspis pulmone retenta est;
ipse dolor vires animo dabat : aeger in hostem
erigitur pedibusque virum proculcat equinis.
excipit ille ictus galea clipeoque sonanti 375
defensatque umeros practentaque sustinet arma
perque armos uno duo pectora perforat ictu.
ante tamen leto dederat Phlegraeon et Hylen
eminus, Iphinoum conlato Marte Claninque ;
additur his Dorylas, qui tempora tecta gerebat 380
pelle lupi saevique vicem praestantia teli
cornua vara boum multo rubefacta cruore.

“ Huic ego (nam viris animus dabat) ¢ aspice,” dixi
‘ quantum concedant nostro tua cornua ferro’
et iaculum torsi: quod cum vitare nequiret, 385
opposuit dextram passurae vulnera fronti : .
adfixa est cum fronte manus ; fit clamor, at illum
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But the tree-trunk did not fall without effect, for it
shore off tall Crantor’s breast and left shoulder from
the neck. He had been your father's armour-bearer,
Achilles, whom Amyntor, king of the Dolopians,
when overcome in war had given to Aeacides as a
faithful pledge of peace. When Peleus at some space
away saw him so horribly dismembered, he cried :
¢ At least receive a funeral offering, Crantor, dearest
of youths.” So saying, with his*sturd y arm and with
all his might of soul as well, he hurled his ashen
spear at Demoleon; and this burst through his frame-
work of ribs and hung there quivering in the bones.
The centaur wrenched out the wooden shaft with his
hands, leaving the head. This, also, he with much
trouble sought to reach; but the head stuck fast
within his lungs. His very anguish gave him frantic
courage : wounded as he was, he reared up against
his foe and beat the hero down with his hoofs. But
Peleus received the blows on helm and resounding
shield and, while protecting himself, he held his
own weapon ready. With this he thrust the centaur
through the shoulder, with one blow piercing his two
breasts.!  Before this encounter Peleus had already
slain Phlegraeos and Hyles, hurling from a distance,
and, in close conflict, Iphinoiis and Clanis. To these
he now added Dorylas, who wore a cap of wolf’s hide ;
on his head and, in place of deadly spear, a notable
pair of curving bull’s horns, reeking red with blood.
“To him (for my courage gave me strength) I
cried : < See now how little your horns avail against
my spear’; and I hurled the spear. Since he could
not dodge this, he threw up his right hand to protect
his forechead from the wound. And there his hand
¥as pinned against his forechead. A mighty shout
! i.c. where horse-form and man-form meet.
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haerentem Peleus et acerbo vulnere victum
(stabat enim propior) mediam ferit ense sub alvum,
prosiluit terraque ferox sua viscera traxit 390
tractaque calcavit calcataque rupit et illis
crura quoque inpediit et inani concidit alvo.

« Nec te pugnantem tua, Cyllare, forma redemit,
si modo naturae formam concedimus illi.
barba erat incipiens, barbae color aureus, aurea 305
ex umeris medio coma dependebat in armos.
gratus in ore vigor; cervix umerique manusque
pectoraque artificum laudatis proxima signis,
et quacumque vir est; nec equi mendosa sub illo
deteriorque viro facies ; da colla caputque, 400
Castore dignus erit : sic tergum sessile, sic sunt
pectora celsa toris. totus pice nigrior atra,
candida cauda tamen; color est quoque cruribus albus.
multae illum petiere sua de gente, sed una
abstulit Hylonome, qua nulla decentior inter 405
semiferos altis habitavit femina silvis;
bhaec et blanditiis et amando et amare fatendo
Cyllaron una tenet, cultu quoque, quantus in illis
esse potest membris, ut sit coma pectine levis,
ut modo rore maris, modo se violave rosave 410
inplicet, interdum candentia lilia gestet,
bisque die lapsis Pagasaeae vertice silvae
fontibus ora lavet, bis flumine corpora tinguat,
nee nisi quae deceant electarumque ferarum
aut umero aut lateri praetendat vellera laevo. 417
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arose, but Peleus, for he was near him, while the
centaur stood pinned and helpless with that sore
wound, smote him with his sword full in the belly.
He leaped fiercely forward, trailing his entrails on
the ground ; and as he trailed he trod upon them
and burst them as he trod, tangled his legs in them,
and fell with empty belly to the earth,

“ But your beauty, Cyllarus, did not save you from
death in that great fight, if indeed we grant beauty
to your tribe. His beard was just in its first
growth, a golden beard, and golden locks fell down
upon his shoulders. He had a pleasing sprightliness
of face ; and his neck, shoulders, breast, and hands,
and all his human parts you would praise as equal to
an artist’s perfect work. His equine part, too, was
without blemish, no way less perfect than his human
part. Give him but neck and head, and he will be
worthy of Castor’s use: so shaped for the seat his
back, so bold stood out the museles on his deep chest,
All blacker than pitch he was; yet his tail was white ;
his legs also were snowy white. Many females of
his own kind sought him, but Hylonome alone had
won him, than whom there was no other centaur-
maid more comely in all the forest depths. She, by
her coaxing ways, by loving and confessing love,
alone possessed Cyllarus ; and by her toilet, too, so
far as such a thing was possible to such a form; for
now she smoothed her long locks with a comb, now
twined rosemary, now violets or roses in her hair,
and sometimes she wore white lilies. Twice each
day she bathed her face in the brook that fell down
from a wooded height by Pagasa, and twice dipped
her body in the stream. Nor would she wear on
shoulder or left side aught but becoming garments,
skins of well-chosen beasts. They both felt equal love.
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par amor est illis: errant in montibus una,
antra simul subeunt ; et tum Lapith_eia. tecta
intrarant pariter, pariter fera bella gerebant :
(auctor in incerto est) iaculum de parte sinistra
venit et inferius, quam collo pectora subsunt, 420
Cyllare, te fixit ; parvo cor vulnere laesum
corpore cum,toto post tela educta refrixit.
protinus Hylonome morientes excipit artus
inpositaque manu vulnus fovet oraque ad ora
admovet atque animae fugienti obsistere temptat ;
ut videt exstinctum, dictis, quae clamor ad aures 4206
arcuit ire meas, telo, quod inhaeserat illi,
incubuit moriensque suum conplexa maritum est.

« Ante oculos stat et ille meos, qui sena lconum
vinxerat inter se conexis vellera nodis, 430
*Phaeocomes, hominemque simul protectus equumque;
codice qui misso, quem vix iuga bina moverent,
Tectaphon Oleniden a summo vertice fregit;
fracta volubilitas capitis latissima, perque os
perque cavas nares oculosque auresque cerebrum 435
molle fluit, veluti concretum vimine querno
lac solet utve liquor rari sub pondere cribri
manat et exprimitur per densa foramina spissus.
ast ego, dum parat hic armis nudare iacentem,
(seit tuus hoc genitor) gladium spoliantis in ima 440
ilia demisi. Chthonius quoque Teleboasque
ense iacent nostro: ramum prior ille bifurcum
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Together they would wander on the mountain-sides,
together rest within the caves. On this oeccasion
also they had come together to the palace of the
Lapithae, and were waging fierce battle side by side.
Thrown from an unknown hand, a javelin came from
the left and pierced you, Cyllarus, below where the
chest rises to the neck. The heart, though but
slightly wounded, grew cold and the whole body also
after the weapon had been drawn out. Straightway
Hylonome embraced the dying body, fondled the
wound with her hand and, placing her lips upon his
lips, strove to hold from its passing the dying breath.
But when she saw that he was dead, with some words
which the surrounding uproar prevented me from
hearing, she threw herself upon the spear which had
pierced Cyllarus and fell in a dying embrace upon
her lover.

“Still there stands clear before my eyes one who
had with knotted thongs bound together six lion-
hides, Phaeocomes, thus protecting both man and
horse. Hurling a log which two yokes of cattle
could scarce move, he struck Tectaphos, the son of
Olenus, a crushing blow upon the head. The broad
dome of his head was shattered, and through his
mouth, through hollow nostrils, eyes, and ears oozed
the soft brains, as when curdled milk drips through
oaken withes,! or a thick liquid mass trickles through
4 coarse sieve weighted down, and is squeezed out
through the crowded apertures., But I, even as he
made ready to spoil his fallen victim—your father
¢an testify to this—thrust my sword deep into the
spoiler’s groin. Chthonius also and Teleboas fell by
my sword. The one had carried a forked stick as

. Referring to the process of straining curds in cheese-

ing.
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gesserat, hic jaculum; jaculo mihi vulnera fecit :
signa vides ! adparet adhuc vetus'inde cicatrix.
tunc ego debueram capiendo Pergama mitti ; 445
tum poteram magni, si non superare, morari
Hectoris arma meis! illo sed tempore nullus,
aut puer, Heetor erat, nunc me mea deficit aetas,
quid tibi victorem gemini Periphanta Pyraethi,
Ampyca quid referam, qui quadrupedantis Echecli
fixit in adverso cornum sine cuspide vultu? 451
vecte Pelethronium Macareus in pectus adacto
stravit Erigdupum ; memini et venabula condi
inguine Nesseis manibus coniecta Cymeli.
nec tu credideris tantum cecinisse futura 455
Ampyciden Mopsum : Mopso iaculante biformis
accubuit frustraque loqui temptavit Hodites
ad mentum lingua mentoque ad guttura fixo.
“Quinque neci Caeneus dederat Styphelumque

Bromumque
Antimachumque Elymumque securiferumque Pyrac-

mon : 460
vulnera non memini, numerum nomenque notavi,
provolat Emathii spoliis armatus Halesi,
quem dederat leto, membris et corpore Latreus
maximus : huic aetas inter iuvenemque senemque,
vis iuvenalis erat, variabant tempora cani. 465
qui clipeo gladioque Macedoniaque sarisa
conspicuus faciemque obversus in agmen utrumque

armaque concussit certumque equitavit in orbem
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weapon ; the other had a spear, and with this spear
he gave me a wound—you see the mark '—the old
scar is still visible. Those were the days when I
should have been sent to capture Pergama; then
with my arms I could have checked, if not sur-
passed, the arms of Hector. But at that time Hector
was either not yet born or was but a little boy ; and
now old age has sapped my strength. What need to
tell you how Periphas overcame the double-formed
Pyraethus 7 Why tell of Ampyx, who with a point-
less shaft thrust through the opposing front of the
four-footed Echeclus ?  Macareus hurled a crow-bar at
the breast of Pelethronian Erigdupus and laid him
low. And I remember also how a hunting spear,
thrown by the hand of Nessus, was buried in the
groin of Cymelus. Nor would you have believed that
Mopsus, the son of Ampycus, was only a seer?! telling
what was to come ; for by Mopsus’ weapon the two-
formed Hodites fell, striving in vain to speak, for his
tongue had been pinned to his chin and his chin to
his throat. :

“Caeneus had already put five to death : Styphelus
and Bromus, Antimachus and Elymus and Pyracmos,
armed with a battle-axe. I do not remember their
wounds, but their number and names I marked
well.  Then forth rushed one, armed with the spoils
of Emathian Halesus whom he had slain, Latreus, of
enormous bulk of limb and body. His years were
midway between youth and age, but his strength was
youthful. Upon his temples his hair was turning
grey. Conspicuous for his shield and sword and
Macedonian lance, and facing either host in turn, he
clashed his arms and rode round in a circle, insolently

! He did indeed have prophetic powers, but here he is
Pictured as a mighty warrior,
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verbaque tot fudit vacuas animosus in auras:
‘et te, Caeni, feram ? nam tu mihi femina semper,
tu mihi Caenis eris. nec te natalis origo i
commouu'it, mentemque subit, quo praemia facto
quaque viri falsam speciem mercede parasti ?
vel quid nata, vide, vel quid sis passa, columque,
i, cape cum calathis et stamina pollice torque; 475
bella relinque viris.” iactanti talia Caeneus
extentum cursu missa latus eruit hasta,
qua vir equo commissus erat. furit ille dolore
nudaque Phyllei iuvenis ferit ora sarisa :
non secus haee resilit, quam tecti a culmine grando,
aut siquis parvo feriat cava tympana saxo. 481
comminus adgreditur laterique recondere duro
luctatur gladium : gladio loca pervia non sunt.
¢ haut tamen effugies ! mcdio ingulaberis ense,
quandoquidem mucro cst hebes’ inquit et in latus

ensem 485
obliquat longaque amplectitur ilia dextra.
plaga facit gemitus in corpore marmoris icti,
fractaque dissiluit percusso lammina callo,
ut satis inlaesos miranti praebuit artus,
‘nune age ' ait Caeneus ‘ nostro tua corpora ferro 440
temptemus !’ capuloque tenus demisit in armos
ensem fatiferum caecumque in viscera movit
versavitque manu vulnusque in vulnere fecit.
ecce ruunt vasto rabidi clamore bimembres
telaque in hunc omnes unum mittuntque feruntque.
tela retusa cadunt : manet inperfossus ab omni 496
inque cruentatus Caeneus Elateius ictu.
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pouring out many boasts on the empty air : “ You too,
Caenis, shall I brook ? For woman shall you always
be to me, Caenis shall you be. Does not your birth
remind you, do you not remember for what act you
were rewarded, at what price you gained this false
appearance of a man? Heed well what you were
born or what you have endured. Go then, take
distaff and wool-basket and twist the spun thread
with practised thumb ; but leave wars to men.” As
he thus boasted, Caeneus, hurling his spear, plowed
up the centaur’s side stretched in the act of running,
just where man and horse were Jjoined. Mad with
the pain, the other smote the Phylleian youth full in
the naked face with his long lance ; but this leaped
back again like a hailstone from a roof, or a pebble
from a hollow drum. Then he closed up and strove
to thrust his sword in his unyielding side. The sword
found no place of entrance, - But you shall not
escape ! with the sword's edge I'll slay you, though its
point be blunt,’ the centaur cried ; then turned his
sword edgewise and reached with his long right arm
for his foeman’s loins ; the blow resounded on the
flesh as if on stricken marble, and the blade, striking
the hardened skin, broke into pieces. When long
enough he had stood unharmed before his amazed
enemy, Caeneus exclaimed : < Come now, let me tr
your body with my steel !” and clear to the hilt he
drove his deadly sword in the other’s side, and there
in his vitals twisted and turned the buried weapon,
inflicting wound within wound. Now, quite beside
themselves, the double monsters rushed on with huge
‘proar, and all together against that single foe they
imed and drove their weapons, The spears fell
"lﬂnted, and Caeneus, the son of Elatus, still stood,
rall their strokes, unwounded and unstained. The
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fecerat attonitos nova res. heu dedecusingens!’
Monychus exclamat. ¢ populus superamur ab uno 499
vixque yiro ; quamquam ille vir est, nos segnibus actis,
quod fuit ille, sumus. quid membra inmania prosunt ?
quid geminae vires et quod fortissima rerum

in nobis duplex natura animalia junxit ?

nec nos matre dea, nec nos Ixione natos

esse reor, qui tantus erat, Iunonis ut altae 505
spem caperet : nos semimari superamur ab hoste !
saxa trabesque super totosque involvite montes
vivacemque animam missis elidite silvis !

silva premat fauces, et erit pro vulnere pondus.’
dixit et insanis deiectam viribus austri 510
forte trabem nactus validum coniecit in hostem
exemplumque fuit, parvoque in tempore nudus
arboris Othrys erat, nec habebat Pelion umbras.
obrutus inmani cumulo sub pondere Caeneus
aestuat arboreo congestaque robora duris 515
fert umeris, sed enim postquam super ora caputque
crevit onus neque habet, quas ducat, spiritus auras,
deficit interdum, modo se super aera frustra

tollere conatur iactasque evolvere silvas
interdumque movet, veluti, quam cernimus, ecee, 520
ardua si terrae quatiatur motibus Ide.

exitus in dubio est : alii sub inania corpus

Tartara detrusum silvarum mole ferebant ;

abnuit Ampycides medioque ex aggere fulvis

vidit avem pennis liquidas exire sub auras, 525
quae mihi tum primum, tunc est conspecta supremum,
hane ubi lustrantem leni sua castra volatu
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strange sight struck them speechless. Then Mony-
chus exclaimed : ¢ Oh, what a shame is this! We,
a whole people, are defied by one, and he scarcely
aman. And yet he is the man, while we, with our
weak attempts, are what he was before. Of what
advantage are our monster-forms? What our two-
fold strength? What avails it that a double nature
has united in our bodies the strongest living things ?
We are not sons of any goddess nor Ixion’s sons, I
think. For he was high-souled enough to aspire to
be great Juno's mate, while we are conquered by an
enemy but half-man! Come then, let us heap stones
and tree-trunks on him, mountains at a time! let's
crush his stubborn life out with forests for our
missiles ! Let forests smother his throat, and for
wounds let weight suffice.” He spoke and, chancing
on a tree-trunk overthrown by mad Auster's might,
he hurled it at his sturdy foe. The others followed
him ; and in short time Othrys was stripped of trees
and Pelion had lost his shade. Buried beneath that
huge mound, Caeneus heaved against the weight of
trees and bore up the oaken mass upon his sturdy
shoulders. But indeed, as the burden mounted over
lips and head, he could get no air to breathe. Gasping
for breath, at times he strove in vain to lift his head
into the air and to throw off the heaped-up forest ; at
times he moved, just as if lofty Ida, which we see
yonder, should tremble with an earthquake. His
end is doubtful. Some said that his body was
thrust down by the weight of woods to the Tar-
tarean pit; but the son of Ampycus denied this.
For from the middle of the pile he saw a bird with
golden wings fly up into the limpid air. I saw it too,
then for the first time and the last. As Mopsus
watched him circling round his camp in easy flight
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Mopsus et ingenti circum clangore sonantem
adspexit pariterque animis oculisque secutus
‘o qalve, dixit ¢ Lapithaeae gloria gentis, 530
maxime vir quondam, sed nunc avis unica, Caeneu !
credita res auctore suo est : dolor addidit iram,
oppressumque aegre tulimus tot ab hostibus unum ;
nee prius abstitimus ferro exercere dolorem,
quam data pars leto, partem fuga noxque removit.”
Haec inter Lapithas et semihomines Centauros 526
proelia Tlepolemus Pylio referente dolorem
praeteriti Aleidae tacito non pertulit ore
atque ait: “ Herculeae mirum cst oblivia laudis
acta tibi, senior ; certe mihi saepe referre 540
nubigenas domitos a se pater esse solebat.”
tristis ad haee Pylius : ¢ quid me meminisse malorum
cogis et obductos annis rescindere luctus
inque tuum genitorem odium offensasque fateri ?
ille quidem maiora fide, di! gessit et orbem 545
inplevit meritis, quod mallem posse negare ;
sed neque Deiphobum nec Polydamanta nec ipsum
Hectora laudamus : quis enim laudaverit hostem ?
ille tuus genitor Messenia moenia quondam
stravit et inmeritas urbes Elimque Pylumque
diruit inque meos ferrum flammamque penatis
inpulit, utque alios taceam, quos ille peremit,
bis sex Nelidae fuimus, conspecta iuventus,
bis sex Herculeis ceciderunt me minus uno
viribus ; atque alios vinci potuisse ferendum est : 555
mira Periclymeni mors est, cui posse figuras
sumere, quas vellet, rursusque reponere sumptas
218
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ard hezr ] the loud clangour of his wings, he followed
him both with soul and eyes and cried: < All hail,
Caeneus, thou glory of the Lapithaean race, once
most mighty hero, now sole bird of thy kind !’
This story was believed because of him who told it.
Then grief increased our wrath and we were indig-
nant that one man should be overwhelmed by so
many foes. Nor did we cease to ply sword on behalf
of our mad grief till half our foes were slain and
flight and darkness saved all the rest.”

As Pylian Nestor told this tale of strife betwixt the
Lapithae and half-human Centaurs, Tlepolemus could
not restrain his resentment that Alcides had been
passed by without a word, and said: «Old gir, 'tis
strange that you have forgotten to speak in praise of
Hercules ; for surely my father used often to tell me
of the cloud-born ! creatures he had overcome.” And
sternly the Pylian answered him: « Why do you
force me to remember wrongs, to reopen a grief that
was buried by the lapse of years, and to rehearse the
injuries that make me hate your father? - He has
done deeds beyond belief, Heaven knows! and filled
the earth with well-earned praise, which I would
gladly deny him if I could. But neither Deiphobus
nor Polydamas nor even Hector do we praise ; for
who cares to praise his enemy ? That sire of yours
once laid low Messene’s walls, brought undeserved
destruction upon Elis and Pylos, and devastated my
own home with fire and sword. To say nothing of
the others whom he slew, there were twelve of us
sons of Neleus, a noble band of youths; and all
twelve, save me alone, fell by Hercules' might.
That others could be conquered must be borne ; but
Strange was the death of Periclymenus ; for to him

1 See Index s,v. “ Centaurs,”
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Neptunus dederat, Nelei sanguinis auctor.

hic ubi nequiquam est formas variatus in omnes,
vertitur in faciem volucris, quae fulmina curvis 560
ferre solet pedibus divum gratissima regi ;

viribus usus avis pennis rostroque redunco
hamatisqile viri laniaverat unguibus ora.

tendit in hanc nimium certos Tirynthius arcus
atque inter nubes sublimia membra ferentem 567

pendentemque ferit, lateri qua iungitur ala;
nec grave vulnus erat, sed rupti vulnere nervi
deficiunt motumque negant viresque volandi.
decidit in terram, non concipientibus auras
infirmis pennis, et qua levis haeserat alae 370
corporis adfixi pressa est gravitate sagitta

perque latus summum iugulo est exacta sinistro.
nunc videor debere tui praeconia rebus

Herculis, o Rhodiae ductor pulcherrime classis ?
nec tamen ulterius, quam fortia facta silendo 5

-3
T

uleiscor fratres: solida est mihi gratia tecum.”

Haec postquam dulei Neleius edidit ore,

a sermone senis repetito munere Bacchi
surrexere toris : nox est data cetera somno.

At deus, aequoreas qui cuspide temperat undas, 580
in volucrem corpus nati Phaethontida versum
mente dolet patria saevumque perosus Achillem
exercet memores plus quam civiliter iras.

iamque fere tracto duo per quinquennia bello
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Neptune, father of Neleus, had given power to
assume any form he pleased and to put it off again
at will. ' When now he had vainly changed to each
of his forms in turn, he took the form of the bird
which carries the thunderbolts in his hooked talons,
a bird most dear to the king of the gods. With all
his might of wings, of curved beak and hooked claws,
he had torn the hero’s face. Then the Tirynthian
aimed his too unerring bow at him as he bore his
body high into the clouds and hung poised there,
and smote him where wing joins side. The wound
was not severe ; but the sinews severed by the wound
failed of their office and refused motion and power
of flight. Down to the earth he fell, his weakened
wings no longer catching the air; and the arrow,
where it had lightly pierced the wing, pressed by
the weight of the body in. which it hung, was driven
clear through the upper breast from the left side
into the throat. And now, O fairest leader of the
Rhodian fleet, what cause have I, think you, to sing
the praises of your Hercules? Yet for my brothers
I seek no other vengeance than to ignore his mighty
deeds. 'Twixt me and you there is unbroken
amity.”

When Nestor with sweet speech had told this
tale, at the conclusion of the old man’s words the
wine-cup went around once more and they rose
from the couches. The remainder of the night was
given to slcep.

But the god who rules the waters of the sea with
his trident was still filled with a father’s grief for his
son whose body he had changed into the bird! of
Phaéthon, And, hating the murderous Achilles, he
indulged his unforgetting wrath excessively. And

! The swan. See Index s.0. * Phaéthon.”
t!k)]
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talibus intonsum conpellat Sminthea dictis : 583
“o mihi de fratris longe gratissime natis,
inrita qui mecum posuisti moenia Troiae,
ecquid,.ubi has iamiam casuras adspicis arces,
ingemis? aut ecquid tot defendentia muros
milia caesa doles? ecquid, ne persequar omnes, 500
Hectoris umbra subit circum sua Pergama tracti?
cum tamen ille ferox belloque cruentior ipso
vivit adhue, operis nostri populator, Achilles.
det mihi se: faxo, triplici quid cuspide possim,
sentiat; at quoniam concurrere comminus hosti 595
non datur, occulta necopinum perde sagitta!”
adnuit atque animo pariter patruique suoque
Delius indulgens nebula velatus in agmen
pervenit Iliacum mediaque in caede virorum
rara per ignotos spargentem cernit Achivos 600
tela Parin fassusque deum, “ quid spicula perdis
sanguine plebis? ' ait. “sique est tibi cura tuorum,
vertere in Aeaciden caesosque ulciscere fratres!”
dixit et ostendens sternentem Troica ferro
¢orpora Peliden, arcus obvertit in illum 605
certaque letifera direxit spicula dextra.
quod Priamus gaudere senex post Hectora possct,
hoe fuit; ille igitur tantorum victor, Achille,
victus es a timido Graiae raptore maritae !
at si femineo fuerat tibi Marte cadendum, 610
Thermodontiaca malles cecidisse bipenni.
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now for nigh ten years the war had been prolonged,
when he thus addressed Sminthean Apollo of the
unshorn locks: “O thou, by far the best beloved of
my brother’s sons, thou who with me (though vainly)
didst build the walls of Troy, dost thou not groan
at sight of these battlements so soon to fall? Deost
thou not grieve that so many thousands have been
slain in defending these walls? Not to name them
all, does not Hector's image come before thee,
dragged around his own Pergama? But Achilles,
fierce and more cruel than war itself, still lives, the
destroyer of our handiwork. Let him but come
within my reach. I'll make him feel what I can do
with my three-forked spear. But since it is not
granted me to meet my enemy face to face, do thou
ring him to sudden death by thy unseen arrow !”
The Delian nodded assent and, indulging equally his
~ own and his uncle’s desire, wrapped in a cloud came
- tothe Trojan lines. There midst the bloody strife
of s he saw Paris taking infrequent shots at
~ the nameless crowd. Revealing his divinity, he
said: “Why do you waste your arrows in killing
common folk > If you would serve your people, aim
at Aeacides and avenge your slaughtered brothers !”
He spoke and, pointing where Pelides was workin
i on the Trojans with his spear, he turned the
bow in his direction and guided the well-aimed
_ with his death-dealing hand. This was the
st cause for joy which old Priam had since Heetor’s
ath. So then, Achilles, thou conqueror of the
mightiest, thou art thyself o’ercome by the cowardly
Mvisher of a Grecian's wife! But if thou hadst been
- 'ted to fall by a woman’s battle-stroke, how gladly
w:t thou have fallen by the Amazon’s double
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[am timor ille Phrygum, decus et tutela Pelasgi
nominis, Aeacides, caput insuperabile bello,
arserat : armarat deus idem idemque cremarat ;
jam cinfis est, et de tam magno restat Achille 615
nescio quid parvum, quod non bene conpleat urnam,
at vivit totum quae gloria conpleat orbem.
haec illi mensura viro respondet, et hac est
par sibi Pelides nec inania Tartara sentit.
ipse etiam, ut, cuius fuerit, cognoscere possis, 620
bella movet clipeus, deque armis arma feruntur.
non ea Tydides, non audet Oileos Aiax,
non minor Atrides, non bello maior et aevo
poscere, non alii: solis Telamone creato
Laerteque fuit tantae fiducia laudis. 625
a se Tantalides onus invidiamque removit
Argolicosque duces mediis considere castris
jussit et arbitrium litis traiecit in omnes.
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And now that terror of the Phrygians, that orna-
ment and bulwark of the Pelasgian name, Aecacides,
the invincible captain of the war, was burned. One
and the same god armed him and consumed him too.
Now he is but dust; and of Achilles, once so great,
there remains a pitiful handful, hardly enough to fill
an urn.  But his glory lives, enough to fill the whole
round world. This is the true measure of the man ;
and in this the son of Peleus is still his real self, and
does not know empty Tartara. His very shield, that
you might know to whom it once belonged, still
wages war, and for his arms arms are taken up.
Neither Tydides nor Ajax, Oileus’ son, dares to claim
them, nor the lesser! Atrides, nor the greater? in
prowess and in age, nor other chieftains. Only the
son ® of Telamon and Laértes’ son* were bold enough
to claim so great a prize. To escape the hateful
burden of a choice between them, Tantalides 5 bade
the Grecian captains assemble in the midst of the
eamp, and he referred to all the decision of the
strife,

! Menelaiis. 2 Agamemnon, 3 Ajax.
¢ Ulysses, 5 Agamemnony
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LIBER XIII

Consepere duces et vulgi stante corona

surgit ad hos clipei dominus septemplicis Aiax,

utque erat inpatiens irae, Sigeia torvo

litora respexit classemque in litore vultu

intendensque manus “ agimus, pro Iuppiter ! ” inquit

« ante rates causam, et mecum confertur Ulixes! 6

at non Hectoreis dubitavit cedere flammis,

quas ego sustinui, quas hac a classe fugavi.

tutius est igitur fictis contendere verbis,

quam pugnare manu, sed nee mihi dicere promptum,

nee facere est isti: quantumque ego Marte feroci 11

inque acie valeo, tantum valet iste loquendo.

nec memoranda tamen vobis mea facta, Pelasgi,

esse reor: vidistis enim ; sua narret Ulixes,

quae sine teste gerit, quorum nox conscia sola est ! 15

praemia magna peti fateor; sed demit honorem

aemulus: Aiaci non est tenuisse superbum,

sit licet hoe ingens, quicquid speravit Ulixes;

iste tulit pretium iam nunc temptaminis huius,

quod, cum victus erit, mecum certasse feretur. 20
“ Atque ego, si virtus in me dubitabilis esset,

nobilitate potens essem, Telamone creatus,

moenia qui forti Troiana sub Hercule cepit

litoraque intravit Pagasaea Colcha carina ;
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lue chiefs took their seats, while the commons stood
in a ring about them. Then up rose Ajax, lord of
the sevenfold shield.  With uncontrolled indignation
he let his lowering gaze rest awhile on the Sigean
shores and on the fleet; then, pointing to these,
“By Jupiter!” he cried, “in the presence of these
ships I plead my cause, and my competitor is—
Ulysses! But he did not hesitate to give way before
Hector’s torches, which I withstood, nay, which 1
drove away from this feet.  'Tis safer, then, to
fight with lying words than with hands. But I am
not prompt to speak, as he is not to act; and I am
as much his master in the fierce conflict of the battle-
line as he is mine in talk. As for my deeds, O
Greeks, I do not think I need rehearse them to you,
for you have seen them. Let Ulysses tell of his,
done without witness, done with the night alone
to see them! I own that it is a mighty prize I
strive for; but such a rival takes away the honour
of it. It is no honour for Ajax to have gained a
prize, however great, to which Ulysses has aspired.
Already he has gained reward enough in this contest
because, when conquered, he still can say he strove
with me.

“ And even if my valour were in doubt, I should still
be his superior in birth ; for Telamon was my father,
who in company with valiant Hercules took the walls
of Troy and with the Pagasaean ship sailed to Colchis.
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Aeacus huic pater est, qui iura silentibus illic
reddit, ubi Aeoliden saxum grave Sisyphon urget;
Aeacon agnoscit summus prolemque fatetur
Tuppiter esse suam : sic ab Iove tertius Aiax.

nee tamen haec series in causam prosit, Achivi,

si mihi cum magno non est communis Achille: 30
frater erat, fraterna peto ! quid sanguine cretus
Sisyphio furtisque et fraude simillimus illi

inseris Aeacidis alienae nomina gentis ?

“An quod in arma prior nullogque sub indice veni,
arma neganda mihi, potiorque videbitur ille, 85
ultima qui cepit detractavitque furore
militiam ficto, donee sollertior isto,
sed sibi inutilior timidi commenta retexit
Naupliades animi vitataque traxit ad arma?
optima num sumat, quia sumere noluit ulla: 40
nos inhonorati et donis patruelibus orbi,
obtulimus quia nos ad prima pericula, simus ?

% Atque utinam aut verus furor ille, aut ereditus

25

esset,
nec comes hic Phrygias umquam venisset ad arces
hortator scelerum ! non te, Poeantia proles, 45

expositum Lemnos nostro cum crimine haberet !

qui nune, ut memorant, silvestribus abditus antris
saxa moves gemitu Laertiadaeque precaris,

quae meruit, quae, si di sunt, non vana precaris.

et nunc ille eadem nobis iuratus in arma, 50
heu ! pars una ducum, quo successore sagittae
Herculis utuntur, fractus morboque fameque
velaturque aliturque avibus, volucresque petendo
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His father was Aeacus, who is passing Judgment in
that silent world where Sisyphus Aecolides strains to
his heavy stone; and most high Jupiter acknow-
ledges Aeacus as his son. Thus Ajax is the third
remove from Jove. But let this descent be of no
avail to my cause, O Greeks, if I do not share it with
the great Achilles. He was my cousin; a cousin’s
arms I seek. Why do you, the son of Sisyphus,
exactly like him in his tricks and fraud, seck to asso-
ciate the Aeacidae with the name of an alien family ?
“Is it because I first came to arms with no
detective ! that arms are denied me? And shall
he x;ppear the better man who came last to arms and
.igmeigned madness shirked the war, till one more
shrewd than he, but not to his own advantage, the son
of Nauplius, uncovered this timid fellow's trick and
dragged him forth to the arms that he shunned ? Shall
- he take the best because he wanted to take none ?
And shall I go unhonoured, denied my cousin’s gifts,
Just because I was the first to front the danger ?
- “And oh, that his madness either had been real, or
‘had never been detected, and that this criminal had
- mever come with us against the Phrygians! Then, son
of Poeas, Lemnos would not possess you, set off there to
our sin and shame, you who, they say, hidden in forest
lairs, move the very rocks with your groans and call
curses on Laértes’ son which he has richly
merited, and which, if there are any gods, you do not
down in vain. And now he, who took oath with
s for this same war, alas ! one of our chieftains, who
fell heir to Alcides’ shafts, now, broken with disease
- and hunger, is clothed and fed by the birds, and in
irsuit of birds uses those arrows which fate intended
1 Referring to Palamedes, who had exposed Ulysses’ feigned
dness and brought him to the war. See Index.
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debita Troianis exercet spicula fatis.

ille tamen vivit, quia non comitavit Ulixen ; 55
mallet et infelix Palamedes esse relictus :

viveret aut certe letum sine crimine haberet ;

quem male convicti nimium memor iste furoris
prodere rem Danaam finxit fictumque probavit
crimen et ostendit, quod iam praefoderat, aurum. 60
ergo aut exilio vires subduxit Achivis,

aut nece : sic pugnat, sic est metuendus Ulixes !

“ Qui licet eloquio fidum quoque Nestora vineat,
haut tamen efficiet, desertum ut Nestora erimen
esse rear nullum ; qui cum inploraret Ulixen 65
vulnere tardus equi fessusque senilibus annis,
proditus a socio est ; non haec mihi erimina fingi
scit bene Tydides, qui nomine saepe vocatum
corripuit trepideque fugam exprobravit amico.
aspiciunt oculis superi mortalia iustis ! 70
en eget auxilio, qui non tulit, utque reliquit,
sic linquendus erat : legem sibi dixerat ipse.
conclamat socios : adsum videoque trementem
pallentemque metu et trepidantem morte futura;
opposui molem clipei texique iacentem 75
servavique animam (minimum est hoe laudis) inertem.
si perstas certare, locum redeamus in illum :
redde hostem vulnusque tuum solitumque timorem
post elipeumque late et mecum contende sub illo!
at postquam eripui, cui standi vulnera vires 80
non dederant, nullo tardatus vulnere fugit.
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for Troy! But yet he lives at least, because he did
not keep on with Ulysses. Ill-fated Palamedes, too,
would prefer to have been left behind. He would
be living still, or at least would have died without dis-
honour, whom that fellow there, all too mindful of
the unfortunate exposure of his madness, charged
with betraying the Greek cause, and in proof of
his false charge showed the gold which he had
already hidden there. So then, either by exile
or by death he has been drawing off the Greeian
strength. So does Ulysses fight, so must he be
feared !

“Though he should surpass even trusty Nestor in
his eloquence, he will never make me believe that his
desertion of Nestor was other than a crime. For
when he, slow from his horse’s wound and spent with
extreme age, appealed to Ulysses, he was deserted by
his friend. And that I am not making up this tale
Tydides knows full well, for he repeatedly called upon
him by name and chided his timid friend for flight.
But the gods regard the affairs of men with righteous
eyes. Behold he is in need of aid who rendered none :

‘and as he left another, so was he fated to be left.
He had established his own precedent. He cried
aloud upon his friends. I came and saw him trem-
bling, pale with fear, shrinking from impending death.
Ithrust forward my massive shield and covered him
where he lay, and T saved his worthless life—small
praise in that. If you persist in this contention let
us go back to that spot; bring back the enemy, your
Wound and your accustomed fear; hide behind my
shield and contend with me beneath it. But after I
rescued him, he,who because of his wounds had had no
Strength to stand, now fled away not hindered by his
Wounds at all !
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« Hector adest secumque deos in proelia ducit,
quaque ruit, non tu tantum terreris, Ulixe,
sed fortes etiam : tantum trahit ille timoris.
hunc ego sanguineae successu caedis ovantem 85
eminus ingenti resupinum pondere fudi,
hune ego poscentem, cum quo concurreret, unus
sustinui : sortemque meam vovistis, Achivi,
et vestrae valuere preces. si quaceritis huius
fortunam pugnae, non sum superatus ab illo. 90
ecce ferunt Troes ferrumque ignesque Tovemque
in Danaas classes : ubi nunc facundus Ulixes ?
nempe ego mille meo protexi pectore puppes,
spem vestri reditus : date pro tot navibus arma.

« Quodsi vera licet mihi dicere, quaeritur istis 0’
quam mihi maior honos, coniunctaque gloria nostra est,
atque Aiax armis, non Aiaci arma petuntur.
conferat his Ithacus Rhesum inbellemqgue Dolona
Priamidenque Helenum rapta cum Pallade captum:
luce nihil gestum, nihil est Diomede remoto; 100
si semel ista datis meritis tam vilibus arma,
dividite, et pars sit maior Diomedis in illis.

“ Quo tamen haec Ithaco, qui clam, qui semper

inermis

rem gerit et furtis incautum decipit hostem ?
ipse nitor galeae claro radiantis ab auro 105
insidias prodet manifestabitque latentem ;
sed neque Dulichius sub Achillis casside vertex

tanta feret, nec non onerosa gravisque
Pelias hasta potest inbellibus esse lacertis,
nee clipeus vasti caelatus imagine mundi 110
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~ “Here is Hector, and he brings the gods with him
“into battle; and where he rushes on, not you alone
“are terrified, Ulysses, but brave men also; so much
terror does he inspire. Him, rejoicing in the success
~ of his bloody slaughter, I laid low upon the ground
“with a huge stone which I threw; and when he
_challenged one to meet him, I alone bore the brunt
of his attack. You prayed, O Greeks, that the lot
ht fall to me, and your prayers were heard. If
ask the outcome of the battle, at least I was not
e by him. Behold, the Trojans bring sword
e and Jove against the Greek ships. Where
s the eloquent Ulysses? But I with my own
stood bulwark for the thousand ships, the hope
r return. Grant me these arms for all those

it if I may speak truth, the arms claim greater
than do I; they share my glory, and the
k Ajax, not Ajax the arms. Let the Ithacan
with these deeds his Rhesus and unwarlike
his Helenus, Priam’s son, taken captive, and
n Palladium : nothing done in the light of
1othing apart from Diomede. If you do give
armour for so cheap deserts, divide it and let
ger share in them be Diomede’s.
why give them to the Ithacan, who always
lings stealthily, always unarmed, relying upon
to catch the enemy off his guard? The ve
of the helmet gleaming with bright gold will
his snares and discover him as he hides. But
will the Dulichian’s head beneath the helmet
les be able tobear so great a weight, nor can the
t, cut on Pelion, be otherwise than burden-
heavy to his unwarlike arm. The shield
oulded picture of the vast universe, will not
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conveniet timidae nataeque ad furta sinistrae :

debilitaturum quid te petis, inprobe, munus,

quod tibi si populi donaverit error Achivi,

cur Epolieris, erit, non, cur metuaris ab hoste,

et fuga, qua sola cunctos, timidissime, vincis, 115

tarda futura tibi est gestamina tanta trahenti?

adde quod iste tuus, tam raro proelia passus,

integer est clipeus; nostro, qui tela ferendo |

mille patet plagis, novus est successor habendus.
“Denique (quid verbis opus est?) spectemur

agendo ! 19

arma viri fortis medios mittantur in hostes :

inde iubete peti et referentem ornate relatis.”
Finierat Telamone satus, vulgique secutum

ultima murmur erat, donec Laertius heros

adstitit atque oculos paulum tellure moratos

sustulit ad proceres exspectatoque resolvit

ora sono, neque abest facundis gratia dictis.
 Si mea cum vestris valuissent vota, Pelasgi,
non foret ambiguus tanti certaminis heres,
tuque tuis armis; nos te poteremur, Achille, 13
quem quoniam non aequa mihi vobisque negarunt
fata,” (manuque simul veluti lacrimantia tersit
lumina)  quis magno melius succedit Achilli,
quam per quem magnus Danais successit Achilles
huic modo ne prosit, quod, uti est, hebes esse vil®
tur, 199
neve mihi noceat, quod vobis semper, Achivi,
profuit ingenium, meaque haec facundia, siqua ¢%
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pecome his timid hand, the left one, made for stealing,

Why do you seek a prize, you shameless fellow, that
will overtax your strength ; a prize which, if by some
mistake the Greeks should give it to you, will be
reason for the foe to spoil, not fear you?” And flight,
in which alone you surpass all others, most timid as
you are, will prove but slow for you if you carry such
a weight. Consider also that that shield of yours, so
rarely used in battle, is quite uninjured ; while mine,
pierced in a thousand places by the thrusts of spears,
needs a fresh shield to take its place.

“Finally, what need of words? Let us be seen in
action! Let the brave hero’s arms be sent into the
enemy’s midst ; bid them be recovered, and to their
rescuer present the rescued arms.”
~ The son of Telamon finished, and the applause

of the erowd followed his closing words. At length
 Laértes heroic son stood up and, holding his eyes for

a little on the ground, he raised them to the chiefs
and broke silence with the words for which they
wiited; nor was grace of manner lacking to his
tloquent speech.

“If my prayers and yours had availed, O Greeks,
there would De no question as to the victor in this
great strife, and you, Achilles, would still have your
O¥n armour, and we should still have you. Butsince
Hthe unjust fates have denied him to me and you”
d with his hand he made as if to wipe tears from
fes), “who would better receive the great
* arms than he through whom the Greeks
Wed the great Achilles? Only let it not be to
fellow’s profit that he seems to be, as indeed he

of wit; and let it not be, O Greeks, to my
that I have always used my wit for your
Mge. And let this eloquence of mine, if I

Q
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quae nune pro domino, pro vobis saepe locuta est,
invidia careat, bona nec sua quisque recuset.

“ Nam genus et proavos et quae non fecimus ip.i,
vix ea nostra voco, sed enim, quia rettulit Aiax 14|
esse lovis pronepos, nostri quoque sanguinis auctor
Tuppiter est, totidemque gradus distamus ab illo :
nam mihi Laertes pater est, Arcesius illi,

Iuppiter huie, neque in his quisquam damnatus
exul ; 145

est quoque per matrem Cyllenius addita nobis

altera nobilitas : deus est in utroque parente.

sed neque materno quod sum generosior ortu,

nee mihi quod pater est fraterni sanguinis insons,

proposita arma peto: meritis expendite causam, 170

dummodo, quod fratres Telamon Peleusque fuerunt,

Aiacis meritum non sit nec sanguinis ordo,

sed virtutis honor spoliis quaeratur in istis!

aut si proximitas primusque requiritur heres,

est genitor Peleus, est Pyrrhus filius illi : 155

quis locus Aiaci? Phthiam haec Scyrumve ferantur

nec minus est isto Teucer patruelis Achilli:

num petit ille tamen? num, si petat, auferat illa’

ergo, operum quoniam nudum certamen habetur,

plura quidem feci, quam quae conprendere dictis 100

in promptu mihi sit, rerum tamen ordine ducar.

“ Praescia venturi genetrix Nereia leti
dissimulat cultu natum, et deceperat omnes,
in qmblm Aiacem, sumptae fallacia vestis:
arma ego femineis animum motura virilem 163
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, which now speaks for its owner, but often
u as well, incur no enmity, and let each man
the most of his own powers.
as to race and ancestry and the deeds that
s than ourselves have done, I call those in no
sense our own. But the truth is, since Ajax
ms to be great-grandson of Jove, Jove is the
of my race as well, and I am just as many
removed from him. For Laértes is my father,
ius, his, and he, the son of Jupiter; nor in
€ is there any exiled criminal. I have
my mother’s side another claim to noble
llenius.! Through both my parents have I
escent. But, neither because through my
I am more nobly born, nor because my father
ess of his brother's blood, do I seek the
that lies there. Weigh the cause on desert
Only count it not any desert of Ajax that
won and Peleus were brothers, and let not
s of blood, but the honour of manhood be con-
d in the award. Or, if you seek for next of
d lawful heir, Peleus is Achilles’ father,
his son. What room is there for Ajax ?
e armour hence to Phthia 2 or to Seyrus.> And
is no less Achilles’ cousin than he. Yet does
the arms, and if he did seek would he gain
So then, since 'tis a sheer strife of decds, I
e done more deeds than I can well enumerate.
ill tell them in their order.
les’ Nereid mother, foreseeing her son’s
lion, had disguised him, and the trick of the
that he wore deceived them all, Ajax among
But I placed among women’s wares some

~ * Mercury, * The home of Peleus.
* The home of Pyrrhus.
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mercibus inserui, neque adhue proiecerat heros
virgineos habitus, cum parmam hastamque tenenti
‘nate dea,” dixi ‘tibi se peritura reservant
Pergama! quid dubitas ingentem evertere Troiam
iniecique manum fortemque ad fortia misi. 170
ergo opera illius mea sunt: ego Telephon hasta
pugnantem domui victum orantemque refeci;
quod Thebae cecidere, meum est ; me credite Lesbon,
me Tenedon Chrysenque et Cillan, Apollinis urbes,
et Seyrum cepisse ; mea concussa putate 175
procubuisse solo Lyrnesia moenia dextra,
utque alios taceam, qui saevum perdere posset
Hectora, nempe dedi: per me iacet inclitus Hector!
illis haec armis, quibus est inventus Achilles,
arma peto : vivo dederam, post fata reposco. 180
“ Ut dolor unius Danaos pervenit ad omnes,
Aulidaque Euboicam conplerunt mille carinae,
exspectata diu, nulla aut contraria classi
flamina erant, duraeque iubent Agamemnona sortes
inmeritam saevae natam mactare Dianae. 185
denegat hoc genitor divisque irascitur ipsis
atque in rege tamen pater est, ego mite parentis
ingenium verbis ad publica commoda verti:
hanc equidem (fateor, fassoque ignoscat Atrides)
difficilem tenui sub iniquo iudice causam. 190
hune tamen utilitas populi fraterque datique
summa movet sceptri, laudem ut cum sanguine penset;
mittor et ad matrem, quae non hortanda, sed astu
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arms such as would attract a man. The hero still
wore girl’s clothing when, as he laid hands on shield
and spear, I said to him : €O son of Thetis, Pergama,
doomed to perish, is keeping herself for you! Why
do you delay the fall of mighty Troy?’ And I laid
my hand on him and sent the brave fellow forth to
do brave deeds. So then, all that he did is mine.
‘Twas I who conquered the warring Telephus with
my spear and healed him, vanquished and begging
aid. That Thebes fell is my deed; credit Lesbos
to me, to me Tenedos, Chryse and Cilla, cities of
Apollo, and Scyrus too. Consider that by my hand
the walls of Lyrnesus were battered to the ground.
And, not to mention others, ‘twas I, indeed, who
gave the man who could destroy the warlike Hector,
Through me illustrious Hector lies low !  These arms
I seek in return for those by which Achilles was
discovered. Arms I gave the living ; after his death
I ask them back.

“When the sorrow of one man came to all the
Greeks, and a thousand ships were gathered at
Euboean Aulis, there were no winds, though they
waited for them long, or they blew contrary to the
fleet. Then a cruel oracle bade Agamemnon sacrifice
his innocent daughter to pitiless Diana. This the
father refused to do and was angry at the gods them-
selves, having a father's feelings though he was a
king. It was I that turned the kind father-heart
to a consideration of the public weal; I indeed
(I confess it, and may Atrides pardon as I confess)
had a difficult cause to plead,and that, too, before a
partial judge; still the people’s good, his brother,
and the chief place of command assigned to him, all
moved upon him to balance praise with blood. Then
I'was sent to the mother, who was not to be exhorted,
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decipienda fuit, quo si Telamonius isset,
orba suis essent etiam nunc lintea ventis. 105
« Mittor et Iliacas audax orator ad arces,
visaque et intrata est altae mihi curia Troiae,
plenaque adhuc erat illa viris; interritus egi,
quam mihi mandarat communis Graecia, causam 19
accusoque Parin praedamque Helenamque reposco
et moveo Priamum Priamoque Antenora iunctum :
at Paris et fratres et qui rapuere sub illo,
vix tenuere manus (seis hoe, Menelae) nefandas,
primaque lux nostri tecum fuit illa pericli.
¢ Longa referre mora est, quae consilioque manuque
utiliter feci spatiosi tempore belli. 2006
“post acies primas urbis se moenibus hostes
continuere diu, nec aperti copia Martis
ulla fuit; decimo demum pugnavimus anno :
‘quid facis interea, qui nil nisi proelia nosti ? 210
‘quis tuus usus erat? nam si mea facta requiris,
‘hostibus insidior, fossa munimina eingo,
‘consolor socios, ut longi taedia belli
mente ferant placida, doceo, quo simus alendi
“armandique modo, mittor, quo postulat usus. 215
“Ecce Iovis monitu deceptus imagine somni
rex iubet incepti curam dimittere belli;
ille potest auctore suam defendere vocem :
non sinat hoe Aiax delendaque Pergama poscat, 217
quodque potest, pugnet ! cur non remoratur ituros’?
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but deceived by craft, But if the son of Telamon
had gone to her, our sails would even now be destitute
of their winds.

“I was sent also as a bold ambassador to Ilium’s
stronghold and visited and entered the senate-house
of lofty Troy. It was still full of heroes, Undaunted,
I pleaded the cause which united Greece had en-
trusted to me, I denounced Paris, demanded the
return of Helen and the booty, and I prevailed on
Priam and Antenor who sided with Priam. But
Paris and his brothers and his companions in the
robbery scarce restrained their impious hands from
me (you know that, Menelaiis). That was the first
day of my dangers shared with you.

“It would take a long time to tell the things I
accomplished for your good both with thought and
deed during the long-drawn war. After the first
battles the enemy kept himself for a long time
within his city’s walls and there was no chance for
open conflict. At last in the tenth year we fought,
What were you doing in the meantime, you whose
only knowledge is of battles? OF what service were
you then? If you ask what I was doing, I laid
snares for the enemy, I surrounded the fortifications
with a trench, I encouraged our allies so that they
might bear patiently the tedium of the long war, I
advised as to how we should be fed and armed, [ was
sent on missions where circumstance demanded.

“Behold, at Jove’s command, being deceived by a
vision of the night, the king bids us give up the
burden of the war we have undertaken. He can
defend his order by quoting the source of it. Now
let Ajax prevent this movement; let him demand
that Pergama be destroyed and, what he can do, let
him fight ! Why does he not stay those who are
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cur non arma capit, dat, quod vaga turba sequatur?
non erat hoc nimium numquam nisi magna loquenti,
quld, quod et ipse fugit? vidi, puduitque videre,
cum tu terga dares inhonestaque vela parares;
nec mora, ‘ quid facitis? quae vos dementia’ dixi
< concitat, o socii, captam dimittere Troiam, 226
quidque domum fertis decimo, nisi dedecus, anno ©’
talibus atque aliis, in quae dolor ipse disertum
fecerat, aversos profuga de classe reduxi.
convocat Atrides socios terrore paventes: 230
nec Telamoniades etiamnunc hiscere quicquam
audet, at ausus erat reges incessere dictis
Thersites etiam, per me haut inpune protervus !
erigor et trepidos cives exhortor in hostem
amissamque mea virtutem voce repono. 235
tempore ab hoc, quodcumque potest fecisse videri
fortiter iste, meum est, qui dantem terga retraxi.

“Denique de Danais quis te laudatve petitve ?
at sua Tydides mecum communicat acta,
me probat et socio semper confidit Ulixe, 240
est aliquid, de tot Graiorum milibus unum
a Diomede legi! nec me sors ire iubebat :
sic tamen et spreto noctisque hostisque periclo
ausum eadem, quae nos, Phrygia de gente Dolona
interimo, non ante tamen, quam cuncta coegi 2V
prodere et edidici, quid perfida Troia pararet.
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starting home?  Why does he not take arms and
give something for the straggling mob to rally
round? This was not too much for one who never
speaks except in boasting. But what of the fact
that he himself fled also? [ saw you, and I was
ashamed to see, when you turned your back and were
for spreading your dishonoured sails. Instantly I
cried: ‘ What are you doing? What madness, my
friends, is driving you to abandon Troy, which is
already captured? What are you taking home after
ten years of war except disgrace?’ With such and
other words, to which my very grief had made me
eloquent, I turned them from their intended flight
and led them back. Atrides assembled the allies
still perturbed and fearful ; and even then the son
of Telamon did not dare utter a single syllable. But
Thersites dared, indeed, and chid the kings with
words, unruly fellow, but, thanks to me, not without
punishment! I arose and urged my faint-hearted
comrades against the enemy, and by my words I
aroused again their courage. From that time on,
whatever brave deed my rival here can claim to
have accomplished belongs to me who brought him
back from flight.

“Finally, who of the Greeks praises you or seeks
your company ?  But Diomede shares his deeds with
€, approves me, and is ever confident with Ulysses
at his side.  Surely, 'tis something, alone out of the
many thousand Greeks, to be picked out by Diomede !
And it was not the casting of lots that bade me go.
Still, spurning all perils of night and of the enemy, [
went forth and slew Phrygian Dolon, who was on the
Same perilous errand with ourselves, And yet I did
10t slay him till I had forced him to tell all he knew
nd had learned what treacherous Troy was planning.
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omnia cognoram nec, quod specularer, habebam

et iam promissa poteram cum laude reverti:

haut contentus eo petii tentoria Rhesi

inque suis ipsum castris comitesque peremi 250

atque ita captivo, victor votisque potitus,

ingredior curru laetos imitante triumphos ;

cuius equos pretium pro nocte poposcerat hostis,

arma negate mihi, fueritque benignior Aiax.—

quid Lycii referam Sarpedonis agmina ferro 255

devastata meo ? cum multo sanguine fudi

Coeranon Iphitiden et Alastoraque Chromiumque

Aleandrumque Haliumque Noemonaque Prytanimque

exitioque dedi cum Chersidamante Thoona

et Charopem fatisque inmitibus Ennomon actum 260

quiqﬁe minus celebres nostra sub moenibus urbis

procubuere manu. sunt et mihi vulnera, cives,

ipso pulchra loco ; nec vanis credite verbis,

aspicite! en” vestemque manu deduxit et « haec sunt

pectora semper” ait “ vestris exercita rebus! 2065

at nil inpendit per tot Telamonius annos

sanguinis in socios et habet sine vulnere corpus!
“Quid tamen hoc refert, si se pro classe Pelasga

arma tulisse refert contra Troasque Iovemque ?

confiteorque, tulit (neque enim benefacta maligne 270

detractare meum est), sed ne communia solus

occupet atque aliquem vobis quoque reddat honorem,

reppulit Actorides sub imagine tutus Achillis
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I had found out all and had no further cause for
spying, and I could now go back with the praise
which I had striven for; but not content with this,
I turned to Rhesus’ tents and in his very camp |
slew the captain and his comrades too. And S0,
victorious and with my prayers accomplished, I went
on my way in my captured chariot in manner of a
joyful triumph. Now refuse his arms to me, whose
horses my enemy had demanded as the price of his
night’s work, and let Ajax be the kinder!? Why
should I mention the Lycian Sarpedon’s ranks which
my sword cut to pieces? I laid low in bloody
slaughter Coeranos, the son of Iphitus, Alastor and
Chromius, Aleander, Halius, Noémon, Prytanis, slew
Thoon and Chersidamas, Charopes, Ennomos, driven
by the pitiless fates; and others less renowned fell
by my hand beneath their city’s walls. I, too, have
wounds, my comrades, noble for the very place of
them. And trust no empty words of mine for that.
See here !” and he threw open his garment with his
hand ; “ here is my breast which has ever suffered
for your cause! But the son of Telamon in all these
years has lost no blood in his friends’ behalf and his
body can show no wound at all.

“And what matters it if he says that he stood up
in arms for the Greek fleet against the Trojans and
the power of Jove? I grant he did; for it is not
my way maliciously to belittle the good that he has
done.  But let not him alone claim the honour that
belongs to all, and let him give some credit to you

. "T'was the son of Actor,? safe 'neath the sem-
blance of Achilles, who drove off the Trojans from

! This is a reference to Ajax’ ironical proposition in 1. 102,
to divide the armour between Ulysses and Diomede.
* Patroclus,
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Troas ab arsuris cum defensore carinis.—

ausum etiam Hectoreis solum concurrere telis 275
se putat, oblitus regisque ducumque meique,

nonus in officio et praelatus munere sortis.

sed tamen eventus vestrae, fortissime, pugnae

quis fuit? Hector abit violatus vulnere nullo'!

« Me miserum, quanto cogor meminisse dolore 280
temporis illius, quo, Graium murus, Achilles
procubuit! nec me lacrimae luctusve timorve
tardarunt, quin corpus humo sublime referrem :
his umeris, his inquam, umeris ego corpus Achillis
et simul arma tuli, quae nunc quoque ferre laboro.
sunt mihi, quae valeant in talia pondera, vires, 286
est animus certe vestros sensurus honores :
scilicet ideirco pro nato caerula mater
ambitiosa suo fuit, ut caelestia dona,
artis opus tantae, rudis et sine pectore miles 290
indueret? neque enim clipei caelamina novit,
Oceanum et terras cumque alto sidera caelo
Pleiadasque Hyadasque inmunemque aequoris Arcton
diversosque orbes nitidumque Orionis ensem :
postulat, ut capiat, quae non intellegit, arma! 205

“ Quid, quod me duri fugientem munera belli
arguit incepto serum accessisse labori
nec se magnanimo maledicere sentit Achilli?
si simulasse vocas crimen, simulavimus ambo ;
si mora pro culpa est, ego sum maturior illo. 300
me pia detinuit coniunx, pia mater Achillem,
primaque sunt illis data tempora, cetera vobis:
haut timeo, si iam nequeam defendere, crimen
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the fleet, which else had burned together with its
defender. He thinks that he alone dared to stand
up against Hector’s spear, ignoring the king, the
chieftains, and myself, he but the ninth in proffered
service and by the lot’s grace preferred to us. But
what was the outcome of your battle, bravest of men ?
Heector retired without a wound.

“Ah me, how grievous is the memory of that
time when Achilles fell, the bulwark of the Greeks !
And yet neither tears nor grief nor fear kept me
from lifting up his body from the ground. On these
shoulders, yes, on these very shoulders, I bore
Achilles” body, armour and all, arms which now also [
seek to bear. I have strength enough to bear their
ponderous weight and I have a mind that can appre-
ciate the honour you would do me. Was it for this,
forsooth, that the hero’s mother, goddess of the
sea, was ambitious for her son, that those heavenly
gifts, the work of heavenly art, should clothe a rough
and stupid soldier? For he knows nothing of the
relief-work of the shield : the sea, the lands, the deep
starry heavens, the Pleiades, the Hyades, Arctos
forbidden the sea, the scattered cities, and Orion’s
gleaming sword. He asks for armour which he
cannot appreciate.

“What of his chiding me with trying to shun the
hardships of the war and of coming late when the
struggle had begun? Does he not know that he is
reviling the great Achilles also? If it is a crime to
have pretended, we both pretended. If delay is
culpable, I was the earlier of the two. A loving
wife detained me ; a loving mother detained Achilles,
Our first time was given to them, the rest to you.
I do not fear a charge, even if I cannot answer it,
Which I share with so great a hero. Yet he was
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cum tanto commune viro : deprensus Ulixis
ingenio tamen ille, at non Aiacis Ulixes. 305

“ Neve in me stolidae convicia fundere linguae
admiremur eum, vobis quoque digna pudore
obicit. an falso Palameden crimine turpe
accusasse mihi, vobis damnasse decorum est ?
sed neque Naupliades facinus defendere tantum 310
tamque patens valuit, nec vos audistis in illo
crimina, vidistis, pretioque obiecta patebant.

“ Nec, Poeantiaden quod habet Vulcania Lemnos,
esse reus merui (factum defendite vestrum !
consensistis enim,) nec me suasisse negabo, 315
ut se subtraheret bellique viaeque labori
temptaretque feros requie lenire dolores.
paruit—et vivit! non haec sententia tantum
fida, sed et felix, cum sit satis esse fidelem.
quem quoniam vates delenda ad Pergama poscunt,
ne mandate mihi! melius Telamonius ibit 821
eloquioque virum morbis iraque furentem
molliet aut aliqua producet callidus arte !
ante retro Simois fluet et sine frondibus Ide

(2
1o
LE]

stabit, et auxilium promittet Achaia Troiae,
quam, cessante meo pro vestris pectore rebus,
Aiacis stolidi Danais sollertia prosit.

sis licet infestus sociis regique mihique

dure Philoctete, licet exsecrere meumque
devoveas sine fine caput cupiasque dolenti 830
me tibi forte dari nostrumque haurire cruorem,
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discovered by Ulysses’ wit; but not by Ajax’ wit,
Ulysses.

“ And let us not wonder that he pours out against
me the insults of his stupid tongue; for he vents
on you also shameful words. Was it base for me
to have accused Palamedes on a false charge, and
honourable for you to have condemned him? But
neither was the son of Nauplius! able to defend a
crime so great, so clearly proved, nor did you merely
hear the charge against him: you saw the proof, as
it lay clearly revealed by the golden bribe.

“Nor should I be blamed because Vuleanian
Lemnos holds the son of Poeas.? Defend your own
deed, for you consented to it. But I will not deny
that I advised that he withdraw from the hardships
of the war and the journey thither, and seek to
soothe his terrible anguish by a time of rest. He
took the advice—and lives! And not alone was this
advice given in good faith, but it was fortunate as
well ; though it is enough that it was given in good
faith. Now, since our seers say that he is necessary
for the fall of Pergama, do not entrust the task to
me! Telamon's son will better go, and by his elo-
quence he will calm the hero, mad with pain and
rage, or else by some shrewd trick will bring him to
us. Nay, Simois will flow backward, Ida stand without
foliage, and Greece send aid to Troy before the
craft of stupid Ajax would avail the Greeks in case I
should cease to work for your advantage. Though
You have a deadly hatred, O harsh Philoctetes, for
the allied Greeks and the king and me myself;
though you heap endless curses on my head and

ng in your misery to have me in your power, to
drink my blood, and pray that, as I was given a

1 Palamedes, 2 Philoctetes.
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utque tui mihi sic fiat, tibi copia nostri :
te tamen adgrediar mecumque reducere nitar
tamque tuis potiar (faveat Fortuna) sagittis,
quam Sum Dardanio, quem cepi, vate potitus, 335
quam responsa deum Troianaque fata retexi,
quam rapui Phrygiae signum penetrale Minervae
hostibus e mediis. et se mihi comparat Aiax ?
nempe capi Troiam prohibebant fata sine illo :
fortis ubi est Aiax? ubi sunt ingentia magni 340
verba viri? cur hic metuis? cur audet Ulixes
ire per excubias et se committere nocti
perque feros enses non tantum moenia Troum,
verum etiam summas arces intrare suaque
eripere aede deam raptamque adferre per hostes ? 345
quae nisi fecissem, frustra Telamone creatus
gestasset laeva taurorum tergora septem,
illa nocte mihi Troiae victoria parta est :
Pergama tunc vici, cum vinei posse coegi.

“ Desine Tydiden vultuque et murmure nobis 350
ostentare meum : pars est sua laudis in illo!
nec tu, cum socia clipeum pro classe tenebas,
solus eras: tibi turba comes, mihi contigit unus.
qui nisi pugnacem sciret sapiente minorem
esse nec indomitae deberi praemia dextrae, 335
ipse quoque haec peteret ; peteret moderatior Aiax
Eurypylusque ferox claroque Andraemone natus
nec minus Idomeneus patriaque creatus eadem

Meriones, peteret maioris frater Atridae :
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chance at you, so you may have a chance at me ; stil_
would I go to you and strive to bring you back with
me. And I should get possession of your arrows
(should Fortune favourme), just as I got possession of
the Dardanian seer, whom I made captive ; just as I
discovered the oracles of the gods and the fates of
Troy; just as I stole away from the midst of the
enemy the enshrined image of Phrygian Minerva.
And does Ajax compare himself to me? The fact is,
the fates declared that we could not capture Troy
without this sacred statue. Where now is the brave
Ajax? Where are those big words of the mighty
hero? Why do you fear in such a erisis ? Why does
Ulysses dare to go out beyond the sentinels, commit
himself to the darkness and, through the midst of eruel
swords, enter not alone the walls of Troy but even
the citadel’s top, steal the goddess from her shrine
and bear her captured image through the enemy ?
Had I not done this, in vain would the son of Tela-
mon have worn on his left arm the sevenfold bulls'-
hide shield. On that night I gained the victory
over Troy ; at that moment did I conquer Pergama
when I made it possible to conquer her.

““Cease by your looks and mutterings to remind us
that Tydides was my partner. He has his share of
praise.  You, too, when you held your shield in
defence of the allied fleet, were not alone. You had
a throng of partners; I, but one. And if Diomede
did not know that a fighter is of less value than
a thinker, and that the prize was not due merely to a
right hand, however dauntless, he himself also would
be seeking it; so would the lesser Ajax, warlike
Ellrypylus and the son of illustrious Andraemon, and
no less so Idomeneus and his fellow-countryman,
Meriones ; yes, Menclaiis, too, wonld seck the prize.
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quippe manu fortes nec sunt mihi Marte secundi, 369
consiliis cessere meis. tibi dextera bello
utilis, ingenium est, quod eget moderamine nostro
tu vires sine mente geris, mihi cura futuri;
tu pugnare potes, pugnandi tempora mecum
eligit Atrides; tu tantum corpore prodes, 565
nos animo ; (uantoque ratem qui temperat, anteit
remigis officium, quanto dux milite maior,
tantum ego te supero, nec non in corpore nostro
pectora sunt potiora manu: vigor omn's in illis,

“ At vos, o proceres, vigili date praemia vestro, 570
proque tot annorum cura, quibus anxius egi,
hune titulum meritis pensandum reddite nostris :
iam labor in fine est; obstantia fata removi
altaque posse capi faciendo Pergama, cepi.
per spes nune socias casuraque moenia Troum 375
perque deos oro, quos hosti nuper ademi,
per siquid superest, quod sit sapienter agendum,
siquid adhuc audax ex praecipitique petendum est,
si Troiae fatis aliquid restare putatis,
este mei memores ! aut si mihi non datis arma, 380
huic date!” et ostendit signum fatale Minervae.

Mota manus procerum est, et quid facundia possel.

re patuit, fortisque viri tulit arma disertus.
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But all these men, though stout of hand, fully my
equals on the battlefield, have yielded to my superior
intelligence. Your good right arm is useful in the
battle ; but when it comes to thinking you need
my guidance. You have force without intelligence ;
while mine is the care for to-morrow. You are a
good fighter: but it is I who help Atrides select
the time of fighting. Your value is in your body only ;
mine, in mind.  And, as much as he who directs the
ship surpasses him who only rows it, as much as the
general excels the common soldier, so much greater
am I than you. For in these bodies of ours the
heart! is of more value than the hand; all our real
living is in that.

“But do you, O princes, award the prize to your
faithful guardian. In return for the many years
which I have spent in anxious care, grant me this
honour as the reward of all my services. And now
my task is at an end ; I have removed the obstruct-
ing fates and, by making it possible to take tall
Pergama, 1 have taken her. Now, by our united
hopes, by the Trojan walls doomed soon to fall, by
the gods of which but lately I deprived the foe, by
whatever else remains still to be done with wisdom,
if still some bold and hazardous deed must be
attempted, if you think aught still is lacking to the
- fate of Troy, I beg you remember me! Or, if you
do not give the arms to me, give them to her!”
and he pointed to the fateful statue of Minerva,

The company of chiefs was moved, and their
decision proved the power of eloquence: to the
eloquent man were given the brave man’s arms.
Then he who had so often all alone withstood great

1 the mind or understanding. We should make the
contrast between head and hand,
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Hectora qui solus, qui ferrum ignesque lovemque
sustinuit totiens, unam non sustinet iram, 385
invictumque virum vicit dolor : arripit ensem
et ““meus hic certe est! an et hunc sibi poscii
Ulixes ? .
hoe " ait “ utendum est in me mihi, quique cruore
saepe Phrygum maduit, domini nune caede madebit,
ne quisquam Aiacem possit superare nisi Aiax.” 3500
dixit et in pectus tum demum vulnera passum,
qua patuit ferro, letalem condidit ensem.
nec valuere manus infixum educere telum :
expulit ipse cruor, rubefactaque sanguine tellus
purpureum viridi genuit de caespite florem, 305
qui prius Oebalio fuerat de vulnere natus ;
littera communis mediis pueroque viroque
inseripta est foliis, haec nominis, illa querellae.
Victor ad Hypsipyles patriam clarique Thoantis
et veterum terras infames caede virorum £00
vela dat, ut referat Tirynthia tela, sagittas;
quae postquam ad Graios domino comitante revexit,
inposita est sero tandem manus ultima bello.
Troia simul Priamusque cadunt. Priameia coniuns
- perdidit infelix hominis post omnia formam 405
utamnque novo latrata terruit auras,
].m in angustum qua clauditur Hellespontus.
4 on ardebat, neque adhue consederat ignis :
: - exig ue senis Priami Iovis ara cruorem
i »m tractaque comis antistita Phoebi £10
= pra s tendebat ad aethera palmas.
 matres patriorum signa deorum,
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s0 often sword and fire and Jove, could not
d one passion; and resentment conquered
unconquered hero. Then, snatching out his
, he cried: “But this at least is mine ; or
lysses claim this also for himself? This I
aploy against myself; and the sword which
n reeked with Phrygian blood will now reek
its master’s, lest any man save Ajax ever con-
jax.” Hespokeand deep in his breast, which
not until then suffered any wound, where the
was open for the blow, he plunged his fatal
No hand was strong enough to draw away
iven steel ; the blood itself drove it out.
nsanguined ground produced from the green
(‘lf__urple flower, which in old time had sprung
dyacinthus’ blood. The petals are inseribed
ters, serving alike for hero and for boy : this
name," and that, a cry of woe.2
the land ? of Queen Hypsipyle and the illus-
Thoas, once infamous for its murdered men
n time, victorious Ulysses now set sail to
ence the Tirynthian® arrows. After he had
it these to the Greeks, and their master5 with
the final blow was at last given to the long-
war. Troy fell and Priam with it. The poor
of Priam after all else lost her human form
h strange barking affrighted the alien air
~ the long Hellespont narrows to a strait.
was in flames, nor had its fires yet died down,
ove's altar had drunk up the scanty blood
d Priam. The priestess® of Apollo, dragged
hair, was stretching to the heavens her un-
g hands. The Trojan women, embracing the

3 ATAF. 3 Lemnos.
.e. of Hercules, & Philoctetes, ¢ (assandra.
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dum licet, amplexas succensaque templa tenentes
invidiosa trahunt victores praemia Grai ;

mittitur Astyanax illis de turribus, unde 415
pugunantem pro se proavitaque regna tuentem
saepe videre patrem monstratum a matre solebat.
iamque viam suadet Boreas, flatuque secundo
carbasa mota sonant : iubet uti navita ventis;

“ Troia, vale ! rapimur” clamant, dant oscula terrae
Troades et patriae fumantia tecta relinquunt. 42
ultima conscendit classem—miserabile visu !—

in mediis Hecube natorum inventa sepuleris :
prensantem tumulos atque ossibus oscula dantem
Dulichiae traxere manus, tamen unius hausit 425
inque sinu cineres secum tulit Hectoris haustos ;
Hectoris in tumulo eanum de vertice erinem,
inferias inopes, erinem lacrimasque reliquit,

Est, ubi Troia fuit, Phrygiae contraria tellus
Bistoniis habitata viris : Polymestoris illic 43
regia dives erat, cui te commisit alendum
clam, Polydore, pater Phrygiisque removit ab armis,
consilium sapiens, sceleris nisi praemia magnas
adiecisset opes, animi inritamen avari.
ut cecidit fortuna Phrygum, capit inpius ensem 433
rex Thracum iuguloque sui demisit alumni
et, tamquam tolli cum corpore crimina possent,
exanimem scopulo subiectas misit in undas.

Litore Threicio classem religarat Atrides,

dum mare pacatum, dum ventus amicior esset: 440
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images of their country’s gods while still they might
and crowding their burning temples, the victorious
Greeks dragged off, an enviable booty. And Astya-
nax was hurled down from that tower where he was
wont often to sit and watch his father whom his mother
pointed out fighting for honour and safeguarding his
ancestral realm. And now the North-wind called
them on their way and the sails Happed loud, swelled
by the favouring breeze. The mariner gives com-
mand to sail. “O Troy, farewell! we are forced
away,” the Trojan women cry ; they kiss their land,
and turn their backs upon their smoking homes,
The last to go on board, a pitiable sight, was Hecuba,
discovered midst the sepulchres of her sons. There,
as she clung to their tombs, striving to give her
farewell kisses to their bones, the hands of the
Dulichian dragged her away. Yet she rescued
Hector’s ashes only, and bore the rescued dust with
her in her bosom. And on Hector's tomb she left
locks of her hoary hair, a meagre offering, her hair
and tears.
Opposite to Phrygia where Troy stood, there lies
a land where dwelt the Bistones. There was the
luxurious court of Polymestor, to whom your father,
Polydorus, secretly commended you for care, sending
m far from Phrygia’s strife ; a prudent plan, if he
not sent with you a great store of treasure,
the prize of crime, a temptation to a greedy soul.
'When the Phrygian fortunes waned, the impious
Thracian king took his sword and thrust it into his
young charge’s throat ; and just as if a murder could
disposed of with the victim's body, he threw the
Corpse from a cliff into the waves below,
On this Thracian coast Atrides had moored his
fleet until the sea should quiet down and the winds
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hic subito, quantus, cum viveret, esse solebat,

exit humo late rupta similisque minanti

temporis illius vaultum referebat Achilles,

quo ferus iniusto petiit Agamemnona ferro
“inmemores "™ que “ mei disceditis,” inquit “ Achiyi,
obrutaque est mecum virtutis gratia nostrae ! 446
ne facite ! utque meum non sit sine honore sepulerum,
placet Achilleos mactata Polyxena manes!”

dixit, et inmiti sociis parentibus umbrae,

rapta sinu matris, quam iam prope sola fovebat, 450
fortis et infelix et plus quam femina virgo

ducitur ad tumulum diroque fit hostia busto.

quae memor ipsa sui postquam crudelibus aris
admota est sensitque sibi fera sacra parari,

utque Neoptolemum stantem ferrumque tenentem ;
inque suo vidit figentem lumina vultu, 456
“utere iandudum generoso sanguine " dixit

“(nulla mora est), aut tu iugulo vel pectore telum
conde meo " : (iugulumque simul pectusque retexit.
scilicet haud ulli servire Polyxena vellet!) 460
“haud per tale sacrum numen placabitis ullum '
mors tantum vellem matrem mea fallere posset :
mater obest minuitque necis mihi gaudia, quamvis
non mea mors illi, verum sua vita tremenda est.

vos modo, ne Stygios adeam non libera manes, 163
ite procul, si iusta peto, tactuque viriles

virgineo removete manus | acceptior illi,

quisquis is est, quem caede mea placare paratis,
liber erit sanguis. siquos tamen ultima nostri

verba movent oris (Priami vos filia regis, 470
non captiva rogat), genetrici corpus inemptum
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be more favourable. Here on a sudden, up from the
wide-gaping earth, Achilles sprang, large as he was
in life, He had a thrcatening manner and a look as
on that day when with his hostile sword he fiercely
challenged Agamemnon. “And are you, then, de-
parting, ye Greeks,” he cried, < forgetful of me ? And
have your thanks for my services been buried with
me? It shall not be! And, that my tomb may not
lack its fitting honour, let Polyxena be sacrificed and
so appease Achilles’ shade.,” He spoke, and the
allied Greeks obeyed the pitiless ghost. Torn from
her mother’s arms, of whom she was well-nigh the
only comfort left, the brave, ill-fated maid, with more
than woman’s courage, was led to the fatal mound
and there was sacrificed upon the cruel tomb, Self.
possessed she was, even when she had been placed
before the fatal altar and knew the grim rites were
preparing for her; and when she saw Neoptolemus
standing, sword in hand, with his eyes fixed upon her,
she exclaimed : “ Spill at last my noble blood, for I
am ready ; or plunge your sword deep in my throat
or breast!” (and she bared her throat and breast.
Polyxena, be sure, would not desire to live in slavery !)
“Not by such a rite as this will you appease any
god! Only I would that my mother may know
nothing of my death. My mother prevents and
destroys my joy of death. And yet she should not
deprecate my death, but rather her own life. Only
do you, that I may go free to the Stygian spirits,
stand back, if my request is just, and let no rude
hand of man touch my virgin body. More acceptable
to him, whoever he is, whom by my sacrifice you are
seeking to appease, will my free blood be. But if
my last words move any of you (’tis the daughter
of King Priam and not a captive maid who asks it),

261



OVID

reddite, neve auro redimat ius triste sepuleri,
sed lacrimis! tunc, cum poterat, redimebat et auro.”
dixerat, at populus lacrimas, quas illa tenebat,
non fenet; ipse etiam flens invitusque sacerdos 475
praebita coniecto rupit praecordia ferro.
illa super terram defecto poplite labens
pertulit intrepidos ad fata novissima vultus;
tunc quoque cura fuit partes velare tegendas,
cum caderet, castiqne decus servare pudoris. 480

Troades excipiunt deploratosque recensent
Priamidas et quot dederit domus una cruores,
teque gemunt, virgo, teque, o modo regia coniuny,
regia dicta parens, Asiae florentis imago,
nunc etiam praedaec mala sors: quam victor Ulixes
esse suam nollet, nisi quod tamen Hectora partu 486
ediderat : dominum matri vix repperit Hector !
quae corpus conplexa animae tam fortis inane,
quas totiens patriae dederat natisque viroque,
huic quoque dat lacrimas ; lacrimas in vulnera fundit
osculaque ore tegit consuetaque pectora plangit 491
canitiemque suam conecreto in sanguine verrens
plura quidem, sed et haee laniato pectore, dixit :
“nata, tuae—quid enim superest ?—dolor ultime

matris,

nata, iaces, videoque tuum, mea vulnera, vulnus : 495
en, ne perdiderim quemqguam sine caede meorum,
tu quoque vulnus habes ; at te, quia femina, rebar
a ferro tutam : cecidisti et femina ferro,
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restore my body to my mother without ransom ; and
Jet her pay in tears and not in gold for the sad
privilege of sepulture. She did pay in gold also when
she could.” She spoke, and the throng could not
restrain their tears, though she restrained her own,
Then did the priest, himself also weeping and
remorseful, with deep-driven weapon pierce her
proffered breast. She, sinking down to earth with
fainting knees, kept her look of dauntless courage
to the end. And even then, as she was falling, she
took ‘care to cover her body and to guard the honour
of her modesty.

The Trojan women take up her body and count
one by one the lamented Primmidae, and all the
woes which this one house has suffered. You, royal
maid, they weep, and you, who but yesterday were
called queen-consort and queen-mother, you, once
the embodiment of proud Asia, but now suffering
hard lot even for a captive, one whom victorious
Ulysses would not desire, save that she had given
birth to Hector. A lord for his mother Hector
scarcely found! She, embracing the lifeless body
of that brave spirit, gives to it also the tears
which she has shed so often for country, sons and
husband. She pours her tears into her daughter’s
wound, covers her face with kisses, and beats the
breasts that have endured so many blows. Then
sweeping her white hair in the clotted blood and
tearing her breast, this and much more she cried :
“0 child, your mother’s last cause for grief—for
what else is left me—my child, low you lie, and I
see your wound, my wound. Behold, that I might
lose none of my children without violence, you also

ve your wound. But you, because you were a
woman, I thought safe from the sword ; even though

2063



