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LOVE AND THE SCHOLAR

MARCUS ARGENTARIUS

7TOT j3L/3\OV

Hvpprjv J*a7riv7j<; el&ov e

@l/3\ov &e pnjra? ?rl

epya ri pot, trape^eis, w yepov
'

As over Hesiod's page I pore,

Comes tripping in my lovely Katie.

I fling the book upon the floor,

And cry,
" Old Hesiod, how I hate ye !

"



V

THE REVELLER

MELEAGER

a7rre*

; TTTJ Ovfie rpeTry ; ri 8' epwri

airre ra^o9. TTOV 8' 17 irpoade \6<ycov

eppi(f)6o) oroffrias o TroXi;? novas- ev /JLOVOV

rovO , OTL teal Ztrjvbs X^yua icaOeikev
"

CAST the dice, away I'll hie !

Whither, reveller, tell me whither ?

Where my Lesbia's laughing eye

Calls to love, I'll hie me thither.

Study wastes the fleeting hour,

Wisdom is but toil and pain,

Zeus himself felt Cupid's power,

Love secured him with his chain.
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PREFACE

I HAVE at times amused myself by endeavouring

to render into English verse some of the epigrams

of the Greek Anthology, and other pieces. It

may possibly amuse others to read them. I have

therefore, after much hesitation, decided to publish

them.

The epigrams are, with a very few exceptions,

selected from Mr. Mackail's Select Epigrams- from
the Greek Anthology. The classification and, in the

great majority of cases, the title of each epigram
are also borrowed from Mr. Mackail.

In making the translations from Theocritus

and Moschus, I have used principally Kiessling's

edition (London and Cambridge, 1829).

My very limited knowledge of Greek 1 would

1 I was not taught Greek at school, and should probably
have remained in complete ignorance of the language all my
life had it not been for the accident that, when I first

obtained a commission in the army in 1858, I was sent to
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vi PREFACE

not, however, have permitted me to have under-

taken any translations into verse, had I not been

assisted by the excellent prose translations, in the

case of the Anthology, of Mr. Mackail, and in the

case of Theocritus and Moschus, of Mr. Andrew

Lang.
As to the difficulty of translation, I cannot do

better than quote from a letter of Mr. Mackail's.

"What I think one always feels," Mr. Mackail

wrote to me,
" about translations from the Greek

at the present day, is the extraordinary difficulty

of retaining what (for want of a better word) may
be called the dignity of the original, which is as

marked a quality of Greek writing as its inimit-

able ease. It always remained, even when used by
weak hands for trivial purposes, the language of

Homer and Simonides
;

it went on wearing its

robes with a certain high simplicity, even in the

time of decay."

Even in far more skilled hands than my own
the difficulty either of translating or of paraphras-

ing is, in fact, very great. Most of my versions

are paraphrases rather than translations.

I have endeavoured to avoid the use of ornate

Corfu. There I acquired a fair colloquial knowledge of
modern Greek. Being attracted by the language, I then
learnt a certain amount of ancient Greek. In subsequent
years I kept up the study, though after a very desultory
fashion.
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language. One of the many beauties of Greek

poetry is its simplicity.

I beg any one who may do me the honour of

glancing at this little volume to bear in mind that

it is not the work of a scholar, or of even a very
minor poet, but that of a Government official who,

during the leisure moments of a somewhat busy

life, has dabbled a little in Greek literature, and

has occasionally amused himself by making verses

which is not always the same thing as writing

poetry.

I have to acknowledge the valuable help I have

received in the shape of suggestions and criticisms

from several friends notably from Mr. C. L.

Graves, Mr. Mackail, and Mr. Harold Perry.

CROMER.
LONDON, August 1903.
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I

LOVE





I

PRELUDE

POSIDIPPUS

K./cpo7rl palve \dyvve TroXvBpoaov

palve, Spocri^ecrOa) (rv/JL/Boki/cr)

<Tt,yd<r6(0 Tirjvwv 6
<ro<f)b<; KVKVOS, a re

8' rjplv o y\v/cv7riKpos

LET the jar of Athens drip,

Drench the feast as though with dew,

Here let each the wine-cup sip,

Boon companions, blithe and true.

Swan-like Zeno holds his peace,

Stoic verse gains no esteem,

Here our song shall never cease,

Sweetly-bitter Love the theme.



..:.''.'.

II

LAUS VENERIS

ASCLEPIADES

TTOTOV,

etc ^ei/i&>i>o9 ideiv eiapwov

Jj&UTTOV S* OTTOTdV KpV^rj [Lid TOl>9

KOI alvr\T(Ll Kv7T/Jt9 V7T afJL(f)OTpCi)V.

SWEET in the sultry dog-days 'tis to drain

Thy sparkling vintage, O divine champagne !
l

Sweet to the sailor, when the vernal hour

Dispels the fear of winter's boisterous power.

But sweeter still when, with one cloak for cover,

The loved one echoes whispers of her lover.

1 I feel that some apology is necessary for this obvious

anachronism. Mr. Harold Perry points out to me . that in

what Macaulay (Works, vi. p. 614) calls Warren Hastings'
"
pleasing imitation

"
of Otium Divos rogat in patenti,

" slow

Mahrattas
"
and " hardier Sikhs

"
are made to do service for

Horace's warlike Thracians and "
quiver-graced

" Medes. I

do not mind erring in such illustrious company, and have,

therefore, ventured to make Asclepiades vaunt the merits of

champagne.



Ill

LOVE'S SWEETNESS

NOSSIS

ovSev /9&>T09, a S' oX/3ta, Sevrepa iravra

(TTLV OLTTO (TTOfJiaTOS 8' 7TTV(Ta KOI TO

rovro \<yei Nocr<7t9* TWO, & a Ku7T/9i9 ov/c e<f)i\a(Tv,

OVK olSev Kijvas ravOea irola po

PRETTY Nossis vows that she

Spurns the honey of the bee,

But that Cupid can distil

Sweets the cup of joy to fill.

Whom Venus hates can never know

What roses in her garden grow.
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LOVE AND THE SCHOLAR

MARCUS ARGENTARIUS

Trore fiiffaov e/iafc VTTO

Hvppqv egaTTLVT)*; el&ov e

v Be ptyas eVl jrjv xepi, ravr

epya TI \LOI 7ra/3e^et9,
w yepov 'Hcr/oSe ;

As over Hesiod's page I pore,

Comes tripping in my lovely Katie.

I fling the book upon the floor,

And cry,
" Old Hesiod, how I hate ye !

"



V

THE REVELLER

MELEAGER

/3eft\ij(70(i) tcvfto<f otTrre* Tropevo-o/Mcu- yvibe roX/i-a.

es, TLV ep69 (frpovTi&a ;

irr\ Bvpe rpeirr) ; ri 8' epWTt,

airre ra^o9. TTOV 8' r] TrpocrQe \o<ya)v /jL6\er7j ;

eppi(f)6o) (Tobias 6 TroXu? TTOVOS' ev povov ol$a

TOvO , QTi KOi Zrjvbs \TJlJLa Ka0i\V "Ep&)9.

CAST the dice, away I'll hie !

Whither, reveller, tell me whither ?

Where my Lesbia's laughing eye

Calls to love, I'll hie me thither.

Study wastes the fleeting hour,

Wisdom is but toil and pain,

Zeus himself felt Cupid's power,

Love secured him with his chain.
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VI

LOVE AND WINE

RUFINUS

a>7r\io-/j,ai Trpo? "E/awra Trepl arepvoio'i

ovSe
/JL vifctfcrei,, fiovvos eow Trpbs eva,

Ovaros 3' aOavdro) (Tva-TijffojjLCU' TJV Be $or)6ov

TI fjbovos 7rpo9 Su* 70)

WITH Reason armed, I'll conquer Love,

And bid a single god defiance.

If Bacchus now my foe should prove,

I'll yield me to the twin alliance.
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VII

LOVE IN THE STORM

ASCLEPIADES

vtye, xd\aoj3o\ei,, iroiei, CT/COTO?, aWe, /cepavvov,

TrdvTO, TO, r

7TOp(f>VpOVT
>

V ydovl CTL6

r\v yap pc KTeLvys, rare ira\)(To^ai' TJV 8e f

real SiaOels TOVTGW ^eipova, /ccofjbd

yap fji
6 /cpar&v Kal crov ^09, co Trore

RAIN and lighten, crash thy thunder !

If I'm slain, I cease to be,

Whilst I live, nought e'er shall sunder

Me from Love, or Love from me.

Thou, O Zeus, hast felt the power
Of the god we both obey,

Brazen though the bridal bower,

Love and money forced the way.
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VIII

A KISS WITHIN THE CUP

AGATHIAS

elfju fjuev ov
<f)t,\6oi,vo$' orav S' e^eX?

Trpcora ait yevo/j,ev7] Trpocrfyepe ical Se

el yap eTTiTJraixreis rot? xefaecrw, ovtcert,

eu//,ap9, ovSe (f>vjelv TOV

Tropdfievet, yap epoiye Kv\it; Trapa crov TO ^t

/cat, poi a7rayye\\6i rrjv

I DRINK no wine, but bow to thy command,
Yet give me first the cup from thy dear hand.

If, having tasted, thou should'st then draw nigh,

So sweet a cup-bearer I cannot fly.

From thine own lips the cup will draw its bliss,

And serve to bear from thee to me a kiss.



IX

LOVE'S DRINK

MELEAGER

TO
o-/cv(f>o<; rjSv yeyrjOe, \eyet, 8' ore Ta? <f>t,\pa)ros

tyavei, TOV \a\iov (TTO/JLCITOS,

e/j,ols vvv ^etXe<7t ^e/Xea 6elcra

TO,V 6V e'yLtol TTpOTTLOi.

AH ! Cup of sweetness, lasting joy is thine,

My love's own honeyed mouth has given thee bliss !

Would that she now would join her lips to mine,

And drain my very soul in one long kiss !



X

LOVE THE RUNAWAY

MELEAGER

rov
v

Epa>T<z Tov aypiov dpri yap dpn

earn 8' 6 Trait; ry\VKV$a/cpv<s, aetXaXo?, UHCVS, d0a/j,f3r)<;,

(TLfJM ye\a)V, TTTepbeis v&ra, <f>apTpo<f)6po<;,

bs S' ov/cer e^co <f>pd%iv -rivo?' ovre yap aWijp,

ov xOtov (firjo-i Ttcelv TOV Opa&vv, ov

yap Kal iraaiv dire^OeTai' a\X' ecropare

/ceti/o9, ISov, irepl <f>co\eov ov yu-e

rofora, Z^z/o^tXa? ofipacri,



I CHASE wild Love ; at earliest morn

He flies away with bow and quiver,

At times he's tearful and forlorn,

Then changes as the shimmering river.

He's fearless, chattering, quick and sly,

His arrows adamant would pierce,

He's hot, he's cold, he's pert, he's shy,

And all at once he's mild and fierce.

Whose son is he ? Both Heaven and Earth,

And loud-resounding Ocean's wave,

Vow that they ne'er have given birth

To one who makes the world a slave.

The hateful boy ! But have a care !

His deadly arrow swiftly flies.

I see him now. He's lurking there !

He's ambushed in my Zoe's eyes !
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XI

LOVE'S SYMPATHY

CALLIMACHUS

6\/co<i

TO rpiTov

a>7TT7)Tai,

o fez/o<? eKdvdavev &>? dwrjpbv

Sea crrrjOecov, ete9, avrjydyero.

eTrive, ra Be poSa <f>v\\oj3o\evvTa

CLTTO are^xivwv irdvr e^eovro

a 877 Ti* /j,a Sai/j,ova<; ov/c aTrb

), (fxopbs S i^yia <f>a>p
e



HE drained two full beakers with many a sigh,

And nervously clutched a third brimmer before him,

There was madness and rage in the glance of his eye,

He'd not have been known by the motherwho bore him.

I knew not the wound, but I guessed at the cause

When he flung from his garland the roses and leaves,

Oft wounded by Cupid, I've bowed to his laws,

Set a cunning old thief on the track of the thieves.
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XII

DEARER THAN DAY

PAULUS SILENTIARIUS

r

iravopo'ov corjv

ai/r dvao-eipd^ay KCU irakiv ay^i fjuevo),

<T7)v yap e^ft) Sacr7T\Tjra Bido-TatTiv old re

VVKTCL KaTa7TTij(r<Ta) TTJV 'A^e/301/TtaSa

rjiLCLTi, yap (reo <f>eyyos opouov d\\a TO fjiev TTOV

a(f)0oyyov, crv Se /JLOI /cat TO \d\T)/j,a <j>epis

rceivo TO ^eiprjvwv y\v/cpcoTepov, a> CTTI

eldlv 6/1,779



" FAREWELL !

"
I murmur, and then hold my breath,

Whilst, fondly lingering, by thy side I stay,

I shrink from parting as from cruel Death,

Thy light is glorious as the summer's day.

But day, though glorious, cannot tune a voice

To soothe my troubles or enchant my ear,

Whilst thy sweet Siren notes my soul rejoice

With music such as lovers yearn to hear.
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XIII

AT COCKCROW

ANTIPATER OF THESSALONICA

efirj, Xpu<7iXXa, TraX/u S' 77000? aXe

/crjpv<T(T(i)v <f>Qoveprjv 'llpiyeveiav ayei*

opvlBcov eppois fyOoveptoTdTos, 09 /L6 Suotceis

oiKodev et? TToXXou? rjlOewv odpovs.

iQcove' ri yap arjv evvenv 'Ho>

)? ooOpiSirjv rjKacras e/c

THE dawn, my love, stalks on in mantle grey,

The envious cock proclaims the birth of day.

Thy haste, Tithonus, serves too well to prove

Thou hast grown old, and carest no more for love,

Thou chasest lovely Dawn with rosy fingers

From out thy couch whilst night still softly lingers.
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XIV

WAITING

PAULUS SILENTIARIUS

vvei KXeo(ajm?' o Se rplros apteral

aWe Be Kal KpaBirjs jrvpcrbs

fjirjSe fi VTT aypvTTvoiS Srjpbv excite Tro

a Trocra TTJV KvOepeiav eTrto/jLO&ev ecnrepos ij^

ovr avQcoTrcov lSerai, ovre Oecov

CLEANTHE lingers, though the beckoning fire,

Rekindled, dies again and yet again.

Would that I too could quench my heart's desire,

And cast her image from my wakeful brain !

She swore full many a pretty Paphian oath

To keep the trysting ; then she breaks her troth.
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XV

WAITING IN VAIN

ASCLEPIADES

0^10X07770-' TJgeiv et? vvfcra fiot, 77

Nt/co>, ical ae/jLvrjv ai/totre Qe

ij/cei, (f)v\a/cr) 8e TTapoi^erai,' ap eTrioprceiv

TOV

MOST surely did my Nico swear

At night she to my arms would fly ;

The hour is past no Nico here !

Ho ! Quench the lamp ! Did Nico lie ?
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XVI

THE SCORNED LOVER

ASCLEPIADES

<T yap OVK a\\yv ^apTvpo^ai, old

TlvOias rj Nt/coO? ova-a (^iXe^aTrarr;?,

ls OVK d/c\r)To$ \r)\v0a' ravra TraOovcra

aol
fjLefjL\jrair

>

eir e^ot? (rrao-d Trore

SHE bade me come, the traitress fair,

O Night, and now she dares to flout me !

Some day she'll crave my love. I swear

That then she'll have to go without me !



XVII

LA BELLE DAME SANS MERC1

AGATHIAS

rj pd ye teal <rv, <&L\t,vva, <f>pi,s iro6ovt TJ pa /cal avrrj

fcd/jivei? ava\eois oyLt/x-atrt rrj/co/jLevrj ;

fj
(TV [lev V7TVOV ^^9 ry\VKp(t)TaTOV, r}fJ,6T6pr)S 8e

(frpovribos ovre \6yo<$ yiverat, ovr dpiOpos ;

evpr)cret<; ra opoia, rerjv 8', dpeyapre, irapeiTjv

dOpijcra) Oapwols Sd/cpvcrt, Teyyo/jLevrjv

u7r/3t9 yap ra /JMV d\\a iraXiyKOTo^, ev be n /ca\ov

/, %6alpeiv ra?
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PHILINNA, dost thou waste and pine,

Though tearless are those lovely eyes ?

Or is refreshing slumber thine,

And dost thou scoff at lovers' sighs ?

Thou too shalt weep, my haughty dame,

Thou too shalt feel the hand of Fate.

Venus can this one virtue claim,

The scornful fair incurs her hate.
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XVIII

AMANTIUM IRAE

PAULUS SILENT1ARIUS

ev exot? Ta\dri,a

pis eprjv epidti /^aXXov epoy/juavirjv

yap \v/cd/3avTa /j,evei,v airdvevOev e

* t >-\ 'N ' f ' r " '^1^ ">O
a> 7T07T04, aXA, iKerrjs Trpcoto? evuvs eprjv

MY mistress cast me forth at eventide,

Upbraiding me with words of scornful pride.

Who says,
tc Scorn quenches Love," I call a liar,

My lady's scorn inflames my own desire.

I swore for a full year to stay away,

Then sued for pardon at the break of day !
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XIX

FLOWN LOVE

MARCUS ARGENTARIUS

M.rjvrj xpvo-o/cepa)? Sep/cy raBe /cal

aa-repe? ou? /c6\iroL<i l/ceavb<; Se

? IJL povov 7Tpo\i,7rovcra /juvpoTrvoos

e/CTairjv 8' evpelv TTJV jjudyov ov

avrrjv ^r^o-o/juev rf p e

apyvpeovs <TKv\a,Ka$.

THOU Moon, that beam'st on many a lover !

Ye Stars that sink in Ocean's bed !

All things ye must perforce discover,

Ye know that my Ariste's fled.

'Tis six days since the fairy left me,

Yet still I strive to bring her back,

Of one chance she has not bereft me,

Love's silvery hounds are on her track.
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XX

MOONLIGHT

PHILODEMUS

(f>aive,
Si evrpTjrcov ftahXopevT) OvplScov

avya^e ^pvo-erjv KaXXtcrrtoz/ 9 ra (j>i\evv-a)v

epya /caTOTrrevetv ov <f)06vo<; aOavdrrj.

o\/Stfi? fcal rijvSe fcal rj^ea^t olB

KOI 'yap arjv -^rv^rjv (f)\yv
*

SHINE, twy-horned Lady of the Night, shine on !

Grace with thy light the fair Callistion,

Pour down thy silvery moonbeams from above,

And shed thy glory on our mutual love.

Immortal, thou mayest gaze and feel no shame,

Endymion set thine own fair soul aflame.
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XXI

ROSE

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

poSov ryevoprjv V7ro7r6p<f>vpov, o(f)pa fie

O THAT I were a red rose, and might know

The grace of resting on thy breast of snow.



XXII

LOVE THE GAMBLER

MELEAGER

/LMiT/309 T ev K.o\Troi(Tiv o vr)7rios opOpiva

s TOVJJLOV Trvevfi eicvftevcrev

LOVE, lying on his mother's lap,

Though still a babe, with dice did play.

E'en then he wrought me this mishap

He cast, and played my life away.
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XXIII

DRIFTING

MELEAGER

TO TTLKpov "E|oa>TO9 aicoifjurjToi re

TifjKoi, /cal KcofjLwv ^e

Trot
<f>epofjiat> ; Trdvrij Se (ppevcov olaices afyelvrai

a\i rrjv rpv<f>epr)v

HITHER and thither am I cast

By Love's fell wave. A jealous blast

At times blows hard, and then I shift

My sails, or let the vessel drift.

Tossed on a wintry sea of drink,

I know not if I float or sink.

I have no helm to guide my way,

Scylla stands waiting for her prey.



XXIV

LOVE'S RELAPSES

MELEAGER

'l &vcr$dtcpvTe, TI GOI TO TTCTTavOev
"

(7

T(f>p7) TTVp V

avTitca yap, \ijOapye icaic&v, 7rd\w el ere Qvyov&av
'

"Epcr)9, evpwv SpaTreriv al/cio'erai,.

INFATUATE youth, again so soon to feel

The wound which Time and Absence sought to heal

Nay, nay, for God's sake ! Temper thy desire.

The ashes smoulder cherish not the fire.

For, should'st thou fly, Love in pursuit will start,

And, heedless of past pain, will wring thine heart.
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XXV

LOVE THE BALL-PLAYER

MELEAGER

TOV "Eipcora rpe^co, o-ol 8,
f

rav ev IfjLol 7ra\\ofjLevav

aye avfJLTrai/CTav Sej;at, HoOov* el & aTrb crev

ov/c olVa) TCLV aTraXaio-Tpov v/3pw.

LOVE plays at ball and throws to thee

The heart, my dear, that throbs in me.

Take thou his playmate, sweet Desire,

And let him fan the mutual fire.

Thou can'st not then cast me away,

The rules of Love forbid false play.

D
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XXVI

MOTH AND CANDLE

MELEAGER

TTJV TrepivrjxofJuevTjv Tfrvfflv
av 7roXXa/a

<t>v^er f

v

E/3&)5' /cavrr)

MY soul, O Love, has wings like thee,

Scorch it too much, and it will flee.
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XXVII

LOVE THE SLAYER

MELEAGER

\tavop,
v

Epo>9, TOV aypvTrvov e/^ol TroOov
'

Koipivov alSe<r0ls Movvav efirjv iKe

val 7^ &) Ta crci, rofa, ra ^ SeSiSayfjueva j3d\\eiv

a\\ov, ael $ eV epol Trrrjva ^eovra
el ical

/j,e Kretvais \etyco fycovyv irpolevra
-

"Epeoro? opa, geive,

TYRANT LOVE, list to my suppliant lay !

On me alone thou pourest all thy darts,

To me thou bringest torture and dismay,
And mercifully sparest other hearts.

1 prithee, pity then my sleepless plight !

Charm Heliodora's vision from my brain.

For, if I'm killed, with dying hand I'll write :

"
Look, stranger, on the man whom Love has slain !

"



XXVIII

LOVE AT AUCTION

MELEAGER

7T(t>\l<T0(D teal fULTpOS eT V KO^TTOKTl, K

7TQ)\ci,cr0a>' ri Se JJLOL TO 0pa<rv TOVTO

/cal yap O-IJJLOV e<f)v
Kal vTroTnepov, aicpa S*

Kvl^ei, /cal K\alov 7ro\\a /xerafu ye\a

7T/309 8' ert \onrov arpeTrTov, aei\a\ovf ogv

aypiov ovS* avTTj fjLTjrpl (f)l\7) T(,6a<r6v,

Trdvra repa<f ToLyap Treirpda-erai,' el rt? aTTO

e/iTro/jo? wveio'Oat' iralSa 6e\ei Trpoa-iTc

\t<7<7T* ISov SeBaKpv/Jtevo?' ov a en

Zijvo(j)i\a av
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WHILST slumbering on his mother's breast

Let Love be sold I will not rear him.

He's useless, tried by any test

That can to men or maids endear him.

He's snub-nosed, winged, his nails can ravage,

He laughs, he's wild as any hawk.

To his own mother he's a savage,

And then he never stops his talk.

Perchance some sailor wants a slave,

Seafaring men are always bold,

But little is the price I crave,

To him the monster shall be sold.

Yet stay ! He begs me to desist,

And tries to mitigate my hate.

He weeps. His tears I can't resist.

Let him remain and live with Kate.



XXIX

THE BURDEN OF YOUTH

ASCLEPIADES

OVK tfl OU$' T0)V BvO KeilCO<Tl, KOi KOTTlto %&

o>/3&)T5, ri Ka/cbv TOVTO ; ri fie (fi\eyer ;

7)v yap eya> rt iraBu, ri TroirjcreTe ; Sf)\ov,
v

o>9 TO Tra/309

THOUGH not two-and-twenty Fm weary of life,

Oh Love ! why misuse me and give me such pain ?

When I'm dead, will you cease from your pitiless strife ?

No. You'll rattle your dice-box o'er those who remain.
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XXX

LOVE'S MASTERDOM

MELEAGER

TL Be TO 7r\eov, rjv 7rd\iv

KOI

77 yap 6 7rat9 rovroicrt yeXa, /cal irvicvh

ijSerai, rjv 8* eiTrco \oiSopa, /cal

Be pot,, 7T<W9 apa 8ia y\avfcolo fyavelcra

Kv/j,aTos, ef vypov, KvTTpt, tru irvp

DREADFUL is Love ! With piteous cry

Again I raise my sad lament.

But what avails it, when each sigh

To him is food and nourishment ?

He mocks me when I weep and moan.

Scorched by his darts, I oft inquire

How Venus, born of Ocean's foam,

Herself gave birth to burning fire ?
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XXXI

LOVE THE CONQUEROR

MELEAGER

Xaf 7rlj3aive tear* aup^evo?, aypie Sai/j,ov

ol&d <re, val fia Oeovs, KOI ftapvv ovra tpepeiv

olBa KOI e^nrvpa rofa* j3a\o)v 8 eir e/Jirjv <f>peva irvpaovs

ov </>Xefet9 rjSy Travel yap ecrn T<f>prj.

AH, cruel Love ! I know thy might,

Yet still thy fiery darts I'll hinder.

Thou canst not set my soul alight,

Already it is burnt to cinder.



II

DEDICATION
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XXXII

TO APHRODITE, BY LAIS

PLATO

97 o~o/3apbv yeXdcraaa icaO* 'EXXaSo?, 17 rbv epacrrwv

<TfJLOV Vi TTpoOvpOtS Attt'9 %OV(7a V0)V,

rrj Tlacftirj TO /cdroTrrpov eVet rolrj /JLGV 6paar0cu

OVK e'#eX&>, oirj 8* ?)v Trdpos ov Svva/j,ai.

I, LAIS, who enthralled the Grecian youth,

To Venus give this glass, which tells the truth.

I will not face the tell-tale mirror more,

And why ? I see not what I saw of yore.





Ill

EPITAPHS
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XXXIII

ON THE SPARTANS AT
THERMOPYLAE 1

SIMONIDES

w %elv, yyet,\ov Aa/ceSai/jbovlois OTL

rot? KCivcov

' O STRANGER ! say that, honouring her behest,

Here the remains of Sparta's warriors rest.

1 There are a great many translations of this celebrated

epitaph. Symonds (The Greek Poets, ii. p. 289) says tRat

none are "very good." "The difficulty lies in the word

prjfjLacTL. Is this equivalent to prjTpais, as Cicero, who
renders it by legibus, seems to think ? Or is it the same as

orders ?
"

So far as the translation of the word is concerned,

I venture to suggest "behest," but I greatly doubt if any
translation can do justice to the original. I am very
conscious of the extent to which the version given above fails

in this respect.



XXXIV

THE PALL OF LEONIDAS

PHILIPPUS

TTOV\V AeoyviSeco KariScov Se/ta?

eyfaiivov <f>dpel

ov Se%ofiai, Trpo&oTais

e/Ltot rvftpov /co<7/z,09 yw-eya?' alpe ra

THE Persian threw his mantle o'er the grave

Whereon his shame was writ.

Then did the hero turn,

And proudly cried,
"

I spurn

Your Asian tribute. Let my shield and glaive,

Of which in sunlit earth you felt the might,

Be still my pall in death's eternal night.

I lived a Spartan. In the realms beneath

I still am true to Sparta, e'en in death."
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XXXV

ON THE DEAD IN AN UNKNOWN
BATTLE

MNASALCAS

ofSe irdrpav, 7ro\vSafcpvv eV avykvi becrjAOV

pvofievoi Svo<f>epav d/j,<f>/3d\ovTo KOVIV,

dpvvvrat, 8' dperas alvov peyav. d\\d TIS

dvda-iceiv rXaro) virep TrarpiSo?.

FROM off their native land they struck the servile chain,

Nor struck in vain.

In dust they lie.

Mark, patriot, well ! Thine own dear native land

Will send forth her command.

Then dare to die !



XXXVI

ON THE DEAD IN A BATTLE IN

BOEOTIA

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

3) Xpoi/e TTavrol&v OvrjTols irave'TTidKoire

0(776X09 7)iLrepa)v Tra&i yevov

o>9 lepav crw^eiv 7Tipa>/JLvoi 'EXXaS

Ovijcrtcopev ev

O TIME, that seest all and canst not die !

Let all men know why in this tomb we lie.

To save our sacred country we were slain,

And lie for ever on Boeotia's plain.
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XXXVII

ON A SLAIN WARRIOR

ANACREON

Kdprepbs eV TroXe/iot? TipotcpiTos ov robe

8* OVK ayaO&v ^>etSerat, a\\a KCLK&V.

TIMOCRITUS lies here. Mars takes the brave,

And spares the coward for a nameless grave.



XXXVIII

ON A SHIPWRECKED SAILOR

PLATO

vavrjyov rd(pos elfii* o 5* avrlov earl yecopyov*
f '-^ v f ff \ tt *'
c9 a\t, Kai ycurj gvvos wirea-T

SHIPWRECKED, I lost my life upon the sea.

Who sleeps beside me gained his daily bread

Upon a farm
; but, following Death's decree,

Sailors and landsmen meet amongst the dead,
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XXXIX

ON A SHIPWRECKED SAILOR

THEODORIDES

vavrjyov rd<f)os et/u* arv Se TrXee* KCU yap 06*

\ al \oi7ral vfjes eTTovroTropovv.

SHIPWRECKED was I, but fear not thou to sail.

When we were lost, others rode out the gale.
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XL

ON A SHIPWRECKED SAILOR

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

vavri\ y /JLTJ
irevOov rtVo? evOdbe Ti;ya/3o9 oB

TTOVTOV

No matter who I was ;
but may the sea

To you prove kindlier than it was to me.
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XLI

ON THE EMPTY TOMB OF ONE
LOST AT SEA

GLAUCUS

ov KOVIS ouS' o\l<yov Trerprj? /3dpos, a\\

fjv e<70pa$ avrirj Trdaa 6a\a<r(ra ra

yap crvv vrjt* ra 8' oared TTOV TTOT erceivov

i, aWvicus yv&aTa /j,6vais

No flimsy stone stands o'er Nicanor dead,

With ship and crew he sank beneath the surge.

The weight of ocean lies above his head,

The screaming sea-gulls sang his funeral dirge.



XLII

ON THE EMPTY TOMB OF ONE
LOST AT SEA

DAMAGETUS

icai TTore
t>/Lto>8?79, TO, Trap

1

e\7riSa KtjBea teXaiwv,

TraiBl Av/cq) /cevebv rovrov e^eve rd<f>ov

ovSe yap oOveiijv \a%ev KOVW, a\\d ns dtcTT)

0uz/ia9, rf vrjo-cov HovruiScov r*9 e^et,

ev0* o ye TTOV Trdvrcov Krepecov drep oared <f>alvei

err' d^eivov
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UNLOOKED-FOR woes the cruel gods have sent

To old Thymodes ;
a dear son he weeps.

To Lycus has he reared this monument,

Unknowing where the wave-tossed body sleeps,

For him no grave was dug with loving hand,

No train of mourners decked his funeral pile.

His bones lie bleaching on a foreign strand,

On some far Thynian beach or Pontic isle.



XLIII

ON A WAYSIDE TOMB

NICIAS

VTT alyelpoKTiv, eTrel /cd/j^s, ev6d$,

Kal Ttltf acra-ov low Trt^a/co

Se tcpdvav KOL aTTOTTpoQi, av eirl

REST, traveller, beneath these quivering leaves,

Drink of the spring, and, in all future years,

Remember that a sorrowing father grieves,

And.builds a fountain where he sheds his tears.
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XLIV

ON A BABY

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

apn //,e 'yevopevov o>a9 fipefos rjpTraae Sal/icav

OVK olB elr a<ya6(*)v CILTIOS eire tca/c&v

a7r\tjpcoT AifSa, rl yu-e VT^JTIOV TJpTrao-a?

TL <T7rev&et$ ; ov aol Trai/re? o

DEATH waited on me at my birth,

And snatched me from the joys of earth.

I know not if 'twere well for me
Or ill, that pitiless decree.

Insatiate Death ! Why move so fast ?

Are we not all thine own at last ?
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XLV

ON A CHILD OF FIVE

LUCIAN

TrevraeTTjpov dtcrjSea Ovfiov

*A$>775 rjpiracre

d\\d /te fJLrj K\aiow /ecu yap /3iOTOio

TTCLVpOV, KOl TTaVpCOV TO)V jSlOTOLO KCLKtoV.

AT five years old my infant spirit fled,

But mourn me not, although my time was brief.

I knew no earthly joys, but with the dead,

I glory that I knew no earthly grief.
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XLVI

FREEDOM IN DEATH

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

f} Trplv eovcra fji6va> TO> crco/juan SOV\TJ

TO) crco/LtaTt vvv evpev e\V0ept,rjv.

ZOSIME, cursed with serfdom from the womb,
Found Life in Death, and freedom in the tomb.





IV

LITERATURE AND ART





XLVII

ERINNA

LEONIDAS OF TARENTUM

TrapOevitcrjv veaoiSbv ev vfj,vo7ro\ot,an, /jLe\L(rcrav

"Hpwvav Mouo-ow avOea SpeTnopevav

i? vfjievcuov avdpiraaev rf pa ro8'
e/JL(f)p(i)v

elir Tuyxft)9 a irals' ftdaricavos ecrcr *Ajf8o.

ERINNA, songstress of the honeyed lay,

Was wooed by Death, and could not say him nay.

Still the wise maiden, with her parting breath,

True to the Muses, sang
" Ah ! envious Death !

"
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XLVIII

ANACREON'S GRAVE

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

fez/e, TOV& rd(f>ov TOP 'Avatcpelovros d

ov fwt, Trapitov elfu yap ol

POUR a libation, stranger, as you pass.

It is Anacreon's tomb. He loved his glass.
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XLIX

POPULAR SONGS

LUCILIUS

o fjL6\oypd<j)o<;' ol Kara <yalav

Kal KiOdpas avT(j> Sierd^aro

So)$efca, Kal /cia-ras elKoor'nrevre VO/JUMV

vvv vjbiv o Xao>z> eVeXXu^e' irol

EUTYCHIDES is gone below.

Fly, shades ! 'Tis well that ye should know

He brings some twenty chests of verse,

And lyres twelve. They'll prove a curse.

Where can poor mortals rest in peace

Whene'er their earthly labours cease,

Now that Eutychides pervades

With song and lyre the very shades ?
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L

THE REED PEN

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

jjfirjv d%peiov KaXafios (frvrov, ex yap e/juelo

ov (7VK , ov fjLrj\ov (frverai, ov

a\\d
/JL dvrjp e/J,vrj<r*

r

EXi/co)i/tSa, \e7rrd

%6l,\a KOi <7Tl,VOV f)OVV 6^eT6UO"a/>t.eVO9,

6K & rov eyre Trioi/jbi fjie\av TTOTOV, evOeos ola
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THE luscious fig hung pendent on the tree,

The clustering grape gave wine to fire and cheer.

Meanwhile I grew, in staid humility,

An humble reed upon the wind-swept mere.

Man pierced my lips, and I became the slave

Of kings and poets, orators and sages.

With voiceless mouth I speak, and what they gave

I give in turn to all succeeding ages.
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LI

ALEXANDRIANISM

CALLIMACHUS

TO TToLrjfjia TO KVK\iKOVy OV$ /C\6V0W

yaipa), Tt? TToXXoy? wSe KOI wBe
<f>epei,'

real ireplfyoiTOV epcofjuevov, OVT airo

criKyalvw irdvTa ra

I HATE the road that all men tread,

The cyclic verse I doom to perish.

My direst curses on the head

Of all that most men love and cherish.

All these things rouse my gall and bile,

I hate the common fountain's savour,

I hate the Alexandrian style,

But most I hate the people's favour.



LII

ON A LOVE PLOUGHING

MOSCHUS

\a/jL7rd$a 0eis /cal TOfa, {3oij\dTi,v etXeTo pdftSov

ouXo9 "E^o)9, Trijprjv & ^%e icaTcofJiaSi'rjv,

/cal tevPas ra\aep^ov VTTO Ewybv avyeva ravp&v^3 It ^ i /v /

ea'jreipev Arjov? av\a/ca irvpofyopov,

etTre 8' aV(w yQXe^a9 auTaJ A^t'* TrX^croy dpovpas,

pi] ae rbv RvpcoTrrjs ffovv VTT dporpa /9aXa>.

His torch and bow renounced, the potent god
Of Love binds patient oxen to the yoke,

With tender hands he wields the ploughman's rod.

And turns a furrow at each feeble stroke.

" O Zeus \

"
he cried,

" now fill my granary full,

Yield tenfold produce to the seed I sow.

Bethink thee that erstwhile thou wast a bull,

Deny me, and I'll yoke thee to my plough."
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LIII

ON A STATUE OF THE ARMED
VENUS

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

rav KvQepeiav evoirXov eemev ISovo-a,

?

rj
8* a7ra\ov ye\d<ra(7a

t ri pot, cra/co? avriov alpew ;

el ryvfjLvrj VLK>, TTW? orav oTrXa \dfta);

" ARMED at the trial wilt thou take thy place ?
"

Asked Pallas, sternly.
"
Aye, my naked charms,'

Smiled Venus,
"
conquer all the human race ;

How will it be when I resort to arms ?
"
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LIV

ON THE CNIDIAN VENUS OF
PRAXITELES

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

rav TLvirpw evl KW8a> eljrev ISovcra,

<f>ev, <f>ev,
TTOV

THE laughter-loving Queen of Pleasures

Gazed at the work and blushing said,
" How could a man know all my treasures

A man to whom I ne'er was wed ?
"
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LV

ON A SLEEPING ARIADNE

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

, XatWa? pr) tyaveTe ra?

j,r KOI d

TOUCH not the stone lest Ariadne move,

And start again to seek her long-lost love.
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LVI

ON A NIOBE BY PRAXITELES

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

K ft>79 ie #606 TVaV \L6oV K $6 \L6oiO

THE gods turned me to stone, but now I live.

Praxiteles could life to marble give.
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LVII

DIANA OF EPHESUS

ANTIPATER

Kal Kpavdas Ba@v\wvos eTnSpopov apfULcri,

Kal rbv eV 'AX<et&> Zava

KCLTT&V r alcoprjfjua, Kal 'HeXtoto

Kal /jbeyav alirewav Tlvpa/JLiScov

jjivajjui re Maua-foXoto 7re\c*)pt,ov
aXX* or' ecrelSov

'Apreyu-iSo? ve<f>ea)v a^pi Beovra Sopov,

Kelva fjbev rifiavpero' rl Kelva Be; vbafyiv
'

'7

AXi09 ovSev 7TO) rolov eTnjvydoraro.
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ON Babylon's walls the swift chariots can race,

At Rhodes the Colossus may hallow an isle,

The statue of Zeus is a marvel of grace,

The folly of Pharaoh frowns down on the Nile.

All these have I seen, but when awestruck I gaze

On Artemis poised o'er her silvery shrine,

I murmur :

" Chaste Goddess ! I worship and praise !

"The sun never shines on such glories as thine."





V

RELIGION
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LVIII

THE SERVICE OF GOD

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

rrjv Ato9 a/4<t7roXoz/ fj,e XeXtSoi/a, rrjv eVl

(nrevSew dOavdr&v ypr)i)v eTrHrTafJLevrjv

evrefcvov, d<7rovd^(r)Tovf e^ei ra^>o9* ov yap

PRIESTESS of Zeus, I worshipped at his shrine,

In my old age to him I raised my prayer.

With children blessed, no cankering grief was mine,

My simple piety was free from care.

Now in the tomb, where others cease from strife,

And seek repose from labour, tears, and sighs,

I gain the guerdon of a blameless life,

The gods beheld my work with undimmed eyes.
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LIX

THE WATER OF PURITY

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

dyvbs iceis re/ievo? KaOapov, fei>e, &alfj,ovo<? e

tyvfflv, vvfjityaiov vdfjLaros d^dfievo^
'

&>9 dyadois /celrat, ftair) Xt/3a?, avSpa Se <f>av\ov

ov& cuv o Tra? vitycu, vdfjuacrLv

*

STRANGER, approach, if with a hallowed soul

Thou seek'st the precincts of the awful shrine.

Take virgin water from the sacred bowl,

The temple shelters purity divine.

If thine own conscience tells a virtuous tale,

A few scant drops will make thee pure and glad,

But for the wicked nothing can avail,

For learn, not Ocean's self can cleanse the bad.



VI

NATURE
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PASTORAL SOLITUDE

SATYRUS

avrlBpovv nnavols v(TTep6<f)a)vov OTTO,.

ON this green slope resound no human words,

Echo repeats the music of the birds.
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LXI

THE RELEASE OF THE OX

ADDAEUS

i /cal yjpa rerpvpevov epyaTivrjv fiovv

A\/eo>z/ ov (frovirjv ijyaye 717309 KOTrlSa,

ls epycov 6 Se TTOV /3a0erj evl Troir)

aporpov repTrer e\ev6eplr).

THE ox, rewarded for his pains,

Is spared the butcher's cruel stroke.

Now, lowing on the grassy plains,

He hymns his freedom from the yoke.



LXII

THE SHRINE BY THE SEA

ANYTE

euro? 6 p<wp09, eVel <j)i\ov eVXero

alev air rjirelpov \apjrpov oprjv

6<f)pa <$>l\ov vavTrjGi re\y irKoov a^l Be

lvet,, \LTrapov SepKo/jievos %oavov.

SEAWARDS the gentle Cyprian loves to gaze,

And call the sailor back to Love and Home.

Trembling, the loud-resounding billows praise

The goddess fair, who rose from out the foam.
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LXIII

THE COMPLAINT OF THE CICALA

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

fie TOV
<f>t,\epr)/jLov ava&ei Troifj&ves arypy

TTTiya Spocrep&v eX^er* air d

rrjv Nuyu.^eo)!' TrapoSiriv arfbova

ovpecrt, KOI atctepal^ j*ov6a \akevwra va

ijviSe /cat KL^\IJV /cat KOO-O-VCJZOV, rjv&e roaaovs

, apovpalrj? apTrayas evTropiw

Tfjpas e\eiv Oew 6\\vr etceivovs*

<f>v\\Q)v KOI %\06pfjs Tt9 <f>06vo$ earl Spoa-ov ;



WHY, shepherds, why in cruel sport pursue

The midday songster of the hill and dale ?

From silvery sprays I dash away the dew,

The Nymphs call me their roadside nightingale.

The thrushes, blackbirds, and a thievish throng

Ravage thy fruit and plunder all thy sheaves.

Destroy them, they of right to thee belong.

Grudge not the harmless cricket dew and leaves.





VII

THE FAMILY

9 1
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LXIV

THE GIRL'S CUP

PAULUS SILENTIARIUS

'AviKr)T6i,a TO %pvcreov ei? ejjbe

a\\a Trapao-^ol/jirjv tcai Tro/jua vv/ji(f)i&i,ov.

ARISTE wets her golden lip in me.

If Hymen please, her bridal cup I'll be.
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LXV

A ROSE IN WINTER

CRINAGORAS

eiapos rjvOet, [lev TO Trplv po$a, vvv & evl

^ei^art, 7rop<f>vpea<; ecr^do-apev Kai

crrj eTTi/j&iS'ijo'avTa jve6\Lrj d(r/j,eva

rjol, vvfjL
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ROSES till now have blossomed in the spring,

Our crimson cups burst forth midst winter's snow.

On this, thy birthday morn, we hither bring

A smiling tribute to adorn thy brow.

Thy bridal hour is near, and with delight

For thy fair forehead we provide a wreath,

'Tis better thus to bloom in winter's night,

Than to await the tardy summer's breath.
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LXVI

GOOD-BYE TO CHILDHOOD

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

irpo ydpoio ra rvfiTrava TTJV r eparewrjv

(T(j)aipav, TOV re /coyLta? pvropa Keicpv<j)a\ov,

ra? re icbpa*;, Aifjuvdn, Kopa tcopa, to?

avOero, KOL ra Kopav eVSuyu-ar'

AaraJa, TV Be TraiSbs virep %epa

TCLV oa-lav
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HER tambourine and pretty ball,

Her dolls she left, with all their dresses,

Her playthings, whether great or small,

The net which held her golden tresses.

Sweet Chloe, on her marriage day,

Renounced her happy childhood's pleasures.

A maid should to a maiden pray,

The Limnian Queen received her treasures.

Daughter of Leto ! listen as we pray,

Shield her, and keep her pure from day to day.

H
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LXVII

NUNC DIMITTIS

JOANNES BARBUCALLUS

69 TTQ<n,v adp^a-aaa Trap eV^aTtiy? \iva

yve&a KCLL xdoviovs, yvecra KOI %vylov<;,

fJLV, OTl (0bv \17TOV aVpa, TOV9 8* OTl

a\\a Trarrjp /Jbipvoi iraidiv
e</)'

HOLDING my husband's hand with ebbing breath,

I praised the gods of Marriage and of Death,

These that I gave my love to such as he,

Those that he lives our children's stay to be.
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LXVIII

THE WIFE'S PRAYER

ANTIPATER OF THESSALONICA

KvOeprj fie re^9 aveOrjKaro,

eiScoXov \vySwov

crv rfj fj,i/c/cfj /j,yd\r)

o>9 6^09* ap/celrai, 8' avSpos o

SWEET Cyprian Queen, I vow to thee

Thy marble image. Hear me plead.

Give in return thy grace to me,

My husband's love is all I need.
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LXIX

BRIDEGROOM AND BRIDE

JOANNES BARBUCALLUS

KOI Ha<f>ia iratcrav KOI tcfjpia

rds Ka\Vfcoo-T(pdvov

vedtjKev 6

avr avrds Trafcrdv, avr epeQev TO fie\i.

THE neat-herd and his bride, Eurynome,

Bring cheese of cream and honey of the bee.

May these Persuasion and the Paphian please,

From him take honey, and from her take cheese.
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LXX

HOUSEHOLD HAPPINESS

AGATHIAS

777 T\.a<j)ir} orTetydvovs, rrj TIa\\di, TTJV

'AjOre/uSt %a)vr)v dvOero KaXXt/ao?/

evpero yap /Avrjo-Tfjpa rov r/#eXe, /cal

<r(i)<f)pova,
/cal re/cewv dpcrev en/ere 761/09

CALLIRHOE brings the Paphian fair

These flowers
;
Love a wooer found her.

Let Pallas take a tress of hair,

And Artemis the zone that bound her.

These kindly three, who reign above,

Lavished their gifts when she was wed ;

Blameless, she gained a husband's love,

Male children blessed her marriage bed.
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LXXI

THE UNBROKEN HOME

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

KCLl T6K(7Cri JVVaiKi T TVfJ,OV

'AvSporiw OVTTO) S' ovSevo? eiju ra^o?.

OVTW KOI jjuelvaiiu, TTO\VV ^povov el 8' dpa /cal Set,

ev e/jiol rot>9 Trporepovs Trporepov?.

THIS tomb will hold Androtion dead,

His children and his loving wife.

May Death first take the hoary head,

And spare bright youth to joy in life.
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LXXII

THE BROKEN HOME

BIANOR

e/c\acov efjurj? popov, aXX' eVt

vvv Be fie fcal 7ratSo5 (frOovepij Tt5

<j>ev iBpetyos, etyevo-Qrjv teal <re TO \eLirofievov.

ovrj, roSe Trarpbs eVl 6prfvoi<ri,v atcovcrov,

#65 ySpec^o? 6? /coX7rou5

I MOURNED my dead Theionoe, but found

Some solace in the child the dear one left.

Now has my agony of grief been crowned,

The Fates have willed, and I am twice bereft.

Dread Queen that rulest o'er the realms of Dis !

Spurn not a sorrowing father's poor request,

Little it is I ask, but grant me this,

Lay thou the babe upon his mother's breast.
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LXXIII

EARTH'S FELICITY

CARPHYLLIDES

Trapicov ra ^vr^JMTa JJLOV, TrapoSira,

ov&ev e^ft) Opijvcov afyov ovSe 6ava>v

rercvcov retcva XeXotTra* /ifc^? a7re\av(7a >yvpOMED9

a-vyryijpov Tpia-a'ols irdidiv eStoica yd/j,ovs,

ef wv 7ro\\dtci TraiSas /Ltot9 eveKoipiGra /coX-Trot?

ovSevbs olfji(j)!~a<i ov vo<rov, ov OdveiTOv

01 fie KaTavirelaravTes airripova, rbv y\vicvv virvov

7re/njraz> eir evae/Se&v.
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TRAVELLER, who at this stone may chance to pause

To mourn the lot of him who slumbers here,

Spare thy lament, nor weep without a cause,

For e'en in death I claim no pitying tear.

Happy my lot whilst in the realms above,

With one fond spouse I passed a blameless life,

Three sons I saw, the offspring of our love,

And lived to give to each a loving wife.

Babes, fond and dear, the triple marriage gave,

I lulled them oft to sleep upon my breast,

With painless tears they laid me in the grave

To slumber in the regions of the blest.





VIII

BEAUTY
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LXXIV

COMING THROUGH THE RYE

RHIANUS

rf pd vv TOI, KXeovt/ce, SS drpaTriToio KLOVTI,

(7Tivr)s rjVTrjo-avB* al \nrapal Xa^Mre?,

Kai (76 7nm poSerjcriv eTrrjxvvavTO ^epea-fftv,

/covpe, TreTroirjaat 8' rf\iKO^ evcrl ^ap^.

rr)\60i fj,oi fjud\a %aipe' irvpos 8* OVK acr^aXe? acro-ov

avijptjv, a
<^)fcXo9, avOepuca.

METHINKS, when gazing on thy heavenly charms,

The Graces met thee where thou could'st not move,

Clasping thee fondly in their rosy arms,

They gave thee all the attributes of love.

On thee, dear heart, they lavished all their grace.

Pleased, from afar I hail the vision bright,

I dare not view too near thy beauteous face,

The stalk, when dry, is easily alight.





IX

FATE AND CHANGE

in





LXXV

THE FLOWER OF YOUTH

MARCUS ARGENTARIUS

rj&VTTvevo-Te, KOI el Se/ea/a? fivpov

eypeo KOI J;ai %ep<rl <f>i\ai<i

ov vvv fjt,v 6d\\ovTa, /j,apat,v6fjLevov

,, v/jLerepijs o-v

AWAKE, my sweet-breathed Isias, whilst 'tis time,

The flowers I bring will fade at dawn of day.

Even so thy fleeting beauty, at its prime,

Will shine for one brief hour and then decay.
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LXXVI

WITHERED BLOSSOMS

STRATO

el KaXXei Kav%a, yLyvcocr^ on, KOI poSov avOel,

d\\a fj,apav6ev atyvo) ffvv KOTrplow epl<f)r)'

avOos yap KOL /caXXo? laov 'ftjpbvov
eVrl Xa^o

ravra 8' oprj <j>6ov(ov egepdpave xpovos.

BOAST not, the rose is also fair,

It withers and is cast away.

Does envious Time the blossom spare r

Thou and the rose alike decay.



LXXVII

THE END OF DESIRE

SECUNDUS

f)
TO ird\ai Aat'9 TTCIVTCOV /3eXo9, ov/ceri,

a\\
J

erecov (fraveprj nratjiv eyoo Ne/ieer9.

ov fjua KvTTpw (ri Be KvTrpis epol Tr\eov rj ocrov

'

Aa&l Aat9 Ti.

LAIS, whose laughing eyes have pierced the heart

Of many a man, herself has felt the dart

Of cruel Time. He laid her beauty low.

Then, in her loveless solitude, she swore,

By Venus, that she knew herself no more,

And marvelled that the men had loved her so.
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LXXVIII

HOARDED BEAUTY

STRATO

el fJLev <yr)pd(TKi> TO /ca\6v, /^eraSo? irplv

el 8e fj,evet,,
rl

IF beauty dies, then yield a share

Before it fades for evermore.

But if it lasts, my love, forbear

To treasure up an endless store.



LXXIX

CARPE DIEM

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

TO poSov aK/jud&i, ftaiov %p6vov rjv Se

ov poSov a\\a ftdrov

" GATHER the rose-buds whilst you may,

The poet sings in tones forlorn.

Should you a few brief hours delay,

You'll find no rose-bud, but a thorn.
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LXXX

DUST AND ASHES

ASCLEPIADES

fai&r) TrapQevirjs, /cal rl 7r\eov ; ov yap e?

\OoV(7
y

Vp1](Tl,S TOV <f)l,\OVTa, KOpT)'

v faoicri ra Tepirva TO KvTrpiSov ev 8'
^

oo-rea teal a-TroSiij, TrapOeve,

WHY so coy, ye lovely maids ?

Lovers thrive not in the shades.

Here on earth is Love's delight,

There are dust and bones and night.



LXXXI

A STORY OF THE SEA

ANTIPATER OF THESSALONICA

TTOTC 1/9709 V vSan, Sijpw eOevro

VTrep fjLovvrjs ^apvdfjievoi (ravtSos.

fjbev 'AvTayoprj? TleialcrrpaTov ov

fjv yap VTrep ^jrv^r]^' a\\' e^e\i]are
'

6 pelt, rov 8* elXe /cvcov aXo?' rj 7rava\d(TTa)p

v ovS* vypo) Travercu ev

Two sailors, when the vessel sank,

Clung to one plank their lives to save.

Tom foully struck Jack off the plank,

And doomed him to a watery grave.

Avenging Justice eyed the strife,

And punished quick. The sequel mark.

Jack swam ashore and saved his life,

Whilst Tom was swallowed by a shark.
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LXXXII

THE CASKET OF PANDORA

MACEDONIUS

0p7i<i opocov yeXoco iriOov, ov$e yvvai/ca

fie/jL^OfJiai,,
a\X' avr&v TO, Trrepa r&v

'

a>? yap eV Qv\v

TrcoT&vrai,, iriTTTeiv teal Kara yfjv o(f)e\ov.

rj Se yvvrj

d/jt,<f>OTepcov
& fjfjLaprev 6 vvv )St05, orn KOI avrrjv

yr}pd(T/cov(rav ep^et,
fcal iridos ovSev
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As on Pandora's jar my eyes alight

I blame the Blessings, not the curious maid.

These through the starry Heavens wing their flight,

Alas ! on ruined Earth they should have stayed.

But she, with pallid cheeks and frightened stare,

Is doubly punished for her venial sin,

Her beauty joins the Blessings in the air,

Whilst, save for Hope, the jar is void within.
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LXXXIII

LIGHT LOVE

MARCUS ARGENTARIUS

7T\ovTO)v, ^waifcpare^' aXXa

ovicer epa- Xtyto? <f>dp/juaicov
olov

Se Trdpos ae ica\ev<ra pvpov /cal repTrvbv

y[r)vo<f>i\a, vvv crov TOVVO/MI TrvvOdveTai.

TroOev et9 dvSpwv; iroOi rot, TroXt?; % //.oXt? eyvo)<;

TOUT* 67TO9, 0)9 OV$t,<i OV$V
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WHEN rich, Sosicrates, a crew

Of hungry friends beset your portals.

Now you are shunned by all you knew,

O least befriended amongst mortals !

Your mistress, who used every word

Of love, and meant it for a while,
1

Now swears your name she never heard,

Or asks your city with a smile.

Surely the case is clearly proved,

Learn what these sorry truths portend

The rich man is by all beloved,

The poor man never has a friend.



124

7TOV TO

TTOV

7TOV

LXXXIV

CORINTH

ANTIPATER OF SIDON

<TO,

Trvpy&v, TTOV ra 7rd\ai fcreava ;

,
7TOV $Q)fJbO,Ta, 7TOV

*

ai irore

$ yap ou8' t^uos, 7ro\v/cdfjLfW

trdvTa be GvjjL/JLdpilras e^ecfrayev TroXe/io?.

dTTOpOijroi, NrjpTjt&e? 'fl/ceai/oto

icovpai (ra>v d^ecov fjbi/jivo/Mev d\Kvove<;.
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WHERE is thy beauty, Dorian Corinth, where

The crown of towers, which of old was thine ?

The halls once crowded by the brave and fair,

The throng which flocked to many a gorgeous shrine ?

Thy beauty's wrecked. It ne'er can rise again,

'Tis wasted by the stern, relentless foe,

And only we, the Nymphs from out the main,

Abide, like halcyons, wailing o'er thy woe.
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LXXXV

TROY

AGATHIAS

e

ov yap e/j,ol fj,ovvp TCLVTCL

el Be Tt9 ef 'Acrirjs, /JLTJ TrevOee, Aap8ai/t/co?9 yap

(T/ciprTpot,^ AlveaSwv Trdcra vevev/ce

el be 6e&v Tepevrj KOI rei^ea KOI

%7)\ijfjLQ)v Srjicov e^efcevoxrev
"

elpl TToK.iv ftao-iXeia' crv & w re/co?, arpo^ie
r

Pa>//-7;,

j3d\\e tcaO* 'EXXT/i/wv (77)9
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O SPARTAN, hold me not in scorn,

Others have shared my hapless plight.

And, thou of Asia, cease to mourn,

Thy cities know the Dardan might.

Although the foe has razed my home,

My queenly rank shall never cease,

For thou, my child, Imperial Rome,

Shalt lay thy heavy yoke on Greece.
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LXXXVI

FORTUNE'S PLAYTHING

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

OVK 0e\ova-a Tv^rj ere Trpotfyayev, dX\' Lva

o>9 on, juet? (Tov irdvTa iroielv Svvarat,

OH ! thank not Fortune. She but wished to show

Her might in raising one who stood so low.
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LXXXVII

TENANTS AT WILL

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

aypb? A^atytez/tSou yevo/jLrjv Trore, vvv 8e

teal 7rd\w ef erepov Ptfaofjiai et? erepov

KOI yap eicelvos e%ei,v fjue
TTOT wero, KOI irakiv ovro9

elfil S 0X0)9 ovSevos, d\\a

I ONCE was called the field of John,

Until he sold me to his brother,

Each in his turn thought me his own,

And so I pass from one to other.

But who the ownership can claim

I know, and laugh at man's delusion,

Fortune the Fickle is her name,

She covers all men with confusion.
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LXXXVIII

PARTING COMPANY

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

'EA/Trl? KOI (TV Tv^rj fieya ^aipere' TOV \ifjiev evpov

ovBev fjwl % v/j,iv* irai^ere rovs per e/ie.

DELUSIVE Hope, and Fortune too,

Farewell ! I've reached the port.

There's nothing now 'twixt me and^you,

Of others make a sport.



X

THE HUMAN COMEDY
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LXXXIX

THE EMPTY JAR

ERATOSTHENES

&,vo<f>a)v Kvebv iriOov avOero,

$' evpevew aXXo yap ovbev

BACCHUS, receive this empty jar. 'Tis thine.

'Tis all that Bibo hath not spent on wine.
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XC

AN UNGROUNDED SCANDAL

LUCILIUS

<re

a? <ru /LteXati/OTara? ef 070/3^5

You dye those locks of raven hue,

Nicylla so 'tis said or thought.

And this most certainly is true,

No blacker hair is ever bought.



XCI

THE POPULAR SINGER

NICARCHUS

vv/CTiieopai; a^et, OavaTytybpov aXX' orav aery

tcavrbs o

'Tis thought that those must surely die

Who hear the dread night-raven's cry.

Demophilus, 'tis sometimes said,

Can even sing the raven dead.
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XCII

SIMON THE OCULIST

NICARCHUS

Trjv *\<nv Tovro) fjLTjSe rbv
'

ApTro/cpdrijv,

i T49 Tv<f>\ov<; iroiel 0eo9, d\\a 'Zlf

KOI ryVOMTT) Tl ^O9 KOI TL

CALL not on any deity to strike

The foe whom you would doom to blindness,

But call on blundering Simon
;

all would like

God's anger more than Simon's kindness.
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XCIII

SCIENTIFIC SURGERY

NICARCHUS

%ei,povp<ya)v ecrtya^ev
'

%wv yap

THE patient surely had been lame for life,

So Scalpel, pitying, killed him with his knife.
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XCIV

SOOTHSAYING

NICARCHUS

et9 'PoSov el 7r\V(rei TIS 'Q'Kv/jLTritcbv rj\0ev epwrwv

rbv pavTWy KOI 7ro>9 TrXevaerai, aa<l>a\Q)s

%& pdvTis, TTp&rov pAv, (fyrjf K.awr)V e^e TTJV vavv,

KOI fir) xeifjL&vos, rov Be Qcpov? avdyov

TOVTO yap av Troifc, ^^^9 ica/ceicre KOI w&e

av
fj,rj 7Ti,paT7)$ ev 7re\ayei, ff \dj3r).
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"
SAY, prophet, shall I reach my native isle ?

"

The anxious sailor asked, and heaved a sigh.

The hoary humbug scanned the stars awhile,

Then mumbled through his beard this sage reply :

"
Buy a new ship ;

in summer thou should'st sail.

Wait till the winter's boisterous storms are over.

To reach thine island home thou canst not fail,

Unless, perchance, thou'rt captured by a rover."
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xcv

THE ASTROLOGER'S FORECAST

AGATHIAS

dypoi/cos ore cnropov fjifia\e yaiy

OLKOV *A/3t(7TO<ai>oi>9 rfKdev 9 a(7Tpo\6yov

rJT o ejfepeew etirep Qepos ala'iov avT<p

earai /cat a-ra^vcov a<f>6ovo<i evTropirj.

09 Se \a/3a>v >/r77^)tSa9, virep Trlvaicbs re

Sdfcrv\d re yvd/jLTrrcov c/>0e

eTTO/jL/BprjOf) TO dpovpiov ocro-ov

fjLijSe TIV v\airjv Te6Tai, dvOoa'vvrjv,

Trdyos pij^rj rrjv aiikaKa fj,r]&e ^a\d^p

aKpov d7roSpv(f>0f) Spdyfj,aTOs opvv/j,evov

tceiias tceipya-i,
ra \r)'Ca /jirjBe TIV

776/309 TI yaiijs oS/rexa* d/jLTrXa/clrjv,

TO #6/309 ftavTevo/jbai,, ev 8



THE farmer ploughed his land with furrows deep,

Then on the teeming earth he threw the seed.

"
Augur," he asked,

" what harvest shall I reap ?

What crop and weather have the Fates decreed ?
"

The prophet laid his counters on the board,

And studied them again and yet again,

Then gave from out a mind with learning stored

This Delphic answer to the curious swain :

" If ample rain falls on the seed you sow,

And if no weeds amongst the corn appear,

If you avoid the risks from frost and snow,

If furious hailstorms spare the budding ear,

If deer and other beasts should shun your field,

And nothing else should do you any harm,

I prophesy you'll have a first-rate yield,

But mark my warning locusts always swarm."



142

XCVI

THE WOODEN HORSE

LUCILIUS

ecrcraXoi/ ITTTTOV e^et?, 'Epao-wrTpare, aXXa

ov Bvvar* avrbv 0X179 (f>dp/jMt,ica

Sovpiov LTTTTOV, ov el ^pi^ye? elX/cov aTraz/re?

ov <TT97(7a5 avddrj/Jia 6eov

ra? KpiOas Troiei rot9 reicviois



THE Trojan and the Grecian hordes,

United, would have never moved

A horse like this
; 'tis made of boards,

'Tis so inert it can't be shoved.

Simon, my friend, thou art ill-starred !

No drug can move this equine jewel,

Then send him to the knacker's yard.

And use his corn for making gruel.
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XCVII

A GENERATION OF VIPERS

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

a<nrla, (frpvvov, o<f>w, ical

teal Kvva \v(7(7ijT^v, Kal TTa

VIPERS, toads, snakes, and l
. Of these beware.

Of J

again, and mad dogs, have a care.

1
Every one can here insert his own special antipathy, in the

place of the Laodiceans of the original. It must, however, for

metrical reasons, be expressed in a monosyllable. Even with

this restriction, a fairly wide field remains open for purposes of

selection.



XCVIII

THE LIFEBOAT

NICARCHUS

ev eiceivqt

GtoOriv ovSe Zeu? avros I'trto? Svvarai'

ovvopa yap povov fjv ^coTijpios' ol 8* e

7T\ov rj Trapa yijv fj irapa $>p<r<t>6vrjv

SALVATION, Philo named his boat.

Forsooth, it was a curious notion.

Not Zeus himself could make her float,

She sank into the depths of Ocean.
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XCIX

THE FRUITS OF PHILOSOPHY

LUCIAN

TOV TTCOyCOVO^OpOV KwiKOV, TOV

%Bo/jLV ev SeiTTVto TTJ

Oep/ji&v p,ev yap nrpSyrov dTrea-^ero /ecu pcufrav&wv

firj Seiv Bov\veiv yaa-rpl \eya>v dperrjv

evre 8' eV 6(f)Qd\iJ,oi(riv iSev ^iovcoSea f3o\f3av

<TTpv<f>vr)v, rj TTIVVTOV rfSfj e/cXeTrre voov,

Trapa TrpoaBoKLav KOI erp&yev d\7)0o!)<;,

e<f)r) f3o\j3av rrjv dperrjv d



How wise the sturdy prig appeared

When he refused some woolly mutton.

And mumbled through his snow-white beard,
" A virtuous man is not a glutton."

But when a savoury dish he spied,

His virtue yielded to the charm,

He ate his fill, and loudly cried,

" Such food as this can do no harm."
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c

EPILOGUE

PHILODEMUS

'

r/9 8* ovl;

eppL<t>6(0' 7ro\(,rj yap eTrelyerai, dvrl fj,e\aivr)<;

xal Tral^eiv ore tccupos, eiraL^afjiev rjviKa KOI vvv

ov/cert,,

I LOVED, I played, I drank my wine

In youth's brief blithesome hour of gladness.

Who has not heard the voice divine

Inviting joy akin to madness ?

Alas, 'tis o'er ! My wrinkled brow

Comes, like the warning of a sage,

To say that pleasure's past, and now

My thoughts must change to suit my age.



XI

DEATH
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CI

THE DECOY PARTRIDGE

SIMMIAS

ov/cer av vXfjev Spios evGKiov, aypora

fytfeo-o-av t??? yfjpvv CLTTO crrofMarco

Orjpevwv fta\lov<$ (rvvo^rfkiKa^ ev VO/JL&J

THY note, O Partridge, clear as any bell,

Decoys no more thy kinsfolk of the wood,

The speckled tribe securely range the dell,

For thou thyself hast crossed the Stygian flood.
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CII

BENE MERENTI

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

yala (^iXirj TOP TTpeafSw *Afj,vvTi,%ov evdeo Ko

TroXXwj/ uvrjcrafjLevT) r&v 7rl <rol Kafidr

yap ael TTpefivov <roi evecrrrfpt^ev eXatT/9,

O? 7r\t

r)(T, Kal vSaro? av\aicas \KO)V

07JK fJ,V V\d^aVOVt 6iJK S*

av6 &V (TV TrpTjela Kara Kpordfov TTO\IOLO

Keicro, Kal elapwa? avdoKop^
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DEAR Earth, Amyntichus is borne

Into thy bosom. He is thine.

Bethink thee of the fruitful corn,

The olive-stock, and clinging vine.

All these he cherished day by day,

Remember what to thee he gave,

Lie softly on his temples grey,

With vernal flowers deck his grave.



cm

DEATH AT SEA

SIMONIDES

ev d\\o8a7TT] Kevdet, KOVW ev 8e

KXe/<7#ei>e9, Eufe/i/ft) fAoip* e/ci^ev Oavdrov

, y\v/cepov Be fjiehtypovo? oiicaSe voarov

, ouS* iieev XZoz/ eV d/

THY tomb was fashioned by a foreign hand,

Thy children scan the eastern sky in vain.

Lie here for ever on the Euxine strand,

Thine island home thou ne'er shalt see again.
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CIV

A RESTLESS GRAVE

ARCHIAS

ovBe veicvs vavrjybs eirl ^Oova fjpi<;

KVfJLdffiv dypVTrvcav \ij(7Ofjicu

TI yep akippriKTOt,? VTTO Seipdo-iv, ay^odi, TTOVTOV

SvajAeveos, geivcov ^epcrlv e/cvpa-a rdtyov,

alel Se ppopeovTa KOI ev veKvecrat,

T\TJ/JLCOV di'Q) SoVTTOV d7r%06/JL6VOV.

I, THERIS, who lie buried on this shore,

Tossed hither as a waif from out the deep,

Even in death must hearken to the roar

Of the remorseless sea, that knows not sleep.

The stranger laid me in my narrow grave

By the surf-beaten reef, and midst the dead,

Ever I hear the cruel, ceaseless wave

Rumbling its hated thunder o'er my head.
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CV

MORS IMMORTALIS

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

fcdrdavov, d\\a fj,ev(0 (? Bevels Be re KOI crv rtv a\\ov

irdvras o/Lto>9 Ovrjrovs els 'A.tSr)<;

I DIED, but wait with peaceful mind

For thee, my friend. Thou too shalt wait

For others that thou leavest behind.

Death garners all men soon or late.



XII

LIFE
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CVI

THE JOY OF YOUTH

RUFINUS

\ovcrdfjuevoi,, UpoSiK'rj, 7rvrcacra)/jL@a KOI TOV atcparov

e\Kcofj,ev Kvhtfcas ftetfwav alpo

<yfjpa$ Kc0\v(rei,, /cal TO reXo9 Bd

MY youthful love, drain unmixed wine,

Joy in the bath and in the wreath,

Seize the brief moments that are thine,

Old age creeps on
; the end is death.
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CVII

THE USE OF LIFE

NICARCHUS

OVK a,7ro0vr)<TKew Bel fie ; ri pot /xeXet ijv re

re

t yap fju dpovariv ea j^coXov fjbe yeve&Oat,,

/S' V/cev yap I'craj? OVTTOT' ew Otdcrov?.

WHAT matters if with gouty toe

I start to join the shades below ?

If of a crutch I stand in need,

Or rush away with greyhound speed ?

I shall be borne against my will,

Then here on earth I'll drink my fill.



CVIII

VAIN RICHES

ANTIPHANES

, Ka/coSaifiov, 6 Be %povos co? TOKOV OVTCO

Kal iroXibv rl/crei yfjpas e7re/^o//,ez>o9,

Kovre TTIODV ovr av6o<$ 7rl tcpord^oi,^ ava&rj(ras,

ov fjuvpov, ov ry\a(f>vpbv 71/0^9 TTOT epcofieviov

7r\ovTovcrav a^el? fjieyd\r)v 8ia0r}K'r}v,

e/c TroXXwv 6/3o\bv [wvvov veyfcdfj,evo<?.

HE counts his gains, whilst hoary age

Advances with each fleeting hour,

He's sober, grasping, cold, and sage,

He laughs to scorn the Paphian's power.

Death comes, and he perforce must join

The brave, the base, the sad, the merry.

He leaves his hoards, save one poor coin,

Enough to pay the Stygian ferry.

M
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CIX

MINIMUM CREDULA POSTERO

PALLADAS

Oavelv fjiepoireao-iv ofyeiKeTcu, ovSe TI<;

avpiov el $<Ti, dvrjTO^ eTTLO'Tdfievo^'

TOVTO <ra(/>(M9, av6po)7re, fiaQtov evfypawe a-eavrov,

\7j07jv TOV OavaTov rov Upo/jLiov /care^cov,

repTreo teal Tlatyly, rbv
<j>r)fjLepi,ov jBlov \KQ)V,

Be irdwra TZ/^T; TTpdy/JuaTa 805

BETHINK thee, Man, of Death and cruel Fate,

Perchance thou wilt not see to-morrow's sun,

Then grasp the wine-cup ere it be too late,

Be merry, ere thy little race is run.

Pleasures the beauteous Paphian Queen can give,

Her transient joys can now entrance thy soul.

Seize them, whilst still on earth allowed to live,

And leave the rest to Fortune to control.
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CX

OUTRE-TOMBE

JULIANUS AEGYPTUS

, KOI K TVfJb^OV $

Trivere, irplv ravrrjv afju<f)i^d\r}cr06 KOVW.

OFT have I cried, and still in death I cry,
" Drink and be merry, comrades, ere you die."
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CXI

EARTH TO EARTH

ZONAS

09 /-tot TOVK 7at77<? TreTrovrjfjLevov dSv

, KOI
v<$>

a /ceiaofi a

THE earthen wine-cup here on earth I crave.

Earth made me, and will hide me in the grave.
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CXII

ECCE MYSTERIUM

BIANOR

OUTO? o fJbvjSev, 6 Xtro9, o Kal \drpis, OUTO? eparai

THIS wretch, without a sole redeeming feature,

Is loved, and lords it o'er some fellow-creature.
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CXIII

THE SHADOW OF LIFE

THEOGNIS

d<f)pOV<; dvQp&TTOt, KOI V^TTiOt, OIT

tc\aiov(7\ ov

SPARE tears and mourning o*er the funeral urn,

And mourn thy youth, which never can return.
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CXIV

THE SHADOW OF DEATH

AUTHOR UNKNOWN

<y\vKepbv <ao9 ov/ceri

TOU? 8* eirl TrpocrSoKir) fwvra? del Oavdrov,

I DO not weep or mourn the dead,

They're gone, and rest at peace for ever.

I weep for those who live in dread

That Fate their cord of life will sever.
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cxv

THE CLOSED ACCOUNT

PHILETAS

ov K\aico %elvcov ere <j>i\a,LTaTe' 7ro\\a yap

Ka\d- /ca/cwv 3' av crol fiolpav eveifte

GOD gave thee good and ill. I mourn thee not,

Dearest of friends. Thine was the common lot.
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CXVI

THE VOYAGE OF LIFE

PALLADAS

TO rjv ^eL/^a^ofJuevoc 'yap ev

7ro\\d/c{, vavrjywv TTTaiopev ol/crporepa'

rrjv Se Tv^??z/ fBiOTOio /cvj3epvr)T6ipav e^ovre^

o>9 eVl TOV ireXdyovs anfylftoKoi 7T\eofj,V,

ol pev eir evirXotriv, ol 8' efjLrrra\iv aXX* a/jua

et? eva TOV KCLTO, 7779 oppov d

THE bark of life puts out from port,

We hoist the mast and trim the sail,

Under the summer sky we sport,

At times we feel the wintry gale.

We know not where our lot is cast,

Our pilot, Chance, may wreck or save ;

Whatever betide, the voyage past,

All cast their anchors in the grave.
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CXVII

DAILY BIRTH

PALLADAS

a,7rep%oiJ,evr}<; yevvwfjieQa, rj^ap eir

TOV TrpoTepov PIOTOV /jLrjSev e^oi/re? ert

a\\orpi(i)OevT6<; TT)? e^Bea-ivrj^ Biaycoyrj^

TOV XOITTOV Be ftiov (Tij/juepov dp%6/j,evoi

pr) rolvvv \eye aavrbv erwv, Trpecrfivra,

TWV yap a7T\06vTcov crij/juepov ov

EACH fleeting day is killed by night,

Each morn the seed of Time is sown.

Ancient, in years take no delight,

Thou canst not call the past thine own
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THE COMMON ROAD

AMMIANUS

7701)9 Trapajre/jiTreTat, elr, a/JueXovvrcov

ifatyiHfi tfgei, o TTopfyvpeos,

teal TOU9 fjuev Trjj;as, rovs
'

OTrrrfcra^y eviovs Be

(f)v<rij(Ta<;> afet Trdvras e? ev fldpaOpov.

MORN follows morn, and day succeeds to day,

We heed not what the fleeting hours forbode,

Sudden that Dark One seizes on his prey,

All reach the common goal, whate'er the road.
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CXIX

NIHILISM

GLYCON

76\o>5 /ecu irdvra KOVLS Kal irdvra TO

Trdvra yap ef d\oya)v earl TO,

ALL is dust, and all is laughter,

Think not of the dark hereafter.

Here on earth be gay and jolly,

Man's a fool, and all is folly.
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LACHRIMAE RERUM

PALLADAS

8aKpv%ea)v ryevojji'rjv ical Sa/cpvaas

$dKpv(ri, S' ev TroXXofc rbv ftiov evpov o\ov.

w 761/05 avdpcoTrcov 7ro\v$d/cpvov, daOeves, olicrpov,

Kara 77}? /cal

WEEPING, my mother gave me birth,

In tears I gained my daily bread.

I died. O piteous race ! The earth

Claims as her own the mouldering dead.



CXXI

THE WORLD'S WORTH

AESOPUS

7TW9 T*9 dvev Oavdrov ae $vyr), ftie; fjbvpia yap <rev

\vypd, teal ovre ^>vye1v ev/juapes OVTC (frepew

r/Sea pev yap <rov TO,
<f>vcrei, ica\d, yala, QaKavva,

aarpa, a-6\7)valr)s /cv/c\a ical

rd\\a Be Trdvra <j)6/3oi re KOI d\yea



How, without Death, can we escape from thee,

O Life ! beset with sorrow and with woe ?

We must endure till Death shall set us free,

Since Life's sad burthen we cannot forego.

Yet thou art beautiful. The orb of day,

The earth displayed in verdant panoply,

The stars, the Moon, who sheds her silvery ray,

Rejoice the spirit and enchant the eye.

All else is fear and pain, which do annoy,

For if perchance some happiness we greet,

Fell Nemesis upon the track of joy

Follows with vengeful footsteps, sure and fleet.
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CXXII

THE JOY OF LIFE

METRODORUS

TravTolrjv ftiQTOio TajjLOis Tplftov elv ayopfj fjue

fcvSea KOI Trivvral 7rpiji;i,e$
m ev Be SO

a/j,7rav/j?' ev 8* aypols ^ucrto? 'Xjapw ev 8e

rjv S' aTroprjs, yu,oz/o9 oZSa? e^^9 ydfjuov ; o!/co?

effGerai' ov ya/jieets ; f^9 eV e\a<j>p6Tepo$

re/cva 7ro^o9* acfrpovris airai^ yS/09* at

OVK apa ra)v Sicro-wv evbs aipeo-is, rj TO

eTTOT* rj rb Oavelv Tcawra jap ecr0\a f3i
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ALL paths are good, choose as you please,

At sea you'll surely fill your coffers,

Or stay at home and take your ease,

Or woo the charms which Nature offers.

Art married ? Taste domestic joys.

A bachelor ? Thy cares are lighter.

Sweet is the love of girls and boys,

Without them, perhaps thy life is brighter.

'Tis not for thee to make the choice,

Ne'er to be born or else to die.

All things are good in life. Rejoice

In these, nor heed that Death is nigh.

N
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irdvTcov fJLev

/jLrj

<j>vvra 8

CXXIII

PIS-ALLER

THEOGNIS

<j>vvai, eTri^Oovloicnv apiarou

avyas ofeo? rjeKiov

&Ki<TTa TruXa? 'At'Sao

KOI Kiicr0cu yrjv

NOT to be born or see the sun

Were best, but Fate decrees my birth.

May my brief race be swiftly run,

Then pile upon me heaps of earth.
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CXXIV

THE LAST WORD

PALLADAS

7ro\\a \a\is, dvOpcoTre, ^a/jual Be Tidy pera

, KOI /ieXeVa %&v en, rbv Odvarov.

THOU talkest much, O man, but spare thy breath,

Keep silence here on earth, and think on Death.
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IDYLL II

THE LOVE-CHARM

WHERE are my laurel leaves ? bring here my charms.

Wreathe, Thestylis, with purple wool the bowl,

That I may lure my lover to my arms,

And cast my witch-knots o'er his faithless soul.

No hands assault my door ; twelve days I pine,

He recks not if I live or join the shades,

Thy power, O Love ! or, Aphrodite, thine,

Has fixed his light desires on other maids.

Where wrestlers throng, I'll meet the truant soon,

And strive with sharp reproach his soul to wring,

But now to try the charm. Shine, Lady Moon!

To thee, and Hecate of Hell, I'll sing.

Hail, awful Hecate ! the very hounds

All trembling view thee sweeping o'er the gore

Of mortals done to death, and o'er the mounds

Where moulder those who lived in days of yore.

183
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Be with me now ! Endue my magic arms

With potency beyond Medea's powers,

Nor Circe's, nor fair Perimede's charms,

Be mightier to ban or bless than ours.

My magic wheel, I bid thee move,

Draw home to me the man I love.

Lo ! where the barley smoulders in a pile

I note thy laughter, handmaiden unkind

Nay, toss again the grain, and cry the while :

"
I fling the bones of Delphis to the wind !

"

My magic wheel, I bid thee move,

Draw home to me the man I love.

As the green laurel crackles in the fire,

And flames consume the leaves with eager haste

Grant, awful Hecate, my fell desire

So may the flesh of faithless Delphis waste.

My magic wheel, I bid thee move,

Draw home to me the man I love.

And now, with aid divine, the wax dissolves^

So may love soften him who was my lover !

With Aphrodite's help, the wheel revolves,

So, restless, round my doors may Delphis hover !

My magic wheel, I bid thee move,

Draw home to me the man I love.
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I burn the husks. Hell's adamantine portal

Must yield to thee, O Artemis the Blest !

The dogs bay loud, they honour the Immortal,

In the crossways the Goddess stands confessed

My magic wheel, I bid thee move,

Draw home to me the man I love.

Hushed are the winds, silent the Ocean's swell,

But peace is banished from my hapless life,

I long for Delphis, whom I loved too well,

No maiden, but, alas ! no wedded wife.

My magic wheel, I bid thee move,

Draw home to me the man I love.

Three times the words I utter with this prayer,

On other loves cast a Lethean spell !

So Ariadne, of the golden hair,

By Theseus was forgot, as legends tell.

My magic wheel, I bid thee move,

Draw home to me the man I love.

In Arcady there grows a subtle weed,

Coltsfoot its name, the courser's blood it fires,

May Delphis, mad as an Arcadian steed,

Rush to my door, inflamed by hot desires.

My magic wheel, I bid thee move,

Draw home to me the man I love.
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This fringe from off his cloak I hither bring,

And cast into the cruel flaming bowl.

Ah ! torturing Love, that like a leech doth cling,

And drains my heart, but leaves inflamed my soul !

My magic wheel, I bid thee move,

Draw home to me the man I love.

Haste, Thestylis, and with this magic herb

Anoint his house and, bending o'er the stones,

Mutter these words may they his soul perturb !

"
Thus, faithless Delphis, do I smear thy bones."

My magic wheel, I bid thee move,

Draw home to me the man I love.

And now alone I can bewail my love.

Ah ! where shall I begin my tale of woe ?

Anaxo came to bright Selene's grove,

And in her train she brought a sacred show.

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Lady Moon !

My Thracian nurse urged me to watch the sight.

Alack-a-day ! would that she ne'er had spoke !

I seized a sweeping stole in hurried flight,

And o'er it cast Clearista's gala cloak.

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Lady Moon !
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There I met Delphis in the mid highway,

Fresh issuing from the wrestler's glorious toil,

His breast shone brighter than thy silvery ray,

Moon ! his beard the ivy bloom did foil.

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Lady Moon !

I gazed and loved ; my beauty on the wane

Showed how my heart was stricken with the wound.

Ten days I tossed in parching, restless pain,

No solace to my fever could be found.

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Lady Moon I

My hair fell off, and waxen grew my skin,

1 sought each mumbling wizard's aid in vain.

Time passed, yet hotly burned the fire within,

And none but Delphis could assuage my pain.

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Lady Moon !

Then frenzied cried I :

"
Thestylis, be kind !

Some cure for this dread sickness must be found,

This Myndian holds my body and my mind,

Watch for him at his daily wrestling-ground."

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Lady Moon !
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" Find him alone, with no one by to tell,

And say :

'

By fair Simaetha thou art sought.'
'

'Twas thus I spoke. She did my errand well,

The bright-limbed Delphis to my house she brought.

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Laay Moon !

Then of a sudden I grew cold as snow,

The sweat, as Delphis at my door I spied,

Like dank dew streamed from off my pallid brow,

I would have spoken, but my tongue was tied.

Nor could I murmur, as a child alone

Calls on its mother in a fitful dream,

My body, once so fair, was turned to stone,

And did as lifeless as an image seem.

Bethink thee of my !ovey and whence it came,

My Lady Moon /

He knew not love, and spoke with downcast eyes :

"
Thy call by so much did outstrip my pace

As when, but yesterday, I gained the prize,

And outran swift Philinus in the race."

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Lady Moon I
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" Sweet love, by night I should have come to thee,

Bearing the apples of the God of Wine,

And on my head the leaves from off the tree

Of Hercules, bedecked with purple twine."

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Lady Moon !

" The friends and boon-companions of my youth

Would all have joyed, had I been well received,

They would have come full well they know the truth,

Few equal me in beauty and in speed.

From thy sweet mouth I should have begged a kiss,

But had'st thou thrust me forth or said me nay,

And with a bolted door denied the bliss,

With torch and axe I would have forced a way."

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Lady Moon !

" And now to Cypris first I yield the praise,

And then to thee, who bad'st me come this night.

Love, it is clear, can light a wilder blaze

Than the swart Fire-God on great Etna's height."

Bethink thee of my love, and whence it came,

My Lady Moon !
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" Love scares alike the maiden in her bower,

And throws his subtle charm o'er many a bride/*

'Twas thus he spoke, I felt the Love-God's power,

And drew him to the soft couch by my side.

Then, dear Selene, face met glowing face-

Why need I linger o'er the tender rites ?

We locked each other in a close embrace,

And revelled to the full in Love's delights.

The mother of the girl who plays my lyre

Came yesterday and shattered love's brief dream,

What time the Sun-God's horses girt with fire

Bear rosy-fingered Dawn from Ocean's stream.

She told her tale ; my heart within me stirred ;

She said that Delphis drained a cup of wine ;

She knew not whom he loved, but this averred,

He pledged a name. Alas ! it was not mine.

She spoke the cruel truth. He used to speed

Thrice, four times daily to my willing arms.

But now, Selene, Goddess fair, give heed !

Since twelve days is he lured by other charms.

Am I forgotten ? Now, with magic spell,

His errant love I strive to conjure home,

But, should he vex me, to the gates of Hell,

I vow by all the Fates, he soon shall come.

That evil potion now will serve my needs,

Which from a Syrian I did once obtain.
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But now farewell ! To Ocean turn thy steeds ;

I have endured and will endure my pain.

Farewell, Selene, ever fair and bright !

And ye, the Stars in Heaven's firmament,

That follow in the wheels of quiet night,

Farewell ! and leave me to my sad lament.



IDYLL III

RUSTIC COURTSHIP

I WANDER on the hillside whilst I sing,

And as in rustic verse my numbers flow,

Lead, Tityrus, the she-goats to the spring,

But 'ware the Libyan goat with butting brow.

Ah ! lovely Amaryllis, thy sweet eye

No longer gleams inviting from the cave.

Am I ill-favoured ? Thou hast seen me nigh,

Or dost thou hate me I that am thy slave ?

See now, with apples ten thy grace I claim,

And other ten I'll bring to thee to-morrow,

I plucked them at the place thyself did'st name -

Ah ! pity then my heart's despondent sorrow !

Would that I were a humming honey-bee !

Under the clustering ivy I would dip,

Under the flowery fern that hideth thee,

Lightly to settle on thy cherry lip.

I know the Love-God now. The cruel sprite !

He is the offspring of some lioness,
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His fire scorches, keenly doth he bite,

His mother reared him in some dark recess.

Ah ! Heart of stone, but lovely to the sight !

Ah ! Maiden of dark brows and beauteous face !

Even thine empty kisses give delight,

Then clasp thy goatherd in a close embrace !

An ivy wreath, dear love, I keep for thee

This will I rend, and cast it far away,

Rosebuds and parsley vie right prettily

To charm the eye. Ah ! Listen whilst I pray !

I will tear off my humble coat of skins,

And leap into the waves of yonder sea,

Where Olpis from the deep the tunny wins,

I'll chance my life, so be it pleaseth thee.

I learnt the truth of old, what time I found

The flowers whispered forth a sad alarm,

The poppy petal gave no crackling sound,

But drooped and withered on my smooth forearm.

And she that tells the future with a sieve,

And binds the sheaves as reapers onward move,

She said that I should love thee whilst I live,

But thou would'st never render love for love.

For thee I kept the twin kids and their dam,

Which brown-skinned Erithacis yearns to own,

To her I'll give them, maddened as I am,

Since wantonly my love thou dost disown.
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Mine eyelid throbs. Is it a welcome sign

That for her cruelty she will atone ?

I'll stay and sing beneath this towering pine-

That form cannot conceal a heart of stone.

Hippomenes, who wooed the famous maid,

Dropped apples as he ran, and won the race,

To grasp the fruit swift Atalanta stayed,

And straightway fell into Love's strong embrace.

So famed Melampus in the days of yore

From Thessaly the herd of oxen drove,

What time his kinsman on the sandy shore

Of Pylos gained fair Pero for his love.

Thus Cytherea, frenzied by love's sting,

When fair Adonis drew his parting breath,

Still to his lifeless body loved to cling,

And clasped him to her bosom e'en in death.

Thrice-blest Endymion, on whom the spell

Was cast, fair maid, of never-ending rest,

And Jason, whom such wondrous things befell

As mortals wot not of, he too is blest.

Mine aching temples throb
;

I'll yield my breath,

Since now I know thou carest not for me,

And, though the wolves devour me, may my death

Prove sweet as honey in the mouth to thee.



IDYLL XV

THE FESTIVAL OF ADONIS

r. fGoRGO.Dramatu persona,
(pRAXINOE .

(The scene is at Alexandria, about 280 B.C., during the

reign of Ptolemy Philadelphus.)

GOR. Is fair Praxinoe in? PR AX. Ah! do mine eyes

Deceive me ? Gorgo dear, since we did meet

It is an age ! This is a glad surprise.

Eunoe, bring a cushion and a seat.

GOR. I'm happy as I am. PRAX. Nay, sit thee down.

GOR. Oh ! what a thing it is to know no fear !

I scarce got here alive, for in the town

The crowd is really something awful, dear.

Such four-in-hands ! Oh no ! I really never !

Such hosts of booted men the streets do bar !

And then the road ! It seems to last for ever !

Praxinoe, you really live too far.

PRAX. The fault, dear, with my silly husband lies.

The jealous wretch ! Such spite fills all his soul !
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To sunder us, to the world's end he hies,

And takes 'tis not a house this very hole!

GOR. Don't talk of Dinon thus, dear girl. Beware !

Remember he's the father of your boy.

See how Zopyrion marks you with a stare !

PRAX. Heed not! I don't mean papa, mother's joy !

GOR. Persephone ! The child knows what we say !

Your darling father ! PRAX. Yes, his darling dad,

The other day we say the other day

For all days that are past I humbly bade,

As of some rouge and soap I stood in need,

To hasten to the shops and look about.

Away he hurried at his greatest speed,

And straightway brought me salt ! The hulking

lout!

GOR. So like my Diocleides ! Fleeces five

My spendthrift mate for seven drachmas bought,

And what d'ye think he got ? As I'm alive,

Mere dogskins, shreds of pouches, things of

nought !

But don your shawl, and pin it up with care,

The feast of great Adonis will not wait.

I hear the Queen's provided something rare,

Haste to the Palace ere it be too late.

PRAX. Fine folks do all things finely. GOR. Well I know

That, when the feast is o'er, a lot you'll say
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To others who were absent. Let us go.

PRAX. For idlers each day is a holiday.

Eunoe, lazy girl ! some water bring.

Cats love to sleep so soft, the proverb says.

See how she carries it ! The stupid thing !

But bring it quick. I hate these slattern ways !

Don't pour so much. Oh ! What a dreadful mess!

No ! such a clumsy girl I ne'er did see.

I've washed my hands, but wetted all my dress.

Where's the big chest ? Bring hither quick the

key.

GOR. The flowing robe and brooch become you well.

It's very pretty. How much did it cost ?

PRAX. Alas ! dear Gorgo, I quite shame to tell

Two minas of good coin as good as lost !

I could not get the stuff itself for less,

And then the work ! It almost made me blind.

GOR. Well really, dear, it is a great success.

PRAX. Thanks for the pretty speech. You're very kind.

Bring me my shawl. In fashion's latest way

Arrange my sun-bonnet, and pin it tight.

No ! Baby, you must stay at home. Nay ! Nay !

Boo ! Boo ! Suppose the gee-gee were to bite !

There ! you may cry, but still at home you stay,

I cannot have you lamed. We shall be late !

Here, Phrygia, take the child and let him play,
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Call in the dog, and shut the outer gate.

[They go into the street.

Gods ! What a crowd ! How can or dare we pass ?

Like countless ants, no reckoning can be made

Of measure or of number. Since, alas !

Your father, Ptolemy, became a shade,

You've kept the thieves in order, that I'll say.

Up to the passer-by they used to crawl,

Such tricks those scamps of Egypt used to play,

Birds of a feather, ruffians, scoundrels all !

Look, Gorgo dear, the chargers of the King !

You're trampling on me, man! Take heed, I pray!

See, the bay's rearing ! What an angry thing !

Eunoe, silly girl, you're in the way.

That savage beast will kill his groom, I know.

I'm glad my blessed child is safe and sound !

GOR. Courage, Praxinoe, it's all right now,

We're safe, they've all their proper stations found.

PRAX. I'm feeling better now. For, since my birth,

Horses and flabby snakes I can't abide ;

I fear them more than anything on earth.

But see ! the mob advances like a tide !

GOR. (to an old woman).

Granny, hast been at Court ? OLD W. The

truth you speak.

PRAX. We want to reach it. Is there any way ?
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OLD W. My pretty pair, Troy fell before the Greek ;

Try hard, and you will always win the day.

GOR. The dame has said her say, nor tarries more.

PRAX. Women know all how Hera married Zeus.

GOR. But see the monstrous crowd around the door !

PR AX. Prodigious, Gorgo dear ! But what the deuce !

Here, hold my hand, and you, Eunoe, grasp

The hand of Eutychis and keep a hold.

Now pray don't let me go, but tightly clasp,

Let's keep together, then we shall be bold.

Oh ! Gorgo dear, my veil is rent in twain,

My veil of muslin ! Such a dreadful tear !

For God's sake, sir, if you would fortune gain,

I pray you of my shawl to have a care.

STRANGER. I scarce can help myself; thy case is mine,

But still I'm taking all the care I can.

PRAX. What a dense mob ! They shove like herded

swine !

STR. Courage, fair maid. PRAX. Oh ! what a good
kind man !

May you be blessed, sir, now and evermore.

Eunoe's squeezed ; keep, silly, to this side.

But come, we're on the right side of the door,

As the young bridegroom whispers to his bride.

GOR. Come, see these broidered marvels ! Dearest, see!

How light and lovely ! Surely work divine !
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Athene, Goddess ! Can such marvels be ?

What lovely work, and what a sweet design !

Like living things, the figures stand and move,

And not like woven patterns. Clever Greeks !

But see Adonis ! Ah, the gentle love !

Note the soft down upon his pretty cheeks !

How sweetly o'er his couch he seems to hang !

Beloved Adonis ! Lovely e'en in death !

STR. You women bore one with your Doric twang,

Cooing like pouter-pigeons. Spare your breath.

GOR. And who, fine sir, are you, that you should teach

Us Syracusans how we should behave ?

Peloponnesian is our native speech.

Keep your commands for one who is your slave.

Like famed Bellerophon, we both can claim

Descent from Corinth, and in vain you'll.seek,

Rude man, a law that casts the slightest shame

On Dorian women who in Doric speak.

PRAX. One master's quite enough we want no more.

GOR. Hush! Hear the Argive woman's tuneful voice !

For the famed dirge the prize away she bore.

Our souls with melody will now rejoice.
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THE PSALM OF ADONIS

Hail, Aphrodite ! Golden Queen whose home

Lies in Idalium, and to whom belong

The fanes of Golgi ;
thou who lov'st to roam

On the steep heights of Eryx ! Hear our song !

From the dark waters of eternal Hell,

The Hours, that move along with dainty tread,

Bring him whom, living, thou did'st love so well,

Beauteous Adonis rises from the dead.

Slowest amongst Immortals are the Hours,

But dear and welcome for the gifts they bear.

Men say that, by the use of godlike powers,

O Cypris, daughter of Dione fair !

Alighting on sweet Berenice's breast,

Thy potent will did work so mightily

Grim Death was conquered at thy soft behest,

And she was crowned with immortality.

Hence Berenice's child, to yield thee joy,

Much-worshipped Queen, who many names dost bear !

Arsinoe, bright as Helena of Troy,

Honours Adonis and all objects fair.

From flowery lawns, from many a lofty tree,

We cull ripe fruits and lay them at thy feet,

Disposed in silver baskets, whilst for thee
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The air with fragrant incense is replete.

And all the sweetmeats that fair women make,

Mingling fine flour with blossoms of the spring,

And dainties that strange forms and figures take,

And oil and honey sweet we hither bring.

And here are built for thee the dim alcoves,

Laden with tender anise, evergreen,

Whilst, fluttering o'er thy head, like rosy Loves,

Children, in mirthful jollity, are seen.

Like half-fledged nightingales they love to perch

Upon the trees and, twittering as they fly,

The deep recesses of the thicket search,

And every bough in quick succession try.

But see the ebony and shining gold !

The eagles glistening in ivory white !

In their strong talons Ganymede they hold,

And to the son of Cronos wing their flight.

Oh ! the fine coverlets of purple hue,

Soft and inviting as seductive sleep !

No softer wool wears the Miletian ewe,

Nor e'er was shorn from off the Samian sheep.

For fair Adonis one soft couch is spread

Youthful Adonis of the rosy arms

The lovely Cypris on another bed

Reposes in the gladness of her charms.

The bridegroom scarce hath reached his nineteenth year,
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Still on his lips the golden down doth lie,

Thou lov'st him, Cypris, and he holds thee dear.

Good-night we warble, and away we fly.

But in the morn, when dew lies on the ground,

At the white beach which spreads along the main,

With locks unkempt and garments loosely bound,

Our voices in shrill song we'll raise again.

Thou only, dear Adonis, mortals tell,

Dost roam on earth and by the Acheron,

To Agamemnon no such lot befell.

Not mighty Ajax, nor the eldest son

Of Hecuba, slain in his manly prime,

Nor Pyrrhus, who was saved, enjoys thy fate,

Nor other heroes of more ancient time,

Nor he who did the race of men create,

Deucalion, nor those who shed their blood

In fighting with the Centaurs ; since the knell

Of death did sound, these ne'er on earth have stood,

But ever bide within the gates of Hell.

Be gracious to us now, Adonis dear,

And keep of future grace an ample store.

We hail thy advent ;
in the coming year

We shall await thee and we shall adore.

GOR. Praxinoe ! we did not think to find

A woman half so clever ! Everything
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She seems to know. What a prodigious mind !

Blessed too is she who can so sweetly sing.

My husband waits his dinner. Let us start.

The man's all vinegar I know him well

When waiting for his food, he's rather tart.

Grace us next year, Adonis ! Fare thee well !



MOSCHUS
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LOVE THE RUNAWAY

FAIR Cypris seeks her truant boy, and cries :

" Can no one tell me where the child doth stray ?

Who brings me news shall gain an ample prize

A kiss for him who's seen my runaway !

But him who brings the child himself, with more

Than a mere kiss I'll gratefully requite.

Easy is he to mark amidst a score

Of other boys. His skin it is not white,

But glows like fire. Piercing as a dart

And fiery are the glances of his eye ;

Soft is his speech, but wicked is his heart,

His honeyed voice his evil thoughts belie.

When wroth, he's all untamed and full of wile,

His very sports his cruelty do show.

Brazen his front, untruthful, steeped in guile,

Though lovely locks fall clustering o'er his brow.

Feeble his little hands, but they can wield

A dart which reaches to the realms of Dis,

207



208

Deftly his artful spirit lies concealed

Within his body's glistening nakedness.

Fluttering o'er all mankind with bird-like wing,

He lights, and in their inmost hearts he lies.

His shaft stands ever ready on the string,

That shaft so tiny reaches to the skies.

A golden quiver on his back hell bear,

And bitter arrows I have felt their smart !

But most of all his tools, the torch beware,

With which he e'en inflames the Sun-God's heart.

No mercy, when he's caught, should'st thou display,

But bind the truant tight with many a thong.

Neglect his tears, or he will slip away,

Despite his laughter, drag the child along.

The kisses from his poisoned lips deceive,

Fly, stranger, if to kiss thee he desire !

And should he say :

c Take these, my arms receive,'

Reject those treacherous gifts, baptized with fire."



THE LAMENT FOR BION

WAIL, wail for Bion, every woodland dell !

Ye Dorian waters, raise your joyless song !

Ye verdant groves, repeat the mournful knell,

And flowers, in sadness clustering,join the throng!

Let pale anemones, to show their grief,

And rich-hued roses, flush a deeper red,

Let Hyacinthus, on his pictured leaf,

Enhance his tale of woe to mourn the dead.

Ye nightingales, that midst the leaves lament,

Warble his death to gushing Arethuse.

Bion is dead, and song itself is spent,

Whilst stricken lies the tuneful Dorian Muse.

Begin, Sicilian Muses
^ your lament.

And ye, Strymonian swans, the tidings bring

To Thracian nymphs and to Oeagrian maids,

Chant with such voice as he was wont to sing,

Say that our Dorian Orpheus joins the shades.

No more his herd will hear him as he trills,

209 p
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They listen for his joyous note in vain,

Forgetful of his native glades and hills,

By Pluto's side he chants a sad refrain.

Dumb are the mountains, and the echoing rocks

No jocund answer to his carol yield,

Wandering in aimless grief, his helpless flocks

Reject the proffered pasture of the field.

Begin, Sicilian Muses, your lament.

Apollo's self, O Bion ! o'er thy bier,

Bewails thy fate, whilst Fauns in sable dress

Weep for the minstrelsy they held so dear,

And Satyrs pine in sorrowful distress.

The fountain Nymphs, in valley and on fell,

Weep floods of tears, where once they did rejoice,

Echo awaits the sound she loved so well,

And mourns the silence of her mimic voice.

Trees cast their fruit, flowers no longer thrive,

The teeming udder yields fair milk no more,

Since thy sweet song has ceased, within the hive

Responsive bees neglect their honeyed store.

Less mourned the dolphin on the billowy deep,

Less sad a note, O Philomel ! was thine,

Less Procne grieved when skimming from the steep,

And less did Halcyon for her mate repine.

Begin, Sicilian Muses, your lament.
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Less sadly by the dancing grey sea-wave

The sea-gull mourned. Less bitter tears were shed

Over the beauteous son of Morning's grave

Than o'er our Dorian songster, who is dead.

The swallow and the sweet-tongued nightingale,

To whom he taught the secret of his art,

Bemoan his fate. The doves in answer wail :

" Alas ! we too are smitten to the heart."

O thrice-desired Bion ! Who can hold

The pipe wherewith thou madest melody?
What mortal lip shall, all unwisely bold,

Be pressed to reeds which none might touch but thee ?

Thy voice still lingers, and thy breath is near,

Echo still feeds on music that is thine,

If to great Pan himself the pipe we bear,

To rival thee he will perchance decline.

Begin, Sicilian Muses, your lament.

Fair Galatea on the beach would stray,

And feast her ears, whilst wandering by thy side,

On harmony unlike that savage lay

With which the Cyclops wooed her as his bride.

Far other love did the bright maiden crave,

She gazed on thee, and not upon the brine,

Grief-stricken, she forgets the curling wave,

But still she tends thy now deserted kine.
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Dead is the Muse
; the Loves, bereft of bliss,

Hover around thy tomb in fruitless woe.

Dearer thou wert to Cypris than the kiss

Which on her dying mate she did bestow.

Begin , Sicilian Muses, your lament.

Meles, most musical of streams, to thee

A second bitter sorrow Time doth bear,

That sweetest votary of Calliope,

Great Homer, thou did'st mourn with many a tear.

Men say that goodly son thou did'st lament,

Thy tears were mingled with the salt sea-spray

Yet now, before one bitter grief is spent,

With a fresh sorrow thou dost waste away.

One songster drank from the Pierian Spring,

The other from the Arethusan fount,

One of thy daughter, Tyndarus, did sing,

Achilles' mighty feats did he recount ;

He told of Menelaus, and of Troy,

Of deeds of daring, and of war's alarms ;

In tears and blood the other found no joy,

He sang of Pan, of herds, and rural charms.

Pipes would he fashion, and, at his behest,

The foaming milk gushed free into the bowl
;

He woke, whilst clasping Love unto his breast,

Thy passion, Aphrodite, in the soul.

Begin, Sicilian Muses, your lament.
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All towns and cities join the mournful cry,

Less sorrowed Asera over Hesiod's death,

Boeotia's forests heaved a gentler sigh

When mighty Pindar drew his parting breath.

Less was Alcaeus mourned, the tuneful son

Of pleasant Lesbos, in his native land,

Less keen a wail, beloved Anacreon,

Arose for thee along the Teian strand.

Not o'er Archilochus, but o'er thy grave,

Does sea-girt Paros chant a funeral strain,

Whilst Mitylene, by the Aegean wave,

Forgets that Sappho ne'er will sing again.
1

To others thou did'st give thy wealth
;
to me,

Heir to the Doric Muse thou did'st impart,

Thou hast bequeathed the gift of minstrelsy,

This dirge betrays the sorrow of my heart.

Begin ,
Sicilian Muses

, your lament.

Ah me ! The mallows, anise, and each flower

That withers at the blast of winter's breath.

Await the vernal, renovating hour,

And joyously awake from feigned death.

1 Six lines, which are given by Kiessling, and by Ahrens

(Leipsic, 1855), but which are of doubtful authenticity, are

here omitted.
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But men, the great, the mighty, and the wise,

Die and descend into the hollow tomb,

They sleep the sleep from which none e'er can rise,

And silently endure their endless doom.

For ever hushed in silence thou dost lie,

Whilst wayward Nymphs decree in judgment harsh

That the unenvied frog eternally

Shall croak discordance from the swampy marsh.

O Bion ! Thou did'st drain the poisoned bowl,

Why were thy honeyed lips no antidote ?

Surely he had no music in his soul

Who, all unmoved, could hearken to thy note !

Justice awaits him, but I still must tell

My tale of sorrow, and my grief unfold.

Would that I could descend to gloomy Hell,

As Orpheus and Alcides did of old !

If to the dwelling of the awful King
Of that dread region I might haply stray

Perchance it is thy lot for him to sing

Then would I listen to thy dulcet lay.

Nay ! Sing again some old Sicilian strain,

Such as Persephone was wont to hear,

When, in her girlhood's home by Aetna's main,

The Dorian music struck upon her ear.

Not unrewarded will thy music be,

Bethink thee of what Orpheus did require,
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He craved his beauteous bride, Eurydice,

And earned the boon with his melodious lyre.

Thus, sweetest Bion, whom we now bewail,

Again thy native land thou may'st rejoice ;

And, if my humble song could aught avail,

^In Pluto's presence I would raise my voice.
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