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INTRODUCTION

Tue works of Ovid himself, and especially the auto-
biography (T'. iv. 10), supply most of the material
for a sketch of his life. His fame, however, caused
him to be mentioned often by later writers, and
these, taken together, add not a little to the in-
formation derived from his own poems.

His full name was Publius Ovidius Naso, and he
was born on March twentieth, 43 B.c., at Sulmo, the
chief town of the Pacligni, about ninety miles by
road east of Rome. The family was of old equestrian
rank, and inscriptions prove that the name Ovidius
was common only in the region of Ovid’s birthplace.
In Sulmo, now Sulmona, the tradition of the poet
still flourishes. The townspeople point out to the
infrequent tourist his statue in the court of the
Collegio Ovidio, the chief school of the town, and
the remains of his villa, the Villa Ovidio, on the slopes
of a neighbouring mountain. The main street of
the town, the Corso Ovidio, preserves his name,
and the letters S.M.P.E. (* Sulmo mihi patria est,”
T. iv. 10. 8) are inscribed on the facades of monu-
ments and at the head of public documents. In
folk-lore also and popular song his name survives.

But though the statue is mediaeval, though the
ruins are probably not connected with him, and the
traditions are fancy, the beautiful country on which
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INTRODUCTION

Ovid must have looked is true to his description.
Sulmona lies in one of the loveliest vales of Italy, sur-
rounded by towering mountains and watered. as
Ovid himself says, by cold streams. As one views
it from the mountain slopes the valley, carefully
tilled and dotted with vineyards and fruit trees, is
like a vast garden. Here lay those paternal fields
of which the poet speaks, and here he passed the
years of his boyhood.

Ovid’s father, like the father of Horace, was
ambitious for his sons and destined them for an
oratorical career. While they were still very young
Ovid and his brother, who was exactly one year
older than the poet, were taken to Rome to receive
a proper training. The brother displayed a decided
gift for pleading, but Ovid found the legal grind
distasteful. He tried to conform to his father’s
practical advice but the inborn impulse was too
strong. ‘“ Whatever I tried to write,” he says,
“ was verse,” and the quaint anecdote told in one
of the late Lives probably hits off the situation very
well. Once when Ovid was being chastised by his
angry father, says the Life, the squirming boy
cried out (in verse !), ¢ Parce mihi! numquam versi-
ficabo, pater !

But though * he lisped in numbers,” he neverthe-
less persisted half-heartedly in his preparation for
a practical career until he held certain minor offices
which were preliminary to the quaestorship. He
became a triumvir capilalis, i.e. one of the board of
three officials who had charge of prisons and execu-
tions and possessed judicial powers in petty cases.
Ovid was probably not over twenty-one at this
time. He also speaks of having been a member of
viii



INTRODUCTION

the centumviral court (which dealt with questions
of inheritance) and of having served as a single
judge, i.e. as a sort of referee in private lawsuits.
As a triumvir he was directly in line for the
quaestorship and seems to have had a right to
quaestorial privileges, but his tastes and frail con-
stitution led him to renounce a public career.

Ovid’s thorough education under such distinguished
teachers as the rhetoricians Arellius Fuscus and
Porcius Latro was not wasted, although it was not
applied to the end which his hard-headed father
had urged. Rhetoric and literature formed the
major part of the training of those who were qualify-
ing themselves for public life, and the young poet,
as we learn from Seneca the Flder, became a brilliant
declaimer. Poetry was much studied in the rhe-
torical schools of the day, and the training which
Ovid received undoubtedly laid the foundation of
that wide familiarity with myth and literature
which he displays in his work. In fact Seneca tells
us that Ovid transferred to his own verse many of
the pointed remarks of his teacher Latro. FEven
his legal training was not entirely wasted, for there
are traces of it in his work.

Ovid studied at Athens, as Horace and many
other young Romans had done, and travelled in
Sicily and in Asia Minor. It is probable that his
sojourn in Athens occurred while he was still a
student, but it is not certain that the other journeys
belong to the same period.

Kven before his education was finished he had
won fame as a poet of love. He was giving public
recitations of his Amores, he tells us, when his
“ beard had been cut but once or twice” (7. iv,
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INTRODUCTION

10. 55 f.). Undoubtedly the popularity of these
youthful poems did much to establish the conviction
which he often expresses that his bent was erotic
elegy ; he considered himself the lineal successor
of Gallus, Tibullus, and Propertius, and posterity
has accepted him at his word. Thus the foundation
of that fame which he was destined to deplore so
bitterly was laid in his early youth.

In these youthful days Ovid made the acquaintance
of many poets. His relations with Vergil and
Tibullus were apparently not intimate, but he was
only twenty-four when these poets died (19 B.c.),
and it is probable that for some years before that
date both had been in poor health and had seldom
been seen in Rome. Ovid admired Horace but
does not assert that he knew that poet personally.
Propertius, however, he knew well, and he mentions
him, together with Aemilius Macer, Ponticus, and
Bassus, as a member of his own circle. He names
besides a large number of fellow poets, many of
whom were friends. To us they are hardly more
than names, but they serve to illustrate the
breadth of Ovid’s literary interests, for these men
worked in all departments of poetic composition.
Ovid was always a generous critic, but in his remarks
durmg his exile about these contemporaries there
is the additional reason for generosity that he
naturally wished to speak well of anybody who
might help him.

Apart from literary men, professional or dilettanti,
Ovid had a very wide acquaintance with Roman
society in general. He came from a country town
and he was not noble, but his rank was inherited
and his fortune was considerable. With these ad-

X



INTRODUCTION

vantages it was easy for a man of his brilliant talent
and agreeable personality to know everybody worth
knowing, and the poems from exile contain the
names of many statesmen, officials, and soldiers—
fewer, certainly, than he must have known since he is
careful not to name any to whom seeming connexion
with an exile might have brought offence. More-
over, many of those whom he must have known
in his youth had died before the period of his exile,
and these are mentioned as a rule only when they
are connected in some way with the living to whom
he made his appeals.

To the members of Rome’s great families Ovid
stood rather in the relation of a client to patrons,
although this relation did not preclude intimacy.
Among these patrons the most distinguished man
was Marcus Valerius Messalla Corvinus, the states-
man, general, and orator, whose house was the centre
of a literary circle in which the most prominent
member was Tibullus. To this circle Ovid also
undoubtedly belonged. Messalla died not long
before Ovid was exiled, perhaps in the very year of
his exile (a.p. 8), and he had probably been in-
capacitated by illness for several years before his
death. It was Ovid’s appeal to the great man’s
sons that led him to mention the father. To the
house of Messalla he had been devoted from his
carliest years, and Messalla himself had been the
first to encourage him to publish his verse—un-
doubtedly some of those erotic poems which later
helped to ruin the poet. Messalla was, in Ovid’s
phrase, ‘“ the guide of his genius,” and the poet
wrote a tribute to him at his death.

Messalla had been one of Augustus’ right-hand

X1



INTRODUCTION

the same station in life as himself, and many of
these are named in the Pontic Epistles. Since at
the time Ovid was writing the Z7istia he did not
venture to name his friends, the question arises
whether it is possible to identify any of the un-
named recipients of the T'ristia with friends who are
named in the Pontic Epistles! There are seventeen
poems of the Tristia which are addressed to friends
or patrons. Three of these, as the tone shows, are
addressed to patrons, z.e. to men who were superior
to Ovid in rank, twelve to friends of his own status
or of such status that they were at least not his
superiors, while in the case of two the tone supplies
no good evidence for placing them in one class
rather than the other. Now Ovid asserts several
times that “only two or three” of his friends
showed themselves really faithful at the time when
disaster befell him (7. 1. 5. 83, « vix duo tresve ” ; cf.
iii. 5. 10; v. 4. 86, etc.). Examination of the
Pontic Epistles shows that these few faithful ones
were probably Brutus, Atticus, Celsus, and possibly
Carus. To these we should add his patron-friend
Cotta Maximus. By comparing the Pontic Epistles
in which these men are addressed or named with
the seventeen Tristia we may assign to Brutus
T. iii. 4 (¢f. P.1i. 1, 1iii. 9, iv. 6) ; to Atticus T. v. 4
(¢f. P.ii. 4 and 7); to Celsus 7. 1i. 5, iii. 6 (c¢f. P. i.
9); to Carus T'.iii. 5 (¢f. P.iv.13); to Cotta Maximus
T.iv.5,v.9 (¢f. P.i.5 and 9, ii. 3 and 8, iii. 2 and 5,
iv. 16. 41 ff.); to Messalinus 7. iv. 4 (¢f. P. i. 7,
and ii. 8). The reproach, 7' i. 8, is very possibly
addressed to Macer (¢f. P. ii. 10). Even if these
identifications are accepted there remain eight

1 (Y. especially Graeber (see Bibliog.).
xiv



INTRODUCTION

poems whose recipients have not been satisfactorily
identified. Of these eight six (7' i. 7, iv. 7, v. 6,
7, 12, 13) are addressed to men who were apparently
friends, two (7. i. 9, iii. 14) are uncertain, though
the tone of 7. i. 9 is perbaps better suited to a young
man of rank, and that of T\ iii. 14 to a poet-friend
of greater age than Ovid.

Numerous other friends and acquaintances—
poets, rhetoricians, officials, soldiers—appear in the
Pontic Epistles, but among them there is nobody
whom we may regard as the probable recipient of
any poem among the Tristia. About some of them
we know only what Ovid tells us, about others we
can glean a few meagre facts from other sources.
It is particularly unfortunate that, with the exception
of Cotta Maximus, the poet’s best friends, Celsus,
Atticus, Brutus, and Carus, are known only from Ovid.
All efforts to identify them with men of the same
names mentioned elsewhere have proved unavailing.

There is no good evidence that Ovid had ever
been intimate with any member of the imperial
household. The approval of the Emperor to which
he alludes (7. ii. 89 and 98, ¢f. 542) consisted merely
in allowing Ovid to retain his rank as a knight. In
his references to Augustus the poet assumes the
tone of an abject suppliant appealing to a deity
immeasurably removed. FEven if there had been
any former intimacy it would have been difficult to
harmonize it with such an attitude as this and it
would have been carefully suppressed. The refer-
ences to Tiberius and his son Drusus, to Germanicus
and his sons, permit the same general inference :
that Ovid had probably never been intimate with
any of them. The character of Germanicus was
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INTRODUCTION

so affable and kindly that if Ovid had ever
known him well one might expect a reference to
the fact. But the passages in which Germanicus
is addressed or mentioned show that Ovid’s hopes
in this direction were based upon the intercessions
of mutual friends—Salanus (P. ii. 5), Sextus Pompey
(P. iv. 5), Suillius (P. iv. 8), etc.

The method of appeal to the Empress Livia
Augusta is similar. Ovid hoped to influence her
through his wife and through Marcia, wife of
Paullus Fabius Maximus, who was Augusta’s close
friend. Another possible approach to Augusta lay
in the fact that Ovid’s wife knew intimately the
Emperor’s maternal aunt, Atia Minor. This seems
to have been the only real link between the poet’s
household and the palace.

At the time when Ovid was ordered into exile
(a.n. 8) the only members of his immediate family
who were in Rome were his wife and step-daughter.
His own daughter, who must have been the daughter
of his first or second wife, had married a second
time and was absent in Libya, but we know neither
her name nor that of her husband at the time. His
only brother had died years before when he had
just turned twenty, i.e. in 24 B.c. Both of the poet’s
parents also had passed away, his father at the
advanced age of ninety.

Ovid himself was married three times. He speaks
of his first wife whom he married when he was
*“ almost a boy,” as ‘ unworthy and useless.” The
marriage lasted but a short time and may have
ended in divorce. The second wife was ‘‘ blame-
less,” but this marriage also was broken off b
death or divorce. The poet does not tell us the
xvi
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names of these ladies, but he indicates that one of
them came from Falerii (4m. iii. 18.1). Ovid’s third
wife was ““ from the house "’ of the Fabii (P. i. 2.
186), but it is not certain that her name, which
Ovid does not give, was Fabia. She may have
been a poor relative (or a relative who had lost her
parents) who had lived in the protection of the
Iabian household. She was a widow (or divorced ?)
with one daughter, Perilla, when Ovid married her,
but the marriage seems to have been childless.!
Upon her devolved the care of the poet’s property
after he was exiled, and upon her efforts he rested
in large measure his hopes of pardon. Many
passages bear witness to his tender love for her;
he draws a most affecting picture of their mutual
despair at parting, and if at times after years of
exile he became somewhat peevish, we must pity
rather than condemn. The poor lady seems to have
been always faithful to his interests and no doubt
she did all within her power to secure a mitigation
of his sentence.

But neither family connexions nor influential friends
were able to save Ovid from his fate. After more
than thirty years of popularity, at the age of fifty,
he was suddenly ordered to leave that Rome which
was the very breath of life to men of his stamp
and take up his abode on the very edge of the
wilderness in a little town of which he had probably
never heard. The order emanated from the authority
of the Emperor and was never brought before the
Senate or a court. Ovid was not called an exul,

! Perilla later married Suillius (P. iv. 8. 11 and 90).

Some scholars believe that Perilla is a pseudonym and that
she was not connected with Ovid.
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but was ‘““relegated” (relegatus)l Relegatio was
milder than the exilium of the late republic in that
the poet’s property was not confiscated and his civie
rights were not taken from him, but it was harsher,
in Ovid’s case, in that he was ordered to stay in
one designated locality. The ezul of the republican
period might wander where he would provided he
kept beyond a prescribed radius from Rome. On the
other hand, to judge from Cicero’s case, the friends
of an exile of that period subjected themselves to
penalties if they aided him, whereas Ovid’s friends
freely assisted him and wrote to him. Even the
fear of being publicly known as his friends, which
prevailed at the time he was writing the Tristia, had
vanished from the minds of all but one or two when
the Pontic Epistles were written, and Ovid himself
states openly (P. iii. 6. 11 f.) that the Emperor
forbade neither mention of him nor correspondence
with him.

The sins which led Augustus to banish Ovid have
been endlessly discussed. The poet himself refers
to them again and again, but his references are so
vague that it is impossible to arrive at the whole
truth, and of course the lips of his contemporaries
were sealed. He was constantly hoping that his
penalty might be revoked or at least mitigated by
permission to change his place of exile, and he left
no stone unturned to effect one or the other of these
results. If we had his prose correspondence with
friends in Rome and elsewhere—a correspondence
to which he frequently refers—it would be easier
to solve the problem, but in the poems from exile
we have only such evidence as could be made public

1 7.4 131 ff.; iv. 4. 45f.: 9. 11 ff.; 5. 7; P.ii. 7. 56.
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without injuring the exile’s chances of pardon or
involving his friends. In weighing this evidence it
is necessary to allow for a double distortion—an over-
emphasis on the charges which could be publicly
argued and a corresponding reticence about those
which it seemed impolitic to discuss in public.
Moreover, the poet based his hope of pardon very
largely on confession of guilt ; he threw himself on
the mercy of the court which consisted, in this case,
of a single judge, the Emperor. Naturally, there-
fore, he did not argue his case as completely as he
could have done if he had been free to use all the
arguments at his disposal. He was aware that the
mere presentation of evidence could avail him
nothing.  There was no appeal from the judge's
verdict, but the judge himself might be induced
to relent.

Ovid asserts that there were two charges against
him, a poem and a mistake (7. ii. 207, “ duo crimina,
carmen et error’’) of which the poem was the first
in time. In many passages he makes the same
distinction between his sins, and it will be advisable,
even though they may have been connected, to
discuss them separately in order to determine the
poet’s own attitude.

The poem was the Ars Amatoria which was pub-
lished ¢. 1 B.c. This A4ri, as the poet often calls
it, is no more immoral than other erotic works,
among which Ovid mentions those of Tibullus
and Propertius, but it is explicitly didactic. It
gathers up and systematizes the-: erotic precepts
which had gradually been developed (largely under
Greek influence) by the Roman poets, especially
Gallus, Tibullus, Propertius, and Ovid himself. It

Xix
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taught love explicitly, and Ovid became known as
the chief erotic expert (praeceptor amoris). FErotic
teaching had appeared often enough in Greek and
Latin, but there had been no handbook like this.
The Art was the culmination, the shining example,
for it presented the subject as a didactic system,
and it was this aspect of the book, not the erotic
content per se, that angered Augustus. In his eyes
and in the eyes of all those who hoped to regenerate
Roman morals Ovid was the arch offender, and the
Art was his chief sin. When the poet was exiled
the Art was expelled from the public libraries and
placed under a ban.

The charge of pernicious influence through the
medium of the 4rt could be publicly discussed, and
since Ovid presents his case in the second book of
the Tristia, not to mention many other briefer
passages, the discussion need not be repeated here.
It is sufficient to say that he denied any intention
of immoral influence, proving that the A4rt was
explicitly restricted to affairs with courtesans, and
that he was no more blameworthy than countless
other writers if rcaders had made a perverse use
of his work. He complained truly that he was the
only erotic poet who had ever been punished for his
compositions. In view of ancient standards in such
matters it must be admitted that, so far as the Art
was concerned, he was harshly treated. But what-
ever the merits of the case the poet bitterly regretted
that he had ever written erotic verse, even at times
that he had ever attempted verse of any kind.
Augustus had condemned the 4rt, and Ovid had
perforce to admit that he had sinned.

In Ovid’s eyes then the Art was the earliest cause
XX
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of his exile and an important cause, but he says that
there was a later cause which “ had injured him
more "’ (P. iii. 8. 72). Since the latter could not
be discussed publicly, the poet speaks of it in very
general terms. It was not a crime (scelus), not
illegal, but rather a fault (culpa, vittum) which he
admitted to be wrong (peccatum, delictum, noza).
He had not been guilty wittingly, but through
chance ( fortuna, casus). 'There had been no criminal
action ( facinus) on his part, but he had laboured
under a misunderstanding, he had blundered (error).
He had been stupid (stultus), thoughtless (imprudens,
non sapiens), over ingenuous (simplicitas); he had
been ashamed (pudor) and afraid (tzmor, timidus).!

From the passages in which he speaks most fully
of this fault we infer that the affair with which it
was connected had a considerable history, or at
least that a full account of it would have been a
long one. It began with a misunderstanding on
Ovid’s part of something that he had seen by chance
(T. iii. 6. 27 ff.; ii. 103 ff.), but he must soon have
comprchended its import, for he began to be afraid.
He harboured it as a secret when advice might have
saved him,

e speaks of that which his eyes had seen as
something wrong, but not as a crime. He had not
at first considered it to be wrong, and perhaps his
later confession that it was wrong is due to the fact
that he was punished for it ; at least confession of

! For these terms ¢f. T, 4. 2. 100: iv. 4. 37 and 43 ff.;
Poii 9,715 T.1.2. 645 iv. 8,49 4. 443 P.i. 7. 41 1. 9.
725 T.oii 105 f.5 5. 2. 98 1F.; il 1045 P.di. 2,175 T. i, 5.
42 iil. 6. 30; P.ii. 2.17; 7. iii. 6.27; P. i. 6. 21; T\ iv.
4. 38; iii. 6. 11 ff.; P.ii. 6. 7.
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guilt was in this matter, as in the case of the Ars
Amatoria, a necessary part of his appeal to Augustus.!
It was necessary also for him to represent his friends,
however sympathetic they were, as siding with
Augustus, and so we hear that Cotta Maximus,
Messalinus, and Graecinus condemned or reproved
the poet’s sins ; they believed that Ovid had sinned
but that his sin was rather foolish than criminal.
The thing was an offence, a wound to Augustus,
and he had used harsh words about it, but there is
no proof that the wound concerned his private
affairs. In fact the sin did not, according to Ovid,
involve others but had ruined the poet alone. He
advances his original error as a partial excuse, not
as a defence, for his sin. This is his only plea, but it
is fairly clear that if the question could have been
argued he would have made a strong defence.

What had Ovid seen? Why, after he realized its
import, had he been afraid to reveal his knowledge ?
To the second question one may answer that he
was afraid of that which actually befell him, the
Emperor’s anger, for he must have been aware
that he was disliked by Augustus. But to the first
question there is with our present evidence no
satisfactory answer although it has afforded a
tempting field for surmise. Nevertheless such
evidence as we have makes it possible to define
approximately the nature of the thing, to say at
least in some degree what it was not, and so to
eliminate certain favourite hypotheses.

Ovid characterizes the affair as no crime, and we
may accept this statement because he would not
have ventured to misname it nor could he have

1 7. ii. 134, 209, 133.
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misunderstood it if it had been criminal. Ovid
himself could not discuss it because the case had been
closed by the Emperor’s verdict, but his statement
is supported by the fact that he alludes to it many
times without rebuke, that everybody knew it, and
that the Emperor made no attempt to hush it up.
It seems, therefore, very improbable that the evil
of which he became cognizant was anything so
heinous as the profligacy of the younger Julia, who
was banished at about the same time as the poet.
Ovid refers, it is true, to his fault as an offence
against Augustus, as a * wound,” an ‘“‘injury ” to
him, but such phrases need not imply that the
offence concerned the imperial household. Any
offence against the state, or that which Augustus
regarded as the interest of the state, was an injury
to the ruler.

Augustus’s own attitude, as shown by Ovid, in-
dicates that the poet’s sin was not a very heavy one.
To say nothing of the comparatively mild conditions
of Ovid’s relegatio, which he himself urges as
a proof of the Emperor’s estimate, the poet and
his friends were allowed to correspond freely, and
he was allowed to publish poetry appealing openly
to Augustus and to many others. It is plain that
Augustus and after his death Tiberius, who con-
tinued so religiously the policies of his predecessor,
were quite satisfied merely to have Ovid out of the
way. Ovid’s fault was serious enough to serve as
a pretext, that is all. It was the exciting cause of
his exile, and so he can speak of it as having ** injured
him more ”’ than the A4rs Amatoria, but the latter—
all his erotic verse in fact-—which had given him so
great and unsavoury a reputation as the purveyor
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of wanton titbits, was the predisposing cause. His
fault must have been something that enhanced the
poet’s pernicious influence by lowering his personal
reputation. With the Emperor it was the final
straw. Without it Ovid might never have been exiled,
for he was turning to more dignified work, the
Metamorphoses, the Fasti, but he could not escape
the notoriety of that earlier work which was still so
popular with his ““ host of readers. ”’

Augustus himself was no prude. He had a weak-
ness for mimes and he liked his little joke. It was
not the content of the Ars Amatoria but rather its
pernicious influence that angered him. If that
work had merely been the talk of a day it would
be impossible to understand why the Emperor
allowed eight or nine years to pass before punishing
its author. Everything indicates, however, that
time only increased the vogue of the book, and when
at an age that should have brought him wisdom
the poet made that final stupid blunder, the Emperor
became convinced that the question involved more
than mere literature ; it had passed into the sphere
of public policy. In brief, from the point of view
of Augustus, the ruler and reformer, Ovid had been
a nuisance for many years and had given fresh proof
of his incorrigibility by making a fool of himself.
The thing was too much. *“I amsick of this fellow,”
he decided. * Naviget! !

1 Schanz (see Bibliog.) gives a good résumé of modern
discussions. Boissier connects Ovid’s culpa with the intrigue
of the younger Julia and Silanus, and this has been the
favourite hypothesis. More recently S. Reinach (Rev. d¢
Philol. xxxiv., 1910, p. 347) and Némethy (see Bibliog.) have
tried to show that Ovid was implicated in the affair of
Agrippa Postumus, Augustus’s grandson, who was banished
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When the blow fell Ovid was in Elba, probably
in the suite of his friend Cotta Maximus, for the
latter heard of Ovid’s sin, and Ovid has described
the interview in which he stammeringly confessed to
Cotta that the report was true. This must have
been in the summer or early autumn of a.p. 8. Ovid
returned to Rome and arranged his affairs as best
he could. In his despair he contemplated suicide,
but he was not of the stuff of which suicides are
made. Moreover, he cherished hopes of pardon,
and he prevailed on his wife to remain behind to
work for this object. His parting from her and
the events of his dismal journey are described in
Tristia i., all of which, save possibly the proem, was
written before he reached Tomis. The account of
the journey does not begin until he has boarded
ship, at which time we find him storm-tossed on the
Adriatic, and so it is uncertain whether he followed
the Appian Way to Capua and its extension to
Brundisium, the customary route for travellers
bound to the East, or whether he embarked at
some port nearer Rome, for example, Ostia. At
any rate he sailed to Corinth, crossed the Isthmus
from Lechacum to Cenchreae and boarded a second
ship which carried him to Imbros and Samothrace.
This ship completed her voyage to Tomis, but the
poet preferred to cross from Samothrace to Tempyra
near the Thracian coast and so to finish his journey

not long before Ovid. The translator, after a fresh study of
all the evidence, agrees with Boissier (and Ehwald) that the
chief cause of exile was the Ars amat. and that the culpa
merely gave Augustus a pretext, but he differs from Boissier
as to the nature of the culpa. The evidence shows that the
culpa could not have been in itself anything very serious.
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by land. He must have journeyed slowly, for he
received news from home on the way, and it is
probable that he did not cross the Thracian mountains
to Tomis until the spring or summer of a.p. 9, since
he alludes to no discomfort from cold, although after
his arrival in Tomis this is a hardship on which he
dwells insistently.

Tomis ! Outlandish name! With what bitter-
ness the storm-tossed poet speaks of ** the Tomitans,
situate in some corner of the world ! We cannot
expect from a poct, much less from an exiled
poet, an adequate description of the town. It was
his interest to paint a gloomy picture. And yet if
we allow for his exaggeration of the hardships
there are details enough with which to form a
fairly good conception of the poet’s hostelry of
calamity.

Tomis ! (the modern Constantza) lay on an elevated
and rocky part of the coast, about sixty-five miles
south-west of the nearest mouth of the Danube, in
that part of Roumania now called the Dobrudja.
The townspeople were a mixed crowd of half-breed
Greeks and full-blooded barbarians. The latter
were in the majority and were chiefly of Getic,
hence Indo-Furopean, stock. They dressed in skins,
wore their hair and beards long, and went about
armed. They were fine horsemen and experts with
the bow. Apart from trade the chief occupation
of the region was grazing, for border warfare made
agriculture difficult. It was a rude community.
Latin was almost never heard and the people spoke
some hybrid Greek, but Getic and Sarmatian were

1 Tomis, not Tomi, is indicated by the manuscripts and is
the older form of the name, ¢f. Pick (see Bibliog.).
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so much in use that Ovid was forced to learn these
languages. He even wrote a poem in Getic.

The coastal region is often called by Ovid
¢ Pontus”’ after the Pontus Euxinus, the modern
Black Sea, which washed its shores. Sometimes
he speaks of it as Pontus Laevus or Sinister,
“ Pontus-on-the-Left” (as one enters the Black
Sea), to distinguish it from the kingdom of Pontus
in Asia Minor, but at times these epithets seem
to mean ‘‘ill-omened.” Tomis itself was an ancient
colony of Miletus and was in ancient as in modern
times an important port. Because of the silt
in the outlets of the Danube much freight passed
to and from the river, in ancient times, by
way of Tomis. The country about the town is
in general flat and treeless, often marshy. Ovid
oftcn speaks of this and also of the bad water
which, together with the rough fare, may have caused
the frequent illnesses which he mentions. He
suffered from indigestion, fever, insomnia, “an
aching side.” He dwells on the extreme cold.
Snow lies all winter, the Danube and the sea are
frozen hard, even wine freezes in the jar and is
served in pieces! The hair of the barbarians
“ tinkles withice.” This picture, as modern evidence
proves, is not overdrawn. Although the latitude
of Tomis is about the same as that of Florence, the
winters are very severe. The temperature in the flat
country sinks at times to 20° or even 30° below zero
(Fahrenheit), and the Danube is sometimes ice-
bound for three months. Violent winds, as Ovid
also observed, are prevalent.

Since Tomis was a border town it was subject to
raids by the wild tribes from across the Danube,
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and this constant peril was in Ovid’s eyes one of
his worst misfortunes. The shepherds wore helmets
as they tended their flocks. When the barbarians
swooped down they destroyed or carried away
everything that could not be brought within the
walls. Poisoned arrows fell thickly within the town
and even the clderly poet was called upon to aid
in the defence. We are reminded of the tales of
colonial America and the warfare of the settlers
against the savages.

Such is the picture that Ovid paints. No wonder
that he regarded Tomis as *‘ the worst clement in
his cruel lot,” for it would be difficult to conceive
of a place more distasteful to a man of his type.
And yet even in his account there are some bright
spots. The people were rough but they were kind to
him. They realized how hard it was for such a man
to live a virtual prisoner among them. They
honoured him by a decree exempting him from
taxation and they listened sympathetically when he
told them of his appeals to be restored to his native
land. For all this the poet was grateful, and when
his wild hosts became aware of his attacks upon
their land and showed their indignation, he was
almost in despair. They could hardly be expected
to accept the distinction that he made between
his gratitude to them and his detestation of their
country.

There was nothing of Roman sternness about
Ovid. Physically he was not strong and, even if
the portrait which he draws of himself in exile—
his emaciation, his pallor and whitening hair, his
frequent illnesses—is exaggerated, it is clear that
he was not one who cared for the strenuous life.
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His tastes were all against it. He did not care for
exercises in arms, though he professes that he had
to don a helmet to aid in the defence of Tomis.
Archery, the favourite sport of the barbarians, had
no attractions for him. In fact the only form of
outdoor occupation that he cared for was gardening.
This he had practised in Italy and he would have
liked to continue it at Tomis if such a thing had
been possible. He liked the ordinary inactive amuse-
ments, dice-playing, etc., as little as he did physical
exercises. ¢ Games,” he said, ¢ are wont to waste
that precious thing, our time ! ”’

He was abstemious. Kating and drinking as mere
pleasures did not appeal to him; “ You know,” he
writes to Flaccus, ‘* that water is almost my only
drink.” In his younger days his heart had not
been impregnable to Cupid’s darts, although he
asserts that no scandal had ever been attached to
his name, but advancing years and the sorrows of
exile had removed this susceptibility.

There was little of the philosopher or the scientist
in Ovid and nothing at all of the explorer. What
a chance he had during his long residence at Tomis
to study the geography and ethnology of that almost
unknown region! What a chance for excursions
into the wild country and among tribes still wilder !
Probably such excursions would not have been
contrary to the decree of relegatio. But he was
not a Varro or a Pliny, and his only attempt at
science (aside from his effort to explain the freczing
of the Pontus) seems to have been his Ialieutica, a
disquisition, of which only a fragment remains, on
the fishes and animals of the Pontus. Nowhere in
all his verses is there an adequate description of the
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many interesting barbarian tribes with which he
became so familiar. Such details as he gives are
almost always part of his effort to paint his lot in
the darkest colours.

But we cannot reproach him for the lack of qualities
which he did not possess. His interests were in that
humanity whose life centred in the great metropolis.
His feeling was that of Catullus, *“ that is my settled
abode, there do I pluck the blooms of life,” or of
Cicero, “ I am gripped by a marvellous love of the
city.” But unlike his two great predecessors he
was forced to doubt whether he was ever to behold
that loved city again. No wonder that the longing
to return became with him an obsession, no wonder
that to a man of his tastes Tomis was the hardest
element in his fate.

A few congenial companions would have greatly
lightened the tedium of his exile. He had been
a brilliant declaimer and undoubtedly an equally
brilliant conversationalist. If there had only been
some friend with whom he could have whiled away
the lagging hours in those endless talks which he
recalls so pleasantly! But he was forced to talk
with his friends by letter and in imagination. Cut
off thus from his friends and from everything that
he held dear, unable to find or to create for himself
any real interest in his surroundings, he found his
chief solace in writing. Poctry had ruined him,
but he could not lightly abandon his very nature
and the practice of a lifetime. He was a born poet
and he felt an irresistible impulse to write. Poetic
composition not only comforted him and hastened
the dragging hours, but although it had injured
him he had hoped that, perhaps, like Telephus of
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old, he would be healed by the very weapon that
had wrought him harm; he sought no fame, but
poetry was the best means in his power of making
a personal effort in his own behalf. Therefore he
wrote, and the verse of this period, apart from its
references to others, throws interesting lights upon
his own work and his own methods.

Ovid was a very careful artist, severe in self-
criticism, although he was a generous critic of
others. Occasionally he speaks of hurried com-
position, but his habit was quite the opposite. He
toiled over his work, and his verse smells of the lamp.
Before his exile he had followed the practice, common
at the time, of reading his poetry to discerning
friends in order to profit by their advice, and to
revise it carefully before publication. In Tomis he
complains that there was nobody to whom he could
read it ; he had to be his own critic, and he shrank
from the task of revision. Moreover, all the condi-
tions favourable for good work were lacking—an
untroubled mind, peaceful surroundings, abundant
books, the stimulus of an audience (P. iv. 2. 29 ff.).
He has so little opportunity to speak Latin that he
fears lest barbarisms creep into his work. His
talent is broken and the stream of his inspiration is
dried up. He recognizes the faults of his work
and admits that it is poor stuff, not better than
his lot. Again and again he asks indulgence for it.

Poetry written by such a man amid such surround-
ings was inevitably monotonous and aroused criticism.
The almost unvarying sadness of its tone, the con-
stant repetition of the same appeal were criticized.
He admits the charge ; his poetry is conditioned by
his lot and by his purpose, and he regards possible

xxxi



INTRODUCTION

advantage to himself as preferable to fame ; if he
could be restored to his home he would be gay as
of old, though he would never again attempt wanton
verse.l

And yet, although his work of necessity fell short of
his ideals, he was conscious that it was good enough
to be read, for the host of readers of which he boasts
must have included many who were not interested
solely in the work of his happier years. His great
reputation also must have interested many in the
poetry of a fallen idol, even if from mere curiosity
to discover how that idol comported himself in
exile. He affirms, moreover, that to be named in
his verse was to receive fame. This affirmation was
not mere convention, nor was it entirely for the
purpose of propaganda that he published these
poems. He believed that they were worth pub-
lishing. Andhe wasright. They are too pervasively
gloomy, although the reader will find not a few
exceptions to the rule, and their purpose is too
obviously pressed. Nevertheless as human docu-
ments they possess great interest in spite of the
author’s weakness and slavish fawning.

Their chief interest, however, lies in their art.
Ovid possessed remarkable powers over language :
he was a great phrase-maker. He was also one of
the greatest of metricians. These are high qualities,
and in the poems from exile they are scarcely
impaired at all, in spite of the fact that here as
elsewhere in Ovid they often degenerate into mere
juggling with words. But when the poet is at his
best there is the old skill in the use of a remarkably
simple vocabulary, the old simplicity of structure, the

1T.v. 1,
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same limpid clearness and skilful arrangement, the
same sweetness and melody in the verse. No
translation can hope to render all this. It cannot be
separated from the Latin. But the translator can
at least use simple English ; he can try to be clear
and to hint at the beauties of the order. He can
do little else. Ovid destroyed much that he wrote,
he tells us, and the Tristia and Epistulae ex Ponto
are the cream of his years of exile. Considering
the fact that they represent eight or nine years of
work their bulk is not great. Because of the
monotony of their content and tone and the almost
constant obtrusion of mere rhetorical trickery they
will never be popular, and yet they contain much
that is admirable. To those who can be patient
with Ovid, who like good writing for its own sake,
the poems from exile will always make a strong
appeal.

CuroNoLoGgY AND PusBLICATION

In P. iv. 6. 16 there is a reference to the death
of Augustus together with the statement (v. 5) that
Ovid has passed an Olympiad of five years in Scythia.
Augustus died August 19, a.n. 14. Therefore P.
iv. 6 was written in the autumn of a.n. 14, and the
poet had been in Tomis since A.p. 9 (probably summer
at latest). The poems of T. i. were all written
during his journey into exile (7.i.11.1 ff.), and since
he refers in this book to December and winter
(T.i. 11. 8 ff., 89, etc.), but mentions no discomforts
of a winter journey through the Thracian mountains,
and since he travelled so leisurely that he received
news from home (7'.1i. 6. 8 ff,, i. 9. 89 f.), it is very
probable that he left Rome in the autumn or early
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winter of A.p. 8. Moreover, T. iv. 10. 95 f. implies
that he was fifty when he was ordered into exile (cf.
Ibis 1). If he is speaking at all precisely, we may
infer that the order came after March 20, aA.p. 8, his
fiftieth birthday. On this basis we may establish
the following table :

T.i. Composed during the winter, a.n. 8-9.

T. ii. Composeda.p. 9. Tiberius is still warring
in Pannonia, and Ovid has not heard of the
close of the war and of Tiberius’s transfer to
Germany after the defeat of Varus (cf. vv.
177, 225 fF.).

T.iii. Composed a.p.9-10. Germany hasrebelled

(¢f. iii. 12. 47 ff.). The defeat of Varus

occurred in the late summer or autumn

A.D. Q.

iv. Composed a.p. 10-11. Tiberius is cam-

paigning against the Germans (a.p. 10, cf.

iv. 2. 2). Ovid has passed two summers away

from home (7.e. autumn of A.p. 10, ¢f. iv. 6. 19),

and two winters (i.e. the spring of either a.p.

10 or 11 is meant, according as we interpret

the passage to refer to two winters since the

poct left Rome, or two passed in Tomis, cf.

iv.7.11.).

T.v. Composed a.p.11-12,¢f. v. 10. 1 (after three
winters or in the third winter in Pontus, z.e.
in the winter, c¢f. a.n. 11-12, or spring of
A.n. 12).  Also Ovid has not yet heard of the
triumph of Tiberius, January 16, A.n. 13,1 i.e.
he is writing before that date.

N

1 Cf. H. Schulz, Quaestiones Ovid., 1883, p. 15, and
Mommsen, Provinces (Fngl. transl.), i. p. 55.
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P. i-ii. were published as a unit, ¢f. the proem
(i. 1) and the epilogue (iii. 9) to Brutus.

P. i-ii. Composed a.p. 12-13. The triumph is
expected, z.e. before January 16, a.p. 13,
and therefore late in A.n. 12, ¢f. iii. 8. 86.
Other references to the triumph imply that
Ovid is writing not long before it or not long
after it, 7z.e. in the latter part of A.p. 12 or
the early part of A.p. 13, ¢f. ii. 1. 1 and 46;
ii. 2. 755 ii. 5. 27 iii. 1. 136 iii. 4. 3 ff.
Also Ovid is in Tomis for the fourth winter,
i.e. the winter of 12-18 A.p,, ¢f. i. 2. 26, and
for the fourth autumn, 7.e. the autumn of
A.D. 12, cf. i. 8. 27. Lastly iv. 4 was sent to
Sex. Pompey before he entered on his consul-
ship in a.p. 14, i.e. this poem of the fourth
book was written in the latter part of a.p. 13.
It is quite possible that some of the letters
which cannot be dated may have been written
before some of the later 7'ristia.

P. iv. Composed a.p. 13-16. P. iv. 4 belongs to
A.D. 13 (sece above), iv. 5 to A.p. 14, since it
was written after Pompey became consul.
iv. 6 was written after Augustus’s death, i.e.
in the autumn a.p. 14. The sixth summer
(iv. 10. 1) and the sixth winter (iv. 13. 40) in
Tomis are mentioned, ¢.e. the summer of
A.D. 14 and the winter of A.p. 14-15. The
latest reference is that to the consulship of
Graecinus (iv. 9. 4), and since he was consul
suffectus A.p. 16, and the letter was intended
to reach him on the day he took office
in May, it was probably written early in
A.D. 16,
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Thus the letters of P. iv., so far as they can be
dated, were composed a.p. 18-16, but some of the
letters which cannot be dated may have been
written a little before or a little after this period.
Since the book has no proem and several of the
letters are addressed to persons not mentioned
before, it is probable that Ovid did not himself
collect these letters for publication in book form.
Perhaps, on the other hand, he was preparing to
do so, for iv. 16 has the air of having been written
as an epilogue. It is a variation on that assertion
of fame which was a convention with Augustan poets,
only, since Ovid regarded himself as already dead
to the world, Horace’s non omnis moriar becomes
here a non omnis mortuus sum.

The internal evidence already cited shows that
it was Ovid’s custom to send each letter separately
to its recipient, and when enough letters had
accumulated to collect them for publication in book
form. At the time of publication it is possible
that he excluded some letters which had been sent
separately ; certainly he added the introductory
and perhaps some of the closing poems. Each book,
save 7. ii., which is one long composition, and
P. iv. (see above), is provided with such poems, and
the same is true of P. i-iii., which for purposes of
publication formed a unit. With this exception
eachfbook also was published separately (¢f. 7. v.
1L1f1).

The arrangement of letters within the books is
not chronological. This is proved for the Pontic
Epistles by the chronological references which they
contain, and by Ovid’s statement that the pieces
of P. i.-iii. were collected ‘ without order ™ (P. iii.
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9. 58), which refers primarily if not exclusively to
chronological order, and it is probable for the T7ristia,
since at least the proems do not owe their positions
to considerations of chronology. We should make
an exception to this general principle when pairs
of letters to the same person occur within a book.
Such pairs seem to be in chronological order. The
letters are therefore not arranged chronologically
but so as to present as much variety as possible.

As Ovid himself states (P. i. 1. 15 ff.), the Tristia
do not differ essentially from the Pontic Epistles except
that, so far as the epistolary form is concerned, the
recipients of the Tristia are not addressed by name.
The term epistula is in fact used of one of the Tristia
(T. v. 4. 1). In the Tristia only the members of
the imperial house are addressed by name!; in the
Pontic Epistles all the persons addressed are named
save two enemies (P. iv. 3 and 16) and one friend
who was still afraid to be connected so openly with
the exile (P. iii. 6).

Saint Jerome, in his continuation of the Chronicle
of Eusebius says, under the year o.n. 16 or (according
to some manuscripts) 17, that Ovid died in exile
and was buried near Tomis. The dates agree well
with the latest datable reference in the poems from
exile—the consulship of Graecinus, a.p. 16. The
date A.p. 18, which is often given, is based on Fasti
i. 223-226, a reference to the restoration of the temple
of Janus, near the theatre of Marcellus, which was
completed by Tiberius in that year. But this
restoration was begun by Augustus, and Ovid’s
words do not certainly imply that the work was
completed at the time he was writing.

1 Except Perilla (7. iii. 7).
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A smaller share of the fame which Ovid often
prophesies for his verse fell to the poems from exile
than to other parts of his work, especially the
Metamorphoses, and yet there is abundant evidence
that this poetry of his declining years has been read
almost continuously from his own time to ours.
During the centuries of the Empire it is constantly
mentioned and often imitated by the poets, both
pagan and Christian, although the prose writers
contain few references. From early in the second
century to the first half of the fourth there is a
period of silence, but the references then begin once
more and continue through the Carlovingian Age
and the Middle Ages to the Renaissance. If space
permitted, a long list of poets might be given who
knew and used these works of Ovid.

In the Middle Ages Ovid was, with Vergil and
Horace, one of the best known Roman writers.
Many library catalogues contain lists of his works,
Latin poems such as the Nuz, the Elegia de Philomela,
the Laus Pisonis, were attributed to him, and new
poems composed in imitation of him were published
under his name. The great vogue of the Tristia,
and in less degree the Pontic Epistles, came in the
twelfth and thirteenth centuries. They were used
for the construction of fanciful lives of the poet
and even introduced into schools. They were much
imitated and pillaged ; in the fourteenth century
Alberto Mussato, the friend of Dante, composed a
cento from the Tristia, and Dante himself made use
of the Tristia together with the other works of
Ovid. To this interest we owe the numerous
manuscripts which date from this period, and the
careful study devoted to the poet is manifest in
XXXViii
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the throng of interpolations, showing knowledgc
of the verse technique, with which these manuseripts
are filled. In the fifteenth century the number of
manuscripts greatly increased and two editiones
principes appeared in 1471, at Rome and Bologna
respectively.  Both are folios in two volumes, and
both include, in addition to the 7Tristia and Pontic
Epistles, together with most of the other authentic
works, some of the poems wrongly attributed to
Ovid.

The influence of Ovid on the literatures of modern
Furope has been very great and extends to writers
of the first rank—Goethe, Shakespeare, etec.—but
it is impossible to discuss it here. The subject has by
no means been thoroughly investigated, but the works
cited in the Bibliography will give the reader at
least a general idea of its extent and its importance.

Tue Text

The text of the Tristia depends in the main upon seven
manuscripts, several of which are fragmentary :

O, the Tréves fragment, of the tenth century, containing
only T. ii. 11. 1-31, 33-ii. 21; and iv. 4. 35-65,
67-v. 9.

L, in the Laurentian Library. Parts of this wms.
belong to the eleventh century, parts to the
fifteenth, and there is a lacuna of 398 lines (iii. 7.
2-iv. 1. 11). Because of the fragmentary condition
of O the older parts of L are the mainstay of the
text.

A, probably of the eleventh century, a mMs. now lost,
many of whose readings are known from marginalia
by Poliziano in an edition now in the Bodleian
Library.
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G, of the thirteenth century, a Ms. at Wolffenbiittel.

H, of the thirteenth century, a Ms. at Holkham House,
seat of the Earl of Leicester.

P, of the fifteenth century, a Vatican ms.

V, of the thirteenth century, also in the Vatican.

The last five manuscripts constitute the second class
and are most important where © and L are not available.
All five come from some source which contained many
interpolations (glosses, conjectures, etc.), so that it is
often very difficult on their evidence alone to ascertain
the right reading.

Occasional help is derived from a third class, the
inferior manuscripts. Readings derived from these are
marked by the symbol 5. The deflorationes also (excerpts
made in the Middle Ages) are of some service.

The best manuscripts of the Pontic Epistles represent
(except II, which contains the Tristia also) a different
tradition from that of the 7»istia. The most important
are :

G, of the sixth century, a mere fragment containing
only P. iv. 9, 101-108, 127-133, and iv. 12, 15-19,
41-44.

Class I. :

A, of the ninth century, at Hamburg ; fragmentary,
containing only P. i.-iii. 2. 67, except i. 3 which
is omitted.

B, of the twelfth century, at Munich (No. 384).

C, of the twelfth century, at Munich (No. 19,476).

Class II. :

E, of the thirteenth century, at Eton.

H, of the thirteenth century, at Holkham House.

O, of the fifteenth century, in the Bodleian.

Other manuscripts of this class and also the later
manuscripts ($) are of occasional service. These manu-
scripts, li{;e those of the same period of the Tristia, have
been much tinkered.

G and A are best. When these are not available, B, O
afford the best basis, supplemented by E, II, O.
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Some light is thrown on the text of the Tristia and Ex
Ponto by inscriptions and the testimony of other Latin
writers, but this material is meagre.

The text of the present volume is based in the main
upon that of R. Ehwald, Leipzig, 1884 (Teubner text)!
together with the many modifications suggested by the
same scholar’s publications since 1884. But the trans-
lator has also profited greatly by the labours of other
scholarg, especially S. G. Owen (see Bibliog.). The
present text differs in hundreds of places from both
Ehwald and Owen.

In the brief critical apparatus an effort has been made
(1) to indicate all passages in which the text adopted
does not rest on good sources, and (2) to give a running
gelection of variants contained in the better sources.
Thus, a reading reprinted in the critical apparatus with
an appended s 18 taken from the later and inferior manu-
scripts ; a reading followed by the name of a scholar
is a conjecture by that scholar. Variants printed without
symbols are always derived from one or more of the
better manuscripts. This system has been adopted to
save space, since the purpose of the critical apparatus is
merely to indicate to readers who may be interested the
corrupt passages and to give some idea of the extent to
which the manuscripts have been interpolated. For
full lists of variants Owen’s editions should be consulted.

! The translator regrets that the new edition of this text
by R. Ehwald and F. Levy came into his hands after the
final proofs of this volume had been corrected, and so could
not be used.
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OVID’S TRISTIA



TRISTIUM LIBER PRIMUS

L

Parve—nec invideo—sine me, liber, ibis in urbem.
ei mihi, quod ! domino non licet ire tuo !
vade, sed incultus, qualem decet exulis esse ;
infelix habitum temporis huius habe.
5 nec te purpureo velent vaccinia fuco—
non est conveniens luctibus ille color—
nec titulus minio, nec cedro charta notetur,
candida nec nigra cornua fronte geras.
felices ornent haec instrumenta libellos ;
10 fortunae memorem te decet esse meae.
nec fragili geminae poliantur pumice frontes,
hirsutus sparsis ut videare comis.
neve liturarum pudeat ; qui viderit illas,
de lacrimis factas sentiet 2 esse meis.
15 vade, liber, verbisque meis loca grata saluta :
contingam certe quo licet illa pede.
siquis, ut in populo, nostri non inmemor illi,3
siquis, qui, quid agam, forte requirat, crit,

1 cum vel quo % sentiat corr. s 2 illo

! The order of the poems is not chronological. (See
Introd. p. xxxv1.)
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OVID’S TRISTIA—BOOK 1

I. Tue Porer To mis Book1l

Litree book, you will go without me-—and I
grudge it not—to the city. Alas that your master
is not allowed to go! Go, but go unadorned, as
becomes the book of an exile; in your misfortune
wear the garb that befits these days of mine. You
shall have no cover dyed with the juice of purple
berries—no fit colour is that for mourning; your
title shall not be tinged with vermilion nor your
paper with oil of cedar; and you shall wear no
white bosses upon your dark edges2 Books of good
omen should be decked with such things as these ;
‘tis my fate that you should bear in mind. Let no
brittle pumice polish your two edges; I would have
you appear with locks all rough and disordered.
Be not ashamed of blots; he who sees them will
feel that they were caused by my tears.

15 Go, my book, and in my name greet the loved
places : I will tread them at lcast with what foot 3
I may. If, as is natural in so great a throng, there
shall be any there who still remembers me, any
who may perchance ask how I fare, you are to say

2 In Ovid’s time the Roman book was a roll. The ends
of the rod (bosses, knobs) were called cornua (* horns ).
® 4.e. metrical foot,



OVID

vivere me dices, salvum tamen esse negabis ;
20 id quoque, quod vivam, munus habere dei.
atque ita tu tacitus—quaerenti plura legendus !'—
ne, quae non opus est, forte loquare, cave!
protinus admonitus repetet mea crimina lector,
et peragar populi publicus ore reus.
25 tu cave defendas, quamvis mordebere dictis ;
causa patrocinio non bona maior ? erit.
invenies aliquem, qui me suspiret ademptum,
carmina nec siccis perlegat ista genis,
et tacitus secum, ne quis malus audiat, optet,
30 it mea lenito Caesare poena levis.
nos quoque, quisquis erit, ne sit miser ille, precamur,
placatos miseris qui volet esse deos ;
quaeque volet, rata sint, ablataque principis ira
sedibus in patriis det mihi posse mori.
35 ut peragas mandata, liber, culpabere forsan
ingeniique minor laude ferere mei.
iudicis officium est ut res, ita tempora rerum
quaerere. quaesito tempore tutus eris.
carmina proveniunt animo deducta sereno ;
40 nubila sunt subitis tempora nostra malis.
carmina secessum scribentis et otia quaerunt ;
me mare, me venti, me fera iactat hiems.
carminibus metus omnis obest 3; ego perditus ensem
haesurum iugulo iam puto iamque meo.
45 haec quoque quod facio, iudex mirabitur aequus,
scriptaque cum venia qualiacumque leget.

1 legendum corr. Ehwald % peior §
% abest corr. Francius



TRISTIA, I. 1. 19-46

that I live, yet not in health and happiness ; that
even the fact of life I hold to be the gift of a god.
Except for this be silent—for he who asks more
must read you—and take care that you chance not
to say what you should not; forthwith, if but a
reminder be given, the reader will recall my sins,
and I shall still be convicted by the people’s voice
as a public criminal. Do you take care to make no
defence though attacked with biting words; my
case is not a good one, and will prove too difficult
for advocacy. You are to find one who sighs
over my exile, reading your lines with cheeks that
are not dry, one who will utter a silent prayer
unheard by any ill-wisher, that through the soften-
ing of Caesar’s anger my punishment may be
lightened. On my part I pray that whoever he
may be, suffering may not come to him who wishes
the gods to be kind to suffering. May his wish be
fulfilled ! May the removal of the Prince’s wrath

grant me the power to die at home in my country !
35 Though you should carry out my directions
you will be criticized perchance, my book, and re-
garded as beneath the glory of my genius. 'Tis
a judge’s duty to investigate both the circumstances
and the time of an act. If they ask the time you
will be secure. Poetry comes fine spun from a
mind at peace; my days are clouded with un-
expected woes. Poetry requires the writer to be
in privacy and ease; I am harassed by the sea, by
gales, by wintry storms. Poetry is injured by any
fear; I in my ruin am ever and ever expecting a
sword to pierce my throat. Even the making of
such verse as this will surprise a fair-minded critic
and he will read these verses with indulgence, how-
5



OVID

da mihi Maeoniden et tot circumice ! casus,
ingenium tantis excidet omne malis.
denique securus famae, liber, ire memento,
50 nec tibi sit lecto displicuisse pudor.
non ita se nobis praebet Fortuna secundam,
ut tibi sit ratio laudis habenda tuae.
donec eram sospes, tituli tangebar amore,
quaerendique mihi nominis ardor erat.
565 carmina nunc si non studiumque, quod obfuit, odi,
sit satis ; ingenio sic fuga parta meo.
tu tamen i pro me, tu, cui licet, aspice Romam.
di facerent, possem nunc meus esse liber !
nec te, quod venias magnam peregrinus in urbem,
60 ignotum popu]o posse venire puta.
ut titulo careas, ipso noscere colore ;
dissimulare velis, te liquet esse meum.
clam tamen intrato, ne te mea carmina lacdant 3
non sunt ut quondam plena favoris erant.
65 siquis erit, qui te, quia sis meus, esse legendum
non putet, e gremio reiciatque suo,
“inspice ' dic “ titulum. mnon sum praeceptor
amoris ;
quas meruit, poenas iam dedit illud opus.”
forsitan expectes, an in alta Palatia missum
70 scandere te iubeam Caesareamque domum.,
ignoscant augusta mihi loca dique locorum !
venit in hoc illa fulmen ab arce caput.

1 circumice Heinsius : circumspice



TRISTIA, I. 1. 47-72

ever poor they are. Pray bring the Maeonian!
and cast just as many dangers about him ; all his
genius will fall away in the presence of such great
ills.

49 Take heed, then, my book, to go untroubled
about fame, and be not ashamed that your readers
gain no pleasure. Fortune is not now so favourable
to me that you should take account of your praise.
In the time of my security I was touched by the
love of renown, and I burned to win a name. Now
let it be enough if I do not hate poetry and the
pursuit which has injured me; through that my
own wit has brought me exile. But do you go in
my stead, do you, who are permitted to do so, gaze
on Rome! Would that the gods might grant me
now to be my book !—and think not, because you
enter into the great city as one from foreign lands,
that you can come as a stranger to the people.
Though you should lack a title, your very style will
bring recognition ; though you should wish to
play the deceiver, it is clear that you are mine.
And yet enter secretly, that my verses may not
harm you ; they are not popular as once they were.
If there shall be anybody who thinks you unworthy
to be read for the reason that you are mine and
repels you from his breast, say to him, * Examine
the title. I am not the teacher of love ; that work 2
has already paid its deserved penalty.”

% Perchance you are waiting to see if I shall
send you to the lofty Palatine and bid you mount
to Caesar’s house. May those places of awe and
the gods of those places grant me pardon! It was
from that citadel that the bolt fell upon this head

! Homer. # A reference to the Ars amatoria.

7
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esse quidem memini mitissima sedibus illis
numina, sed timeo qui nocuere deos.
75 terretur minimo pennae stridore columba,
unguibus, accipiter, saucia facta tuis.
nec procul a stabulis audet discedere, siqua
excussa est avidi dentibus agna lupi.
vitaret caelum Phaéthon, si viveret, et quos
80 optarat stulte, tangere nollet equos.
me quoque, quae sensi, fateor Iovis arma timere :
me reor infesto, cum tonat, igne peti.
quicumque Argolica de classe Capherea fugit,
semper ab Euboicis vela retorsit! aquis;
85 et mea cumba semel vasta percussa procella
illum, quo laesa est, horret adire locum.
ergo cave, liber, et timida circumspice mente,
ut satis a media sit tibi plebe legi.
dum petit infirmis nimium sublimia pennis
90 Icarus, aequoreas nomine fecit aquas.?
difficile est tamen hinc, remis utaris an aura,
dicere : consilium resque locusque dabunt.
si poteris vacuo tradi, si cuncta videbis
mitia, si vires fregerit ira suas,
95 siquis erit, qui te dubitantem et adire timentem
tradat, et ante tamen pauca loquatur, adi.
luce bona dominoque tuo felicior ipso
pervenias illuc et mala nostra leves.
namgque ea vel nemo, vel qui mihi vulnera fecit
100  solus Achilleo tollere more potest.

1 retorquet corr. Bentley
3 Jcarias : aequoreis nomina fecit aquis §



TRISTIA, I. 1. 73-100

of mine. There are, I know, in those shrines deities
of exceeding mercy, but I still fear the gods who
have wrought me harm. The least rustle of a
feather brings dread upon the dove that thy talons,
O hawk, have wounded. Nor does any lamb,
once wrested from the teeth of a ravenous wolf,
venture to go far from the fold. Pha&thon would
avoid the sky if he were alive; the steeds which
in his folly he desired, he would refuse to touch.
I too admit—for I have felt it—that I fear the
weapon of Jupiter: I believe myself the target of a
hostile bolt whenever the thunder roars. Every
man of the Argive fleet who escaped the Capherean
rocks always turned his sails away from the waters
of Fuboea; and even so my bark, once shattered by
a mighty storm, dreads to approach that place where
it was wrecked. Therefore be careful, my book,
and look all around with timid heart, so as to find
content in being read by ordinary folk. By seeking
too lofty heights on weak wings Icarus gave a name
to waters of the sea. Yet from this position of
mine ’tis hard to say whether you should use the
oars or the breeze. You will be advised by the
time and the place. If you can be handed to him!
when he is at leisure, if you see everything kindly
disposed, if his anger has lost its keenness, if there
is anybody, while you are hesitating in fear to
approach, who will hand you to him, introducing
you with but a few brief words—then approach him.
On a lucky day and with better fortune than
your master may you arrive there and lighten my
misfortunes. For cither nobody can remove them
or, in the fashion of Achilles, that man only who
1 The Emperor.

9
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tantum ne noceas, dum vis prodesse, videto—
nam spes est animi nostra timore minor—
quaeque quiescebat, ne mota resaeviat ira
et poenae tu sis altera causa, cave!
105 cum tamen in nostrum fueris penetrale receptus,
contigerisque tuam, scrinia curva, domum,
aspicies illic positos ex ordine fratres,
quos studium cunctos evigilavit idem.
cetera turba palam titulos ostendet apertos,
110 et sua detecta nomina fronte geret ;
tres procul obscura latitantes parte videbis,—
sic quoque,’ quod nemo nescit, amare docent.
hos tu vel fugias, vel, si satis oris habebis,
Oedipodas facito Telegonosque voces.
115 deque tribus, moneo, si qua est tibi cura parentis,
ne quemquam, quamvis ipse docebit, ames.
sunt quoque mutatae, ter quinque volumina, formae,
nuper ab exequiis carmina rapta meis.
his mando dicas, inter mutata referri
120  fortunae vultum corpora posse meae.
namque ea dissimilis subito est effecta priori,
flendaque nune, aliquo tempore laeta fuit.
plura quidem mandare tibi, si quaeris, habebam,
sed vereor tardae causa fuisse morae ?;
125 et si quae subeunt, tecum, liber, omnia ferres,
sarcina laturo magna futurus eras.

1 hi qui vel hi quoque : sic quoque Bentley
viae

1 See Index, 8.v. Telephus.
10



TRISTIA, I. 1. 101-126

wounded me.! Only see that you do no harm in
your wish to help—for my hope is smaller than my
fear—and that slumbering wrath | —take care that it
be not roused to renewed fierceness and that you
be not to me a second cause of punishment.

105 But when you find refuge in my sanctuary,
rcaching your own home, the round book-cases, you
will behold there brothers arranged in order—
brothers whom the same craftmanship produced
with toil and waking. The rest of the band will
display their titles openly, bearing their names on
their exposed edges, but three at some distance
will strive to hide themselves in a dark place, as
you will notice—even so, as everybody knows,
they teach how to love. These you should either
avoid or, if you have the assurance, give them the
names of Oedipus or of Telegonus.2 And I warn
you, if you have any regard for your father, love not
any one of the three, though he himself teach you.
There are also thrice five rolls about changing forms,3
poems recently saved from the burial of my fortunes.
To these I bid you say that the aspect of my own
fate can now be reckoned among those metamor-
phosed figures. For that aspect has on a sudden
become quite different from what it was before—
a cause of tears now, though once of joy. More
directions for you, if you ask me, I have been
keeping, but I fear to be the cause of lingering delay ;
and if you were to carry with you, my book, all that
occurs to me, ’tis likely you would be a heavy burden
to him who shall bear you. The road is long. Make

2 Both were parricides, and so, like Ovid’s book, destroyed

the author of their being.
3 The Metamorphoses in fifteen books.

11
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longa via est, propera ! nobis habitabitur orbis
ultimus, a terra terra remota mea.

II.

Di maris et caeli—quid enim nisi vota supersunt ?—
solvere quassatae parcite membra ratis,
neve, precor, magni subscribite Caesaris irae !
saepe premente deo fert deus alter opem.
6 Mulciber in Troiam, pro Troia stabat Apollo ;
aequa Venus Teucris, Pallas iniqua fuit.
oderat Aenean propior Saturnia Turno ;
ille tamen Veneris numine tutus erat.
saepe ferox cautum petiit Neptunus Ulixen ;
10  eripuit patruo saepe Minerva suo.
et nobis aliquod, quamvis distamus ab illis,
quis vetat irato numen adesse deo ?
verba miser frustra non proficientia perdo.
ipsa graves spargunt ora loquentis aquae,
15 terribilisque Notus iactat mea dicta, precesque
ad quos mittuntur, non sinit ire deos.
ergo idem venti, ne causa laedar in una,
velaque nescio quo votaque nostra ferunt.
me miserum, quanti montes volvuntur aquarum !
20 iam iam tacturos sidera summa putes.
quantae diducto subsidunt aequore valles !
iam iam tacturas Tartara nigra putes.
quocumgque aspicio, nihil est, nisi pontus et aér,
fluctibus hic tumidus, nubibus ille minax.
12



TRISTIA, I. 1. 127—11. 24

haste ! I shall continue to dwell at the edge of the
world, a land far removed from my own.

II. StorM AND PravERr

O gods of sea and sky—for what but prayer is
left >—break not the frame of our shattered bark
and second not, I implore, the wrath of mighty
Caesar ! Oft when a god presses hard another god
brings succour. Mulciber was opposed to Troy,
but in Troy’s defence stood Apollo ; Venus favoured
the Teucrians, Pallas favoured them not. There
was hate for Aeneas on the part of Saturnia who
stood closely by Turnus; yet that hero was safe
through Venus’ power. Ofttimes unruly Neptune
assailed the wily Ulysses; ofttimes Minerva saved
him from her own uncle. And different though I
am from them, who forbids a divine power from
being of some avail to me against the angry god ?

13 But, wretch that I am, to no purpose am I
wasting profitless words. My very lips as I speak
are sprayed by the heavy waves, and dread Notus
hurls away my words nor suffers my prayers to
reach the gods to whom they are directed. So the
same winds, that I be not punished in one way only,
are driving—I know not whither—both my sails
and my prayers. Wretched me! what vast moun-
tains of water heave themselves aloft! Now, now,
you think, they will touch the highest stars. What
mighty abysses settle beneath us as the flood yawns
apart! Now, now you think they will touch
black Tartarus. Wherever I gaze there is naught
but sea and air—sea swollen with billows, air athreat

13
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25 inter utrumque fremunt inmani murmure venti.
nescit, cui domino pareat, unda maris.
nam modo purpureo vires capit Eurus ab ortu,
nunc Zephyrus sero vespere missus adest,
nunc sicca gelidus Boreas bacchatur ab Arcto,
30 nunc Notus adversa proelia fronte gerit.
rector in incerto est nec quid fugiatve petatve
invenit : ambiguis ars stupet ipsa malis.
scilicet occidimus, nec spes est ulla salutis,
dumque loquor, vultus obruit unda meos.
35 opprimet hanc animam fluctus, frustraque precanti
ore necaturas accipiemus aquas.
at pia nil aliud quam me dolet exule coniunx :
hoc unum nostri scitque gemitque mali.
nescit in inmenso iactari corpora ponto,
40 nescit agi ventis, nescit adesse necem.
o bene, quod non sum mecum conscendere passus,
ne mihi mors misero bis patienda foret !
at nunc, ut peream, quoniam caret illa periclo,
dimidia certe parte superstes ero.
45 ei mihi, quam celeri micuerunt nubila flamma !
quantus ab aetherio personat axe fragor !
nec levius tabulae laterum feriuntur ab undis,
quam grave balistae moenia pulsat onus.
qui venit hic fluctus, fluctus supereminet omnes :
50 posterior nono est undecimoque prior.
nec letum timeo ; genus est miserabile leti.
demite naufragium, mors mihi munus erit.
est aliquid, fatove suo ferrove ! cadentem
in solida 2 moriens ponere corpus humo,

1 fatove . . . ferrove Heinsius : fatoque . . . ferroque
2 solita: solida §

1 The ancient * siege gun,” which hurled stones,
14



TRISTIA, 1. . 25-54

with clouds; and between are the hum and roar
of the cruel winds. The waves of ocean know not
what master to obey. For now FEurus storms
mightily from the red east, now Zephyrus comes
rushing from the realm of late evening, now Boreas
raves from the dry pole-star, now Notus battles with
opposing brow. The helmsman is confused nor
can he find what to avoid or what to seek ; his very
skill is numbed by the baflling perils. We are surely
lost, there is no hope of safety, and as I speak, the
waters overwhelm my face. The billows will crush
this life of mine, and with lips that pray in vain I
shall drink in the destroying water.

3 But my loyal wife grieves for naught save my
exile—that is the only ill of mine she knows and
bemoans. She knows not that I am buffeted about
on the vast sea, knows not that I am harried by the
winds, knows not that death is near me. Ah, well
it was that I suffered her not to board ship with me,
else I, poor wretch, should now be forced to suffer a
double death! But as it is, even though I perish,
in her freedom from peril at least I shall half survive.
Alas ! what a swift glitter of flame from the clouds !
What a mighty crash roars from the zenith! And
no lighter blow falls upon her planks from the
billows than the heavy pounding of the balista?
upon a wall. Here comes a wave that o’ertops
them all—the wave after the ninth and before the
eleventh. I fear not death; ’tis the form of death
that I lament. Save me from shipwreck and death
will be a boon. 'Tis something worth if falling by
fate 2 or by the steel one rests in death upon the
solid ground, utters some parting words to friends,

2 j.e. natural death,
15
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55 et mandare suis aliqua et! sperare sepulcrum
et non aequoreis piscibus esse cibum.
fingite me dignum tali nece, non ego solus
hic vehor. inmeritos cur mea poena trahit ?
pro superi viridesque dei, quibus aequora curae,
60 utraque iam vestras sistite turba minas,
quamque dedit vitam mitissima Caesaris ira,
hanc sinite infelix in loca iussa feram.
si quantam 2 merui, poena me perdere vultis,
culpa mea est ipso iudice morte minor.
65 mittere me Stygias si iam voluisset in undas
Caesar, in hoc vestra non eguisset ope.
est illi nostri non invidiosa cruoris
copia ; quodque dedit, cum volet, ipse feret.
vos modo, quos certe nullo, puto, crimine laesi,
70 contenti nostris iam, precor, este malis !
nec tamen, ut cuncti miserum servare velitis,
quod periit, salvum iam caput esse potest.
ut mare considat ventisque ferentibus utar,
ut mihi parcatis, non minus exul ero.
75 non ego divitias avidus sine fine parandi
latum mutandis mercibus aequor aro,
nec peto, quas quondam petii studiosus, Athenas,
oppida non Asiae, non loca visa prius,
non ut Alexandri claram delatus ad urbem
80 delicias videam, Nile iocose, tuas.
quod faciles  opto ventos,—quis credere posset 4 p—
Sarmatis est tellus, quam mea vela petunt.
obligor, ut tangam laevi fera litora Ponti ;
quodque sit a patria tam® fuga tarda, queror.

1 aliquid et corr. 5
2 quoque quam vel quia: quantam Rappold
3 facile est: faciles Heinsius ¢ possit b jam corr. &

! Possibly laevi here means * propitious,” * favouring,” ¢f,

16



TRISTIA, 1. 1. 55-84

and looks forward to a tomb—not to be the food of
fishes in the sea. Suppose me deserving of such a
death, yet I am not here the only passenger. Why
does my punishment involve the innocent? O ye
gods above and ye of the green flood, who rule the
waters,—stay ye now, both hosts of you, your
threats. The life that Caesar’s merciful wrath has
granted, let me carry, unhappy man that I am, to
the appointed place. If ye wish to ruin me with
a penalty great as I have deserved, my fault even in
my judge’s eyes merits not death. If ere now
Caesar had wished to send me to the waters of the
Styx, he had not needed your aid in this. He has
a power over my life which ye may not begrudge ;
and what he has granted he will take away when he
shall wish. But ye, whom surely no crime of mine
has wronged, be content by now with my woes.
And yet, though ye be all willing to save a wretch,
that life which is lost cannot now be safe. Even
should the sea grow calm and favouring breezes
bear me on—even should ye spare me—I shall be
not less an exile. Not in greed of limitless wealth
do I plough the sea to trade my wares nor am I
on my way to Athens as once I was while a student,
nor to the cities of Asia, nor the places I have seen
before, nor am I sailing to Alexander’s famous
city to see thy pleasures, merry Nile. The reason
of my prayers for favouring winds (who could believe
it ?) is the Sarmatian land, the object of my voyage.
I am constrained to reach the wild shores of ill-
omened! Pontus, and I complain that my journey
into exile from my native land is so slow! That
6 Bodwupos ITévros, ** Pontus of the fair name.” Or Ovid means
** Pontus-on-the-left *’ (see Introd. p. xxvii).
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85 nescio quo videam positos ut in orbe Tomitas,
exilem facio per mea vota viam.
seu me diligitis, tantos conpescite fluctus,
pronaque sint nostrae numina vestra rati ;
seu magis odistis, iussae me advertite terrae :
90 supplicii pars est in regione mei.!
ferte—quid hic facio ?>—rapidi mea corpora ? venti !
Ausonios fines cur mea vela volunt ?
noluit hoc Caesar. quid, quem fugat ille, tenetis ?
aspiciat vultus Pontica terra meos.
95 et iubet et merui ; nec, quae damnaverit ille,
crimina defendi fasque piumque puto.
si tamen acta deos numquam mortalia fallunt,
a culpa facinus scitis abesse mea.
immo ita si scitis, si me meus abstulit error,
100 stultaque mens nobis. non scelerata fuit,
quod licet et minimis, domui si favimus illi,
si satis Augusti publica iussa mihi,
hoc duce si dixi felicia saecula, proque
Caesare tura piis Caesaribusque dedi,—
105 si fuit hic animus nobis, ita parcite divi !
si minus, alta cadens obruat unda caput !
fallor, an incipiunt gravidae vanescere nubes,
victaque mutati frangitur unda maris ?
non casu, vos sed sub condicione vocati,
110  fallere quos non est, hanc mihi fertis opem.

III.

Cum subit illius tristissima noctis imago
b
qua mihi supremum tempus in urbe fuit,

! mori: mei & % carbasa : corpora &

1 The grandsons and adopted sons of Augustus.
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I may see the Tomitans, situate in some corner of
the world, I am trying to shorten the road by prayer !
8 If it be that you love me, restrain these mighty
billows, and let your powers favour my bark ; or if
you detest me, turn me towards the ordained land ;
a part of my punishment consists in the place of it.
Drive me on, ye swift winds! What have I to do
here? Why do my sails crave the Ausonian land ?
This was not Caesar’s will. Why do you detain
one whom he drives forth ? Let the land of Pontus
behold my face. He commands it and I have
deserved it ; nor do I account it lawful and righteous
to defend the sins that he has condemned. Yet if
human acts never deceive the gods, ye know that
no guilty deed is connected with my fault. Nay,
if such your knowledge, if a mistake of mine has
carried me away, if stupid was my mind, not criminal,
if—as even the humblest may—I have supported
that house with favour, if the public commands of
Augustus were in my eyes suflicient ; if under his
lead 1 have sung of a happy age, and for Caesar and
the loyal Caesars! I have offered incense ; —if such
has been my spirit, then spare me, gods! If not,
may a towering wave fall and whelm my head !

1% Am I wrong or do the heavy clouds begin to
melt away and is the water of the changing sea
being conquered and subdued ? It is no chance,
but ye, summoned tc hear my pledge, ye whom we
cannot deceive, are bringing me this succour !

III. Tue Nicur or ExILE

When steals upon me the gloomy memory of
that night which marked my latest hours in the
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cum repeto noctem, qua tot mihi cara reliqui,
labitur ex oculis nunc quoque gutta meis.
5 iam prope lux aderat, qua! me discedere Caesar
finibus extremae iusserat Ausoniae.
nec spatium nec mens fuerat satis apta parandi :
torpuerant longa pectora nostra mora.
non mihi servorum, comites non cura legendi,
10  non aptae profugo vestis opisve fuit.
non aliter stupui, quam qui Tovis ignibus ictus
vivit et est vitae nescius ipse suae.
ut tamen hanc animi nubem dolor ipse removit,
et tandem sensus convaluere mei,
15 adloquor extremum maestos abiturus amicos,
qui modo de multis unus et alter erant.
uxor amans flentem flens acrius ipsa tenebat,
imbre per indignas usque cadente genas.
nata procul Libycis aberat diversa sub oris,
20 nec poterat fati certior esse mei.
quocumque aspiceres, luctus gemitusque sonabant,
formaque non taciti funeris intus erat.
femina virque meo, pueri quoque funere maerent,
inque domo lacrimas angulus omnis habet.
25 si licet exemplis in parvis 2 grandibus uti,
haec facies Troiae, cum caperetur, erat.
iamque quiescebant voces hominumque canumque,
Lunaque nocturnos alta regebat equos.
hanc ego suspiciens et ad hanc 3 Capitolia cernens,
30 quae nostro frustra iuncta fuere Lari,
“ numina vicinis habitantia sedibus,” inquam,
¢ jamque oculis numquam templa videnda meis,
1 qua)] cum % parvo 3 ab hac
20
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city—when I recall that night on which I left so
many things dear to me, even now from my eyes
the teardrops fall.

5 Already the morning was close at hand on which
Caesar had bidden me to depart from Ausonia’s
furthest bounds. No time had there been or spirit to
get ready what might suit best ; my heart had be-
come numb with the long delay. I took no thought
to select my slaves or my companions or the clothing
and outfit suited to an exile. I was as dazed as
one who, smitten by the fire of Jove, still lives and
knows not that he lives. But when my very pain
drove away the cloud upon my mind and at length
my senses revived, I addressed for the last time
as I was about to depart my sorrowing friends of
whom, just now so many, but one or two remained.
My loving wife was in my arms as I wept, herself
weeping more Dbitterly, tears raining constantly
over her innocent cheeks. My daughter was far
separated from us on the shores of Libya, and we
could not inform her of my fate. Wherever you had
looked was the sound of mourning and lamentation,
and within the house was the semblance of a funeral
with its loud outcries. Men and women, children
too, grieved at this funeral of mine; in my home
every corner had its tears. If one may use in a
lowly case a lofty example, such was the appearance
of Troy in the hour of her capture.

27 Now the voices of men and dogs were hushed
and the moon aloft was guiding her steeds through
the night. Gazing up at her, and by her light at
the Capitol, which, all in vain, adjoined my home,
I prayed: “ Ye deities that dwell near by and ye
temples never henceforth to be seen by my eyes,
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dique relinquendi, quos urbs habet alta Quirini,
este salutati tempus in omne mihi.
35 et quamquam sero clipeum post vulnera sumo,
attamen hanc odiis exonerate fugam,
caelestique viro, quis me deceperit error,
dicite, pro culpa ne scelus esse putet,
ut quod vos scitis, poenae quoque sentiat auctor.
40  placato possum non miser esse deo.”
hac prece adoravi superos ego, pluribus uxor,
singultu medios impediente sonos.
illa etiam ante Lares' passis adstrata capillis
contigit extinctos 2 ore tremente focos,
45 multaque in adversos effudit verba Penates
pro deplorato non valitura viro.
iamque morae spatium nox praccipitata negabat,
versaque ab axe suo Parrhasis Arctos erat.
quid facerem ? blando patriae retinebar amore,
60 ultima sed iussae nox erat illa fugae.
a ! quotiens aliquo dixi properante ¢ quid urgues ?
vel quo festinas ire, vel unde, vide.”
a! quotiens certam me sum mentitus habere
horam, propositae quae foret apta viae.
55 ter limen tetigi, ter sum revocatus, et ipse
indulgens animo pes mihi tardus erat.
saepe ¢ vale " dicto rursus sum multa locutus,
et quasi discedens oscula summa dedi.
saepe eadem mandata dedi meque ipse fefelli,
60 respiciens oculis pignora cara meis.

! Lares] aras % extinctos] aeternos

1 j.e. had revolved about the pole-star, which is practicall
the axis of the constellation, ¢f. 2. 190 iii. 2. 2.
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ye gods of this lofty city of Quirinus, whom
I must leave, receive from me this my saluta-
tion for all time! And although too late I
take up the shield when wounded, yet disburden
of hatreds this banishment of mine; tell to that
man divine what error beguiled me, that he may not
think a fault to be a crime and that what you
know he too, the author of my punishment, may
feel. If the god be appeased I cannot be
wretched.”

4 With such prayer as this I appealed to the gods,
my wife with many more, the sobs interrupting her
cries half uttered. She even cast herself with
flowing hair before the Lares, touching the cold
hearth with quivering lips and pouring forth to the
Penates before her many words not destined to
avail the spouse she mourned.

47 Now night hurrying to her close refused me
time for lingering, and the Parrhasian bear had
wheeled about her axis! What was I to do? The
enthralling love of country held me, yet that was
the last night before the exile that had been decreed.
Alas! how many times did 1 say, as somebody
hastened by, *“ Why do you hurry me? Consider
whither you are hastening or whence!” Alas!
how many times did I falsely say that I had a definite
hour suited to my intended journey. Thrice I
touched the threshold, thrice did something call
me back, and my very feet moved slowly to gratify
my inclination. Oft when I had said farewell
once again 1 uttered many words, and as if I were
in the act of setting forth I gave the final kisses.
Oft I gave the same parting directions, thus beguiling
myself, with backward look at the objects of my
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denique ¢ quid propero ? Scythia est, quo mittimur,”
inquam,
* Roma relinquenda est. utraque iusta mora est.
uxor in aeternum vivo mihi viva negatur,
et domus et fidac dulcia membra domus,
65 quosque ego dilexi fraterno more sodales,
o mihi Thesea pectora iuncta fide !
dum licet, amplectar : numquam fortasse licebit
amplius. in lucro est quae datur hora mihi.”
nec mora, sermonis verba inperfecta relinquo,
70  complectens animo proxima quaeque meo.
dum loquor et flemus, caelo nitidissimus alto,
stella gravis nobis, Lucifer ortus erat.
dividor haud aliter, quam si mea membra relinquam,
et pars abrumpi corpore visa suo est.
75 sic doluit Mettus?! tunc cum in contraria versos
‘ultores habuit proditionis equos.
tum vero exoritur clamor gemitusque meorum,
et feriunt maestae pectora nuda manus.
tum vero coniunx umeris abeuntis inhaerens
80 miscuit haec lacrimis tristia verba meis :
“ non potes avelli. simul hinc, simul ibimus,” inquit,
‘ te sequar et coniunx exulis exul ero.
et mihi facta via est, et me capit ultima tellus :
accedam profugae sarcina parva rati.
85 te iubet e patria discedere Caesaris ira,
me pietas. pietas haec mihi Caesar erit.”
talia temptabat, sicut temptaverat ante,
vixque dedit victas utilitate manus.

! Priamus

1 She remained in Rome to work for the poet’s recall.
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love. At last I said, “ Why hasten? 'Tis Scythia
whither I am going, 'tis Rome that I must leave.
Both are good reasons for delay. My wife lives and
1 live, but she is being denied me forever and m

home and the sweet inmates of that faithful home,
and the comrades I have loved with a brother’s
love, O hearts knit to me with Theseus’ faith!
Whilst I may I will embrace you. Never more
perhaps shall I have the chance. The hour granted
me is so much gain.”

% No longer delaying I left my words unfinished
and embraced each object dearest to my heart.
During my talk and our weeping, bright in the
lofty sky Lucifer had arisen, to me a baneful star.
I was torn asunder as if I were leaving my limbs
behind—a very half seemed broken from the body
to which it belonged. Such was the anguish of
Mettus when the steeds were driven apart, punishing
his treachery. Then in truth arose the cries and
laments of my people ; sorrowing hands beat upon
naked breasts. Then in truth my wife, as she hung
upon my breast at parting, mingled these sad words
with my tears, *“ I cannot suffer you to be torn away.
Together, together we will go; I will follow you
and be an exile’s exiled wife. For me too the
journey has been commanded, for me too there is
room in the faraway land. My entrance will add
but a small freight to your exile ship. You are
commanded to flee your country by Caesar’s wrath,
I by my loyal love. This love shall be for me a
Caesar.”

87 Such was her attempt, as it had been before,
and with difficulty did she surrender her resolve
for my profit! I set forth—if it was not rather
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egredior, sive illud erat sine funere ferri,
90 squalidus inmissis hirta per ora comis.
illa dolore amens tenebris narratur obortis
semianimis media procubuisse domo,
utque resurrexit foedatis pulvere turpi
crinibus et gelida membra levavit humo,
95 se modo, desertos modo complorasse Penates,
nomen et erepti saepe vocasse viri,
nec gemuisse minus, quam si nataeque meumque?!
vidisset structos corpus habere rogos,
et voluisse mori, moriendo ponere sensus,
100 respectuque tamen non periisse mei.
vivat, et absentem, quoniam sic fata tulerunt,
vivat ut ? auxilio sublevet usque suo.

Iv.

Tinguitur oceano custos Erymanthidos ursae,
aequoreasque suo sidere turbat aquas.
nos tamen Ionium non nostra findimus aequor
sponte, sed audaces cogimur esse metu.
5 me miserum ! quantis increscunt aequora ventis,
erutaque ex imis fervet harena fretis !
monte nec inferior prorae puppique recurvae
insilit et pictos verberat unda deos.
pinea texta sonant, pulsi? stridore rudentes,
10  ingemit et nostris ipsa carina malis.
navita confessus gelidum pallore timorem,
iam sequitur victus, non regit arte ratem.
utque parum validus non proficientia rector
cervicis rigidae frena remittit equo,
1 virique % et corr. Salmasius % pulsu Rothmaler

1 Bobttes.
3 The figures painted or carved on the stern.
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being carried forth to burial without a funeral—
unkempt, my hair falling over my unshaven cheeks.
She, frenzied by grief, was overcome, they say, by
a cloud of darkness, and fell half dead in the midst
of our home. And when she rose, her tresses fouled
with unsightly dust, raising her body from the cold
ground, she lamented now her deserted self, now
the deserted Penates, and often called the name of
her ravished husband, groaning as if she had seen
the bodies of her daughter and myself resting on
the high-built pyre; she wished to die, in death
to lay aside all feeling, yet from regard for me she
did not die. May she live! and when I am far
away—since thus the fates have willed—so live as
by her aid to bring constant relief.

IV. On Tne Deep

The guardian?! of the Erymanthian bear dips in
ocean and with his setting stars makes stormy the
waters of the sea. Yet I am cleaving the Ionian
waves not of my own will but forced to boldness
through fear. Wretched me! what mighty winds
swell the waters, casting up the seething sand from
the lowest depths! Mountain-high upon prow and
out-curving stern leaps the billow lashing the painted
gods.2 The pine-wrought fabric resounds, and the
ropes, whipped by the shrieking wind, and the very
keel groans over my woes. The sailor confessing
by his pale face a chilling fear now in defeat humours
the craft, no longer skilfully guiding her. As a
rider who is not strong enough lets the ineffective
reins fall loose upon the stubborn neck of his horse,
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15 sic non quo voluit, sed quo rapit impetus undae,
aurigam video vela dedisse rati.
quod nisi mutatas emiserit Aeolus auras,
in loca iam nobis non adeunda ferar.
nam procul Illyriis laeva de parte relictis
20 interdicta mihi cernitur Italia.
desinat in vetitas quaeso contendere terras,
et mecum magno pareat aura deo.
dum loquor, et timeo pariter cupioque ! repelli,
increpuit quantis viribus unda latus !
25 parcite caerulei, vos parcite numina ponti,
infestumque mihi sit satis esse Iovem.
vos animam saevae fessam subducite morti,
si modo, qui periit, non periisse potest.

V.

O mihi post nullos umquam 2 memorande sodales,
et cui praecipue sors mea visa sua est,
attonitum qui me, memini, carissime, primus
ausus es adloquio sustinuisse tuo,
6 qui mihi consilium vivendi mite dedisti,
cum foret in misero pectore mortis amor,
scis bene, cui dicam, positis pro nomine signis,
officium nec te fallit, amice, tuum.
haec mihi semper erunt imis infixa medullis,
10 perpetuusque animae debitor huius ero,
spiritus et vacuas prius hic tenuandus in auras
ibit, et in tepido deseret ossa rogo,
1 timeo cupio nimiumque vel cupio pariter timeoque
% ullos numquam
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so not where he wishes but where the billow’s power
carries him our charioteer, I see, has given the ship
her head. And unless Aeolus changes the winds
he sends forth, I shall be driven to a region that I
must not now approach, for Illyria’s shores are far
behind on the left and forbidden Italy is beginning
to appear. I pray the wind may cease its striving
towards a forbidden land and may unite with me
in obedience to the mighty god.! Whilst I speak,
at once afraid and eager to be driven back,
with what mighty power the waves have set her
beam to creaking! Mercy, ye gods of the dark
sea, mercy ! Let it suffice that Jupiter! is angered
against me. Save ye my weary life from cruel death,
if only ’tis possible for one already dead? not to
die !

V. To a Farrurur FRrienp

You who shall never be named after any of my
comrades, you who above all made my lot your
own, who werc the first, dearest one, I remember,
to dare to support me with words of comfort after
the bolt had struck, who gave me the gentle counsel
to live when my wretched breast was filled with the
love of death,—you know well to whom I am speak-
ing by means of these symbols substituted for your
name, nor are you unaware, my friend, of your own
service. These things shall ever remain fixed in
my inmost heart and I will be an everlasting debtor
for this life of mine, my spirit shall be dispersed
in the empty air leaving my bones on the warm

1 Augustus.
2 Ovid often likens his exile to death.
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quam subeant animo meritorum oblivia nostro,
et longa pietas excidat ista die.
15 di tibi sint faciles, tibi di! nullius egentem
fortunam praestent dissimilemque meae.
si tamen haec navis vento ferretur amico,
ignoraretur forsitan ista fides.
Thesea Pirithous non tam sensisset amicum,
20 si non infernas vivus adisset aquas.
ut foret exemplum veri Phoceus amoris,
fecerunt furiae, tristis Oresta, tuae.
si non FEuryalus Rutulos cecidisset in hostes,
Hyrtacidae Nisi gloria nulla foret.
25 scilicet ut fulvum spectatur in ignibus aurum,
tempore sic duro est inspicienda fides.
dum iuvat et vultu ridet Fortuna sereno,
indelibatas cuncta sequuntur opes :
at simul intonuit, fugiunt, nec noscitur ulli,
30 agminibus comitum qui modo cinctus erat.
atque haec, exemplis quondam collecta priorum,
nunc mihi sunt propriis cognita vera malis.
vix duo tresve mihi de tot superestis amici ;
cetera Fortunae, non mea turba fuit.
35 quo magis, o pauci, rebus succurrite laesis,
et date naufragio litora tuta meo,
neve metu falso nimium trepidate, timentes,
hac offendatur ne pietate deus !
saepe fidem adversis etiam laudavit in armis,
40 inque suis amat hanc Caesar, in hoste probat.
causa mea est melior, qui non contraria fovi
arma, sed hanc merui simplicitate fugam.

1 et opis vel sisui: tibi di Fhwald

! Pylades.
2 On the causes of Ovid’s exile see Introd. pp. xviii ff.
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pyre ere forgetfulness of your deserving steals into
my heart and that loyalty of yours falls away from
it through length of time. May the gods be gracious
to you ; to you may the gods grant a lot that craves
the aid of no one,—a lot unlike mine.

17 And yet if this bark of mine were being borne
on by a friendly breeze, perchance that loyalty
of yours would be unknown. Theseus’ friendship
would not have been so keenly felt by Pirithous if
he had not gone while still alive to the waters below.
That the Phocean! was a model of sincere love
was due to thy madness, gloomy Orestes. If
Euryalus had not fallen in with the Rutulian foe,
Hyrtacian Nisus would have had no renown. ’Tis
clear that as tawny gold is tested in the flames so
loyalty must be proved in times of stress. While
TFortune aids us and a smile is upon her calm face,
all things follow our unimpaired resources. But at
the first rumble of the thunder they flee, and nobody
recognizes him who but now was encircled with troops
of comrades. This, which once I inferred from the
examples of former men, now I know to be true
from my own woes. Scarce two or three of you,
my friends, once so many, remain to me; the rest
were Fortune’s following, not mine. And so, few
though ye are, run all the more to aid my injured
state and provide a secure shore for my shipwreck.
Tremble not over much with false fear lest this
loyalty give offence to our god. Ofttimes faith
even among his enemies in arms has been praised
by Caesar ; when it exists among his own, he loves
it; in an enemy he approves it. My case is still
more favourable since I did not nurse strife against
him, but earned this exile by my simplicity.2 Do you,
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invigiles igitur nostris pro casibus, oro,
deminui siqua! numinis ira potest.
45 scire meos casus siquis desiderat omnes,
plus, quam quod fieri res sinit, ille petit.
tot mala sum passus, quot in aethere sidera lucent
parvaque quot siccus corpora pulvis habet ;
multaque credibili tulimus maiora ratamque,
50 quamvis acciderint, non habitura fidem.
pars etiam quaedam mecum moriatur oportet,
meque velim possit dissimulante tegi.
si vox infragilis, pectus mihi firmius aere,?
pluraque cum linguis pluribus ora forent,
65 non tamen idcirco complecterer omnia verbis,
materia vires exsuperante meas.
pro duce Neritio docti mala nostra poetae
scribite : Neritio nam mala plura tuli.
ille brevi spatio multis erravit in annis
60 inter Dulichias Iliacasque domos :
nos freta sideribus totis distantia mensos
sors tulit3 in Geticos Sarmaticosque sinus.
ille habuit fidamque manum sociosque fideles :
me profugum comites deseruere mei.
65 ille suam laetus patriam victorque petebat :
a patria fugi victus et exul ego.
nec mihi Dulichium domus est Ithaceve Samosve,
poena quibus non est grandis abesse locis,
sed quae de septem totum circumspicit orbem
70  montibus, imperii Roma deumque locus.
illi corpus erat durum patiensque laborum :
invalidae vires ingenuaeque mihi.
ille erat assidue saevis agitatus in armis :
adsuetus studiis mollibus ipse fui.
1 g nunc L 2 heret vel esset corr. s
8 sors tulit ¢ detulit
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then, watch on behalf of my fortunes, I beg of you, if

in any way the wrath of the deity can be lessened.
45 If anyone desires to know all my fortunes he
seeks more than the circumstances permit. I have
endured woes as many as the stars that shine in
heaven, or the grains that the dry dust holds ; many
have I borne too great to be believed and not
destined to find credence, although they have
really befallen me. A part, too, might well perish
with me, and I wish that, since I would veil them,
they might be hidden. If I had a tireless voice,
lungs stronger than brass, and many mouths with
many tongues, not even so could I embrace thcin
all in words, for the theme surpasses my strength.
Ye learned poets, write of my evils instead of the
Neritian hero’s1! for I have borne more than the
Neritian. He wandered over but a narrow space in
many years—between the homes of Dulichium and
Ilium ; I, after traversing seas whole constellations
apart, have been carried by fate to the bays of the
Getae and Sarmatians. He had a faithful band of truc
companions ; I in my flight have been abandoned
by my comrades. He was seeking his native land
in joy and victory; I have fled mine, vanquished
and an exile. My home is not Dulichium or Ithaca
or Samos,? places from which absence is no great
punishment, but Rome, that gazes about from her
seven hills upon the whole world,—Rome, the place
of empire and the gods. He had a frame sturdy
and enduring of toil ; I have but the frail strength
of one gently nurtured. He had been constantly
engaged in fierce warfare; I have been used to

1 Odysseus, so-called from Mount Neritus in Ithaca.
? i.e. Same, an isle belonging to Odysseus.
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75 me deus oppressit, nullo mala nostra levante :
bellatrix illi diva ferebat opem.
cumque minor Jove sit tumidis qui regnat in undis,
illum Neptuni, me lovis ira premit.
adde, quod illius pars maxima ficta laborum,
80 ponitur in nostris fabula nulla malis.
denique quaesitos tetigit tamen ille Penates,
quaeque diu petiit, contigit arva tamen :
at mihi perpetuo patria tellure carendum est,
ni fuerit laesi mollior ira dei.

VI.

Nec tantum Clario est Lyde dilecta poétae,
nec tantum Coo ! Bittis 2 amata suo est,
pectoribus quantum tu nostris, uxor, inhaeres,
digna minus misero, non meliore viro.
5 te mea supposita veluti trabe fulta ruina est :
siquid adhuc ego sum, muneris omne tui est.
tu facis, ut spolium non sim, nec nuder ab illis,
naufragii tabulas qui petiere mei.
utque rapax stimulante fame cupidusque cruoris
10  incustoditum captat ovile lupus,
aut ut edax vultur corpus circumspicit ecquod
sub nulla positum cernere possit humo,
sic mea nescio quis, rebus male fidus acerbis
in bona venturus, si paterere, fuit.
15 hunc tua per fortis virtus summovit amicos,
nulla quibus reddi gratia digna potest.
ergo quam misero, tam vero teste probaris,
hic aliquod pondus si modo testis habet.

1 Coo] Clario ¥ battis corr. Merkel

1 Pallas Atheue (Minerva).
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softer pursuits. 1 was crushed by a god and nobody
lightened my sorrows ; to him the goddess! of war
brought aid. And though the king of the swelling
waves is inferior to Jove, he was oppressed by
Neptune’s wrath, I by that of Jove. Moreover, the
largest part of his labours is fiction ; in my woes no
myth resides. And finally—he reached the home
of his quest, attaining the fields he long had sought.
But I must be forever deprived of my native land,
unless the wrath of the injured god be softened.

VI. To His Wire

Not so great was the love of the Clarian bard 2
for Lyde or that of her own Coan 3 for Bittis as the
love that clings in my heart for thee, my wife,
for thee who art worthy of a less wretched, not a
better, husband. Upon thee as upon a supporting
pillar my ruins rest; if even now anything of me
exists, it is all thy gift. ’Tis thy doing that I am
not plundered nor stripped bare by those who have
attacked the timbers of my wreckage. As the wolf
ravening under the goad of hunger and eager for
blood strives to catch the sheepfold unguarded, or
as the hungry vulture peers about for the possible
sight of some unburied corpse, so there was one,
treacherous in my bitter fortune, who, hadst thou
suffered it, would have come into my wealth. Him
thy courage has repelled with the aid of spirited
friends whom I can never thank as they deserve.
Thus thou art approved by a witness as sincere as
he is wretched,—if only such a witness carries any

2 Antimachus. 8 Philetas.
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nec probitate tua prior est aut Hectoris uxor,
20 aut comes extincto Laodamia viro.
tu si Maeonium vatem sortita fuisses,
Penclopes esset fama secunda tuae :
sive tibi hoc debes, nullo? pia facta magistro,
cumque nova mores sunt tibi luce dati,
25 femina seu princeps omnes tibi culta per annos
te docet exemplum coniugis esse bonae,
adsimilemque sui longa adsuetudine fecit,
grandia si parvis adsimulare licet.
ei mihi, non magnas quod habent mea carmina vires,
30 nostraque sunt meritis ora minora tuis !—
siquid et in nobis vivi fuit ante vigoris,
extinctum longis occidit omne malis !—
prima locum sanctas heroidas inter haberes,
prima bonis animi conspicerere tui.
35 quantumecumgque tamen praeconia nostra valebunt,
carminibus vives tempus in omnc meis.

VII

Siquis habes nostris similes in imagine vultus,
deme meis hederas, Bacchica serta, comis.
ista decent laetos felicia signa poétas :
temporibus non est apta corona meis.
6 hoc tibi dissimula, senti tamen, optime, dici,
in digito qui me fersque refersque tuo,

1 nulli

! Andromache.

% Livia, wife of Augustus, is here called princeps femina,
as her husband was called princeps (civitatis).

3 Possibly Brutus. See Introd. p. xv.

¢ The first four lines are a general injunction to all who
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weight. In uprightness neither Hector’s wifel
excels thee, nor Laodamia, companion of her husband
in death. If fate had allotted thee the Maeonian
bard, Penelope’s fame would be second to thine,
whether thou owest this to thyself, schooled to
loyalty by no teacher, and such character was given
thee with life’s earliest dawn, or whether that first
of women,? reverenced by thee through all the years,
teaches thee to be the model of a good wife and
by long training has made thee like herself—if ’tis
lawful to liken great things to small. Alas that great
power lies not in my song and my lips cannot match
thy merits !--if ever in former times I had aught of
quickening vigour, all has been extinguished by my
long sorrows !— else thou wouldst hold first place amid
the revered heroines, first wouldst thou be looked
upon because of thy qualities of heart. Yet so far
as my praise has power, thou shalt live for all time
in my song.

VII. Tue METAMORPHOSES

Whoever you? may be who possess a portrait of
my features, remove from my locks the ivy, the
chaplet of Bacchus. Such fortunate symbols are
suited to happy poets; a wreath becomes not my
temples.t Hide the fact—yet feel it, too,—that
this is said to you, my best of friends, who carry
me about on your finger, and, clasping my image

possessed likenesses of the poet such as, for example,
crowned busts (imagines) which were a common ornament
of libraries. Vv. 5ff. are addressed directly to the recipient
of this letter.
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effigiemque meam fulvo complexus in auro
cara relegati, quae potes, ora vides.
quae quotiens spectas, subeat tibi dicere forsan
10 “quam procul a nobis Naso sodalis abest !
grata tua est pietas. sed carmina maior imago
sunt mea, quae mando qualiacumque legas,
carmina mutatas hominum dicentia formas,
infelix domini quod fuga rupit opus.
16 haec ego discedens, sicut bene multa meorum,
ipse mea posui maestus in igne manu.
utque eremasse suum fertur sub stipite natum
Thestias et melior matre fuisse soror,
sic ego non meritos mecum peritura libellos
20  imposui rapidis viscera nostra rogis :
vel quod eram Musas, ut crimina nostra, perosus,
vel quod adhuc crescens et rude carmen erat.
quae quoniam non sunt penitus sublata, sed extant—
pluribus exemplis scripta fuisse reor—
25 nunc precor ut vivant et non ignava legentem
otia delectent admoneantque mei.
nec tamen illa legi poterunt patienter ab ullo,
nesciet his summam siquis abesse manum.
ablatum mediis opus est incudibus illud,
30  defuit et scriptis ultima lima meis.
et veniam pro laude peto, laudatus abunde,
non fastiditus si tibi, lector, ero.
hos quoque sex versus, in prima! fronte libelli
si praeponendos esse putabis, habe :
35 ¢ orba parente suo quicumque volumina tangis,
his saltem vestra detur in urbe locus.

1 prima] primi Heinsius

1 The Metamorphoses. 2 Althaea. See Index.
3 {.e. Rome, where you can still live.
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on the tawny gold, see the dear face—all that you
can see—of an exile. Whenever you gaze upon
it, you may perchance feel prompted to say, “ How
far away is our comrade Naso!” There is comfort
in your love. But my verses are a more striking
portrait, and these I bid you read however poor
they are—the verses that tell of the changed forms
of men,! the work broken off by the unfortunate
exile of their master.

15 These verses upon my departure, like so much
that was mine, in sorrow I placed with my own
hand in the fire. Just as Thestius’ daughter 2
burned her own son, they say, in burning the branch,
and proved a better sister than mother, so 1 placed
the innocent books consigned with me to death, my
very vitals, upon the devouring pyre, because I
had come to hate the Muses as my accusers or
because the poem itself was as yet half grown and
rough. These verses were not utterly destroyed ;
they still exist—several copies were made, I think
—and now I pray that they may live, that thus my
industrious leisure may bring pleasure to the reader
and remind him of me. And yet they cannot be
read in patience by anybody who does not know
that they lack the final hand. That work was
taken from me while it was on the anvil and my
writing lacked the last touch of the file. Indulgence,
then, instead of praise I ask ; I shall have abundance
of praise if you do not disdain me, reader. Receive
these six lines also, if you think them worthy to be
placed at the very head of the book :—

3 All you who touch these rolls bereft of their
father, to them at least let a place be granted in
your ® city! And your indulgence will be all the
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quoque magis faveas, haec non sunt edita ab ipso,
sed quasi de domini funere rapta sui.
quicquid in his igitur vitii rude carmen habebit,
40 emendaturus, si licuisset, eram.”

VIIL

In caput alta suum labentur ab aequore retro
flumina, conversis Solque recurret equis :

terra feret stellas, caelum findetur aratro,
unda dabit flammas, et dabit ignis aquas,

6 omnia naturae praepostera legibus ibunt,
parsque suum mundi nulla tenebit iter,
omnia iam fient, fieri quae posse negabam,!

et nihil est, de quo non sit habenda fides.
haec ego vaticinor, quia sum deceptus ab illo,
10  laturum misero quem mihi rebar opem.
tantane te, fallax, cepere oblivia nostri,
afflictumque fuit tantus adire timor,
ut neque respiceres nec solarere iacentem,
dure, nec exequias prosequerere meas ?
15 illud amicitiae sanctum et venerabile nomen
re tibi pro vili sub pedibusque iacet ?
quid fuit, ingenti prostratum mole sodalem
visere et adloquiis 2 parte levare tuis,
inque meos si non lacrimam demittere casus,
20 pauca tamen ficto verba dolore pati,?
idque, quod ignoti faciunt, vel dicere ¢ saltem,
et vocem populi publicaque ora sequi,—
denique lugubres vultus numquamque videndos
cernere supremo dum licuitque die,
! negabat (negabant $7) vel negabit

2 alloquii . . . sui (tui) corr. Ehwald
3 Joqui ¢ vale dicere corr. Merkel
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greater because these were not published by their
master, but were rescued from what might be
called his funeral. And so whatever defect this
rough poem may have I would have corrected, had
it been permitted me.”

VIII. To A Trarrorous FRIEND

To their sources shall deep rivers flow, back
from the sea, and the sun, wheeling his steeds,
shall hurry backwards ; the earth shall support stars
and the sky shall be cloven by the plough, water
shall produce flame and flame water; all things
shall proceed reversing nature’s laws and no part
of the universe shall keep its path; everything
that I once called impossible shall now take place,
and there is nothing that one ought not to believe.
All this I prophesy because I have been deceived
by that man who I thought would bring aid to me
in my wretchedness.

11 Treacherous one, did you forget me so utterly
or were you so afraid to approach me in my mis-
fortune that you did not regard or comfort me in my
downfall, cruel man, or become one of my funeral
escort > Does the sacred and revered name of
friendship lie, a cheap thing, beneath your feet?
What trouble was it to visit a comrade overwhelmed
by a mighty disaster, to do your part in relieving
him with words of comfort, and if not to let fall a
tear at my misfortune, yét to suffer a few words of
feigned sorrow to escape you and, as even strangers
do, at least to say something, to copy the people’s
speech, the public phrases—in fine to look upon
my sad features never to be seen again, on the last
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25 dicendumque semel toto non amplius aevo
accipere, et parili reddere voce ¢ vale ”’ ?
at fecere alii nullo mihi foedere iuncti,
et lacrimas animi signa dedere sui.
quid, nisi convictu causisque valentibus essem
30 temporis et longi iunctus amore tibi ?
quid, nisi tot lusus et tot mea seria nosses,
tot nossem lusus seriaque ipse tua ?
quid, si dumtaxat Romae mihi cognitus esses,
ascitus totiens in genus omne loci ?
35 cunctane in aequoreos abierunt irrita ventos ?
cunctane Lethaeis mersa feruntur aquis ?
non ego te genitum placida reor urbe Quirini,
urbe meo quae iam non adeunda pede est,!
sed scopulis, Ponti quos haec habet ora sinistri,
40  inque feris Scythiae Sarmaticisque iugis :
et tua sunt silicis circum praecordia venae,
et rigidum ferri semina pectus habet,
quaeque tibi quondam tenero ducenda palato
plena dedit nutrix ubera, tigris erat :
45 aut mala nostra minus quam nunc aliena putares,
duritiaeque mihi non agerere reus.
sed quoniam accedit fatalibus hoc quoque damnis,
ut careant numeris tempora prima suis,
effice, peccati ne sim memor huius, et illo
50 . officium laudem, quo queror, ore tuum,

IX.

Detur inoffenso vitae tibi #angere metam,
qui legis hoc nobis non inimicus opus.

1 pede est] mihi

1 The conjecture that this friend was Carus is improbable.
See Introd. p. xv.
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lay, whilst you might, and to hear the * Farewell
1ever more to be uttered in all time and to return it
0 me in a like tone ? Others did this who were
»ound to me by no tie, and wept in token of their
‘eeling. What if in our common life there were
10t strong reasons for our union, and in our long
rontinued love ? What if you had not known so
many of my gay and serious moments, and I so
many of yours ? What if you had known me merely
at Rome—you who have so often been my comrade
in all sorts of places ? Have all these things been in
vain, vanishing into the winds that blow over the
sea? Are they all carried away, drowned in Lethe’s
waters ? You were not born, I think, in Quirinus’
peaceful city, the city that my feet must enter
nevermore, but of the crags which stand upon this
coast of the ill-omened Pontus, or in the cruel
mountains of Secythia and Sarmatia. Your heart
also is girt with veins of flint, and seeds of iron are
implanted in your unyielding breast. She who once
nursed you, offering full udders to be drained by your
tender throat, was a tigress ; or else you would think
my woes less foreign to you than you now do, nor
would you stand accused by me of hardheartedness.

47 But since this also has been added to my fated
ills, that those early yeays fall short of consummation,
see to it that I forget this sin and praise your service
with the same lips with which I now complain.

IX. To A Steaprast Frienp!

Be it your lot to reach life’s goal without stumbling
—you who read this work of mine in no unfriendly
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atque utinam pro te possent mea vota valere,
quae pro me duros non tetigere deos !
6 donec eris sospes,! multos numerabis amicos :
tempora si fuerint nubila, solus eris.
aspicis, ut veniant ad candida tecta columbae,
accipiat nullas sordida turris aves.
horrea formicae tendunt ad inania numquam :
10  nullus ad amissas ibit amicus opes.
utque comes radios per solis euntibus umbra est,
cum latet hic pressus nubibus, illa fugit,
mobile sic sequitur Fortunae lumina vulgus :
quae simul inducta nocte teguntur, abit.
16 haec precor ut semper possint tibi falsa videri ;
sunt tamen eventu vera fatenda meo.
dum stetimus, turbae quantum satis esset, habebat
nota quidem, sed non ambitiosa domus.
at simul impulsa est, omnes timuere ruinam,
20 cautaque communi terga dedere fugae.
saeva neque admiror metuunt si fulmina, quorum
ignibus adflari proxima quaeque solent.
sed tamen in duris remanentem rebus amicum
quamlibet 2 inviso Caesar in hoste probat,
25 nec solet irasci—neque enim moderatior alter—
cum quis in adversis, siquid amavit, amat.
de comite Argolici 3 postquamp cognovit Orestis,
narratur Pyladen ipse probasse Thoas.
quae fuit Actoridae cum magno semper Achille,
30 laudari solita est Hectoris ore fides.
quod pius ad Manes Theseus comes iret amico,
Tartareum dicunt indoluisse deum.

1 felix 2 qualibet vel quolibet corr. &
3 argolico corr. Heinsius
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spirit. Would that in your behalf my prayers may
prevail which in my own did not affect the cruel gods!
So long as you are secure you will count many
friends ; if your life becomes clouded you will be
alone. You see how the doves come to a white
dwelling, how an unclean tower harbours no birds.
Ants seek a granary, but an empty one never: no
friend will approach when wealth is lost. As a
shadow accompanies those who pass through the
rays of the sun, but when the sun is hidden, hemmed
in by clouds, the shadow vanishes, so the fickle
crowd follows the light of good fortune, but, when
once the veil of darkness covers it, the crowd is
gone. I pray this may always seem untrue to you,
yet from my fate its truth must be admitted.
Whilst I stood upright, my house, well known
indeed but courting no honours, found enough to
throng it. Yet, as soon as the shock came all men
feared its fall and discreetly turned their backs in
common flight. I wonder not if they dread the
fierce lightnings whose flames are wont to blast
everything nearby; nevertheless a friend who is
steadfast in times of stress is approved by Caesar
in the case of an enemy, however he may hate him,
and he is not wont to be angry—for no other shows
greater restraint—when one continues in adversity
to love whatever he has loved before. After hearing
the tale of Argive Orestes’ comrade, even Thoas,
they say, approved of Pylades. The unwavering
loyalty of Actor’s grandson! for mighty Achilles
was wont to be praised by Hector’s lips. When
loyal Theseus accompanied his friend to the shades,
they say the god 2 of Tartarus was grieved. When

1 Patroclus. ¢ Pluto. R
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Euryali Nisique fide tibi, Turne, relata
credibile est lacrimis inmaduisse genas
35 est etiam miseris pietas, et in hoste probatur.
ei mihi, quam paucos haec mea dicta movent !
is status, haec rerum nunc est fortuna mearum,
debeat ut lacrimis nullus adesse modus.
at mea sunt, proprio quamvis maestissima casu,
40 pectora processu facta serena tuo.
hoc eventurum iam tum, carissime, vidi,
ferret adhuc istam ! cum minus aura ratem.
sive aliquod morum seu vitae labe carentis
est pretium, nemo pluris emendus erat :
45 sive per ingenuas aliquis caput extulit artes—
quaelibet eloquio fit bona causa tuo.
his ego commotus dixi tibi protinus ipsi
“ scaena manet dotes grandis, amice, tuas.”
haec mihi non ovium fibrae tonitrusve sinistri,
50 linguave servatae pennave dixit avis :
augurium ratio est et coniectura futuri :
hac divinavi notitiamque tuli.
quae quoniam vera est, tota tibi mente mihique
gratulor, ingenium non latuisse tuum.
55 at nostrum tenebris utinam latuisset in imis !
expediit studio lumen abesse meo.
utque tibi prosunt artes, facunde, severae,
dissimiles illis sic nocuere mihi.
vita tamen tibi nota mea est. scis artibus illis
60 auctoris mores abstinuisse sui :
scis vetus hoc iuveni lusum mihi carmen, et istos
ut non laudandos, sic tamen esse iocos.
1 jsta

1 The Ars amatoria.
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they told you, Turnus, of the fidelity of Nisus and
Euryalus, we may believe that your chceks were
moist with tears. There is loyally even for the
unfortunate and it finds approval even in an enemy.
Ah me! how few do these words of mine affect!
Such is my condition, such is now the state of my
affairs that there should be no measure to my tears.
Yet my heart, in the depths of grief from its own
disaster, has been calmed by your advancement.
This I saw approaching, dear one, as early as the
time when the breeze was as yet bearing onward
that bark of yours less swiftly. If there is a teward
for character or for a life without blemish, nobody
was more highly to be prized : or if anyone has by
liberal arts achieved prominence, you have eloquence
which renders every cause a good one. Moved by
this I said at once to you, *“ A mighty stage awaits
thy gifts.”” This was told me by no sheep’s liver
or thunder on my left or the note or wing of a bird
I had observed; it is an augury and inference of
the future based on reason: by this I made my
divination and gained my knowledge.

53 Since this proves true, with my whole heart I
congratulate you and myself that your ability has
not been obscured. But mine ! would it had been
obscured in the depths of darkness! It had been
best that light had failed my pursuit. And just
as you are aided, my eloquent friend, by serious
arts, so arts unlike them have injured me. Yet
my life is well known to you; you know that
with those arts their author’s character had no con-
nexion ; you know that this poem! was written long
ago, an amusement of my youth, and that those
jests, though not deserving praise, were still mere
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ergo ut defendi nullo mea posse colore,
sic excusari crimina posse puto.
65 qua potes, excusa, nec amici desere causam :
qua bene coepisti, sic bene semper eas.

X.

Est mihi sitque, precor, flavae tutela Minervae,
navis et a picta casside nomen habet.
sive opus est velis, minimam bene currit ad auram,
sive opus est remo, remige carpit iter.
6 nec comites volueri contenta est vincere cursu,
occupat egressas quamlibet ante ! rates,
et pariter fluctus fert ac salientia 2 longe
aequora, nec saevis victa madescit aquis.
illa, Corinthiacis primum mihi cognita Cenchreis,
10 fida manet trepidae duxque comesque fugae,
perque tot eventus et iniquis concita ventis
aequora Palladio numine tuta fuit.
nunc quoque tuta, precor, vasti secet ostia Ponti,
quasque petit, Getici litoris intret aquas.
15 quae simul Aeoliae mare me deduxit in Helles,
et longum tenui limite fecit iter,
fleximus in laevum cursus, et ab Hectoris urbe
venimus ad portus, Imbria terra, tuos.

1 qualibet arte corr. §
® ferit (fert) atque silentia vel assilientia corr. Vogel

1 The stern of Ovid’s ship was apparently adorned with a
figure of Minerva clad in armour, Such a figure was called
a tutela, ** protecting emblem.”

2 Ovid reached Corinth by way of the Adriatic and the
Corinthian Gulf. He crossed the Isthmus and boarded
this ship at Cenchreae whence he continued his voyage to
Samothrace. There he left the ship (which continued to
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jests. So then although my crimes can be de-
fended by no plea however brilliant, yet an excuse
can be made for them, I think. As far as you ecan,
make that excuse ; do not abandon the cause of a
friend. On this condition may you ever travel
happily along the road upon which you have happily
set out.

X. Tue ExiLe’s JournNEy

I have, and pray that I may always have, the
protection of golden-haired Minerva, and my bark
draws her name from an emblazoned! helmet. If
sails be needed, she runs well at the touch of the
lightest breeze, or if oars, the rowers speed her on
her way. She is not content to outstrip in winged
course her companions: she overhauls the craft
that set out no matter how long before ; alike she
bears the currents and the far-leaping billows ; she
is no leaky craft overwhelmed by the raging seas.
Her I knew first at Corinthian Cenchreae 2 and she
remained the faithful guide and comrade of my
anxious flight, safe through the power of Pallas
amid so many fortunes, amid waves roused by the
cruel gales. Now too I pray she may safely cut
her path through the gates of the wide Pontus and
reach the waters of her goal by the Getic shore.

15 As soon as she brought me to the sea of Aeolian
Helle,® cleaving her long journey with slender
furrow, I turned my course to the left, away from
Hector’s city, and came to thy port, land of Imbros,
Tomis, vv. 24-42) and took another for Tempyra, near the

Thracian coast, whence he passed by land to Tomis.
8 The Hellespont.
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inde, levi vento Zerynthia litora nacta,
20 Threiciam tetigit fessa carina Samon.
saltus ab hac contra brevis est Tempyra petenti :
hac dominum tenus est illa secuta suum.
nam mihi Bistonios placuit pede carpere campos :
Hellespontiacas illa relegit ! aquas
25 Dardaniamque petit, auctoris nomen habentem,
et te ruricola, Lampsace, tuta deo,
quodque per angustas vectae male virginis undas
Seston Abydena separat urbe fretum,
inque Propontiacis haerentem Cyzicon oris,
30 Cyzicon, Haemoniae nobile gentis opus,
quaeque tenent Ponti Byzantia litora fauces :
hic locus est gemini ianua vasta maris.
haec, precor, evincat, propulsaque fortibus Austris
transeat instabilis strenua Cyaneas
35 Thyniacosque sinus, et ab his per Apollinis urbem
arta % sub Anchiali moenia tendat iter.
inde Mesembriacos portus et Odeson et arces
praetereat dictas nomine, Bacche, tuo,
et quos Alcathoi memorant e moenibus ortos
40  sedibus his profugos constituisse Larem.
a quibus adveniat Miletida sospes ad urbem,
offensi quo me detulit ira dei.
haec si contigerint, meritae cadet agna Minervae :
non facit ad nostras hostia maior opes.
1 reliquit: relegit
% apta vel alta vel vecta : arta &

1 Samothrace, on the north side of which was the Zeryn-

thian cave of Hecate. 2 Priapus. 3 Helle.

¢ Founded by the Argonaut Aeneus, from Haemonia

(Thessaly).

5 The famous Symplegades, at the entrance to the Pontus,
rocks which clashed together upon ships which ventured

between them ; see v. 47 and Index.
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whence reaching the Zerynthian shore with a light
breeze my wearied keel touched the Thracian
Samos.! From here ’tis but a short leap for one
who seeks Tempyra on the opposite coast: thus
far only did my bark attend her master. For it
was my resolve to pick my way on foot through the
Bistonian land; she coasted back through the
waters of the Hellespont seeking Dardania, bearing
the name of its founder, and thee, Lampsacus,
secure through the protection of the country-loving
god,? and the strait of that maiden 2 all too insecurely
carried through the narrow waters—the strait that
separates Sestos from Abydos’ town—and Cyzicos
clinging to the shores of Propontis, Cyzicos, the
famed work of the Haemonian race,? and Byzantium'’s
shores, that hold the entrance to the Pontus, the
huge doorway of twin seas. Through all these may
she win her way, and driven by the sturdy breeze may
she have power to pass the shifting Cyaneae,5 and
the Thynian bay, and after may she hold her course
past Apollo’s city ¢ and close beneath the narrow
walls of Anchialus. Thence may she pass the port of
Mesembria and Odesos, and the citadel 7 called after
thy name, Bacchus, and those exiles from Alcathous’
walls, who, so ’tis said, placed on this site their
home. From their land may she come in safety
to the Milesian city 8 whither the wrath of an angered
god has dispatched me.

43 If this but happen, a lamb shall fall in sacrifice
to deserving Minerva ; a larger victim ill becomes

¢ Apollonia, on the west coast of the Pontus, where lay
also the other towns mentioned in vv. 35-40.

? Probably Dionysopolis. The town of Alcathous was
Bizone.

® Tomis, a colony of Miletus, ¢f. T'r. iii. 9.
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45 vos quoque, Tyndaridae, quos haec colit insula, fratres,
mite precor duplici numen adesse ! viae !
altera namque parat Symplegadas ire per artas,
scindere Bistonias altera puppis aquas.
vos facite ut ventos, loca cum diversa petamus,
60 illa suos habeat, nec minus illa suos.

XI.

Littera quaecumque est toto tibi lecta libello,
est mihi sollicito tempore facta viae.
aut haec me, gelido tremerem cum mense Decembri,
scribentem mediis Hadria vidit aquis ;
5 aut, postquam bimarem cursu superavimus Isthmon,
alteraque est nostrae sumpta carina fugae,
quod facerem versus inter fera murmura ponti,
Cycladas Aegaeas obstipuisse puto.
ipse ego nunc 2 miror tantis animique marisque
10 fluctibus ingenium non cecidisse meum.
seu stupor huic studio sive est insania nomen,
omnis ab hac cura cura levata 3 mea est.
saepe ego nimbosis dubius iactabar ab Haedis,
saepe minax Steropes sidere pontus erat,
156 fuscabatque diem custos Atlantidos Ursae,
aut Hyadas seris hauserat Auster aquis,
saepe maris pars intus erat ; tamen ipse trementi
carmina ducebam qualiacumque manu.

1 adeste 2 ego nunc] etenim
3 cura levata] mens relevata

1 Castor and Pollux, worshipped by sailors. Ovid writes
in Samothrace.

2 Ovid means that he wrote mechanically as one dazed
(stupor). 3 Boites.

4 Ovid seems to mean that rainy Auster combined with the
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my poor resources. Ye too, brother Tyndaridae,!
whom this isle worships, attend in propitious power
our twofold way; for one craft makes ready to
pass through the narrow Symplegadae, the other
to plough Bistonia’s waters. Make ye the winds,
though different the places we seek, favour the one
and no less favour the other !

XI. EriLoguE

Every letter that you have read in my whole
book was formed by me during the troubled days
of my journey. Either the Adriatic saw me writing
these words in the midst of his waters, while I
shivered in cold December, or when I had passed
in my course the Isthmus with its two seas and had
taken the second ship of my journey into exile, my
writing of verses amid the wild roar of the sea
brought wonder, I think, to the Aegean Cyclades.
I myself now marvel that amid such turmoil of my
soul and of the sea my powers did not fail. But
whether ‘‘ trance ' 2 or * madness ’ be the name for
this pursuit, 'twas by such pains that all my pain
was lightened. Often my perilous tossing was
caused by the storm-bringing Kids, often the con-
stellation of Sterope made the sea to threaten, or
the day was darkened by the guardian3 of the
Atlantian bear, or Auster had drawn from the
Hyades an autumnal flood.# Often part of the sea
was within our ship ; nevertheless, with shaking hand
I continued to spin my verses such as they were.
setting Hyades (in November, a time of rain) to produce a
downpour,
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nunc quoque contenti stridunt Aquilone rudentes,
20 inque modum tumuli concava surgit aqua.,
ipse gubernator tollens ad sidera palmas
exposcit votis, inmemor artis, opem.
quocumgque aspexi, nihil est nisi mortis imago,
quam. dubia timeo mente timensque precor.
25 attigero portum, portu terrebor ab ipso :
plus habet infesta terra timoris aqua.
nam simul insidiis hominum pelagique laboro,
et faciunt geminos ensis et unda metus.
ille meo vereor ne speret sanguine praedam,
30  haec titulum nostrae mortis habere velit.
barbara pars laeva est avidaeque adsueta rapinae,!
quam cruor et caedes bellaque semper habent,
cumque sit hibernis agitatum fluctibus aequor,
pectora sunt ipso turbidiora mari.
35 quo magis his debes ignoscere, candide lector,
si spe sunt, ut sunt, inferiora tua.
non haec in nostris, ut quondam, scripsimus ? hortis,
nec, consuete, meum, lectule, corpus habes.
iactor in indomito brumali luce profundo
40 ipsaque caeruleis charta feritur aquis.
improba pugnat hiems indignaturque quod ausim
scribere se rigidas incutiente minas.
vincat hiems hominem ! sed eodem tempore, quaeso,
ipse modum statuam carminis, illa sui.

1 ad ethera penne vel substrata (substracta vel subtracta
elc.) rapinae : adsueta rapinae Haupt
% scribimus
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Now too the ropes drawn taut by Aquilo are
shrieking, and like a hill swells the curving surge.
The very helmsman lifts his hands to the stars
imploring aid with prayer and forgetful of his skill.
Wherever I gaze there is naught but the presentment
of death that with wavering mind I fear and pray
for in my fear. Should I reach the harbour, the
very harbour will affright me: there is more to
dread upon the land than on the hostile sea. For
the snares of men and of the sea unite in causing
my woe; the sword and the waves produce twin
fears. The one may look for booty through my
blood, I fear, whilst the other may wish to win
renown from my death. Wild is the shore on my
left, accustomed to the greed of robbers, ever filled
with bloodshed and murder and war, and though the
sea is shaken by stormy billows my breast is more
turbulent than the sea.

3% And so, kindly reader, you should grant me
the more indulgence if these verses are—as they
are — poorer than your hopes. They were not
written, as of old, in my garden or while you, my
familiar couch, supported my frame. I am tossing
of a winter’s day on the stormy deep, and my paper
is sprayed by the dark waters. The vicious storm
battles, indignant that I dare to write whilst he is
brandishing against me his stern threats. Let the
storm vanquish the man; but at the same time
that I end my verse, let him, I pray, reach his
own end.
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Quid mihi vobiscum est, infelix cura, libelli,
ingenio perii qui miser ipse meo ?
cur modo damnatas repeto, mea crimina, Musas ?
an semel est poenam commeruisse parum ?
5 carmina fecerunt, ut me cognoscere vellet
omine non fausto femina virque meo :
carmina fecerunt, ut me moresque notaret
iam demi iussa! Caesar ab Arte mea.
deme mihi studium, vitae quoque crimina demes
10 acceptum refero versibus esse nocens.
hoc pretium curae vigilatorumque laborum
cepimus : ingenio est poena reperta meo.
si saperem, doctas odissem iure sorores,
numina cultori perniciosa suo.
15 at nunc—tanta meo comes est insania morbo—
saxa malum refero rursus ad ista 2 pedem :
scilicet ut victus repetit gladiator harenam,
et redit in tumidas naufraga puppis aquas.
forsitan ut quondam Teuthrantia regna tenenti,
20 sic mihi res eadem vulnus opemque feret,
Musaque, quam movit, motam quoque leniet iram ;
exorant magnos carmina saepe deos.

1 demum visa 2 jcta: ista 5

1 The Ars amatoria, which had been removed from the
public libraries. But the text is not certain.
2 The Muses. 3 Telephus. Seec Index.
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Tue Poer’s PLEa

What have I to do with you, ye books, ill-
starred object of my toil,—I, ruined and wretched
through my own talent? Why do I seek once
again the Muses so recently condemned, the causes
of my guilt? Or is one well-earned penalty not
enough? Verse gave men and women a desire to
know me, but "twas no good omen for me ; verse caused
Caesar to brand me and my ways by commanding
that my “ Art 1 be forthwith taken away. Take
away from me my pursuit and you will take away
from my life also the charges against it. I lay the
charge of guilt against my verse. Thisis the reward
I have received for my work and my wakeful toil : a
penalty has been found for my talent. Were I wise I
should justly hate the learned sisters,? the deities fatal
to their own votary. But as it is—such madness
accompanies my disease—I am once more bending
my unfortunate steps to those crags, just as the
vanquished gladiator seeks again the arena or the
battered ship returns to the surging sea.

19 Perchance, as once for him who ruled the
Teuthrantian kingdom,® the same object will both
wound and cure me, and the Muse who aroused
the wrath will also soften it; song often prevails
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ipse quoque Ausonias Caesar matresque nurusque
carmina turrigerae dicere iussit Opi.
25 jusserat et Phoebo dici, quo tempore ludos
fecit, quos aetas aspicit una semel.
his precor exemplis tua nunc, mitissime Caesar,
fiat ab ingenio mollior ira meo.
illa quidem iusta est, nec me meruisse negabo—
30 non adeo nostro fugit ab ore pudor—
sed nisi peccassem, quid tu concedere posses ?
materiam veniae sors tibi nostra dedit.
si, quotiens peccant homines, sua fulmina mittat
Iuppiter, exiguo tempore inermis erit ;
35 nunc ubi detonuit strepituque exterruit orbem,
purum discussis aéra reddit aquis.
iure igitur genitorque deum rectorque vocatur,
iure capax mundus nil Iove maius habet.
tu quoque, cum patriae rector dicare paterque,
40 utere more dei nomen habentis idem.
idque facis, nec te quisquam moderatius umquam
imperii potuit frena tenere sui.
tu veniam parti superatae saepe dedisti,
non concessurus quam tibi victor erat.
45 divitiis etiam multos et honoribus auctos
vidi, qui tulerant in caput arma tuum ;
quaeque dies bellum, belli tibi sustulit iram,
parsque simul templis utraque dona tulit ;
utque tuus gaudet miles, quod vicerit hostem,
50 sic victum cur se gaudeat, hostis habet.
causa mea est melior, qui nec contraria dicor
arma nec hostiles esse secutus opes.

1 The Secular Games. See Index. ? Augustus.
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on the mighty gods. Caesar himself bade the
mothers and daughters of Ausonia chant a hymn
to turret-bearing Ops. He commanded a hymn to
Phoebus also when he celebrated those games?!
which each age views but once. Such precedents
now form the basis of my prayer, O merciful Caesar,
that my poetic gift may assuage thy wrath. Just
indeed it is—I will not deny that I have deserved it,
for shame has not so utterly fled my lips. But had I
pot sinned, what leniency were it possible for thee
to display ? My fate has given thee the means of
mercy. If at every human error Jupiter should
hurl his thunderbolts, he would in a brief space be
weaponless. But as it is, when the roll of his thunder
has died away, affrighting the world with its roar,
he scatters the rain-clouds and clears the air. Just
it is, then, to call him the father and ruler of the
gods, just it is that in the spacious universe there
is naught mightier than Jove. Do thou? also,
seeing thou art called ruler and father of our native
land, follow the way of the god who has the same
title. And that thou dost; no one has ever been
able to hold the reins of his power with more re-
straint. Thou hast often granted indulgence to a
conquered foe which he would not have granted to
thee had he been victor. Many even who had been
enhanced in riches and in honours have I seen direct
their arms against thee, and the day that ended
the battle ended for thee also the wrath of battle ;
both sides together made their gifts to the temples;
and as thy soldiery rejoice to have vanquished the
enemy, so the enemy has reason to rejoice at his
defeat. My cause is a better one, for none assert
that I have followed arms opposed to thee, or hostile
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per mare, per terras, per tertia numina iuro,
per te praesentem conspicuumque deum,
56 hunc animum favisse tibi, vir maxime, meque,
qua sola potui, mente fuisse tuum.
optavi, peteres caelestia sidera tarde,
parsque fui turbae parva precantis idem,
et pia tura dedi pro te, cumque omnibus unus
60 ipse quoque adiuvi publica vota meis.
quid referam libros, illos quoque, crimina nostra,
mille locis plenos nominis esse tui ?
inspice maius opus, quod adhuc sine fine tenetur,!
in non credendos corpora versa modos :
65 invenies vestri praeconia nominis illic,
invenies animi pignora multa mei.
non tua carminibus maior fit gloria, nec quo,
ut maior fiat, crescere possit, habet.
fama Jovi superest : tamen hunc sua facta referri
70 et se materiam carminis esse iuvat,
cumque Gigantei memorantur proelia belli,
credibile est laetum laudibus esse suis.
te celebrant alii, quanto decet ore, tuasque
ingenio laudes uberiore canunt :
75 sed tamen, ut fuso taurorum sanguine centum,
sic capitur minimo turis honore deus.
a! ferus et nobis 2 crudelior omnibus hostis,
delicias legit qui tibi cumque meas,
carmina ne nostris quae te venerantia libris
80 iudicio? possint candidiore legi.
esse sed irato quis te mihi posset amicus ?
vix tunc ipse mihi non inimicus eram.

1 tenetur] reliqui 2 nobis] nimium ? indicio

1 Heaven. 2 Seec Metam. xv. 857 ff.
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power. By sea, by earth, by the third power! I
swear, by thee, a present and manifest deity, that
this soul of mine favoured thee, mightiest of men,
and that, wherein alone I could, in heart I have been
thine. I prayed that thou mightest make thy way
late to the stars of heaven, and I was an humble
member of the throng that uttered the same prayer ;
loyal incense I offered in thy behalf and with all the
rest I too aided the prayers of the state with my own.

61 Why should I say that my books, even those
which are my accusers, in a thousand passages
hold thy name ? Examine the greater work, which
is still kept unfinished, the book of figures trans-
formed in ways unbelievable ; thou wilt find praises
of thy name there,? thou wilt find many pledges of
my loyalty. Thy glory is not made mightier by
song, nor has it room wherein to grow so as to be
made mightier. Jupiter has more than enough of
glory : yet is he pleased to have his deeds related
and himself become the theme of song, and when
the battles of his war with the Giants are told, we
may believe that he finds pleasure in his praises.
Thou art praised by others in a lofty style that
befits thee ; they sing thy praise with richer gifts
than mine ; but though a god be won by the out-
poured blood of a hundred bulls, yet is he also won
by the humblest offering of incense.

7 Alas! harsh was he and a more cruel enemy to
me than all the rest, who read to thee my playful
verse, preventing any verse that honours thee in
my books from being read with a fairer judgment.
But when thou wert angry, who could have been
friendly to me? Scarce could I at that time re-
frain from being an enemy to myself. When once
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cum coepit quassata domus subsidere, partes
in proclinatas omne recumbit onus,
85 cunctaque fortuna rimam faciente dehiscunt,
inque ! suo cladem pondere tracta ruunt.
ergo hominum quaesitum odium mihi carmine,
quosque
debuit, est vultus turba secuta tuos.
at, memini, vitamque meam moresque probabas
90 illo, quem dederas, praetereuntis equo.
quod si non prodest et honesti gloria nulla
redditur, at nullum crimen adeptus eram.?
nec male commissa est nobis fortuna reorum
lisque 3 decem deciens inspicienda viris.
95 res quoque privatas statui sine crimine iudex,
deque mea fassa est pars quoque victa fide.
me miserum ! potui, si non extrema nocerent,
iudicio tutus non semel esse tuo.
ultima me perdunt, imoque sub aequore mergit
100 incolumem totiens una procella ratem.
nec mihi pars nocuit de gurgite parva, sed omnes
pressere hoc fluctus oceanusque caput.
cur aliquid vidi ? cur noxia lumina feci ?
cur imprudenti cognita culpa mihi ?
105 inscius Actaeon vidit sine veste Dianam :
praeda fuit canibus non minus ille suis.
scilicet in superis etiam fortuna luenda est,
nec veniam laeso numine casus habet.
illa nostra die, qua me malus abstulit error,
110  parva quidem periit, sed sine labe domus :

! ipse . .. quodam corr. Vogel. 2 eram] erit
3 usque : lisque Heinsius

1 In the annual procession of the knights.
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a battered house has begun to settle, the whole
weight leans upon the yielding parts,—when fate
causes the first rift, the whole gapes apart and crashes
to destruction, dragged by its own weight. So
my verse has won me men’s dislike ; the crowd, as
was right, have only guided themselves by the
expression of thy face.

89 And yet, I remember, thou wert wont to approve
my life and my ways when I passed before thee
with the steed thou hadst granted mel If that
avails me not, if no renown for what is honourable
is granted me, at least I had suffered no impeach-
ment. Nor was fate of those on trial wrongfully
entrusted to me, sults to be examined by the
centumvirs. Private cases also I brought to settle-
ment, acting without criticism as referee; and
even the defeated side admitted my good faith.
Wretched me ! were it not for the injury caused me
by recent events, I might be secure through more
than one judgment of thine. These last events
ruin me ; one blast sends to the bottom of the sea
the craft that has so many times been safe.
"Tis no small part of the flood that has wrought me
harm, but all the billows of ocean have fallen upon
my head.

103 Why did I see anything? Why did I make
my eyes guilty ? Why was I so thoughtless as to
harbour the knowledge of a fault ? Unwitting was
Actaeon when he beheld Diana unclothed ; none
the less he became the prey of his own hounds.
Clearly, among the gods, even ill-fortune must be
atoned for, nor is mischance an excuse when a deity
is wronged. On that day when my ruinous mistake
ravished me away, my house, humble but stainless,
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sic quoque parva tamen, patrio dicatur ut aevo
clara nec ullius nobilitate minor,

et neque divitiis nec paupertate notanda,
unde sit in neutrum conspiciendus eques.

115 sit ! quoque nostra domus vel censu parva vel ortu,?

ingenio certe non latet illa meo ;

quo videar quamvis nimijum iuvenaliter usus,
grande tamen toto nomen ab orbe fero,

turbaque doctorum Nasonem novit et audet
non fastiditis adnumerare viris.

corruit haec igitur Musis accepta, sub uno
sed non exiguo crimine lapsa domus :

atque ea sic lapsa est, ut surgere, si modo laesi
ematuruerit Caesaris ira, queat,

125 cuius in eventu poenae clementia tanta est,

venerit ut nostro lenior illa metu.
vita data est, citraque necem tua constitit ira,
o princeps parce viribus use tuis !
insuper accedunt, te non adimente, paternae,
tamquam vita parum muneris esset, opes.
nec mea decreto damnasti facta senatus,
nec mea selecto iudice iussa fuga est.
tristibus invectus verbis—ita principe dignum—
ultus es offensas, ut decet, ipse tuas.

135 adde quod edictum, quamvis immite minaxque,

attamen in poenae nomine lene fuit :
quippe relegatus, non exul, dicor in illo,

privaque fortunae sunt ibi verba meae.
nulla quidem sano gravior mentisque potenti

poena est, quam tanto displicuisse viro ;

1 sit] si vel sic % ortu] astu

1 If the text is right, Ovid means that the language of th
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was destroyed—humble indeed, but in our ancestors’
time ’tis said to have been illustrious and inferior
in fame to none, though noted neither for wealth
nor poverty, so that from it spring knights con-
spicuous for neither. But even if our house be
small in wealth and in origin, at least my genius
does not suffer it to be obscure. This I may have
employed in too youthful exuberance, yet my name
is great throughout the world; a throng of the
cultured are well acquainted with Naso and venture
to count him with those whom they do not despise.

121 Fgllen then is my house, though pleasing to
the Muses, beneath one charge albeit no small one—
yet so fallen that it can rise again, if only time shall
mellow the wrath of injured Caesar whose leniency
in the penalty that has befallen is such that the
penalty is milder than 1 feared. Life was granted
me ; thy wrath halted ere it achieved my death :
O sire, with what restraint hast thou used thy
power ! Then too there is added—for thou takest
it not away—my inherited wealth, as if life were too
small a gift. Thou didst not condemn my deeds
through a decree of the senate nor was my exile
ordered by a special court. With words of stern
invective—worthy of a prince—thou didst thyself,
as is fitting, avenge thine own injury. And thy
command, though severe and threatening, was yet
mild in naming my punishment, for it calls me
relegatus, not exile, and thou dost use therein language
especially adapted to my fate.

139 No punishment indeed is heavier to one in
command of his senses than the displeasure of so
edict was not that which was customarily used but was
peculiar, especially in calling him relegatus (Introd. p. xviii).
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sed solet interdum fieri placabile numen :
nube solet pulsa candidus ire dies.
vidi ego pampineis oneratam vitibus ulmum,
quae fuerat saevi fulmine tacta Iovis.
145 ipse licet sperare vetes, sperabimus usque ! ;
hoc unum fieri te prohibente potest.
spes mihi magna subit, cum te, mitissime princeps,
spes mihi, respicio cum mea facta, cadit.
ac veluti ventis agitantibus aéra non est
150 aequalis rabies continuusque furor,
sed modo subsidunt intermissique silescunt,
vimque putes illos deposuisse suam :
sic abeunt redeuntque mei variantque timores,
et spem placandi dantque negantque tui.
155 per superos igitur, qui dant tibi longa dabuntque
tempora, Romanum si modo nomen amant,
per patriam, quae te tuta et secura parente est,
cuius, ut in populo, pars ego nuper eram,—
sic tibi, quem semper factis animoque mereris,
160  reddatur gratae debitus urbis amor ;
Livia sic tecum sociales compleat annos,
quae, nisi te, nullo coniuge digna fuit,
quae si non esset, caelebs te vita deceret,
nullaque, cui posses esse maritus, erat ;
165 sospite sit tecum 2 natus quoque sospes, et olim
imperium regat hoc cum seniore senex ;
ut faciuntque tui, sidus iuvenale, nepotes,
per tua perque sui facta parentis eant ;
sic adsueta tuis semper Victoria castris
170 nunc quoque se praestet notaque signa petat,

1 utque vel atque : usque Ileinsius
% si tecum wel sic te sit corr. &

! Tiberius; ¢f. also 171 ff.
? Germanicus and Drusus the Younger.
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mighty a man as thou; yet 'tis common for a deity
to be appeased at times ; ’'tis common for clouds to
scatter and the bright daylight to return. I have
seen an elm laden with the tendrils of a vine even
after it had been blasted by the thunderbolt of
angry Jove. Though thou dost thyself forbid me
to hope, I shall hope constantly ; this one thing
can be done in spite of thy command. Strong hope
comes upon me when I regard thee, most merciful
of princes, but hope fails me when I regard my
own deeds. As in the winds that buffet the air
there is no steady, no constant madness, but now
they decrcase or arc lulled to silence so that one
would suppose they had laid aside their power, in
this wise my fears depart, return, or change, giving
me or denying me hope of appeasing thee.

1% Wherefore by the gods above, who give and
will give thee long years, it only they love the Roman
race, by our native land which is safe and secure
under thy fatherly care, of which 1 as one among
the people was but recently a part; so, I pray,
may there be duly paid thee by a grateful city that
debt of love which thy constant deeds and spirit
deserve ; so in union with thee may Livia fill out
her years—she whom no husband but thou deserved,
but for whose existence an unwedded life would
befit thee and there were nonce other whom thou
couldst espouse ; so, together with thy safety may
thy son? too be safe, and one day rule this empire,
an old man with one still older; and may thy
grandsons,? stars of the youth, still hold their course,
as now they do, through thy deeds and those of
their own sire ; so may Victory, always at home in
thy camp, now also present herself, seeking the
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Ausoniumque ducem solitis circumvolet alis,
ponat et in nitida laurea serta coma,
per quem bella geris, cuius nunc corpore pugnas,
auspicium cui das grande deosque tuos,
175 dimidioque tui praesens es et aspicis ! urbem,
dimidio procul es saevaque bella geris ;
hie tibi sic redeat superato victor ab hoste,
inque coronatis fulgeat altus equis,—
parce, precor, fulmenque tuum, fera tela, reconde,
180  heu nimium misero cognita tela mihi !
parce, pater patriae, nec nominis inmemor huius
olim placandi spem mihi tolle tui !
non precor ut redeam, quamvis maiora petitis
credibile est magnos saepe dedisse deos ;
185 mitius exilium si das propiusque roganti,
pars erit ex poena magna levata mea.
ultima perpetior medios eiectus in hostes,
nec quisquam patria longius exul abest.
solus ad egressus missus septemplicis Histri
190  Parrhasiae gelido virginis axe premor—
Ciziges et Colchi Tereteaque 2 turba Getaeque
Danuvii mediis vix prohibentur aquis—
cumque alii causa tibi sint graviore fugati,
ulterior nulli, quam mihi, terra data cst.
195 longius hac nihil est, nisi tantum frigus et hostes,
et maris adstricto quae coit unda gelu.
hactenus Fuxini pars est Romana sinistri :
proxima Basternae Sauromataeque tenent.

1 et (es) respicis : es et aspicis§
2 metercaque corr. Iillis

1 A different people from the Colchi who dwelt east o
the Pontus. Perhaps 191-192 should be transposed afte
198, ¢f. Owen, T'rist., 1889, pp. xcv-xcvi.
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standards so well known to her, hovering with
familiar wings about the Ausonian leader and
placing the laurel wreath upon the shining hair of
him through whom thou dost wage wars, in whose
person thou art now doing battle, to whom thou dost
grant thy lofty auspices and thy gods and thus art
half present, keeping watch o’er the city, and half
far away conducting savage wars; so may he return
to thee after conquering the foe, and be seen in
radiance high on a garlanded car—oh spare me, I
pray, and hide away thy thunderbolt, cruel weapon,
alas! but too well known to wretched me! Spare
me, father of our country! Do not. forgctful of
this name, take from me the hope that sometime I
may appease thee! I pray not for return, even
though we may believe that more than the prayer
has oft been granted by the mighty gods. Grant
me a milder and a nearer place of exile, and a large
part of my punishment will be lightened.

187 | am now enduring the extreme, thrust forth
into the midst of enemies; no exile is farther from
his native land. I alone have been sent to the
mouths of the seven-streamed Hister, I am crushed
beneath the Parrhasian virgin’s icy pole. The
Ciziges, the Colchi,! the hordes of Teretei, and the
Getae are scarce fended off by the interposition of
the Danube’s waters. Though others have been
exiled for weightier cause, a more remote land has
been assigned to no one; nothing is farther away
than this land except only the cold and the enemy
and the sea whose waters congeal with the frost.
Here is the end of Rome’s domain on the ill-omened
Euxine’s shore ; hard by the Basternae and Sauro-
matae hold sway. This land comes last of all beneath

69



OVID

haec est Ausonio sub iure novissima vixque
200  haeret in imperii margine terra tui.
unde precor supplex ut nos in tuta releges,
ne sit cum patria pax quoque adempta mihi,
ne timeam gentcs, quas non bene summovet Hister,
neve tuus possim civis ab hoste capi.
205 fas prohibet Latio quemquam de sanguine natum
Caesaribus salvis barbara vincla pati.
perdiderint cum me duo crimina, carmen et error,
alterius facti culpa silenda mihi :
npam non sum tanti, renovem ut tua vulnera, Caesar,
210  quem nimio plus est indoluisse scmel.
altera pars superest, qua turpi carmine factus
arguor obsceni doctor adulterii.
fas ergo cst aliqua caelestia pectora falli,
et sunt notitia multa minora tua ;
215 utque deos caelumque simul sublime tuenti
non vacat exiguis rebus adesse Iovi,
de te pendentem sic dum circumspicis orbem,
effugiunt curas inferiora tuas.
scilicet imperii princeps statione relicta
220  imparibus legercs carmina facta modis ?
non ea te moles Romani nominis urguet,
inque tuis umeris tam leve fertur onus,
lusibus ut possis advertere numen ineptis,
excutiasque oculis otia nostra tuis.
225 nunc tibi Pannonia est, nunc Illyris ora domanda,
Raetica nunc praebent Thraciaque arma metum,
nunc petit Armenius pacem, nunc porrigit arcus
Parthus eques timida captaque signa manu,

1 The Ars amatoria.
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Ausonian law, clinging with difficulty to the very
edge of thy empire.

201 And so I offer a suppliant’s prayer that thou
wilt banish me to a safe abode—that together with
my fatherland peace also be not taken from me,
that I may not fear the tribes which the Hister
holds insecurely in check, that I, thy subject, be not
within an enemy’s power to capture. Right forbids
that anyone of Latin blood should suffer barbarian
bondage while Caesars live.

207 Though two crimes, a poem?! and a blunder,
have brought me ruin, of my fault in the one I
must keep silent, for my worth is not such that I
may reopen thy wounds, O Caesar; ’tis more than
enough that thou shouldst have been pained once.
The other remains : the charge that by an obscene
poem I have taught foul adultery. °'Tis possible
then, somehow, for divine minds to be deceived, for
many things to be beneath thy notice. As Jove
who watches at once o’er the gods and the lofty
heaven has not leisure to give heed to small things,
so whilst thou dost gaze about upon the world that
depends upon thee, things of less moment escape
thy care. Shouldst thou, forsooth, the prince of
the world, abandon thy post and read songs of mine
set to unequal measure ? That weight of the Roman
name does not lay so light a burden upon thy
shoulders that thou canst direct thy divine attention
to silly trifles, examining with thine own eye the
product of my leisure hours. Now Pannonia, now
the Illyrian shore must be subdued by thee, now
the wars in Raetia or Thrace bring thee anxiety ;
now the Armenian secks peace, now the Parthian
horscman extends to thee with timorous hand his
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nunc te prole tua juvenem Germania sentit,
230  bellaque pro magno Caesare Caesar obit ;
denique, ut in tanto, quantum non extitit umquam,
corpore pars nulla est, quae labet, imperii.
urbs quoque te et legum lassat tutela tuarum
et morum, similes quos cupis esse tuis.
235 nec! tibi contingunt, quae gentibus otia praestas,
bellaque cum multis inrequieta geris.
mirer in hoc igitur tantarum pondere rerum
te numquam nostros evoluisse iocos ?
at si, quod mallem, vacuum tibi forte 2 fuisset,
240 nullum legisses crimen in Arte mea.
illa quidem fateor frontis non esse severae
scripta, nec a tanto principe digna legi :
non tamen idcirco legum contraria iussis
sunt ea Romanas erudiuntque nurus.
245 neve, quibus scribam, possis dubitare, libellos,
quattuor hos versus e tribus unus habet :
*“ este procul, vittae tenues, insigne pudoris,
quaeque tegis medios instita longa pedes !
nil nisi legitimum concessaque furta canemus,
250 inque meo nullum carmine crimen erit.”
ecquid ab hac omnes rigide summovimus Arte,
quas stola contingi vittaque sumpta vetat ?
* at matrona potest alienis artibus uti,
quodque 3 trahat, quamvis non doceatur, habet.”
265 nil igitur matrona legat, quia carmine ab omni
ad delinquendum doctior esse potest.

! non 2 tibi forte] fortasse 3 quoque

1 Tiberius.

2 See Ars amat. 1. 31-34. The verses are almost identical.

3 The nstita was a border or ruffle woven to the lower
edge of the matron’s dress (stola).
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bow and the standards once he seized ; now through
thy son! Germany feels thy youthful vigour, and a
Caesar wars for a mighty Caesar. In fine, though
the body of the empire is vaster than has ever ex-
isted, no part is weak. The city also wearies thee,
and the guardianship of thy laws and of the morals
which thou dost desire to be like thine own, nor to
thy lot falls that repose thou bestowest upon the
nations, for thou art waging many wars that allow
thee no rest.

237 Can I wonder, then, that under this weight of
great affairs thou hast never unrolled the volume
of my jests? Yet if, as I could wish, thou hadst
chanced to have the leisure, thou wouldst have read
no crimes in my ‘‘ Art.” That poem, I admit, has
no serious mien, it is not worthy to be read by so
great a prince ; but not for that reason is it opposed
to the commandments of the law, nor does it offer
teaching to the daughters of Rome. And that thou
may’st not doubt for whom I write, one of the three
books contains these four verses : 2 * Far from me !
ye narrow fillets, badge of modesty ! and thou, long
ruffle 3 covering half the feet ! I shall sing of naught
but what is lawful, of loves which men allow. There
shall be in my song no sin.” Have I not strictly ex-
cluded from this ‘“ Art”’ all women whom the assump-
tion of the robe and fillet of wedlock protect ?

23 But, thou mayst say, the matron can use arts
intended for others and draw therefrom instruction,
though she be not herself the pupil. Let the
matron read nothing then, for from every song
she can gain wisdom for sin. From whatever
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quodcumque attigerit, siqua est studiosa sinistri,
ad vitium mores instruet inde suos.
sumpserit Annales—nihil est hirsutius illis—
260 facta sit unde parens Ilia, nempe legct.
sumpserit Aeneadum genetrix ubi prima, requiret,
Aeneadum genetrix unde sit alma Venus.
persequar inferius, modo si licet ordine ferri,
posse nocere animis carminis omne genus.
265 non tamen idcirco crimen liber omnis habebit :
nil prodest, quod non laedere possit idem.
igne quid utilius ? siquis tamen urere tecta
comparat, audaces instruit igne manus.
eripit interdum, modo dat medicina salutem,
270 quaeque iuvet, monstrat, quaeque sit herba nocens.
et latro et cautus praecingitur ense viator ;
ille sed insidias, hic sibi portat opem.
discitur innocuas ut agat facundia causas ;
protegit haec sontes, inmeritosque premit.
275 sic igitur carmen, recta si mente legatur,
constabit nulli posse nocere meum.
*“ at quasdam vitio.” quicumque hoc concipit, errat,
et nimium scriptis arrogat ille meis.
ut tamen hoc fatear, ludi quoque semina praebent
280 nequitiae : tolli tota theatra iube !
peccandi causam multis quam! saepe dederunt,
Martia cum durum sternit harena solum !
tollatur Circus ! non tuta licentia Circi est :
hic sedet ignoto iuncta puella viro.

! multi quam vel quam multis corr. Riese

! Probably the 4nnals of Ennius.

2 The opening words of Lucretius’ De rerum natura.
The Romans often refer to a work by citing the first
words.
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she touches, be she inclined to wrongdoing, she
will equip her character for vice. Let her take
up the Annals'—naught is ruder than they—she
will surely read by whom Ilia became a mother.
So soon as she takes up the *“ Aeneadum genetrix,” 2
she will ask by whom fostering Venus became the
mother of the Aeneadae. I will show later, if only
I may present it in order, that it is possible for the
soul to be injured by every kind of poem. Yet not
on that account shall every book be guilty. Nothing
is useful which cannot at the same time be injurious.
What more useful than fire? Yet whoever is
making ready to burn a house arms his criminal
hands with fire. Medicine sometimes removes,
sometimes bestows safety, showing what plant is
healthful, what harmful. Both the brigand and the
cautious wayfarer gird on a sword, but the one
carries it for treacherous attack, the other for his
own defence. Eloquence is learned for the conduct
of just causes ; yet it protects the guilty and crushes
the innocent. So then with verse: if it be read with
upright mind, it will be established that it can
injure nobody—even though it be mine.

277 “ But there are certain women whom I deprave.”
Whoever believes this is mistaken and attributes
too much to my works. Even should 1 admit this
charge, the games also furnish the seeds of wrong-
doing ; order the abolition of all the theatres! A
pretext for sin has oft been found by many at the
time when the hard earth is covered with the sand
of Mars3; abolish the Circus! The license of the
Circus is not safe, for here a girl may sit close to a

3 i.e. the arena in which gladiatorial displays, etc.,
occurred.
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285 cum quaedam spatientur in hoc,! ut amator eodem 2
conveniat, quare porticus ulla patet ?
quis locus est templis augustior ? haec quoque vitet,
in culpam siqua est ingeniosa suam.
cum steterit Iovis aede, Iovis succurret in aede
290 quam multas matres fecerit ille deus.
proxima adoranti Iunonis templa subibit,
paelicibus multis hanc doluisse deam.
Pallade conspecta, natum de crimine virgo
sustulerit quare, quaeret, Erichthonium.
295 venerit in magni templum, tua munera, Martis,
stat Venus Ultori iuncta, vir 3 ante fores.
Isidis aede sedens, cur hanc Saturnia, quaeret,
egerit Ionio Bosphorioque mari.
in Venerem Anchises, in Lunam Latmius heros,
300 in Cererem lasion, qui referatur, erit.
omnia perversas possunt corrumpere mentes §
stant tamen illa suis omnia tuta locis.
et procul a scripta solis meretricibus Arte
summovet ingenuas pagina prima manus.
305 quaecumque erupit, qua non sinit ire sacerdos,
protinus huic ¢ dempti criminis ipsa rea est.
nec tamen est facinus versus evolvere mollis ;
multa licet castae non facienda legant.
saepe supercilii nudas matrona severi
310 et veneris stantis ad genus omne videt.
corpora Vestales oculi meretricia cernunt,
nec domino poenae res ea causa fuit.
1 hac 2 eadem 3 viro
4 haec: huic Rothmaler

1 After the battle of Actium Augustus built a temple
to Mars, the Avenger.

2 This probably refers to the statues of Venus Genetrix and
Mars by Arcesilaus. The goddess was depicted fully clothed,
perhaps in a man’s armour, and Cupid was shown gliding
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strange man. Since certain women stroll in them,
intent on meeting a lover there, why does any
portico stand open? What place more dignified
than the temples ? But these too should be avoided
by any woman whose nature inclines to fault. When
she stands in Jupiter’s temple, in Jupiter’s temple
it will occur to her how many that god has caused
to be mothers.

201 As she worships in the neighbouring temple
of Juno, the thought will come upon her that many
rivals have caused this goddess wrath. When she
has looked on Pallas, she will ask why the virgin
brought up Erichthonius, the child of sin. If she
enters the temple of mighty Mars, thine own gift,!
Venus stands close to the Avenger, in the guise of
a man before the door.2 If she sit in Isis’ fane, she
will ask why she was driven by Saturnia over the
Ionian sea and the Bosporus. Anchises will remind
her of Venus, the Latmian hero 3 of Luna, Iasion of
Ceres. All things can corrupt perverted minds,
yet all those things stand harmless in their proper
places. TFar from the *“ Art,” written for courtesans
alone, its first page warns the hands of upright
women. Any woman who breaks away to a place
forbidden by a priest, forthwith removes from him
the sin and becomes herself guilty. Nevertheless
it is no crime to read tender verse ; the chaste may
read much that they should not do. Often matrons
of serious brow behold women nude, ready for
every kind of lust. The eyes of Vestals behold the
bodies of courtesans nor has that been the cause
of punishment to their owner.

down in such a way as to form a bond (iuncta) between the
divinities, 3 Endymion.
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at cur in nostra nimia est lascivia Musa,
curve meus cuiquam suadet amare liber ?
315 nil nisi peccatum manifestaque culpa fatenda est :
paenitet ingenii iudiciique mei.
cur non Argolicis potius quae concidit armis
vexata est iterum carmine Troia meo ?
cur tacui Thebas et vulnera mutua fratrum,
320 et septem portas, sub duce quamque suo ?
nec mihi materiam bellatrix Roma negabat,
et pius est patriae facta referre labor.
denique cum meritis impleveris omnia, Caesar,
pars mihi de multis una canenda fuit,
325 utque trahunt oculos radiantia lumina solis,
traxissent animum sic tua facta meum.
arguor inmerito. tenuis mihi campus aratur ;
illud erat magnae fertilitatis opus.
non ideo debet pelago se credere, siqua
330 audet in exiguo ludere cumba lacu.
forsan—et hoc dubitem—numeris levioribus aptus
sim satis, in parvos sufficiamque modos :
at si me iubeas domitos Iovis igne Gigantes
dicere, conantem debilitabit onus
335 divitis ingenii est immania Cacsaris acta
condere, materia ne superetur opus.
et tamen ausus eram ; sed detrectarc videbar,
quodque nefas, damno viribus esse tuis.
ad leve rursus opus, iuvenalia carmina, veni,
340 et falso movi pectus amore meum.
non equidem vellem. sed me mea fata trahebant,
inque meas poenas ingeniosus cram.
ei mihi, quod didici ! cur me docuere parentes
litteraque est oculos ulla morata meos ?

! Eteocles and Polynices.
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313 Yet why is my muse so wanton? Why does
my book advise anybody to love ? There is naught
for me but confession of my error and my obvious
fault : I repent of my talent and my tastes. Why
rather did I not harass once again in my song Troy,
which fell before the Argive arms? Why was I
silent of Thebes and the mutual wounds of the
brothers,! and the seven gates each under command
of its own leader? Warlike Rome did not refuse
me a subject, and ’tis a pious task to tell the story
of one’s native land. In fine, since thou hast filled
the world with thy great deeds, Caesar, some one
part of those many should have been the theme
of my song, and as the glittering rays of the
sun attract the eye, so thy exploits would have
drawn forth my powers. Undeservedly am 1 blamed.
Poor is the field I plough ; that was a theme mighty
and fruitful. A skiff ought not to trust itself to the
sca just because it ventures to disport itself in a
little pool. Perhaps (even this I may doubt) I am
well enough suited to lighter verse, capable of humble
measures ; but if thou shouldst bid me sing of the
Giants conquered by Jove’s lightning, the burden
will weaken me in the attempt. Only a rich mind
can tell the tale of Caesar’s mighty deeds if the
theme is not to surpass the work. Even so I made the
venture, but methought I impaired the theme and—
an impious thing—wrought injury to thy might.

39 1 returned once more to my light task, the
songs of youth, stimulating my breast with fictitious
love. Would that I had not! But my fate drew
me on to be clever to my own hurt. Alas that I
ever acquired learning ! Why did my parents teach
me 7 Why did any letter ever beguile my eyes ?
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345 hacc tibi me invisum lascivia fecit, ob artes,
quis ratus es vetitos sollicitare toros.
sed neque me nuptae didicerunt furta magistro,
quodque parum novit, nemo docere potest.
sic ego delicias et mollia carmina feci,
350  strinxerit ut nomen fabula nulla meum.
nec quisquam est adeo media de plebe maritus,
ut dubius vitio sit pater ille meo.
crede mihi, distant mores a carmine nostro—
vita verecunda est, Musa iocosa mea—
355 magnaque pars mendax operum est et ficta meorum :
plus sibi permisit compositore suo.
nec liber indicium est animi, sed honesta voluntas !
plurima mulcendis auribus apta ferens.?
Accius esset atrox, conviva Terentius essct,
360 essent pugnaces qui fera bella canunt.
denique composui teneros non solus amores @
composito poenas solus amore dedi.
quid, nisi cum multo Venerem confundere vino
praecepit lyrici Teia Musa senis ?
365 Lesbia quid docuit Sappho, nisi amare, puellas ?
tuta tamen Sappho, tutus et ille fuit.
nec tibi, Battiade, nocuit, quod saepe legenti
delicias versu fassus cs ipse tuas.
fabula iucundi nulla est sine amore Menandri,
370 et solet hic pueris virginibusque legi.
Ilias ipsa quid est aliud nisi adultera, de qua
inter amatorem pugna virumque fuit ?
quid prius est illi flamma Briscidos, utque
fecerit iratos rapta puella duces ?

1 voluptas 2 feret vel fores : ferens s

1 359-360 are the conclusion of a condition, ** if this were
not true,” implied in 857-358.
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This wantonness has caused thee to hate me on
account of the arts which thou didst think disturbed
unions that all were forbidden to attack. But no
brides have learned deceptions through my teach-
ing ; nobody can teach that of which he knows too
little. I have composed songs of pleasure and love
but in such fashion that no scandal has ever touched
my name. No husband exists even amid the common
people who doubts his fatherhood through sin of
mine. I assure you, my character differs from my
verse (my life is moral, my muse is gay), and most
of my work, unreal and fictitious, has allowed itself
more licence than its author has had. A book is not
an evidence of one’s soul, but an honourable impulse
that presents very many things suited to charm the
ear. Else ! would Accius be cruel, Terence a reveller,
or those would be quarrelsome who sing of ficrce
war.

361 Moreover, not I alone have written tales of
tender love, but for writing of love I alone have
been punished. What but the union of love and
lavish wine was the teaching of the lyric muse of
the aged Tean bard 2? What did Lesbian Sappho
teach the girls if not love ?  Yet Sappho was secure,
the Tean also was secure. It did not injure thee,
scion of Battus,3 that thou didst often in verse confess
to the reader thy wanton pleasures. No play of
charming Menander is free from love, yet he is
wont to be read by boys and girls. The very Tliad
—what is it but an adulteress about whom her lover
and her husband fought ?  What occurs in it before
the flaming passion for Briseis and the feud between
the chiefs due to the scizure of the girl > What is

2 Anacreon. 8 Callimachus.
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376 aut quid Odyssea est nisi femina propter amorem,
dum vir abest, multis una petita procis ?
quis nisi Maeonides, Venerem Martemque ligatos
narrat, in obsceno corpora prensa toro ?
unde nisi indicio magni sciremus Homeri
380 hospitis igne duas incaluisse-deas ?
omne genus scripti gravitate tragoedia vineit :
haec quoque materiam semper amoris habet.
num quid ! in Hippolyto, nisi caecae flamma novercae?
nobilis est Canace fratris amore sui.
385 quid ? non Tantalides, agitante Cupidine currus,
Pisacam Phrygiis vexit eburnus equis?
tingueret ut ferrum natorum sanguine mater,
concitus a laeso fecit amore dolor.
fecit amor subitas volucres cum paelice regem,
390 quaeque suum luget nunc quoque mater Ityn.
si non Aéropen frater sceleratus amasset,
aversos Solis non legeremus equos.
impia nec tragicos tetigisset Scylla cothurnos,
ni patrium crinem desecuisset amor.
395 qui legis Electran et egentem mentis Oresten,”
Aegisthi crimen Tyndaridosque legis.
nam quid de tetrico referam domitore Chimaerae,
quem leto fallax hospita paene dedit ?
quid loquar Hermionen, quid te, Schoeneia virgo,
400 teque, Mycenaeo Phoebas amata duci ?

1 pamquid 2 orestem

1 Penelope.
2 Circe and Calypso, who loved Ulysses.
9 Phaedra.
¢ Pelops, who had an ivory shoulder.
& Medea. 8 Tereus.
7 i.e. would never have become a theme for tragedy.
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the Odyssey except the story of one woman ! wooed
in her husband’s absence for love’s sake by many
suitors ? Who but the Maeonian tells of Venus
and Mars caught in bonds of unseemly love ? On
whose evidence but that of great Homer should we
know of two goddesses 2 on fire with passion for a
guest ?

381 Rvery kind of writing is surpassed in serious-
ness by tragedy, but this also constantly deals with
the theme of love. Is there aught in the Hippo-
lytus except the blind passion of a stepmother 3?
Canace’s fame is due to her love for her brother.
Again, did not the ivory scion ¢ of Tantalus, while
Cupid drove the car, bear away the Pisan maiden
with his Phrygian horses? The mother® who
stained her sword with the blood of her children
was roused to the deed by the anger of slighted love.
Love suddenly transformed into birds the king$®
with his paramour, and that mother who still mourns
her son Itys. If her accursed brother had not
loved Aérope we should not read about the horses
of the Sun turning aside. Wicked Secylla would
never have touched the tragic buskin 7 had not love
caused her to sever her father’s lock. You who
read of Electra and crazed Orestes are reading of
the guilt of Aegisthus and Tyndareus’ daughter.8
Why should I tell of the dread conqueror? of the
Chimaera whom a deceitful hostess brought near to
death? Why speak of Hermione, why of thee,
maiden daughter® of Schoeneus, and of thee,
priestess of Phoebus, beloved by the Mycenean

8 Clytaemestra. ? Bellerophon.
10 Atalanta. 11 Cassandra.
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quid Danaén Danaésque nurum matremque Lyaei
Haemonaque et noctes cui coiere duae ?
quid Peliae generum, quid Thesea, quique ! Pelasgum
Iliacam tetigit de rate primus humum ?
405 huc Iole Pyrrhique parens, huc Herculis uxor,
huc accedat Hylas Iliacusque puer.
tempore deficiar, tragicos si persequar ignes,
vixque meus capiet nomina nuda liber.
est et in obscenos commixta 2 tragoedia risus,
410 multaque praeteriti verba pudoris habet ;
nec nocet auctori, mollem qui fecit Achillem,
infregisse suis fortia facta modis.
iunxit Aristides Milesia crimina secum,
pulsus Aristides nec tamen urbe sua est.
415 nec qui descripsit corrumpi semina matrum,
Eubius, impurae conditor historiae,
nce qui composuit nuper Sybaritica, fugit,
nec qui concubitus non tacuere suos.
suntque ea doctorum monumentis mixta 3 virorum,
420 muneribusque ducum publica facta patent.
neve peregrinis tantum defendar ab armis,
et Romanus habet multa iocosa liber.
utque suo Martem cecinit gravis Ennius ore—
Ennius ingenio maximus, arte rudis—
425 explicat ut causas rapidi Lucretius ignis,
casurumque triplex vaticinatur opus,

1 quidve vel quisve corr. Ehwald

2 deflexa 3 saxa vel texta
1 Agamemnon, ¢ Andromeda,
3 Semele, mother of Bacchus.
4 Alcmena. 5 Admetus.
8 Protesilaus. 7 Deidamia.
8 Dejanira, ® Ganymede.
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leader!? Why of Dana& and of Danaé&’s daughter-
in-law,? of the mother 3 of Lyaeus, of Haemon, and
of her?® for whom two nights combined? Wh
speak of Pelias’ son-in-law,5 of Theseus, and of him 8
who first of the Pelasgians touched the soil of Ilium ?
To these add Iole, and the mother? of Pyrrhus,
the wife® of Hercules, Hylas, and the Ilian boy.?
Time will fail if I tell all the loves of tragedy, and
my book will scarce hold the bare names.

409 There is too a tragedy involved in coarse
laughter, containing many terms of shamelessness ;
and the author 1° who depicted Achilles tender with
love does not suffer for having weakened by his verses
deeds of valour. Aristides connected the vices of
Miletus with himself, yet Aristides was not driven
from his own city. Neither Eubius, who described
the destruction of the mother’s seed, the composer
of a foul tale, nor hell who recently wrote the
Sybaritica, were exiled, nor those who have not
concealed their own erotic adventures. And those
things exist among the memorials of learned men
and through the gifts of our leaders have become
public property open to all.}2

421 And I need not defend myself with foreign
arms only, for Roman books also contain much that
is frivolous, Though Ennius lent his lips to the
serious strains of war—Ennius mighty in genius, rude
in art—though Lucretius sets forth the causes of
scorching flame and prophesies the destruction of

10 Unknown. The theme was probably Achilles’ love for
Patroclus.

11 Hemitheon.

12 .. such compositions may be found in the public
libraries.
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sic sua lascivo cantata est saepe Catullo
femina, cui falsum Lesbia nomen erat ;
nec contentus ea, multos vulgavit amores,
430  in quibus ipse suum fassus adulterium est.
par fuit exigui similisque licentia Calvi,
detexit variis qui sua furta ! modis.
quid referam Ticidae, quid Memmi carmen, apud
quos
rebus adest nomen nominibusque pudor ?
435 Cinna quoque his comes est, Cinnaque procacior
Anser,
et leve Cornifici parque Catonis opus.
et quorum libris modo dissimulata Perillae,?
nomine, nunc legitur dicta, Metelle, tuo.
is quoque, Phasiacas Argon qui duxit in undas,
440 non potuit Veneris furta tacere suae.
nec minus Hortensi, nec sunt minus improba Servi
carmina. quis dubitet nomina tanta sequi ?
vertit Aristiden Sisenna, nec obfuit illi
historiae turpis inseruisse iocos.
445 non fuit opprobrio celebrasse Lycorida Gallo,
sed linguam nimio non tenuisse mero.
credere iuranti durum putat esse Tibullus,
sic etiam de se quod neget illa viro.
fallere custodes idem 3 docuisse fatetur,
450 seque sua miserum nunc ait arte premi.
saepe, velut gemmam dominae signumve probaret,
per causam meminit se tetigisse manum ;

1 facta ® per illos: Perillae ¢
3 custodem tandem (vel demum) corr. Francius

1 One of these was Ticidas, ¢f. Apuleius, 4pol. 10.
2 See Index s.v. Perilla.
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three elements, yet wanton Catullus sang oft of her
who was falsely called Lesbia, and not content with
her he noised abroad many other loves in which he
admitted his own intrigues. Equal in degree and
of the same kind was the licence of diminutive
Calvus, who revealed his own love adventures in
various metres. Why allude to the verse of Ticidas
or of Memmius, in whom things are named—with
names devoid of shame? With them Cinna too
belongs and Anser, more wanton than Cinna, and the
light poems of Cornificius and of Cato, and those! in
whose books she who was but recently hidden be-
neath the name of Perilla 2 is now found called after
thy name, Metellus. He,? too, who guided the
Argo to the waters of Phasis, could not keep silent
about his own adventures in love. Hortensius’
verses and those of Servius are not less wanton.
Who would hesitate to imitate these mighty names ?
Sisenna translated Aristides and was not harmed for
weaving in the tale coarse jests. It was no reproach
to Gallus that he gave fame to Lycoris, but that
from too much wine he did not restrain his tongue.
Tibullus 4 thinks it hard to believe his lady under
oath because she makes the same denials about
himself to her lord. He admits, too, teaching her
how to deceive her guard, saying that he is now in
his wretchedness overcome by his own ruse. Often
on the pretext of trying the gem and seal of his
mistress he recalls that he touched her hand; he

3 Varro of Atax, who wrote an Argonautica.

¢ In this passage (through v. 460) Ovid paraphrases parts
of Tibull. i. 5 and i. 6 in which the fpoet becomes the victim
at the hands of his faithless Delia of the very deceits he had
taught her.
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utque refert, digitis saepe est nutuque locutus,
et tacitam mensae duxit in orbe notam ;

455 et quibus e sucis abeat de corpore livor,

impresso fieri qui solet ore, docet :
denique ab incauto nimium petit ille marito,
se quoque uti servet, peccet ut illa minus.
scit, cui latretur, cum solus obambulet, ipsas!
cur ? totiens clausas excreet ante fores,
multaque dat furti talis praecepta docetque
qua nuptae possint fallere ab arte viros.
non fuit hoc illi fraudi, legiturque Tibullus
et placet, et iam te principe notus erat.

465 invenies eadem blandi praecepta Properti :

destrictus minima nec tamen ille nota est.
his ego successi, quoniam praestantia candor
nomina vivorum dissimulare iubet.
non timui, fateor, ne, qua tot iere carinae,
naufraga servatis omnibus una foret.
sunt aliis scriptae, quibus alea luditur, artes :—
hoc est ad nostros non leve crimen avos—
quid valeant tali, quo possis plurima iactu

1 ipse corr. Owen % cui vel qui: curs

1 Perhaps quis for cur (ALW): “ who is coughing, etc.”
Cf. Tib. i. 5. 74 f.

2 li.e. Tibullus was expert in detecting the presence of a
rival.

8 About 26 s.c.

4 Lines 471-482 are obscure because Ovid, writing for
readers familiar with the subject, uses technical terms and
gives only a hint or two to indicate each game. Even
with the help of the full evidence which has been collected
in such handbooks as Marquardt's Privatleben der Romer,
ii. pp. 855 ff., and Becker-Goll, Gallus, iii. pp. 455-480,
these games are far from being fully understood. Moreover
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tells how ofttimes he spoke by means of his fingers
or by nods and drew inarticulate marks upon the
table’s round ; and he teaches what lotions cause to
vanish from the body the bruises which are often
caused by the mouth’s imprint : at last he prays her
all too careless partner to watch him also that so
her sins may be less frequent. He knows who
causes the barking, as a man strolls alone before
the house, why! there is so much coughing just
before the closed door.? He gives teachings of
many sorts for such an intrigue, showing brides by
what arts ladies can deceive their lords. This did not
injure him, for Tibullus is still read with favour; he
was famous when thou wert first called prince.?

465 Thou wilt find the same teachings in alluring
Propertius ; yet not the least shame has touched
him. I was their successor, for generosity bids me
withhold the names of prominent living men. I
feared not, I admit, that where so many barks plied,
one only would be wrecked while all the rest were
safe.

471 QOthers have written of the arts of playing at
dice 4—this was no light sin in the eyes of our
ancestors—what is the value of the tali,> with what

the text is not certain in vv. 474, 479. I have appended notes
based on such information as we have.

5 Roman dice were of two sorts: the tali, made from
bones of small animals and other materials, with four long
faces, two of which were broad (numbered 3, 4), two narrow
(1, 6); and the tesserae, cubical and marked in the same
way as our dice. The highest throw with the tali was the
Venus (1, 3, 4, 6), the lowest the Canis (four aces.) Three
(or two) tesserae, were usually employed, but we have no
trustworthy information concerning the highest and lowest
throws.
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figere,! damnosos effugiasque canes ;
475 tessera quos habeat numeros, distante vocato
mittere quo deceat, quo dare missa modo ;
discolor ut recto grassetur limite miles,
cum medius gemino calculus hoste perit,
ut bellare 2 sequens 3 sciat et revocare priorem,
480 nec tuto fugiens incomitatus eat ;
parva sit ut ternis ¢ instructa tabella lapillis,
in qua vicisse est continuasse suos ;
quique alii lusus—neque enim nunc persequar
omnes—
perdere, rem caram, tempora nostra solent.

1 fingere
2 mare (vel mage vel male) velle corr. Vogel 2 sequi
¢ sed uternis (vel internis vel interius) corr. Elwald

1 This probably refers to the game called m\ewsroBoNivda
(cf. plurima iactw and valeant) in which the highest throw
depended on the total number of units, ¢f. Pollux, ix. 95 and
117. Figere (fingere?) is a technical term not occurring
elsewhere.

2 Numeros seems to refer, not to the numbers on the dice,
but to the significance of these numbers in the game—the
** count.”

3 In 475-476 some scholars (e.g. Goll, Gallus, p. 475)
find a reference to the game called duodecim scripta, which
was in some respects like backgammon. It was played
on a board with 12 lines (duodecim scripta) with 15 pieces
on a side which were moved forwards and backwards accord-
ing to the throws of the dice. But it is more probable that
this couplet (and also Ars amat. iii. 355-356) refer to a game
in which there were several sides or contestants. Each
player had to decide at the throw of the dice which side or
player to “join” (subire), which to ‘‘ challenge (=wvocare,
provocare), ¢f. Brandt on Ars amat. 353 f., 205. As in
duod. script. the moves were conditioned by the throws
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throw one can make the highest point,! avoiding
the ruinous dogs; how the tessera is counted,? and
when the opponent is challenged, how it is fitting
to throw, how to move according to the throws ;3
how the variegated soldier steals to the attack along
the straight path when the piece between two
enemies is lost, and how he understands warfare by
pursuit and how to recall the man before him and
to retreat in safety not without escort;% how a
small board is provided with three men on a side
and victory lies in keeping one’s men abreast ;5
and the other games—I will not now describe them
all—which are wont to waste that precious thing,
our time.

(dare missa). 1 take distante vocato, a phrase which has
given rise to many conjectures, as referring to the *“challeng-
ing *’ of an adversary or side.

¢ Vv. 477-480 refer to the ludus latrunculorum, a game
in some respects resembling chess but on the whole more
like draughts. It was played with 80 pieces on each side
on a board marked in squares. At least two kinds of
pieces can be distinguished: latrones (bellatores, milites?),
* officers,” and others called collectively mandra, * herd,”
* drove,” i.e. “ pawns” (?). Some scholars consider the
milites to have been different from the latrones. The
pieces or men were white, black, or (more commonly in the
case of the latrones) variegated. Some (the latrones ?) had
greater freedom of movement (vagi) than others (ordinariz)
but the only moves definitely known were straight forward
and backward. Some pieces could be checkmated and
these were then called inciti, and men could be * taken *
by being caught between two opponents. It was important
to advance men in pairs so as to support each other.

® This game seems to have resembled a game of draughts
played with few men. It is mentioned also in Ars amat. iii.
365 f. and Isidor. Orig. xviii. 64. In the German Miihlespiel
(a sort of draughts) the detail of keeping three men close
together in a line is also present.
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485 ecce canit formas alius iactusque pilarum,
hic artem nandi praecipit, ille trochi.
composita est aliis fucandi cura coloris ;
hic epulis leges hospitioque dedit ;
alter humum, de qua fingantur pocula, monstrat,
490 quaeque, docet, liquido testa sit apta mero.
talia luduntur fumoso mense Decembri,
quae damno nulli composuisse fuit.
his ego deceptus non tristia carmina feci,
sed tristis nostros poena secuta iocos.
495 denique nec video tot de scribentibus unum,
quem sua perdiderit Musa ; repertus ego.
quid, si scripsissem mimos obscena iocantes,
qui semper vetiti! crimen amoris habent,
in quibus assidue cultus procedit adulter,
500 verbaque dat stulto callida nupta viro ?
nubilis hos virgo matronaque virque puerque
spectat, et ex magna parte senatus adest.
nec satis incestis temerari vocibus aures ;
adsuescunt oculi multa pudenda pati :
505 cumque fefellit amans aliqua novitate maritum,
plauditur et magno palma favore datur ;
quodque 2 minus prodest, scaena ? est lucrosa poetae,
tantaque non parvo crimina praetor emit.
inspice ludorum sumptus, Auguste, tuorum :
510 empta tibi magno talia multa leges.
haec tu spectasti spectandaque saepe dedisti—
maiestas adeo comis ubique tua est—

1 victi vel iunctum: vetiti ¢
2 quoque % poena : scaena Heumann

! The officials in charge of the games (aediles, praetors)
paid most of the expenses.
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485 See, another tells in verse of the various forms of
balls and the way they are thrown ; this one instructs
in the art of swimming, that in the art of the hoop.
Others have composed works on tinting the com-
plexion, another has laid down rules for feasts and
entertaining ; still another describes the clay from
which bowls are fashioned, teaching what jar is
adapted to the clear wine. Such playful verses as
these are written in smoky December, but nobody
has been ruined for composing them. Beguiled by
such as these I wrote verse lacking in seriousness,
but a serious penalty has befallen my jests. In
fine, though so many have written, I see not one
who has been ruined by his own muse; I am the
one who has been sought out.

497 What if I had written foul-jesting mimes
which always contain the sin of forbidden love, in
which constantly a well-dressed adulterer appears
and the artful wife fools her stupid husband ? These
are viewed by the marriageable maiden, the wife,
the husband, and the child; even the senate in
large part is present. Nor is it enough that the
ear is outraged with impure words; the eyes grow
accustomed to many shameful sights, and when
the lover has deceived the husband by some novel
trick, there is applause and he is presented amid
great favour with the palm. Because the stage is
not moral, it is profitable to the poet, and these great
immoralities are bought at no small price by the
practorl Run over the expenses of thine own
games, Augustus, and thou wilt read of many things
of this sort that cost thee dear. These thou hast
thyself viewed and oft presented to the view of
others—so benign is thy majesty everywhere—
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luminibusque tuis, totus quibus utitur orbis,
scaenica vidisti lentus adulteria.
515 scribere si fas est imitantes turpia mimos,
materiae minor est debita poena meae.
an genus hoe scripti faciunt sua pulpita tutum,
quodque licet, mimis scaena licere dedit ?
et mea sunt populo saltata poemata saepe,
520 saepe oculos etiam detinuere tuos.
scilicet in domibus nostris ! ut prisca virorum
artificis fulgent corpora picta manu,
sic quae concubitus varios venerisque figuras
exprimat, est aliquo parva tabella loco.
525 utque sedet vultu fassus Telamonius iram,
inque oculis facinus barbara mater habet,
sic madidos siccat digitis Venus uda capillos,
et modo maternis tecta videtur aquis.
bella sonant alii telis instructa cruentis,
530 parsque tui generis, pars tua facta canunt.
invida me spatio natura coercuit arto,
ingenio vires exiguasque dedit.
et tamen ille tuae felix Aeneidos auctor
contulit in Tyrios arma virumque toros,
535 nec legitur pars ulla magis de corpore toto,
uam non legitimo foedere iunctus amor.
Phyllidis hic idem teneraeque Amaryllidis ignes
bucolicis iuvenis luserat ante modis.
nos quoque iam pridem scripto peccavimus isto :
540  supplicium patitur non nova culpa novum;
carminaque edideram, cum te delicta notantem
praeterii totiens inreprehensus 2 eques.

1 vestris corr. 5 % inrequietus

1 Ajax. 2 Medea.
3 Apelles’ famous picture of Venus rising from the sea.
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and with thine eyes, by which the whole world
profits, thou hast gazed undisturbed at these adul-
teries of the stage. If ’tis right to compose mimes
that copy vice, to my themes a smaller penalty is
due.

517 Can it be that this type of writing is rendered
safe by the stage to which it belongs—that the licence
of the mimes has been granted by the theatre?
My poems too have often been presented to the
people with dancing, often they have even beguiled
thine own eyes. Surely in our houses, even as figures
of old heroes shine, painted by an artist’s hand, so
in some place a small tablet depicts the varying unions
and forms of love; there sits not only the Tela-
monian 1 with features confessing wrath and the
barbarian mother 2 with crime in her eyes, but Venus
as well, wringing her damp hair with her hands and
seeming barely covered by her maternal waves.3
Some sing of the roar of war and its bloody weapons,
some of the deeds of thy race, and some of thine
own. As for me—grudging nature has confined me
within a narrow space, granting me but meagre
powers. And yet the blessed author of thy Aeneid
brought his *“ arms and the man” to a Tyrian couch,
and no part of the whole work is more read than that
union of illicit love. The same man had written as
a youth playful verse of the passion of Phyllis and
tender Amaryllis—all in pastoral strains.* Long ago
I too sinned in that style of composition—thus a fault
not new is suffering a new penalty—and I had pub-
lished verse when thou wert censuring our sins and
I passed thee so many times, a knight uncriticized.

¢ The Eclogues. 5 Cf. v. 90.
95



OVID

ergo quae iuvenis mihi non nocitura putavi
scripta parum prudens, nune nocuere seni.
545 sera redundavit veteris vindicta libelli,
distat et a meriti tempore poena sui.
ne tamen omne meum credas opus esse remissum,
saepe dedi nostrae grandia vela rati.
sex ego Fastorum scripsi totidemque libellos,
650 cumgque sto finem mense volumen habet,
idque tuo nuper scriptum sub nomine, Caesar,
et tibi sacratum sors mea rupit opus ;
et dedimus tragicis scriptum regale cothurnis,
quaeque gravis debet verba cothurnus habet ;
555 dictaque sunt nobis, quamvis manus ultima coeptis
defuit, in facies corpora versa novas.
atque utinam revoces animum paulisper ab ira,
et vacuo iubeas hinc tibi pauca legi,
pauca, quibus prima surgens ab origine mundi
660  in tua deduxi tempora, Caesar, opus !
aspicies, quantum dederis mihi pectoris ipse,
quoque favore animi teque tuosque canam.
non ego mordaci destrinxi carmine quemquam,
nec meus ullius crimina versus habet.
665 candidus a salibus suffusis felle refugi :
ntlla venenato littera mixta ioco est.
inter tot populi, tot scriptis, milia nostri,
quem mea Calliope laeserit, unus ero.
non igitur nostris ullum gaudere Quiritem
570  auguror, at multos indoluisse malis ;
nec mihi credibile est, quemquam insultasse iacenti
gratia candori si qua relata meo est.

1 The extant edition of the Fasti has only six books, dedi-
cated to Germanicus, and there is no good evidence that
Ovid wrote more. 'Those who translate sex . .. totidemque
‘“ twelve ”’ assume that Ovid wrote twelve books.

? 'T'he Medea, a tragedy, not extant,
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Thus the writings which in my youth all thought-
less I supposed would harm me not, have harmed
me now that I am old. ILate and overfull is the
vengeance for that early book, distant is the penalty
from the time of the sin.

57 Yet think not all my work trivial ; oft have I
set grand sails upon my bark. Six of the Fasti I have
written in six books each ending with its own month.
This work did I recently compose, Caesar, under thy
name, dedicated to thee,! but my fate has broken it
off. And I wrote a poem of kings for the tragic buskin,
having the style which the serious buskin demands.?
I sang also, though my attempt lacked the final
touch, of bodies changed into new forms.3 Would
that thou mightest recall thy temper awhile from
wrath and bid a few lines of this be read to thee
when thou art at leisure, the few lines ¢ in which
after beginning with the earliest origin of the world
I have brought the work to thy times, Caesar! Thou
wilt see how much heart thou hast thyself given
me, with what warmth I sing of thec and thine.
1 have never injured anybody with a mordant
poem, my verse contains charges against nobody.
Ingenuous I have shunned wit steeped in gall—
not a letter of mine is dipped in poisoned jest.
Amid all the myriads of our people, many as are
my writings, I shall be the only one whom my own
Calliope has injured. No citizen then, 1 feel sure,
rejoices in my woes, but many grieve. Nor can I
believe that anyone has mocked my fall, if any
indulgence has been granted to my open heart.

2 The Metamorphoses.

¢ (f. Metam. xv. 745-870, where Julius Caesar and
Augustus are praised.

H 97



OVID

his, precor, atque aliis possint tua numina flecti,
o pater, o patriae cura salusque tuae !
675 non ut in Ausoniam redeam, nisi forsitan olim,
cum longo poenae tempore victus eris ;
tutius exilium pauloque quietius oro,

ut par delicto sit mea poena suo.
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May this, I pray, and other things have power to
bend thy will, O father, O protector and salvation
of thy native land : not that I may return to Ausonia,
unless perchance some day thou shalt be overborne
by the length of my punishment ; I only beg a safer,
a more peaceful place of exile, slight though the
change be, that the punishment may match my
wrongdoing.
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LIBER TERTIUS
I

¢ Missus in hanc venio timide liber exulis urbem :
da placidam fesso, lector amice, manum ;
neve reformida, ne sim tibi forte pudori :
nullus in hac charta versus amare docet.
5 haec domini fortuna mei est, ut debeat illam
infelix nullis dissimulare iocis.
id quoque, quod viridi quondam male lusit in aevo,
heu nimium sero damnat et odit opus !
inspice quid portem : nihil hic nisi triste videbis,
10 carmine temporibus conveniente suis.
clauda quod alterno subsidunt carmina versu,
vel pedis hoc ratio, vel via longa facit ;
quod neque sum cedro flavus ! nec pumice levis,
erubui domino cultior esse meo ;
15 littera suffusas quod habet maculosa lituras,
laesit opus lacrimis ipse poeta suum.
siqua videbuntur casu non dicta Latine,
in qua scribebat, barbara terra fuit.
dicite, lectores, si non grave, qua sit eundum,
20 quasque petam sedes hospes in urbe liber.”

1 fulvus

1 The Ars amatoria.
? The elegiac couplet is often spoken of as *“ lame ” because
of the unequal length of the verses.
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BOOK III

I. ProeM

“ Though sent to this city I come in fear, an
exile’s book. Stretch forth a kindly hand to me
in my weariness, friendly reader, and fear not that
I may perchance bring shame upon you; not a
line on this paper teaches love. Such is my master’s
fate that the wretched man ought not to conceal it
with any jests. Even that work! which once was his
ill-starred amusement in the green of youth, too
late, alas! he condemns and hates. Examine what
I bring : you will see nothing here except sadness,
and the verse befits its own state. If the lame
couplets halt in alternate verses, ’tis due to the
metre’s nature ? or to the length of the journey ;
if I am not golden with oil of cedar nor smoothed
with the pumice, ’tis because I blushed to be better
dressed than my master ; if the letters are spotted
and blurred with erasures, ’tis because the poet
with tears has injured his own work. If any ex-
pressions perchance shall seem not Latin, the land
wherein he wrote was a barbarian land. ®Tell me,
readers, if it is not a trouble, whither I ought to
g0, what abode I, a book from foreign lands, should
seek in the city.”
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haec ubi sum furtim lingua titubante locutus,
qui mihi monstraret, vix fuit unus, iter.
¢ di tibi dent, nostro quod non tribuere poetae,
molliter in patria vivere posse tua.
25 duc age ! namque sequar, quamvis terraque marique
longinquo referam lassus ab orbe pedem.”
paruit, et ducens ¢ haec sunt fora Caesaris,” inquit,
“« haec est a sacris quae via nomen habet,
hic locus est Vestae, qui Pallada servat et ignem,
30  haec fuit antiqui regia parva Numae.”
inde petens dextram ¢ porta est ” ait “ ista Palati,
hic Stator, hoc primum condita Roma loco est.”
singula dum miror, video fulgentibus armis
conspicuos postes tectaque digna deo.
35 «“ et Jovis haec " dixi ¢ domus est?” quod ut esse
putarem,
augurium menti querna corona dabat.
cuius ut accepi dominum, ¢ non fallimur,” inquam,
“ et magni verum est hanc Iovis esse domum.
cur tamen opposita ! velatur ianua lauro,
40  cingit et augustas arbor opaca comas ?
num quia perpetuos meruit domus ista triumphos,
an quia Leucadio semper amata deo est ?
ipsane quod festa est, an quod facit omnia festa ?
quam tribuit terris, pacis an ista nota est ?

! apposita

! The Sacred Way.

2 The temple of Vesta contained the Palladium (image
of Pallas) which fell from heaven at Troy.

8 Jupig Stator.

¢ The Mken wreath was given to Augustus as saviour of
the citizens, but the oak was also sacred to Jove.

5 i.e. of the oak. The laurels threw their foliage about
the oaken wreath.

8 Augustus’ house was (by a decree of the senate) kept
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2 When thus I had spoken timidly, with hesitant
tongue, I found with difficulty just one to show me
the way.

2 “ May the gods grant you what they have not
vouchsafed our poet, the power to live at ease in
your native land—come, lead me; 1 will follow,
though by land and sea I come in weariness from a
distant world.”

27 He obeyed, and as he guided me, said, ‘‘ This
is Caesar’s forum ; this is the street mamed from
the sacred rites.! This is the place of Vesta guard-
ing Pallas? and the fire, here was once the tiny
palace of ancient Numa. Then turning to the
right, * That,” he said, “ is the gate of the Palatium.
Here is Stator®; on this spot first was Rome
founded.” While I was marvelling at one thing
after another, I beheld doorposts marked out from
others by gleaming arms and a dwelling worthy
of a god !

3 ““Js this also Jove’s abode,” I said, and for
such thought an oaken wreath* gave to my mind
the augury. And when I learned its master, I
said, ‘“ No error is mine ; it is true that this is the
home of mighty Jove. But why is the door screened
by the laurels before it, their dark foliage surround-
ing the august tresses5? Can it be because that
home has deserved unending triumph or because
it has always been loved by the Leucadian® god?
Is it because the house itself is full of joy or because
it fills all things with joy ? Is it a mark of that
peace which it has given to the world? And as
continually adorned with oak and laurel, triumphal insignia.

His victory at Actium occurred near the temple of Leucadian
Apollo and he honoured Apollo above all other gods.
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45 utque viret semper laurus nec fronde caduca
carpitur, aeternum sic habet illa decus ?
causa superpositae scripto est testata coronae :
servatos cives indicat huius ope.
adice servatis unum, pater optime, civem,
50  qui procul extremo pulsus in orbe latet,
in quo poenarum, quas se meruisse fatetur,
non facinus causam, sed suus error habet.
me miserum ! vereorque locum vereorque potentem,
et quatitur trepido littera nostra metu.
55 aspicis exsangui chartam pallere colore ?
aspicis alternos intremuisse pedes ?
quandocumque, precor, nostro placere parenti
isdem et ! sub dominis aspiciare domus !
inde tenore pari gradibus sublimia celsis
60 ducor ad intonsi candida templa dei,
signa peregrinis ubi sunt alterna columnis,
Belides et stricto barbarus ense pater,
quaeque viri docto veteres cepere novique
pectore, lecturis inspicienda patent.
65 quaerebam fratres, exceptis scilicet illis,
quos suus optaret non genuisse pater.
quaerentem frustra custos e sedibus illis
praepositus sancto iussit abire loco.
altera templa peto, vicino iuncta theatro :
70  haec quoque erant pedibus non adeunda meis.

1 et om. codd. add. Itali

1 4.e. Augustus and his family.

¢t In the portico of the temple of Apollo on the Palatine
(built by Augustus) were the figures of Danaus and his
daughters.
As ﬁugustus had established a library in the temple of

pollo.

¢ The other works of Ovid.
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the laurel is ever green with no withering leaves
to be plucked away, so does that house possess an
eternal glory ?

47 The reason for the crowning wreath is shown
by an inscription : it declares that by his aid citizens
have been saved. Add, O best of fathers, to those
whom thou hast saved one citizen who far on the
world’s edge lies in forgotten exile, the cause of
whose punishment, which he admits that he has
deserved, is not a deed, but his own mistake.
Wretched me ! I fear the spot, I fear the man of
power, my script wavers with shuddering dread.
See you my paper pale with bloodless colour ? Sec
you each alternate foot tremble ? Sometime, I
pray, mayst thou, O palace, be reconciled with him
who fathered me, and may it be his lot to behold
thee under the same masters!!”

% Then with even pace up the lofty steps I was
conducted to the shining temple of the unshorn
god, where alternating with the columns of foreign
marble stand the figures of the Belids,? the barbarian
father with a drawn sword, and all those things
which the men of old or of modern times conceived
in their learned souls are free for the inspection
of those who would read3 I was seeking my
brothers,* save those indeed whom their father
would he had never begot, and as I sought to no
purpose, from that abode the guard who presides
over the holy place commanded me to depart.’
A second temple I approached, one close to a
theatre : this too might not be visited by my feet.

8 Ovid's works had been placed under the ban, cf. v. 79.

¢ Augustus had founded another library in the porticus
Octavia, near the theatre of Marcellus.
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nec me, quae doctis patuerunt prima libellis,
atria Libertas tangere passa sua est.
in genus auctoris miseri fortuna redundat,
et patimur nati, quam tulit ipse, fugam.
75 forsitan et nobis olim minus asper et illi
evictus longo tempore Caesar erit.
di, precor, atque adeo—neque enim mihi turba
roganda est—
Caesar, ades voto, maxime dive, meo !
interea, quoniam statio mihi publica clausa est,
80 privato liceat delituisse loco.
vos quoque, si fas est, confusa pudore repulsae
sumite plebeiae carmina nostra manus.

II.

Frgo erat in fatis Scythiam quoque visere nostris,
quaeque Lycaonio terra sub axe iacet ;

nec vos, Pierides, nec stirps Letoia, vestro
docta sacerdoti turba tulistis opem.

5 nec mihi, quod lusi vero! sine crimine, prodest,

quodque magis vita Musa jocata 2 mea est,

plurima sed pelago terraque pericula passum
ustus ab assiduo frigore Pontus habet.

quique fugax rerum securaque in otia natus,

10 mollis et inpatiens ante laboris eram,

ultima nunc patior, nec me mare portubus orbum
perdere, diversae nec potuere viae ;

suffecitque 3 malis animus ; nam corpus ab illo
accepit vires vixque ferenda tulit.

! vestro * jocosa ? sufficit atque

1 The library in the temple of Liberty was founded by
Asinius Pollio.
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Nor did Liberty allow me to touch her halls, the first
that were opened to learned books.! The fate of
our unfortunate sire overflows upon his offspring, and
we suffer at our birth the exile which he has borne.
Perhaps sometime both to us and to him Caesar
conquered by long years will be less severe. O
gods, or rather (for it is not meet that I should pray
to a throng), Caesar, mightiest of gods, hearken to
my prayer | In the meanwhile, since a public resting-
place is closed to me, may it be granted me to lie
hidden in some private spot. You too, hands of
the people, receive, if you may, our verses dismayed
by the shame of their rejection.

II. Berrer Deatu THAN ExiLe

So then ’twas fated for me to visit even Scythia,
the land that lies beneath the Lycaonian pole ;
ncither you, ye learned throng of Pierians, nor you,
O son of Leto, have aided your own priest. It
avails me not that without real guilt I wrote playful
verse, that my Muse was merrier than my life,
but many are the perils by land and sea that I
have undergone, and now the Pontus shrivelled with
constant frost possesses me. I, who once shunned
affairs, who was born for a care-free life of ease, who
was soft and incapable of toil, am now suffering
extremes; no harbourless sea, no far journeys by
land have been able to destroy me. And my spirit
has proved equal to misfortune; for my body,
borrowing strength from that spirit, has endured
things scarce endurable.

107



OVID

156 dum tamen et terris dubius iactabar et undis,
fallebat curas aegraque corda labor :
ut via finita est et opus requievit eundi,
et poenae tellus est mihi tacta meae,
nil nisi flere libet, nec nostro parcior imber
20 lumine, de verna quam nive manat aqua.
Roma domusque subit desideriumque locorum,
quicquid et amissa restat in urbe mei.
ei mihi, quod?! totiens nostri pulsata sepuleri
ianua, sed nullo tempore aperta fuit !
25 cur ego tot gladios fugi totiensque minata
obruit infelix nulla procella caput ?

di, quos experior nimium constanter iniquos,
participes irae quos deus unus habet,
exstimulate, precor, cessantia fata meique

30 interitus clausas esse vetate fores !

III.

Haec mea si casu miraris epistula quare
alterius digitis scripta sit, aeger eram,
aeger in extremis ignoti partibus orbis,
incertusque meae paene salutis eram.
5 quem mihi nunc animum dira regione iacenti
inter Sauromatas esse Getasque putes ?
nec caelum patior, nec aquis adsuevimus istis,
terraque nescio quo non placet ipsa modo.
non domus apta satis, non hic cibus utilis aegro,
10 nullus, Apollinea qui levet arte malum,
non qui soletur, non qui labentia tarde
tempora narrando fallat, amicus adest.

! quo

1 Augustus.
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15 Yet while I was being driven through the perils
of land and wave, there was beguilement for my
cares and my sick heart in the hardship ; now that
the way has ended, the toil of journeying is over,
and I have reached the land of my punishment, I
care for naught but weeping; from my eyes comes
as generous a flood as that which pours from the
snow in springtime. Rome steals into my thought,
my home, and the places I long for, and all that
part of me that is left in the city I have lost. Ah
me ! that I have knocked so often upon the door
of my own tomb but it has never opened to me !
Why have I escaped so many swords? Why has
not one of those gales that threatened so often
overwhelmed an ill-starred head? Ye gods, whom
I have found too steadily crucl, sharers in a wrath
that one god! feels, goad on my laggard fate, I
beseech ye; forbid the door of my destruction to
be closed !

I1I. To uis WirE

If haply you wonder why this letter of mine is
written by another’s fingers, I am ill—ill in the
utmost part of an unknown world, almost in doubt
of my recovery. What spirit can you think is now
mine, lying sick in a hideous land among Sauromatae
and Getae? The climate I cannot endure, and I
have not become used to such water, and even the
land, I know not why, pleases me not. There is
no house here well suited to a sick man, no beneficial
food for him, none to relieve, with Apollo’s art,
his pain, no friend to comfort, none to beguile with
talk the slow-moving hours. Aweary I lie among

109



OVID

lassus in extremis iaceo populisque locisque,
et subit adfecto nunc mihi, quicquid abest.
15 omnia cum subeant, vincis tamen omnia, coniunx,
et plus in nostro pectore parte tenes.
te loquor absentem, te vox mea nominat unam ;
nulla venit sine te nox mihi, nulla dies.
quin etiam sic me dicunt aliena locutum,
20 ut foret amenti nomen in ore tuum.
si iam deficiam, suppressaque lingua palato
vix instillato restituenda mero,
nuntiet huc aliquis dominam venisse, resurgam,
spesque tui nobis causa vigoris erit.
25 ergo ego sum dubius vitae, tu forsitan istic
iucundum nostri nescia tempus agis ?
non agis, adfirmo. liquet hoc, carissima, nobis,
tempus agi sine me non nisi triste tibi.
si tamen inplevit mea sors, quos debuit, annos,
30 et mihi vivendi tam cito finis adest,
quantum erat, o magni, morituro parcere, divi,
ut saltem patria contumularer humo ?
vel poena in tempus mortis dilata fuisset,
vel praecepisset mors properata fugam.
35 integer hanc potui nuper bene reddere lucem ;
exul ut occiderem, nunc mihi vita data est.
tam procul ignotis igitur moriemur in oris,
et fient ipso tristia fata loco ;
nec mea consueto languescent corpora lecto,
40  depositum nec me qui fleat, ullus erit ;
nec dominae lacrimis in nostra cadentibus ora
accedent animae tempora parva meae ;
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these far-away peoples in this far-away place, and
thoughts come to me in my weakness of everything
that is not here. All things steal into my mind,
yet above all, you, my wife, and you hold more than
half my heart. You I address though you are
absent, you alone my voice names ; no night comes
to me without you, no day. Nay more, they say
that when I talked strange things, 'twas so that
your name was on my delirious lips. If I were to
fail now and my tongue cleaving to my palate were
scarcely to be revived by drops of wine,! let someone
announce that my lady has come, I'll rise, and the
hope of you will be the cause of my strength. Am
I then uncertain of life, but are you perhaps passing
happy hours yonder furgetful of me? You are not ;
I assert it. 'This is clear to me, dearest, that without
me you pass no hour that is not sad.

20 Still if my lot has filled out its destined years
and if the end of living is come so quickly upon me,
how small a thing, ye mighty gods, to show mercy
to one on the eve of death so that at least I might
have been covered with my native soil! Would
that the penalty had been postponed to the hour
of my death or that quick death had anticipated
my exile! In full possession of my rights, as I was
but recently, I could have been content to give up
this light of day; to die an exile—for that has life
now been granted me. So far away, then, on a
strange shore I shall die, and the very place shall
render harsh my fate ; neither shall my body grow
weak upon the familiar couch, nor when I am at
the point of death shall there be any to weep, nor
shall my lady’s tears fall upon my face adding brief

1 If the text is right, sit is to be supplied.
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nec mandata dabo, nec cum clamore supremo
labentes oculos condet amica manus ;
45 sed sine funeribus caput hoc, sine honore sepuleri
indeploratum barbara terra teget !
ecquid, ubi audieris, tota turbabere mente,
et feries pavida pectora fida manu ?
ecquid, in has frustra tendens tua brachia partes,
80 clamabis miseri nomen inane viri ?
parce tamen lacerare genas, nec scinde capillos :
non tibi nunc primum, lux mea, raptus ero.
cum patriam amisi, tunc me periisse putato :
et prior et gravior mors fuit illa mihi.
55 nunc, si forte potes—sed non potes, optima con-
iunx—
finitis gaude tot mihi morte malis.
quod potes, extenua forti mala corde ferendo,
ad quae iam pridem non rude pectus habes.
atque utinam pereant animae cum corpore nostrae,
60 effugiatque avidos pars mihi nulla rogos !
nam si morte carens vacua volat altus in aura
spiritus, et Samii sunt rata dicta senis,
inter Sarmaticas Romana vagabitur umbras,
perque feros manes hospita semper erit.
65 ossa tamen facito parva referantur in urna :
sic ego non etiam mortuus exul ero.
non vetat hoc quisquam: fratrem Thebana
peremptum
supposuit tumulo rege vetante soror.
atque ea cum foliis et amomi pulvere misce,
70 inque suburbano condita pone solo ;
quosque legat versus oculo properante viator,
grandibus in tituli marmore caede notis :

1 Pythagoras. * Antigone.
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moments to my life; nor shall I utter parting
words, nor with a last lament shall a loved hand
close my fluttering eyes, but without funeral rites,
without the honour of a tomb, this head shall lie
unmourned in a barbarian land !

47 Will not your whole heart be shaken, when you
hear this? Will you not beat with trembling hand
your loyal breast ? Will you not stretch forth your
arms all in vain towards this region and call upon
the empty name of your wretched husband ? Yet
mar not your cheeks nor tear your hair: not now
for the first time, light of mine, shall I have been
torn from you. When I lost my native land, then
must you think that I perished; that was my
earlier and harder death. Now, if perchance you
have the power (but you have it not, best of wives),
rejoice that so many misfortunes are ended for me
by death. For this you have power: lighten by
bearing them with a brave soul woes in which for a
long time now your heart is not untrained.

% O that our souls might perish with the body
and that so no part of me might escape the greedy
pyre! For if the spirit flits aloft deathless in the
empty air, and the words of the Samian sagel are
true, a Roman will wander among Sarmatian shades,
a stranger forever among barbarians. But my bones
—see that they are carried home in a little urn:
so shall I not be an exile even in death. This nobody
forbids: the Theban sister 2 laid her slain brother
beneath the tomb though the king forbade; and
mingling with my bones the leaves and powder of
the nard lay them to rest in soil close to the city,
and on the marble carve lines for the wayfarer to
read with hasty eye, lines in large characters :
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HIC * EGO * QVI * JACEO * TENERORVM * LVSOR ‘* AMORVM
INGENIO * PERII * NASO * POETA * MEO
75 AT *TIBI * QVI * TRANSIS * NE * SIT * GRAVE * QVISQVIS * AMASTI
DICERE * NASONIS * MOLLITER * OSSA * CVBENT

hoc satis in titulo est. etenim maiora libelli
et diuturna magis sunt monimenta mihi,
quos ego confido, quamvis nocuere, daturos
80 nomen et auctori tempora longa suo.
tu tamen extincto feralia munera semper
deque tuis lacrimis umida serta dato.
quamvis in cineres corpus mutaverit ignis,
sentiet officium maesta favilla pium.
85 scribere plura libet : sed vox mihi fessa loquendo
dictandi vires siccaque lingua negat.
accipe supremo dictum milii forsitan ore,
quod, tibi qui mittit, non habct ipse, ¢ vale.”

IV.

O mihi care quidem semper, sed tempore duro
cognite, res postquam procubuere meae,
usibus edocto si quicquam credis amico,
vive tibi et longe nomina magna fuge.
6 vive tibi, quantumque potes praclustria vita :
saevum praelustri fulmen ab arce venit.
nam quamquam soli possunt pr()desse potentes,
non prosint ! potius, siquis ? obesse potest.
effugit hibernas demissa antemna procellas,
10 lataque plus parvis vela timoris habent.

! prosit vel prodest: prosint scripsi, ¢f. prosunt &
% siquis] plurimum

1 Ovid often plays on the literal meaning of valere, * to
be strong,” ‘‘ to be in health.”
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1, WHO LIE HERE, WITH TENDER LOVES ONCE PLAYED,
NASO, THE BARD, WHOSE LIFE HIS WIT BETRAYED.
GRUDGE NOT, O LOVER, AS THOU PASSEST BY,

‘

A PRAYER : ‘‘ SOFT MAY THE BONES OF NASO LIE!”

This for the inscription; my books are a greater
and more enduring memorial. These I have sure
trust, although they have injured him, will give a
name and a long enduring life to their author. Yet
do you ever give to the dead the funeral offerings
and garlands moist with your own tears. Although
the fire change my body to ashes, the sorrowing
dust shall feel the pious care.

8 More would I write, but my voice worn out with
speaking and my parched tongue deny the strength
for dictation. Receive the last word perhaps my
lips shall utter, a word which is not true?! of the
sender : ““ Farewell ! ”

IV. To a TFriEND—IN WARNING

O thou who wast ever dear to me, but whom I
really came to know in the cruel hour when my
fortunes fell in ruins, if thou dost in anything believe
a friend who has been taught by experience, live
for thyself, flee afar from great names! Live
for thyself, and to thine utmost power shun glittering
renown ; cruel is the bolt that falls from the glitter-
ing citadel of renown. For though the powerful
alone can help, they would rather not help if they
can harm!2? The lowered yard-arm escapes the
blast of the storm, broad sails bring more fear than

2 The text of vv. 7-8 is corrupt.
115



OVID

aspicis ut summa cortex levis innatet unda,
cum grave nexa simul retia mergat onus.
haec ego si monitor monitus prius ipse fuissem,
in qua debebam forsitan urbe forem.
15 dum tecum vixi, dum me levis aura ferebat,
haec mea per placidas cumba cucurrit aquas.
qui cadit in plano—vix hoc tamen evenit ipsum—
sic cadit, ut tacta surgere possit humo;
at miser Elpenor tecto delapsus ab alto
20  occurrit regi debilis umbra suo.
quid fuit, ut tutas agitaret Daedalus alas,
Icarus inmensas nomine signet aquas ?
nempe quod hic alte, demissius ille volabat 3
nam pennas ambo non habuere suas.
25 crede mihi, bene qui latuit bene vixit, et intra
fortunam debet quisque manere suam.
non foret Kumedes orbus, si filius eius
stultus Achilleos non adamasset equos ;
nec natum in flamma vidissct, in arbore natas,
30 cepisset genitor si Phaéthonta Merops.
tu quoque formida nimium sublimia semper,
propositique, precor, contrahe vela tui.
nam pede inoffenso spatium decurrere vitae
dignus es et fato candidiore frui.
35 quae pro te ut voveam, miti pietate mereris
haesuraque fide tempus in omne mihi.
vidi ego te tali vultu mea fata gementem,
qualem credibile est ore fuisse mco.
nostra tuas vidi lacrimas super ora cadentes,
40 tempore quas uno fidaque verba bibi.
nunc quoque summotum studio defendis amicum,
et mala vix ulla parte levanda levas.
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small. Thou seest how the light cork floats atop
the wave when the heavy burden sinks with itself
the woven nets. If I who warn thee now had once
myself been warned of this, perchance 1 should now
be in that city in which I ought to be. Whilst I
lived with thee, whilst the light breeze wafted me
on, this bark of mine sped through calm waters.
Who falls on level ground—though this scarce
happens—so falls that he can rise from the ground
he has touched, but poor Elpenor who fell from the
high roof met his king a crippled shade. Why was it
that Dacdalus in safety plied his wings while Icarus
marks with his name the limitless waves? Doubt-
less because Icarus flew high, the other flew lower ;
for both had wings not their own. Let me tell thee,
he who hides well his life, lives well ; each man ought
to remain within his proper position. Fumedes would
not have been childless, if in folly his son! had not
had a fancy for the horses of Achilles. Merops would
not have seen his son in flames nor his daughters
in the form of trees if he had been a father great
enough for Phaéthon. Do thou also dread constantly
that which is too lofty and furl the sails of thine
intent. TFor thou dost descrve to finish life’s race
with unstumbling foot, enjoying a fairer lot than mine

3 These my prayers for thee are deserved by thy
gentle affection and by that loyalty which will
cling to me for all time. I saw thee lamenting my
fate with such a look as I think my own face must
have borne. I saw thy tears fall upon my face—
tears which I drank in with thy words of loyalty.
Even now thou dost defend with zeal thy banished
friend, lightening woes that are scarce in any part

1 Dolon.
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vive sine invidia, mollesque inglorius annos
exige, amicitias et tibi iunge pares,
45 Nasonisque tui, quod adhuc non exulat unum,
nomen ama : Scythicus cetera Pontus habet.

IR

Proxima sideribus tellus Erymanthidos Ursae
me tenet, adstricto terra perusta gelu.
Bosphoros et Tanais superant Scythiaeque paludes
50  vix satis et noti nomina pauca loci.
ulterius nihil est nisi non habitabile frigus.
heu quam vicina est ultima terra mihi !
at longe patria est, longe carissima coniunx,
quicquid et haec nobis post duo dulce fuit.
65 sic tamen haec adsunt, ut quae contingere non est
corpore : sunt animo cuncta videnda meo.
ante oculos errant domus, urbsque et 2 forma locorum,
acceduntque suis singula facta locis.
coniugis ante oculos, sicut praesentis, imago est.3
60 illa meos casus ingravat, illa levat :
ingravat hoc, quod abest ; levat hoc, quod praestat
amorem
inpositumque sibi firma tuetur onus.
vos quoque pectoribus nostris haeretis, amici,
dicere quos cupio nomine quemque suo.
65 sed timor officium cautus compescit, et ipsos
in nostro poni carmine nolle puto.
ante volebatis, gratique erat instar honoris,
versibus in nostris nomina vestra legi.

 continuant cum prioribus codd.
® urbs et corr. & 3 est om,

1 The Don.
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tobe lightened. Live unenvied, pass years of comfort
apart from fame, unite to thee friends like thyself,
and love thy Naso’s name—the only part of him not
as yetin exile : all else the Scythian Pontus possesses.

Iv?e

To hearts that cannot vary
Absence is present.

47 A land next the stars of the Erymanthian bear
holds me, a region shrivelled with stiffening cold.
Beyond are the Bosporus and the Tanais?! and the
Seythian marshes and the scattered names of a
region hardly known at all. Farther still is nothing
but a cold that forbids habitation. Alas! how near
to me is the margin of the world! But my father-
land is far away, far my dearest wife, and all that
after these two was once sweet to me. Yet even
so these things are present, though I cannot touch
them; to my mind all are visible. Before my eyes
flit my home, the city, the outline of places, the
events too that happened in each place. Before
my eyes is the image of my wife as though she were
present. She makes my woes heavier, she makes
them lighter—heavier by her absence, lighter by
her gift of love and her steadfast bearing of the
burden laid upon her.

8 You too are fast in my heart, my friends, whom
I am eager to mention each by his own name, but
cautious fear restrains the duty and you yourselves
do not wish a place in my poetry, I think. Of old
you wished it, for it was like a grateful honour to
have your names read in my verse. Since now ’tis
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quod quoniam est anceps, intra mea pectora quemque
70 adloquar, et nulli causa timoris ero.
nec meus indicio latitantes versus amicos
protrahit! occulte siquis amabat, amet.
scite tamen, quamvis longe 2 regione remotus
absim, vos animo semper adesse meo ;
75 et qua quisque potest, aliqua mala nostra levate,
fidam proiecto neve negate manum.
prospera sic maneat vobis fortuna, nec umquam
contacti simili sorte rogetis idem.

A%

Usus amicitiae tecum mihi parvus, ut illam
non aegre posses dissimulare, fuit,
nec 3 me complexus vinclis propioribus esses
nave mea vento, forsan, eunte suo.
6 ut cecidi cunctique metu fugere ruinam,
versaque amicitiae terga dedere meae,
ausus es igne lovis percussum tangere corpus
et deploratae limen adire domus :
idque recens praestas nec longo cognitus usu,
10 quod veterum misero vix duo tresve mihi.
vidi ego confusos vultus visosque notavi,
osque madens fletu pallidiusque meo,
et lacrimas cernens in singula verba cadentes
ore meo lacrimas, auribus illa bibi ;
16 brachiaque accepi presso4 pendentia collo,
et singultatis oscula mixta sonis.
sum quoque, care, tuis defensus viribus absens—
scis carum veri nominis esse loco—

1 protrahet * longa corr. Owen ex deflorat. 3 ni: nec ¢
¢ maesto

1 Perhaps Carus, i.6. carus, ** dear.”” See Introd. p. xiv.
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TRISTIA, III. 1v. 60—v. 18

dangerous, within my heart will I address each one
and be cause of fear to none. My verse gives no
hint that forces my friends from their concealment.
In secret let whosoever loved me love me still. Yet
know that though I am absent and far removed in
space, you are ever present to my heart. Let each
of you in what way he can—in some way—lighten my
woes, nor refuse an outcast a trusty hand. So may
good fortune abide for you nor ever may you, visited
with a like fate, make the same request.

V. To ONE WHO HAS BEEN FAITHFUL

Slight was my friendly intercourse with you so
that you could without difficulty have denied it,
and you would not have embraced me more closely
perhaps, if my ship had been running before a
favouring wind. At my fall, when all in fear fled
my ruin, turning their backs upon friendship with
me, you dared to touch the corpse Jove’s fire had
blasted and to approach the threshold of a house
bemoaned. You. a recent friend, not one known
through long intercourse, give me what scarcely two
or three of my old friends gave in my wretchedness.
I myself saw and marked your look of grief, your
face wet with tears and paler than my own. And
as I saw your tears falling with every word, drinking
in with my lips the tears and with my ears the words,
I felt the clasp of your encircling arms about my
neck and 1 was aware of your kisses mingled with
the sound of your sobbing. I have had your strong
defence also in my absence, dear one—you know
that “ dear one ” stands for your real name!-—and
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multaque praeterea manifesti! signa favoris
20 pectoribus teneo non abitura meis.
di tibi posse tuos tribuant defendere semper,
quos in materia prosperiore iuves.
si tamen interea, quid in his ego perditus oris—
quod te credibile est quaerere—quaeris, agam,
25 spe trahor exigua, quam tu mihi demere noli,
tristia leniri numina posse dei.
seu temere expecto, sive id contingere fas est,
tu mihi, quod cupio, fas, precor, esse proba,
quaeque tibi linguae est facundia, confer in illud,
30 ut doceas votum posse valere meum.
quo quisque est maior, magis est placabilis irae,
et faciles motus mens generosa capit.
corpora magnanimo satis est prostrasse leoni,
pugna suum finem, cum iacet hostis, habet :
35 at lupus et turpes instant morientibus ursi
et quaecumque minor nobilitate fera.
maius apud Troiam forti quid habemus Achille ?
Dardanii lacrimas non tulit ille senis.
quae ducis Emathii fuerit clementia, Porus
40  Dareique docent funeris exequiae.
neve hominum referam flexas ad mitius iras,
Tunonis gener est qui prius hostis erat.
denique non possum nullam sperare salutem,
cum poenae non sit causa cruenta meac.
45 non mihi quaerenti pessumdare cuncta petitum
Caesareum caput est, quod caput orbis erat ;
non aliquid dixive, elatave ? lingua loquendo est,
lapsaque sunt nimio verba profana mero :
! manifesta

® dixi velataque (vel violataque wvel violentaque) corr.
Ellis

1 Priam begging for Hector’s body.
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TRISTIA, III v. 19-48

many other clear marks of your affection I still
retain that will not leave my heart. The gods grant
you always the power to defend your own! May
you aid them in more fortunate circumstances
than mine !

23 Yet meanwhile, if you ask—and I believe that
you do ask—how in my ruin I fare upon this shore,
I am led on by the slender hope—take it not from
me—that the harsh will of the god can be softencd.
Whether my hope is groundless or whether it is
vouchsafed me to attain it, do you prove to me, I
pray, that my great desire is vouchsafed ; whatever
eloquence you have devote to this—to showing that
my prayer can be accomplished. The greater a
man is, the more can his wrath be appeased; a
noble spirit is capable of kindly impulses. For the
noble lion ’tis enough to have overthrown his enemy ;
the fight is at an end when his foe is fallen. But
the wolf, the ignoble bears harry the dying—and
so with cvery beast of less nobility. At Troy what
have we mightier than brave Achilles? But the
tears of the aged Dardanian! he could not endure.
The quality of the Emathian leader’s? mercy is
proved by Porus and the funeral ceremony of Darius.
And not to dwell upon instances of human wrath
turned to milder ends—he is now Juno’s son-in-
law 3 who was once her foe. In fine ’tis possible for
me to hope for some salvation since the cause of
my punishment involves no stain of blood ; I never
sought to wreck everything by assailing the life
of Caesar, which is the life of the world. T have said
nothing, divulged nothing in specch, let slip no
impious words by reason of too much wine : because

2 Alexander the Great. ® Hercules, who married Hebe.
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inscia quod crimen viderunt lumina, plector,
50 peccatumque oculos est habuisse meum.
non equidem totam possum defendere culpam,
sed partem nostri criminis error habet.
spes igitur superest facturum ut molliat ipse
mutati poenam condicione loci.
56 hos 1 utinam nitidi Solis praenuntius ortus
afferat admisso Lucifer albus equo !

VI

Foedus amicitiae nec vis, carissime, nostrae,
nec, si forte velis, dissimulare potes.
donec enim licuit, nec te mihi carior alter,
nec tibi me tota iunctior urbe fuit,
5 isque erat usque adeo populo testatus, ut esset
paene magis quam tu quamque ego notus, amcr ;
quique est in caris animi tibi candor amicis—
cognita sunt ipsi, quem colis, ista ? viro.
nil ita celabas, ut non ego conscius essem,
10 pectoribusque dabas multa tegenda meis :
cuique ego narrabam secreti quicquid habebam,
excepto quod me perdidit, unus eras.
id quoque si scisses, salvo fruerere sodali,
consilioque forem sospes, amice, tuo.
15 sed mea me in poenam nimirum fata trahebant :
omne bonae claudunt 3 utilitatis iter.
sive malum potui tamen hoc vitare cavendo,
seu ratio fatum vincere nulla valet,
tu tamen, o nobis usu iunctissime longo,
20 pars desiderii maxima paene mei,

! hoc corr. Riese
2 cognitus est ipsi . . . iste % claudent &

1 Augustus.
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TRISTIA, III. v. 40—v1. 20

my unwitting eyes beheld a crime, I am punished,
and ’tis my sin that I possessed eyes. I cannot
indeed exculpate my fault entirely, but part of it
consists in error. So have I still some hope that he
may bring himself to lighten my punishment by
changing its place. Would that such a dawn as
this may be brought me by the harbinger of the
gleaming sun, fair Lucifer, with his swift steed !

VI. To ax oLp Frienp

The bond of our friendship, dear one, you
neither wish to hide nor, should you perchance so
wish, have you the power, for while it was possible
no other was dearer to me than you were, no one
in the whole city closer to you than I; that love
was so thoroughly attested by everybody that it
was almost better known than you or I, and the
frankness of your heart towards your dear friends—
all this is known to that very man! whom you love.
You had no secret such that I was not aware
of it, and many things you used to entrust to
the guardianship of my heart. To you alone I
used to tell all my secrets except that one which
ruined me. If you had known that also, you
would now be enjoying the safety of your comrade:
through your advice I should be safe, my friend.
But doubtless my fate was dragging me to punish-
ment ; it closes every road of advantage. Yet
whether I could have avoided this evil by taking
care or whether no planning can defeat fate, do
you, close joined to me by long friendship, you
almost the largest part of my longing, remember
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OVID

sis memor, et siquas fecit tibi gratia vires,
illas pro nobis experiare, rogo,

numinis ut laesi fiat mansuetior ira,
mutatoque minor sit mea poena loco,

idque ita, si nullum scelus est in pectore nostro,
principiumque mei criminis error habet.

nec breve nec tutum, quo sint mea, dicere, casu
lumina funesti conscia facta mali ;

mensque reformidat, veluti sua vulnera, tempus
illud, et admonitu fit novus ipse pudor,

et quaecumque adeo possunt afferre pudorem,
illa tegi caeca condita nocte decet.

nil igitur referam nisi me peccasse, sed illo
praemia peccato nulla petita mihi,

stultitiamque mecum crimen debere vocari,
nomina si facto reddere vera velis.

quae si non ita sunt, alium, quo longius absim,
quaere ; suburbana est hic mihi terra locus.

VII

VapE salutatum, subito perarata, Perillam,
littera, sermonis fida ministra mei.

aut illam invenies dulci cum matre sedentem,
aut inter libros Pieridasque suas.

6 quidquid aget, cum te scierit venisse, relinquet,

10

nee mora, quid venias quidve, requiret, agam.
vivere me dices, sed sic, ut vivere nolim,
nec mala tam longa nostra levata mora ;
et tamen ad Musas, quamvis nocuere, reverti,
aptaque in alternos cogere verba pedes.
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TRISTIA, III. vi. 21—vir. 10

me ; and if favour has given you any powers, I
beg that you will test them in my behalf to soften
the wrath of the injured deity and that my punish-
ment may be lessened by changing its place—and
this only on condition that no crime is in my heart
but a mistake is responsible for the beginning of
my sin. ’'Tis not a brief tale or safe to say what
chance made my eyes witness a baleful evil. My
mind shrinks in dread from that time, as ’twere
from its own wounds, and the very thought of it
renews my shame ; whatever can bring such sense
of shame should be covered and hidden in the
darkness of night. Nothing then will I say except
that I have sinned, but by that sin sought no reward ;
folly is the proper name for my crime, if you wish
to give the true title to the deed. If this is untrue,
then seek a still more distant place for my exile;
this place is for me a land close to the city.l

VII. To PenriLra

Go, greet Perilla, quickly written letter, and be
the trusty servant of my speech. You will find her
sitting in the company of her sweet mother or amid
books and the Pierian maidens she loves. Whatever
she be doing shc will leave it when she knows of
your coming and ask at once why you come or
how I fare. Say that I live, but in such wise that 1
would not live; that my misfortunes have not been
lightened by the lapse of so long a time, that never-
theless I am returning to the Muses despite their
injury, forcing words to fit alternating measures.

1 j.e. my present place of exile is all too near Rome for
one who could be guilty of such untruth.
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“tu quoque” dic ‘studiis communibus ecquid
inhaeres,
doctaque non patrio carmina more canis ?
nam tibi cum fatis mores natura pudicos
et raras dotes ingeniumque dedit.
16 hoc ego Pegasidas deduxi primus ad undas,
ne male fecundae vena periret aquae ;
primus id aspexi teneris in virginis annis,
utque pater natae duxque comesque fui.
ergo si remanent ignes tibi pectoris idem,
20 sola tuum vates Lesbia vincet opus.
sed verecor, ne te mea nunc fortuna retardet,
postque meos casus sit tibi pectus iners.
dum licuit, tua saepe mihi, tibi nostra legebam
saepe tui iudex, saepe magister eram :
25 aut ego praebebam factis modo versibus aures,
aut, ubi cessares, causa ruboris eram.
forsitan exemplo, quia me laesere libelli,
tu quoque sis poenae fata! secuta meae.
pone, Perilla, metum ; tantummodo femina nulla
30 neve vir a scriptis discat amare tuis.
ergo desidiae remove, doctissima, causas,
inque bonas artes et tua sacra redi.
ista decens facies longis vitiabitur annis,
rugaque in antiqua fronte senilis erit,
35 inicietque manum formae damnosa senectus,
quae strepitum 2 passu non faciente venit ;
cumque aliquis dicet ‘ fuit haec formosa ’ dolebis,
et speculum mendax esse querere tuum.
sunt tibi opes modicae, cum sis dignissima magnis :
40 finge sed inmensis censibus esse pares,

1 facta: fata & % strepitus: strepitum §

1 {e. Ovid’s. See Index s.v. Perilla.
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TRISTIA, III. vir. 11-40

Say to her, “ Art thou too still devoted to our
common pursuit of singing learned verse, though not
in thy father’s ! fashion ? For with thy life nature
has bestowed upon thee modest ways and a rare
dower of native wit. This I was the first to guide
to the stream of Pegasus lest the rill of fertile water
unhappily be lost. I was the first to discern this in
the tender years of thy girlhood when, as a father to
his daughter, I was thy guide and comrade. So if
the same fire still abides in thy breast, only the
Lesbian bard 2 will surpass thy work. But I fear
that my fate may now be trammelling thee, that since
my disaster thy mind may have become inactive.
Whilst I could, I used often to read thy verse to
myself and mine to thee ; often was I thy eritic,
often thy teacher, now lending my ear to the verses
thou hadst recently composcd, now causing thee to
blush when thou wert idle. Perchance from the
example of the injury that verse has done me thou
too mayst have experienced in thought the fate of
my punishment. Lay aside thy fear, Perilla ; only
let no woman or any man learn from thy writings
how to love.

31 ¢« So put aside the causes of sloth, accomplished
girl, return to a noble art and thy sacred offerings.
That fair face will be marred by the long years, the
wrinkles of age will come in time upon thy brow.
Ruinous age that comes with noiseless step will lay
her hand upon thy beauty, and when someone shall
say, ‘ She once was fair,’ thou wilt grieve and com-
plain that thy mirror lies. Thou hast a modest
fortune, though full worthy of a great one; but
imagine it the equal of boundless riches, still assuredly

2 Sappho.
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nempe dat id! quodcumque libet fortuna rapitque,
Irus et est subito, qui modo Croesus erat.
singula ne referam, nil non mortale tenemus
pectoris exceptis ingeniique bonis.
45 en ego, cum caream patria vobisque domoque,
raptaque sint, adimi quae potuere mihi,
ingenio tamen ipse meo comitorque fruorque :
Caesar in hoc potuit iuris habere nihil.
quilibet hanc saevo vitam mihi finiat ense,
50 me tamen extincto fama superstes erit,
dumque suis victrix omnem de montibus orbem
prospiciet domitum Martia Roma, legar.
tu quoque, quam studii maneat felicior usus,
effuge venturos, qua potes, usque rogos ! ”’

VIII.

Nunc ego Triptolemi cuperem consistere curru,
misit in ignotam qui rude semen humum ;
nunc ego Medeae vellem frenare dracones,
quos habuit fugiens arce, Corinthe, tua ;
6 nunc ego iactandas optarem sumere pennas,
sive tuas, Perseu, Daedale, sive tuas :
ut tenera nostris cedente volatibus aura
aspicerem patriae dulce repente solum,
desertaeque domus vultus, memoresque sodales,
10 caraque praecipue coniugis ora meae.
stulte, quid haec frustra votis puerilibus optas,
quae non ulla tibi 2 fertque feretque dies ?
si semel optandum est, Augusti numen adora,
et, quem sensisti, rite precare deum.
15 ille tibi pennasque potest currusque volucres
tradere : det reditum, protinus ales eris.
let:idg 2 tulit
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TRISTIA, III. vir. 41—vin. 16

fortune gives and takes away whatever she pleases,
and he becomes suddenly an Irus who was but now
a Croesus. In brief we possess nothing that is not
mortal except the blessings of heart and mind.
Behold me, deprived of native land, of you and my
home, reft of all that could be taken from me; my
mind is nevertheless my comrade and my joy ; over
this Caesar could have no right. Let any you will
end this life with cruel sword, yet when I am dead
my fame shall survive. As long as Martian Rome
shall gaze forth victorious from her hills over the
conquered world, I shall be read. Do thou too—
and may a happier use of thine art await thee—
ever shun what way thou canst the coming pyre ! ”

VIII. Tue ExiLe’s Praver

Now would I crave to stand in the car of Triptole-
mus, who flung the untried seed on ground that had
known it not; now would I bridle the dragons that
Medea had when she fled thy citadel, O Corinth ;
now would I pray for wings to ply—thme Perseus,
or thine, Daedalus—that the yielding air might give
way before my rapid flight and I might on a
sudden behold the sweet soil of my native land, the
faces in my lonely home, my loyal friends, and—
foremost of all—the dear features of my wife.

11 Fool ! why pray in vain like a child for such things
as these—things which no day brings you or will
bring ? If only you must pray, worship Augustus’s
divinity ; petition in due form that god whose might
you have felt. He has power to grant you feathers
and winged cars : let him grant return and forthwith
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si precer hoc—neque enim possum maijora rogare—
ne mea sint, timeo, vota modesta parum.
forsitan hoc olim, cum iam satiaverit iram,
20 tum quoque sollicita mente rogandus erit.
quod minus interea est, instar mihi muneris ampli,
ex his me iubeat quolibet ire locis.
nec caelum nec aquae faciunt nec terra nec aurae ;
ei mihi, perpetuus corpora languor habet !
25 seu vitiant artus aegrae contagia mentis,
sive mei causa est in regione mali,
ut tetigi Pontum, vexant insomnia, vixque
ossa tegit macies nec juvat ora cibus ;
quique per autumnum percussis frigore primo
30 est color in foliis, quae nova laesit hiems,
is mea membra tenet, nec viribus adlevor ullis,
et numquam queruli causa doloris abest.
nec melius valeo, quam corpore, mente, sed aegra est
utraque pars aeque binaque damna fero.
35 haeret et ante oculos veluti spectabile corpus
astat fortunae forma legenda meae :
cumque locum moresque hominum cultusque
sonumque
cernimus, et, qui sim qui fuerimque, subit,
tantus amor necis est, querar ut cum Caesaris ira,
40 quod non offensas vindicet ense suas.
at, quoniam semel est odio civiliter usus,
mutato levior sit fuga nostra loco.

IX.

Hic quoque sunt igitur Graiae—quis crederet P—
urbes
inter inhumanae nomina barbariae ;
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TRISTIA, III. vin. 17—ix. 2

you will have wings. Were I to pray for this (and I
can ask no greater things) I fear my prayer would
lack restraint. For this perchance sometime, when
his wrath is sated, I shall have to pray with a heart
troubled even then. Meanwhile a smaller thing, but
equal to a generous boon for me—let him bid me
go anywhere from this place. Neither climate nor
water suit me, nor land nor air—ah me ! a constant
weakness possesses my frame. Whether the con-
tagion of a sick mind affects my limbs or the cause
of my ills is this region, since I reached the Pontus,
I am harassed by sleeplessness, scarce does the lean
flesh cover my bones, food pleases not my lips ; and
such a hue as in autumn, when the first chill has
smitten them, shows on the leaves that young winter
has marred, o’erspreads my body; no strength
brings relief, and I never lack cause for plaintive
pain. I am no better in mind than in body ; both
alike are sick and I suffer double hurt. Clinging and
standing like a visible body before my eyes is the
figure of my fate that I must scan; and when I
behold the country, the ways, the dress, the language
of the people, when I remember what I am and what
I was, I have so great a love of death that I complain
of Caesar’s wrath, because he avenges not his wrongs
with the sword. But since he has once exercised
his hatred mildly, let him lighten my exile still
further by changing its place.

IX. Tue OricIN or Tomis

Here too then there are Grecian cities (who would
believe it ?) among the names of the wild barbarian
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huc quoque Mileto missi venere coloni,
inque Getis Graias constituere domos.
5 sed vetus huic nomen, positaque antiquius urbe,
constat ab Absyrti caede fuisse loco.
nam rate, quae cura pugnacis facta Minervae
per non temptatas prima cucurrit aquas,
impia desertum fugiens Medea parentem
10 dicitur his remos applicuisse vadis.
quem procul ut vidit tumulo speculator ab alto,
“hospes,” ait, ‘* nosco, Colchide, vela, venit.”
dum trepidant Minyae, dum so