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INTRODUCTION
by FRANCIS R. B. GODOLPHIN

EVER since Chaucer learned much of his trade as a story-
teller from his reading of Ovid, English literature has been
indebted to the Latin poets. From Chaucer's day until the
middle of the sixteenth century this indebtedness came
chiefly from reading the original Latin texts. With the Earl
of Surrey's translation of the Fourth Book of Virgil's Aeneid
in 1548, the classical influence has likewise come through by
reading translations. Following Golding's translation of the
Metamorphoses of Ovid (1567), translations have appeared
in English for the "instruction of the ignorant and pleasure
of the learned." Ascham said that “the best translation . . .
is an evill imped wing to fly withall,” but the stream of trans-
lations from the hands of scholars and poets, even poets who
versify from translations, testifies to the popularity of the
task and the presence of an audience.

This volume has been collected to show something of the
nature of Latin poetry, the range of the poets, and the varie-
ties of their influence in English literature.

The Latin poets present a wide variety of subject-matter,
ranging from the atomistic materialism of Lucretius to the
Stoicism of Seneca. Virgil's effort to present the sweep of
history from the fall of Troy to his own day and beyond may
be contrasted with Lucan's account of the civil war between
Caesar and Pompey. In lyric every variety of emotion is ex-
pressed, from the most passionate love, through erotic trifles
and drinking songs, to patriotic odes such as those in Hor-
ace's third book, which provided a measure of inspiration for
Milton's patriotic sonnets. In satire a wide variety of human

il
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faults and failings are held up to the light, with tolerant un-
derstanding or harsh criticism, depending on the tempera-
ment of the writer. In elegy and epigram we find pictures of
society, analyses of personal relations, and insights into the
workings of the human heart. Vital to all varieties of Latin
poetry is the myth, which for us includes much that the
Romans called history.

Latin literature is still worth our reading because most of
the poets were deeply concerned to communicate their best
insights and their deepest thoughts and feelings to the reader
in the most effective artistic form possible. This gives Latin
poetry an importance far beyond the fact that it provides the
means of acquiring the myths and the literary forms which
the Romans mostly borrowed from the Greeks.

In the realm of poetic form and technique, it was the Latin
poets whose contributions were most considerable in the de-
velopment of English poetry. Despite efforts to naturalize
the actual meters of the Romans, English poetry fortunately
developed its own characteristics. However, the attention to
detail characteristic of the best Roman poets, and the careful
choice of words so notable in Horace and Virgil set a stand-
ard of perfection, without leading to imitation of a dead and
mechanical sort. In the literary "forms" the Roman influence
was strong, and, at least initially provided a framework for
English poetic expression. Epic, drama, lyric, elegy, pastoral,
and satire were, for the most part, transmitted in the form
developed by the Romans, although the Romans only claimed
credit for the creation of satire.

When the English Renaissance was arousing men's inter-
ests in the dignity and worth of the individual, the Latin poets
again provided insights into human nature which had long
been ignored. The emphasis of the elegists on love and the
satirists' analysis of human vices and foibles were guideposts
to a new understanding of human beings. Much that was
good in ancient philosophy and science was available in the
poets to stimulate speculation. In Renaissance science, Lucre-
tius' On the Nature of Things and Manilius' Astronomica
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were known and studied because they embodied concepts of
the natural world which had been largely ignored for cen-
turies,

An interesting indication of the range of Latin poetry can
be seen in the changes of taste which placed the emphasis
now on one author, now on another, as the readers' needs and
interests changed. Throughout the Middle Ages the influence
of Virgil and Ovid never wavered even in violently anti-pagan
periods. This is largely a result of two circumstances: In the
first place, the grammars, by means of which Latin was
taught, chiefly used Ovid and Virgil for illustration, and in
the second place, there was a general belief that the ancient
authors were learned men and that they imparted useful
information. If this was not apparent on the surface, it was
only necessary to understand the allegory which was as-
sumed to lie beneath the surface in order to learn the improv-
ing lesson. Since the fourth Eclogue of Virgil was widely be-
lieved to foretell the birth of Christ, it was easy to assume
that the epic story of the Aeneid imaged forth all human life.
So likewise that sophisticated lovers' handbook, Ovid's Art
of Love, was allegorized for the nuns of Canterbury to teach
them their Christian duties.

In the Iltalian Renaissance Petrarch could find and could
use Tibullus, Catullus, and Propertius, the preceptors of love,
who provided adjectives, conceits, and themes to enrich his
love poetry. So at a later period the English poets drew on
the same sources. In the drama it was Seneca, not the Greeks,
whose dramatic form and philosophic ideas provided the
starting point for the development of English drama. As
satke and epigram became popular modes of poetic expres-
sion, Horace, Persius, Juvenal, and Martial are the poets to
whom the seventeenth and eighteenth-century writers turn.

In some respects Horace is the most consistently influential
of the Roman poets. During the late medieval period he was
called "Ethicus,” and his epistles were read for their moral
and philosophical teaching. Dryden and Pope found much
that was profitable in him, both in style and content. A host
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of lyric poets reflect Horace's utter Tightness in their ideals
of perfection.

Any reader of Engiish literature must be struck by the
pervasiveness of classical mythology as it occurs in that liter-
ature. At its worst it is merely omamental; at its best it may
provide imaginative symbols of a higher reality. Mythological
tales and mythological allusions still may have imaginative
and emotional value, as examples from such poets as Yeats
and Eliot would readily show. Although the creation of this
mythology is largely of Greek origin, the transmission was
chiefly through the Roman poets. They selected symbols
from the Greeks with affection and understanding, and fur-
nished the English poets not only with the rich store of myth,
but also with techniques of use in rich profusion.

This collection, then, has been designed to provide the
English reader with a basis for an understanding of the rela-
tion of the Latin poets to English literature. At the same
time it endeavors to trace the development of Latin poetry
from the first timid attempts at the erotic epigram near the
end of the second century before Christ to the anonymous
Vigil of Venus which, less than three centuries later, echoes
many classical themes while at the same time it provides an
early statement of the spirit and form which were to charac-
terize the Latin poetry of the Middle Ages.

The choice of the Latin poets to be included in such a
collection as this is largely dictated by the interests and en-
thusiasms of readers and students during the last four cen-
turies. Some authors less known today have been included
because of their intrinsic interest. Many classical students
would probably like to see others represented. The present
editor can only plead the limitations of space. When one
seeks to choose the actual poems or passages for inclusion in
such a collection, the problem is much more complicated. |
have in general chosen to include whole poems, or, in longer
works, extended passages instead of seeking out “purple
patches." The Engish reader, it seems to me, has a far
better chance of understanding the poetic achievement of
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Lucretius, Virgil, or Ovid when he can read a whole book and
appreciate the relationship of form and expression to the de-
velopment of the poet's theme. In addition to the very great
problem of choosing the passages in the original, there is the
equally difficult problem of the choice of translation. All the
translation in this volume are in verse at least, if not poetry.
Many prose translations of Latin authors have been pub-
lished, but often the translator's concemn is so largely with
the sense that the prose translations seldom contribute to an
understanding of the poetry as poetry unless they are read
in conjunction with the original, according to the design of
the volumes in thft Loeb Classical Library. Too often the
author of a prose translation is so concerned to obtain literal
accuracy that his translation ceases to be Engjlish, and be-
comes a sort of jargon, lacking grammatical form, rhythm,
and imagery. For this reason verse translations have been
preferred. Frequently they are less accurate, but at least the
authors have been concerned to re-create, in some measure,
verse form and imagery as essential elements in the transla-
tion, just as they are in the originals.

| have not thought it necessary to include notes or a glos-
sary, since in so many instances the passages tell in full the
myth or historical event which would be only summarized in
a note. In most other instances the person or place is either
well known or would be of interest chiefly to specialists who
already know the answer.

Since the primary object of these translations is to present
the Latin authors, in many instances | have modernized the
spellings of the earlier English authors where it seemed to me
that such modernization would ease the task of the eye or of
the understanding. Where such change mighthave altered the
effect on the ear | have usually allowed the old speling to
stand. Study of the practice of seventeenth-century poets and
printers led me to doubt the desirability of seeking to repro-
duce the text of the earliest printed editions, since the pur-
pose of this volume is simply to present in readable form
translations of Latin poets. The translations range from the
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seventeenth to the twentieth centuries and should in them-
selves provide the curious with some insight into the changing
taste and style of English verse during this period.

In the brief sketches of the individual poets which follow,
| have frequently used approximate dates but have sought to
indicate something about the historical context in which the
individual poets wrote, and have also sought to suggest some-
thing of the nature of the works from which selections have
been taken.

If these English verse translations of the Latin poets en-
able the reader to enjoy some of the beauties of poetic expres-
sion which can be re-created from the originals, surely much
that is worth while in the thought and feeling will emerge.
In any event, many of the myths, and many of the stories
which are deeply imbedded in the texture of English litera-
ture are accessible in these translations. It is possible that
they may show in some measure how the Latin poets suc-
ceeded in uniting pleasure and profit for the reader in their
works, and why so many of them have achieved enduring
fame, a monumentum aere perennius.

VALERIUS AEDITUUS
(a@bout 140 B.C)

QUINTUS LUTATIUS CATULUS
(140-87 B.C)

LATIN literature does not begin until 240 B C, about 500 years
after the traditional date for the founding of Rome. Dramatic,
epic, and invective poetry was written in the century preceding
Aedituus but it is only at a relatively late date that the Romans
began to experiment with little epigrams on themes of love. We
are indebted to Aulus Gellus, an enthusiastic archaizer of the
second century A D , for several little poems which show that the
cultivated Romans at the end of the second century B.C. were
trying to adapt Greek meters and Greek themes to Latin litera-
ture The Hellenistic period in Alexandria had produced a great
many erotic epigrams, and the poem of Aedituus has a model by
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an anonymous author preserved in the Greek Anthology. So like-
wise The Lost Heart of Catulus is a free adaptation of an epigram
of Callimachus, a notable figure in Alexandria during the first half
of the third century B.C

These poems are not important in themselves, but they do show
that Roman poetry has come of age when, finally, the poets are
interested in giving expression to their personal emotions.

CATULLUS
(87-54 B.C)

As A YOUNG man Catullus left his home at Verona for life in the
most sophisticated circles of Rome. In a few short years his per-
sonal life carried him into the most intense extremes of love and
hatred, and in his poetry he ranged from the lyric expressions of
his most personal emotions to elaborate experiments in the forms,
meters, and subject-matters popularized by the scholar-poets of
Hellenistic Alexandria.

The inspiration of the poems which entitle Catullus to a high
place among the world's love poets was the utterly fascinating,
utterly unscrupulous Clodia, wife of the consul Metellus Celer,
and sister of Cicero's bitter enemy Clodius Under the pseudonym
Lesbia, a metrical equivalent for Clodia, the most beautiful,
charming, and witty of women is celebrated with youthful en-
thusiasm and magnificent poetic intensity. Her faithlessness and
violence turn the love to torment. Thirty poems written over a
period of three years (61-59 B.C.) owe their existence to love and
hate for Leshia. Apart from his love for Lesbia, Catullus seems
to have been most affected by the death of his brother in the
Troad, and the poem on his death is a moving tribute.

English versions of most of these poems are included here from
the hands of translators ranging from Crashaw to Horace
Gregory.

The greatness of Catullus rests safely on the lyrics, but his in-
fluence in English poetry and his place in Latin poetry are closely
related to the longer poems. In these he adopts the learned man-
ner of the Alexandrian poets as he translates Callimachus' poem
on the lock of Berenice's hair, and in the unique and strange
galliambic meter presents Atys, self-castrated in a frenzy of
orgiastic religious devotion to the goddess Cybelle.
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The Marriage of Peleus and Thetis is on the whole an unsatis-
factory "little epic" but it does establish a type of mythological
poem in which the myth is told for its own sake, often in the
guise of a description of a work of art. In it the story of Theseus
and Ariadne is told with many beauties of detail, but it is clear
that Catullus' gifts do not lie in the field of narrative.

The epithalamium, or marriage song, has been a constant liter-
ary genre since the days of Sappho among the Greeks, but Catul-
lus was not content with writing the typical marriage song. The
Nuptial Song with its chorus of youths and maidens is famous for
its imagery which is widely echoed in English from Spenser and
Jonson to Tennyson. The Epithalamium is more interesting in its
blend of Roman elements with the traditional topics of the Greek
epithalamium and the dramatic presentation of the scenes most
interesting to the poet.

LUCRETIUS
(99-55 B.C)

ST. JEROME'S Chronicle supplies practically all the information
we have about the life of Lucretius, under an entry for the year
94 B.C.: "Titus Lucretius, the poet, is born. He became insane
from a love potion and after he had composed, in the intervals of
his madness, some books which Cicero afterwards corrected, killed
himself in his forty-fourth year." Brief as this statement is, every
word is suspect, and it poses many questions, all of them prob-
ably insoluble. Donatus tells us that Lucretius died October 15,
55 B.C, the day Virgil assumed the toga of manhood, and in a
letter written in 54 B.C., Cicero alludes to "poems of Lucretius."
Apart from this fragmentary information, for practically a cen-
tury after his death, Lucretius and his work seem to be cloaked in
a conspiracy of silence, except as we see his influence in Virgil.
On the Nature of Things brings us face to face with a remark-
able literary achievement, and with a profound and brilliant mind.
Lucretius here planned, and almost carried to completion, a
didactic poem to present the Epicurean interpretation of life and
nature. A passionate lover of truth, he was desperately eager to
free mankind from the fetters of superstition and ignorance. The
tyranny of religion could, he believed, be removed from human
affairs by an exposition of physical laws based on the atomic
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theory of Epicurus. He argued passionately to demonstrate the
material nature of a physical world in which the fear of death
should have no place and where the gods exist but have no possi-
ble concern with man and matter. The astonishing fact is that,
without a true scientific method, Lucretius at least hinted at many
important physical discoveries of modern times and that his
physical theory was superior to any which existed up to the
seventeenth century.

For Lucretius, his message to mankind is primary and the
claims of poetry come second, but so passionate is his feeling and
so ardent his imagination that even intractable scientific material
is often transmuted into poetry, and many passages rise to lofty
feeling expressed in the stately and sonorous roll of the hexameter.
Lucretius' choice of the hexameter instead of the native Saturman,
and his mastery of it as a vehicle of poetic expression, created an
instrument adapted to great heights and subtle tones of emotion.

VIRGIL
(70-19 B.C)

VIRGIL, or Vergil, was born in the tiny vilage of Andes near
Mantua on the fifteenth of October, 70 B.C. His father, a small
freeholder, provided him with a good education, first at Cremona,
then Mantua, and later at Rome. Little is known of him until the
period after the battle of Philippi (42 B.C.), when the victorious
triumvirs confiscated for their armies Virgil's farm, along with
other land of cities which had taken the Republican side. Paliio,
the administrator of the district, not only saw to it that Virgil
was compensated by an estate in Campania, but also introduced
him to the circle of Octavian (later Augustus).

About four years later the Eclogues were published in their
present form, and from that time to the present Virgil has always
had a place among the great poets. It is true that the Eclogues
mark only the beginning of Virgil's development and that their
form is a close and careful imitation of Theocritus. But even in
these poems something of Virgil's human sympathy and insight
emerges to suggest a new language of poetry unlike anything
which had preceded it. His use of allegory may have been per-
nicious in its ultimate effects; certainly the supposed prophecy of
the birth of Christ in the fourth Eclogue fostered wide reading of
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Virgil, but led to profound misunderstanding of him. On the
other hand, to see in the Eclogues only echoes of an already
weary pastoral tradition is to miss the magical art of Virgil which
transforms traditional subject-matter and forms into poetry.

Virgil was thoroughly at home and happy in the composition
of the four Georgics, which occupied him for some years after
the Eclogues. If the subject was in some measure dictated by the
desire of Augustus and Maecenas to foster agriculture, it was
congenial to Virgil and on it he lavished the mature perfection of
his art. As Addison said, “The Georgic has all the perfection that
can be expected in a poem written by the greatest poet in the
flower of his age, when his invention was ready, his imagination
warm, his judgment settled, and all his faculties in their full
vigor and maturity."

Virgil's greatest poem, the Aeneid, is unequal in its parts and
no choice of selections can do justice to the master design;
nevertheless the passages included in this volume suggest the
poem's dramatic and narrative quality, and above all Virgil's pro-
found sympathy and pity for the human predicament, which is
the secret of his greatness. There are nationalistic elements in the
story of Dido and Aeneas, and in the underworld of the sixth
book, but the "tears of things" lead Virgil to touch the deepest
«springs of feeling with a strange pathos which is his alone.

Whatever the Aeneid may have lacked of perfection in Virgi's
eyes (on his deathbed he asked that it be destroyed as incom-
plete) is more than atoned for by its nobility and grandeur. The
Aeneid exercised an unparalleled influence over subsequent Latin
literature. In Christian literature from St. Augustine to Dante,
Virgil was a poet sacred and apart. In English only the rebellion
of the romantic movement has challenged the supremacy of the
Aeneid and damned it for "artificiality."

No translation can re-create the verbal and metrical effects of
Virgi's hexameters. The reader may wonder at the choice of
Dryden as the sole translator of the poetry of Virgil which has
attracted so many English translators during the last four cen-
turies. However, Dryden seems to unite more qualities suited to
the task than any other poet. His character and interests as a
poet, and the atmosphere of hospitality to Virgil engendered by
the tastes and interests of his age were conducive to good transla-
tion. As Dryden said, "I have endeavored to make Virgil speak
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such English as he would himself have spoken, if he had been
born in England, and in this present age."

HORACE
(65-8 B.C)

HORACE coined a phrase, aurea mediocritas, the golden mean (or
is it golden mediocrity?), which, by taking advantage of the
ambivalence, may profitably be taken as the key to the man and
his works.

No other lyric poet with so limited an emotional range has de-
lighted so much of mankind over so long a period. The Odes of
Horace have been the school-book of Europe; successive genera-
tions of school boys have assimilated the simple ideas of Horace
and the beautiful phrases of his Odes and carried them through a
lifetime. From poet to businessman the temptation to try one's
hand at verse translation of Horace is irresistible, where no other
poet seems to arouse interest, much less the desire to imitate or
reproduce.

With a modest fund of ideas and an unstrained meticulousness
of workmanship Horace achieved a consistent Tightness, an in-
credible felicity in the harmony of idea and expression which
made his odes inimitable. In fact this quality really put a stop to
any further development of the lyric in Latin and the Odes were
left to await the translation, imitation, paraphrase, and parody
of English writers.

In rather different terms the Satires show many of the same
qualities. Pedestrian, as he says, in metrical form and diction, the
Satires present our common human nature with perception and
quiet humor. Never roused to the bitterness of a Juvenal, Horace
quietly punctures pretensions of any sort wherever he comes upon
them, and he gives the impression of coming upon them in himself
or others without the labor of seeking them out. So likewise
throughout his works, he enunciates what may be nicknamed his
philosophical views, Stoic or Epicurean, as if he had happened
upon them at an opportune moment and thought his reader might
be interested in the point of view.

The Art of Poetry, as the Epistle to the Pisos is generally
known, was probably intended to be an equally casual and dis-
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cursive discussion of poetry, chiefly tragedy. Unfortunately it was
largely taken as an authoritative treatise and had far too much
influence in the modern world. Along with many reflections of
Horace's experience and good sense it seemed to provide an au-
thoritative theory of drama in easily accessible form, and, conse-
quently, because of its presumed authority, it has been pernicious
beyond its deserts

For the life of Horace it is enough to know that he never forgot
his gratitude to his father for a virtuous upbringing and good edu-
cation, and that, after brief service in the Republican army in a
rank beyond his capacity, he supported himself by a small civil-
service post until Virgil introduced him to Maecenas, who saw to
it that his modest needs were supplied thereafter by the famous
Sabine farm. Wealth, power, and position were alien to his needs
and desires; a poet's fame was his only goal. Wine and women he
enjoyed with an extreme moderation. Song was his passion, and
he succeeded in creating a body of lyrics of unexampled beauty
which may still work a miracle with the attentive reader, be he
aesthete or Philistine.

TIBULLUS
(54-19 B.C))

GENERAL taste has found Tibullus a favorite among the elegists.
"Pure and fine," as Quintilian says, his poems reveal a gentleness
and sincerity which inspire affection, although he is never exciting
in subject-matter, and never striking in technique.

A shy man, incapable of pushing himself, he evidently enjoyed
his friendships in the quiet circle of Messalla and won the esteem
of Horace. Despite his hatred for war and his enjoyment of the
peaceful pursuits of the country, he had served under Messalla
in Aquitania and was setting out for the Orient with him as a
staff member when he fell ill at Corcyra. Once he had safely re-
turned to his beloved Delia, however, neither necessity nor in-
clination led him into the active life of politics and affairs at
Rome.

Affairs with Delia, Nemesis, and the youth Marathus provide
subject-matter for most of Tibullus' elegies, and the easy flow of
the verse and the seemingly effortless transitions enable the reader
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to enjoy the charm and sweetness of the poet's personality along
with instruction in the joys and snares of love.

SULPICIA
(about 25 B.C.)

AFORTUNATE chance has preserved six poems by Sulpicia, a niece
of Messalla, in the volume which contains the elegies of Tibullus.
Tibullus himself seems to have written a number of poems for
her tongue-tied young lover, Cerinthus, and these serve as a pref-
ace to the forty lines in which Sulpicia has succeeded in convey-
ing a vivid impression of her personality. Her poems show
straightforward simplicity without self-consciousness or affecta-
tion. In the absence of other poetry written by Roman women,
much has been made of Sulpicia's feminine Latinity, but what is
really striking is her ability to express her regret at running away
from complete surrender to her lover, or her fury at the report of
a low-born rival. The Avowal is the last of the series, written just
after the consummation of her love, and vividly expresses her joy
and exaltation.

PROPERTIUS
(48-16 B.C.

PROPERTIUS is, and always has been, a favorite poet among a
minority of readers for whom his rich sound ettects, striking
imagery, and lavish ornament have an appeal uniike that of any
other Latin poet. He is not the modern imagist that Ezra Pound
would make him, but his unusual combinations of image, and the
erratic development of emotions which nevertheless must have
had clear relationships for the self-centered, amost neurotic
young poet, have tempted modern scholars to endless rearrange-
ments of his poems. The goal in each instance has been to make
him more regular, more "classical," less difficult to fit into pre-
conceived patterns of technique and thought for a poet of the
Augustan period.

Although the famous elegy on the death of Comelia and a few
other elegies show that he could write poetry with insight and
sympathetic undemanding where his own emotions were not
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directly involved, his relations with the fascinating older woman
whom he calls Cynthia provide the essence of what is unusual and
modern in his poetry and his life. The Rome of Augustus expected
the elegiac poet to treat themes of love primarily, and to orna-
ment the treatment with learned allusions. It did not expect to
come upon a poet with the complex ideals and motives which
could torture the resources of the Latin language and the verse
form of the elegiac couplet with odd usages, assonance, allitera-
tion, and more rhyme than any other Latin poet. English verse
translations may exploit one or another of these characteristics,
but Propertius remains a bundle of inconsistencies.

His mother apparently brought Propertius from Assisi to
Rome when he was about ten years old; she died shortly after he
completed his schooling and just before he met Cynthia, when he
was still only about nineteen. Though the name Cynthia is a
pseudonym (Apuleius says her name was Hostia), the woman
Propertius pictures in his poetry is no shadowy ideal. She is
sophisticated and passionate but gerferous and idealistic. In-
tensely human and free of the stock characteristics of the gold-
digger mistress, she is the most real and the most interesting of
the elegiac heroines. It is easy to see why she dominated Proper-
tius, and why, without her, literary reputation and the desire for
fame provided no antidote for the poet's morbid preoccupation
with his own death, which seems to have followed hers at no long
interval.

OVID
(43 B.C-18 AD)

OVID'S father sent him from the family home at Sulmo to Rome,
and later Athens, to obtain a legal education, but Ovid swiftly
turned from the law to poetry, the career of his own choice, de-
spite its practical drawbacks With equal celerity he divorced the
wife picked for him by his father on the grounds that she was
"neither worthy nor useful,” and plunged into the gay life of
Rome, recommended to the smart set by his wit and cleverness.

The commentator of his day, he presented most of his findings
in the form of love elegies on themes from seduction to abortion,
and distilled his professorial wisdom into the witty and compre-
hensive Art: of Love.
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In 8 A.D. he was banished by the Emperor Augustus to bleak
Tomi on the shores of the Black Sea for some offense, literary,
personal, or political, and moaned his life away for his last ten
years in a long series of poetic efforts to regain favor, obtain
pardon, or in some way escape the dreary life on the shores of
the Euxine.

An interesting figure and a technically gifted poet, one might
be tempted to say, but scarcely important because he had no
depth of vision and no profundity of insight. Yet Ovid must be
counted a major figure in the making of modern literature. His
ability to tell a story, as shown in the vast number of tales in the
fiteen books of the Metamorphoses, and his keen interest in psy-
chology, chiefly feminine, which runs through the Metamorphoses
and Heroides, helped to bring about the shift from medieval to
modern literature.

Equally important, Ovid is the storehouse of classical mythol-
ogy. The Greeks were the creators of a mythology which has been
more potent in Western art than any other, but Ovid was the
transmitter who cast the myths in a form which could be read
with ease and enjoyment. Although medieval allegorizing and
moralizing often completely confused the understanding of the
reader, the story remained to charm and delight successive gen-
erations.

MANILIUS
(? 20 B.C? 25 AD)

MANILIUS, the author of the Astronomica, evidently wrote during
the last years of Augustus and the early years of Tiberius Al-
though not a great poet, he has real power in thought and style,
and by no means deserves the oblivion into which he has fallen.
The extant five books are no mere adaptation of Greek originals
or a repetition of astronomical commonplaces for a Roman audi-
ence, but show sincere feeling and real power of thought in such
passages as his justification of the study of abstract science, the
power of the tiny human eye to take in the immensity of the
heavens, and the rule of fate.
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PERSIUS
(34-62 AD)

PERSIUS died at twenty-eight, leaving a little book of six satires
which were published through the good offices of friends. These
pieces, written under the influence of that Stoicism which sought
to maintain a higher life amidst the corruption of Nero's age,
show a refined and uncommon literary gift. It is true that the
world of Persius is largely a world of books; the Satires of
Horace are more familiar to him than the Rome of his own day.
Nonetheless, within the field of his own experience he shows keen
observation and delicate power of portraiture, and among the
Roman satirists he has earned a place as a model in the literary
genre.

SENECA
(? 4 B.C-65 AD.)

THE career of Seneca is one of startling contrasts; born in Cor-
dova, he became a well-known figure at court in Rome under
Caligula; banished by Claudius at the instigation of Messalina,
he was recalled by the influence of Agrippina and made tutor to
Nero. Vastly influential, powerful and wealthy as Nero's ad-
ministrator of the empire, he committed suicide by royal order on
a pretext of conspiracy. To his deathbed he brought a strange
mixture of helplessness and heroism. A Stoic philosopher, he
summoned all the resources of the rhetorical manner to volu-
minous treatises on ethics and morality; as a tragic writer, faults
of rhetoric and undramatic structure are often atoned for by
truly fine lyric passages. Since he provided the only extant Latin
tragedies, Seneca exerted a great effect upon the early drama of
the sixteenth century in England. Though the effect may have
contained more of harm than benefit, in many individual passages
the literary and rhetorical expression of Seneca's philosophic posi-
tions still has the power to move the reader.
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LUCAN
(3965 AD)

SENECAS nephew, Lucan, led a brief life of feverish activity. A
sensationat twenty-one for his public recitation in praise of Nero,
he speedily obtained poliical advancement, and as swiftly found
his poetic career checked by the resentment of the artist-emperor.
Seeking to put his republican theories into practice, he joined the
conspiracyof Piso against Nero, but weakly betrayed his accom-
plices, including his mother, when he was arrested. The same
gaudy character is apparent in his only work which has been pre-
served, the Pharsalia. His thought and ideas are not sustained, the
civil wars are not presented from a consistent point of view, and
he characters of the epic are not human beings but vehicles for
resounding rhetoric. There is, however, a real briliance in indi-
ividual passages. Marlowe translated the first book into blank
verse,and later poets have echoed his phrases and rhetorical ex-
cesses, though few would join with Shelley in speaking of "Lucan,
byhis death approved.”

STATIUS
(40-95 AD)

STATIUS, most eminent of the poets of his day, pursued an ener-
geticcourse of epic composition during the reign of Domitian, to
whomhe dedicated his Thebaid, an interesting and even charming
working of a theme worn threadbare centuries before his time.
50 successful was the attempt that he was highly esteemed and
much read during the Middle Ages. Dante accepted an unhis-
toricalmedieval tradition of his conversion to Christianity and
placedhim in Purgatory. The poem was constantly quoted in the
eighteenth century, and both Pope and Gray translated portions
of it into English verse.

The excellences of Statius as a poet appear more clearly, how-
ever, in the Silvae, a collection of shorter pieces from which the
poemOn Sleep is taken. In a period of rhetorical excesses his
waste preserves him from any great extravagances, and in this
short poem suggests that he had the innate poetic sensitivity to
strike out in a manner new to ancient poetry.
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JUVENAL
(55-135 AD.)

THE savage and brutal satires of Juvenal show forth a raw rage
and disgust with man and society that leave a stamp on the im-
agination of the reader, however much he may deprecate the lack
of taste. As the third model for moderns among the Roman sati-
rists, he provided Johnson with congenial material in The City
and the Vanity of Human Wishes though no other satirist, even a
Swift, could reach such remorseless heights of fierce indignation
in frustrated admiration for goodness and innocence. Misogynists
are still indebted, consciously or unconsciously, to The Women
for the themes and violent rhetorical indictments of the causes of
all men's woes. Rome at the beginning of the second century A D
had much to annoy and disgust the observer, and Juvenal seems
to have taken a perverse satisfaction in driving every fault and
every flaw into the consciousness of his reader. The high-pitched
fervor with which Juvenal attacked each subject in turn finally
serves to warn us of the danger of listening too long to a disap-
pointed idealist, and inspires gratitude for the retiring and
scholarly satire of a Persius, or the urbane and amused sophistica-
tion of Horace's commentary on human vices and foibles.

As a literary form the Romans claimed satire as their own in-
vention; in Horace or Juvenal the disappointed and disillusioned
can still find a congenial spirit with whom to view man's sad
inadequacy.

MARTIAL
(40-104 AD.)

MARTIAL, the author of twelve books of Epigrams, has preserved
for posterity a vivid picture of daily life at Rome in the first
century AD. A native of Bilbiis in Spain he brought to the
Roman scene animation and a pungent wit which enabled him to
mirror the scene—vice, viciousness, brutality, obscenity, and
flattery—practically without moral feeling save for a certain dis-
taste for hypocrisy. Of his own epigrams he says, "A few good,
some indifferent, the greater number bad." Since much of the
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material most valuable for its reflection of Roman life is of little
interest as poetry, and despite the influence of the short "pointed”
epigrams on subsequent stylists, it has seemed desirable to pre-
sent as examples of his work some of the poems with grace and
real feeling in preference to poems of obscenity and obsequious
flattery.

HADRIAN
(76-138 AD)

THE EMPEROR HADRIAN found time to publish speeches, write an
autobiography, works on grammar and also poems. He was
equally at home in Greek and Latin and perhaps favored Greek
as a literary language. The address To His Soul is certainly of no
great importance poetically, but does serve to indicate the sort of
poetic trifles cultivated Romans turned their hands to and, like
the Vigil of Venus, points toward the verse of the Middle Ages,

ANONYMOUS

THE Pervigilium Veneris, the Virgil of Venus, probably be-
longs to the second century A.D., when Hadrian revived and
encouraged the spring festival of Venus Genetrix. It is cer-
tainly a striking example of sentiment and style peculiar to
medieval times. Its quantitative rhythm coincides with the
natural accent of the words, it is full of assonances, its gram-
matical structure points forward to the changes to come, and
above all, its conclusion sounds the knell of the old classical
literature and the old classical world, whose spring was to
come never again.

Princeton University
May, 1949
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VALERIUS AEDITUUS

Love's Light

PHILEROS, why take a light?

We have no need of one, you know:
Just as we are, so let us go,

For after all our hearts are bright.

And angry winds or sheeted rains
Can put a little flambeau out;
But Venus' fire none can rout
Except herself, for all their pains.
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Q. LUTATIUS CATULUS

The Lost Heart

MY HEART has run away from me
Again, | think, to Theotimus.

It must be so: at least | know

My love could find a refuge there.
But still it's strange, since | forbade
The man to take the rascal in:

Il hunt it here; yet wait! | fear
The two of us are in its snare.

Ah, Venus, what am | to do?
Advice can only come from you.
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To Lesbia

HM RIVAL to the gods | place,
Him loftier yet, if loftier be,

Who, Lesbia, sits before thy face,
Who listens and who looks on thee;

Thee smiing soft. Yet this delight
Doth all my sense consign to death;
For when thou dawnest on my sight,
Ah, wretched! flits my labouring breath.

My tongue is palsied. Subtly hid

Fire creeps me through from limb to limb:
My loud ears tingle all unbid:

Twin clouds of night mine eyes bedim.

Ease is my plague: ease makes thee void,
Catullus, with these vacant hours,

And wanton: ease that hath destroyed
Great kings, and states with all their powers.

Kisses

COME and let us live, my dear,
Let us love and never fear
What the sourest fathers say:
Brightest Sol that dies to-day
Lives again as blithe to-morrow;
But if we dark sons of sorrow
Set, O then, how long a night
Shuts the eyes of our short light!
5
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Then let amorous kisses dwell

On our lips, begin and tell

A thousand, and a hundred score,
An hundred and a thousand more,
Till another thousand smother

That, and that wipe off another.
Thus at last when we have numbred
Many a thousand, many a hundred,
We'll confound the reckoning quite,
And lose ourselves in wild delight:
While our joys so multiply

As shall mock the envious eye,

The Tale of Kisses

How MANY kisses are enow

From you, and more? Pray would you know?
Then count the grains of Libyan sand

In fair Gyrene's fertile land,

Where sultry Ammon has his shrine

And ancient Batt his tomb divine.

Count up the stars that in the silent night
Look down to see love's stolen sweet delight.
Then, and then only, will you know

How many kisses are enow,

And more, from your ambrosial mouth,

To satisfy Catullus' drouth

And to appease your lover's madness
Dispersing all his care and sadness.

So many that no tongue their count may tell
Or put upon our love base envy's spell.
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Lesbia's Sparrow

SPARROW, pet of the lady of my love, who

Will with thee toy, will in her bosom nurse thee,
Her forefinger resign to thy caressings,

And provoke thee to peck at it with fury,

When she is minded, that lady whom | dote on,
Pretty tricks to play, all maddeningly charming,
Finding balm so in this for her emotion,

Else too tense, | believe, for her endurance.

Oh, like her, that | might with thee make pastime,
Ease the pangs so that agitate and rend me!
Dear then wert thou to me, as in the legend
Was to the swift-footed maid the golden apple,
Which ungirdled her zone so long unyielding.

Elegy on Lesbia's Sparrow

LOVES and Graces mourn with me,
Mourn, fair youths, where'er ye be!
Dead my Leshia's sparrow is,
Sparrow, that was all her bliss,
Than her very eyes more dear;
For he made her dainty cheer,
Knew her well, as any maid

Knows her mother, never strayed
From her bosom, but would go
Hopping round her to and fro,
And to her, and her alone,
Chirrup'd with such pretty tone.
Now he treads that gloomy track,
Whence none ever may come back.
Out upon you, and your power,
Which all fairest things devour,
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Orcus' gloomy shades, that e'er

Ye took my bird that was so fair!

Ah, the pity of it! Thou

Poor bird, thy doing 'tis, that now

My loved one's eyes are swolln and red,
With weeping for her darling dead.

On Leshia's Inconstancy

MY MISTRESS says, there's not a man
Of all the many that she knows,

She'd rather wed than me, not one,
Though Jove himself were to propose.

She says so;—but what woman says

To him who fancies he has caught her,
'Tis only fit it should be writ

In air or in the running water.

Love's Return

WHERE can there be more happiness than this,
When to desire there comes unlocked for bliss?
Dearer than gold, my Leshia, to me

The vision of your loveliness to see.

My eager hopes had almost died away,

When you returned. 0 happy, happy day!

No boon more great by God has e'er been given,
No man more blest than | lives 'neath wide heaven.

The Promise

You SAID our love should be a thing of joy
And last for ever. May the words, | pray,
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Be promise pledged in truth without alloy,

And your own heart confirm the words you say;
That so through life we travel hand in hand
Together joined by affection's golden band.

Comparison

MOST beautiful in many eyes
Is Quinctia, and in mine

Her shape is tall, and straight withal,
And her complexion fine.

These single charms of form and face
| grant that she can show,

But all the concentrated grace
Of"beautiful," oh no!

For nowhere in her can you find
That subtle voiceless art,

That something which delights the mind,
And satisfies the heart.

But Lesbia's beautiful, | swear,
And for herself she stole

The charms most rare of every fair,
To frame a perfect whole.

Leshia Speaks

LESBIA speaks evil of me with her husband near and he
(damned idiot) loves to hear her.

Chuckling, the fool is happy, seeing nothing, understanding
nothing.

If she forgetting me fell silent, her heart would be his alone,
content and peaceful;
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but she raves, spitting hatred upon me, all of which carries
this meaning:

| am never out of her mind, and what is more, she rises in
fury against me

withwords that make her burn, her blood passionate for me.

Inference

LESBIA for ever on me rails

To talk of me she never fails.

Now, hang me, but for al her ar,
| find that | have gained her heart.
My proof is this: | plainly see

The case is just the same with me;

| curse her every hour sincerely,
Yet, hang me, but | love her dearly.

Love's Madness

NONE could ever say that she,
Leshia! was so loved by me;

Never, al the world around,

Faith so true as mine was found.

If no longer it endures,

(Would it did!) the fault is yours.
| can never think again

Well of you: | try in vain.

But, be false, do what you will,
Leshia! I must love you still.

The Idol Shattered

You TOLD me, Leshia, once, that you
For your Catullus only cared,



LOVE THAT'S MERELY A MADNESS 1

That, though imperial Jove might sue,
My empire should by none be shared.

| loved you then with love beyond
The transient flush of passion wild;
Ay, with a tenderness as fond,
As binds the parent to the child.

I know you now. Alas! and though
Your fall, your fickleness | spurn,
Yet, can | not forget you, no!
But with a wilder passion burn.

How this can be so, you inquire.
Tis that thy very shamelessness
But fans the fire of base desire,
Although it makes me love the less.

Love That's Merely a Madness

So LOVED has woman never been
As thou hast been by me,

Nor lover yet was ever seen
So true as | to thee.

But cruel, cruel Lesbhia, thou
Hast by thy falsehood wrought

Such havoc in my soul, and now
So madly 'tis distraught,

Twould prize thee not, though thou shouldst grow
All pure and chaste as ice;

Nor could it cease to love thee, though
Besmirched with every vice.
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Love's Unreason

I HATE and love—the why | cannot tell,
But by my tortures know the fact too well.

Renunciation

POOR, poor Catullus, from this folly cease.
Count what is lost as lost, and rest in peace,
Tis true the sun for you once brightly shone,
But those fair days and all their joys are gone,
When you would follow where she led the way
And both were of one mind in lovers' play,
She whom you loved with such fidelity

As never was and ne'er again will be.

Ah, then your sun, Catullus, brightly shone;
To-day she will not, and your reign is done.
So match her mood, nor follow if she fly;

Be firm, endure, yield not to misery.

Farewell, false darling. | will steel my heart

Nor seek in favours grudged to have a part.

And thou wilt grieve one day when loved by none
Thou shalt be left uncourted and alone.

Farewell. What life, | wonder, waits for thee?
Whom wilt thou welcome and his mistress be?
Who by thy side will know a lover's bliss

And gaze upon thy charms? Whom wilt thou kiss
And bite his lips withal?—Nay, nay, refrain:

Be firm, Catullus, and like rock remain.
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The Poet's Prayer

IF IN remembrance aught there be of pleasure,
When a man knows that he has played his part,
And never used in love a cheating measure,

Nor sworn false oaths to beguile a trusting heart,
Then e'en this love which seems so thankless now
Will on you yet some share of joy bestow.

For every deed and word of loving kindness

By you, Catullus, has been said and done;
Though wasted on a wanton in your blindness,
No need of grateful service have they won.
Cease then with grief to vex yourself in vain

And put an end at last to all your pain.

Forbear, while heaven frowns, to fume and fret.
Steel your firm courage to escape her sway.

" 'Tis hard," you say, "so quickly to forget."
"Tis hard; but with a will there is a way.

Here is your chance: this victory you must win:
Whether you can or no, the attempt begin.

Ye gods, 'tis yours to pity: in death's hour
To hring salvation you alone avail.

If I have cleanly lived, then use your power
And free me from this pestilential bale,
Whose deadly torpor seems on me to press
And robs my days of all their happiness.

| do not ask that she should love me true
Or become chaste—for that can never be.
But if some wage for service done is due
Then, 0 ye gods, fulfil this prayer for me.
Rid me of this foul sickness, and restore
The health of mind that | possessed of yore.
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Farewell to Lesbia

DEAR comrades who with me would go
Should | to distant India roam,
Where Eastern shores are buffeted

By ocean's foam.

Parthians, Hyrcani, Arabs mild,

And Sacae you would face with me

And that swart race whose sevenfold Nile
Colours the sea,

Or cross the towering Alps to find
The Britons whom no man could tame,
And Gallic Rhine, memorials now

Of Caesar's fame.

Prepared are you alike to share

In all that shall be sent by Fate;

So bear a message to my girl,
These words of hate.

Bid her farewell and let her keep

The legion of her paramours

And careless break their strength, to fill
Her idle hours.

Nor think at all of my poor love

Which by her sin lies all forlorn

Like the field blossoms that a plough
Has passed and torn.
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Consolation

IF LIVING sorrows any boon

Unto the silent grave can give,
When sad remembrances revive
Old loves and friendships fugitive,
She sorrows less she died so soon
Than joys your love is still alive.

On His Brother's Death

BY WAYS remote and distant waters sped,
Brother, to thy sad grave-side am | come,
That | may give the last gifts to the dead,
And vainly parley with thine ashes dumb;
Since she who now bestows and now denies

Hath ta'en thee, hapless brother, from mine eyes.

But lo! these gifts, the heirlooms of past years,
Are made sad things to grace thy coffin shell;

Take them, all drenched with a brother's tears,
And, brother, for all time, hail and farewell!

Friendship and Love

THE PLAINTIVE letter, Mallius, thou hast sent,
While low by fate and sudden misery bent,

That bids me raise thee from the whelming wave,
And rescue from the threshold of the grave;

Since mighty Venus lets not slumber shed

Its luling influence o'er thy lonely bed,

Nor all the verse, our tuneful sire's bequests,

Can soothe thy mind where anguish never rests;
That hapless letter still my bosom cheers,

15
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Those lines are dear, though written with thy tears:
For, ah! they speak thy love, and bid me send
Verse from the bard, affection from the friend.
Think not | wish my duty to disown

To the first friend my life has ever known;

But, Mallius, learn my own unhappy state,

Learn in how rough a sea of troublous fate

| sink o'erwhelmed; nor ask from hopeless woe

For gifts the happy only can bestow.

When the white robe of man | first assumed,

When youth's light spring with every pleasure bloomed.
Free were my sports, nor did that goddess spare

Who blends the bitter sweets of lovers' care.

But all these joys my brother's death has torn

From the lone wretch whom he hath left to mourn.
Brother, thy death has wrapt my days in gloom

And all our house lies buried in thy tomb:

Thy friendship my young life with pleasures fed

And every pleasure now with thee is dead.

His early fate has from my bosom chased

All former joys and all the mind can taste.

They cry not—"Shame, Catullus, should be known
To droop and linger in Verona's town,

While every gallant here in turn is taken,

To warm the bed that now he has forsaken."

No, Mallius, call it not disgrace or shame,

For keenest misery is the fitter name.

Forgive me then, if thou shalt ask in vain

The gifts that sorrow from myself has ta'en,

No store of writers here their fires infuse,

To guide my taste and cheer my drooping Muse:
Few favourite volumes serve to fill the void

And chase the gloom of leisure unemployed.
Rome holds my home, my comfort, and my care,
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And life is only life when | am there.

Then think not fretful envy prompts my part,
Or gratitude is irksome to my heart;

Forced to refuse thee each request of thine
Gifts | had sent unasked, had they been mine.

How Allius helped me in the days gone by,
Ye Muses, ne'er shall fade from memory.
Never shall careless time its gloom extend
O'er the dear memory of so true a friend.
To you | speak his name, do ye unfold

To countless hosts the praises | have told.
Let this time-honoured verse for ever tell
To future days of him | loved so well;

And when at length, alas, his aged head
Shall rest inumed among the noble dead,
Wider and wider still his praise proclaim
When all of him that lives shall be his fame.
Thus, by its theme immortal, shall my page
Live still perused in every distant age,

Nor spider ever venture to profane

With lazy web my laudatory strain.

Ye know how Venus false my life oppressed,

With what destroying flame she scorched my breast,
Hot as the fires that Etna's crater fill,

Or Malia's springs that boil near Oeta's hill,

With wasting tears my eyes were dim and weak
And sorrow's tide for ever bathed my cheek.

As, springing on some mountain's airy throne,

The crystal streamlet from the mossy stone

In headlong haste leaps down the sloping glen
Across the high-road, to wayfaring men

A blest alleviation of their toil

When arid heat has cracked the fevered soil;

As, when through storms the sailor long has prayed
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To Pollux now, and now for Castor's aid,

Soft breathes the favouring air and calms the sea,
Such Allius was, such help and bliss to me.

He opened wide the field and made a way
Where we might sport together in fond play;

He bounteous placed me in his rich abode

Whose mistress on our love her smiles bestowed.
That house my goddess blest: that mansion bore
Her graceful foot upon its tell-tale floor;

There oft her creaking sandal, sweet to hear,
Foretold the fair one to her lover's ear.

Thus erst, while love warmed every tender thought,
Her husband's home Laodamia sought.

Too eager bride! No victim led to die

Had yet propitious made the gods on high—

Thy power, dread Nemesis, hath e'er suppressed
All hopes unsanctioned by the heavens' behest:
Hapless, who grasp, unless the gods approve,
The proffered gift of glory, wealth, or love! —
Soon did she learn how keen the thirsty fane
Desires the sacred blood of victims slain,
Forced from her parting husband's neck to tear
The close embrace that longed to linger there;
Ere yet two winters in their length of nights

Had glutted passion with its own delights,

Or taught the bride a strength, how hard to give,
To lose the mate she loved and yet to live.

The Fates knew well his doom not distant far

If the bold chieftain sought the Trojan war.

For then had Troy by stealth of Helen's charms
Roused ‘gainst herself the Kings of Greece to arms.
Troy, baleful impious Troy! the common grave

Of Europe's warriors and of Asia's brave!

Troy, whose vast ruin the sad ashes boasts

Of wisdom, valour, and unnumbered hosts!

Troy, where my brother died, untimely torn
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From the lone wretch whom he has left to moum!
Alas, his eyes are closed in lasting gloom:

Brother, our house lies with thee in the tomb.

Thy friendship my young life with "pleasures fed,
And all my pleasures now with thee are dead.

Not 'mid ancestral tombs for ages traced,

Nor with the umns of kindred ashes placed;

But hateful Troy, Troy's melancholy plains

Hold in ungenial soail thy loved remains.

To Troy then hastening the assembled band

Of Grecian youths had left their native land,

To burst on Paris in fair Helen's bower

And rouse him from beside his paramour,

Nor let his crime its lawless rapture shed

On days of quiet or a peaceful bed.

‘Twas in that hour that he, beloved too well,
Thine heart-dear spouse Laodamia, fell:

And wild despair with overwhelming flow
Hurried thee down the deep abyss of woe.

Less deep that gulf described in Grecian lands,
Where Pheneus flows and high Cyllene stands,
Which poured the waste of waters through its drain
And gave to men the firm and fertile plain.
Amphitryon's falsely-fathered son, they say,
Through the broad mountain clove its lofty way,
When, by a worthless lord's command employed,
His darts the hirds of Stymphalus destroyed:
"Twas for a throne in heaven his task he plied,
And blooming Hebe for his virgin bride.

How vast, how deep that gulf upon whose soil,

A slaving god had spent a lengthened toil!

More vast the love that warmed thy bridal vows,
More deep thy sorrow for thy plighted spouse.
Not to the sire so dear, when grey with years,
The late-born son an only daughter rears,
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Who, soon as first he draws the vital air,
Named by his grandsire for his only heir,
Blasts the fond hopes that hungry kinsmen fed
And drives the vultures from his hoary head.
Not e'en so much the tender sports of love
Please the soft partner of the snowy dove,

Who still with fire, to which her mate's is weak,
Plucks ceaseless kisses with a clinging beak.
(Never can love to manly breasts impart

The doting ardour of the female heart.)

With all their fires thy glowing passion vied
When first the fair-haired warrior claimed his bride.

Thus erst, thy bright compeer in love and charms,
Light of my life, my darling sought my arms;
While Cupid il soft saffron vest arrayed
Hovering on sportive wing around her played.
What though at times she bless some other youth
And cast her smiles alike upon us both?

| know | cannot her sole lover be,

And must with grace endure her frailty.

I am not of the jealous husband kind;

If she but be discreet, | will be blind,

Vex not your lives, my friends, with jealous pain;
Juno—if such compare be not profane—

Imperial Juno knew the lusts of Jove,

Still daily false, yet viewed him still with love.
Love, independent love, no care requires,

No chilling sanction of intrusive sires;

For by no father's formal conduct brought,

No Syrian odours filled the home she sought:

But on that wondrous night, all nights above,
She gave at once the fullest gift of loves

In that same night bestowed, in that possessed,
Warm from her lawful bed and husband's breast.
Enough that | that night of rapture passed,
Enough, had e'en that rapture been my last.
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This gift of verse—'is all | can—I send

To pay the duties of a grateful friend:

This grateful verse shall keep thy name and praise
Known and revered through all succeeding days.
To thee the gods wiill every boon supply

Which Themis' self, in ages long gone by,

Whom never softness swayed, not favour wooed,
Heaped on the wise, the pious, and the good.
Then, Allius, blest be thou, and blest be she,

The fair whose life is life and love to thee;

Be e'en the mansion blest whose walls contained
Our fervid sports in passion unrestrained;

And he who made us friends, from whom hath grown
The highest happiness my days have known;

And blest, more blest than all, that nymph divine
Whose life alone can still give bliss to mine.

Acme and Septimius

WHILST on Septimius' panting Breast
(Meaning nothing less than rest)
Acme lean'd her loving head

Thus the pleas'd Septimius said:

My dearest Acme, if | be

Once alive, and love not thee

With a passion far above

All that e're was called love,

In a Libyan desert may

| become some lion's prey,

Let him, Acme, let him tear

My breast, when Acme is not there.

The God of Love who stood to hear him,
(The God of Love was always near him)
Pleas'd and tickl'd with the sound,
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Sheez'd aloud, and all around

The little Loves that waited by,

Bow'd and blest the augury.

Acme, enflam'd with what he said,
Rear'd her gently-bending head,

And her purple mouth with joy
Stretching to the delicious boy

Twice (and twice would scarce suffice)
She kist his drunken, rolling eyes.

My little life, my all (said she)

So may we ever servants be

To this best God, and n'er retain
Our hated liberty again,

So may thy passion last for me,
As | a passion have for thee
Greater and fiercer much than can
Be conceiv'd by thee a man.

Into my marrow it is gone,

Fixt and settled in the bone,

It reigns not only in my heart,
But runs, like life, through ev'ry part.

She spoke; the God of Love aloud,
Sneez'd again and all the crowd
Of little Loves that waited by
Bow'd and blest the augury.

This good omen thus from Heaven

Like a happy signal given,

Their loves and lives (all four) embrace,
And hand in hand run all the race.

To poor Septimius (who did now
Nothing else but Acme grow)

Acme's bosom was alone

The whole world's imperial throne,
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And to faithful Acme's mind
Septimius was all human kind.

If the Gods would please to be
But advis'd for once by me,

I'd advise 'em when they spy

Any illustrious piety,

To reward her, if it be she

To reward him, if it be he;

With such a husband, such a wife,
With Acme's and Septimius' life.

Epithalamium

URANIA'S son, whose home is on
The heights of skyey Helicon,
Who the virgin in her bloom
Bringest to her lusty groom,
Hymen, hear, thou lovers' friend!
Hear, and hither blithely wend!

Flowers around these brows of thine
Of sweet marjoram entwine;

Bring the scarf with hue of flame,
Type and veil of maiden shame;
Come, and on thy snowy feet

Let the saffron sandals meet!

In this day, when all rejoice,
Laugh, and, with thy silvery voice
Carolling the nuptial song,

Dance with jocund feet along,
And aloft within thy hand

Wave the blazing pine-tree brand|
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Vinia doth with Manlius wed;
Omens blest surround their bed:
Good she is, and fair, and bright
As the Queen of Ida's height,
Venus, when the prize to claim
To the Phrygian judge she came.

As the fragrant myrtle, found
Flourishing on Asian ground,
Thick with blossoms overspread,
By the Hamadryads fed

For their sport with honey-dew,
All so sweet is she to view.

Hither, then, thyself betake.
And a little while forsake

The Aonian grottoes hid
Thespia's rocky wolds amid,
Washed in many a plashy pool
By Aganippe's waters cool.

And call the lady home with soul
Submissive to her lord's control;
Around her heart love's tendrils bind,
Until, like clasping ivy twined

Around a stately tree, they hold

It mazed in meshes manifold.

And you, ye stainless virgins, whom
A day awaits of kindred doom,
Combine to give her welcoming,
And here with us in measure sing,
Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, thou
Attend us with thy blessing now!

That summoned by your voices chaste,
He may to do his office haste,
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And hither wend more swift and sure,
The harbinger of blisses pure,

Who doth for evermore delight

True hearts in wedlock to unite.

What god shall worshipped be above
This god, yea this, by all who love?
Or which of the celestials find

More adoration from mankind?

Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, thou
Attend us with thy blessing now!

Thee doth the parent full of dread

Implore to bless his children's bed;

For thee, for thee, the virgin chaste
Unclasps the girdle from her waist;

The bridegroom lists with throbbing heart,
Till thou within the chamber art.

The maiden all in blushes dressed,
Thou bearest from her mother's breast,
And giv'st into her lover's arms,

That close triumphant on her charms.
Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, thou

Attend us with thy blessing now?

Without thee love no bliss can reap,
And its good name unsullied keep;
But it is blest, yet pure the while,
If thou upon its raptures smile.
Oh, which of all the gods in bliss
Is worthy to compare with this?

Without thee can no home beget

An honoured progeny, nor yet

The parent in the heir survive—

But with thee all his blossoms thrive.
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Oh, which of all the gods in bliss
Is worthy to compare with this?

The lands from which thy rites are barred,
Can ne'er, their frontier-bounds to guard,
Breed chiefs whom all revere; but they,
If thou conferr'st thy blessing, may.
What god of all the gods in bliss

Is worthy to compare with this?

And now, ye gates, your wings unfold!
The virgin draweth nigh. Behold

The torches, how upon the air

They shake abroad their gleaming hair!
Come, bride, come forth! no more delay!
The day is hurrying fast away!

But lost in shame and maiden fears

She stirs not,—weeping, as she hears

The friends that to her tears reply,

Thou must advance, the hour is nigh!
Come, bride, come forth! no more delay!
The day is hurraing fast away!

Dry up thy tears! For well | trow,
No woman lovelier than thou,
Aurunculeia, shall behold

The day all panoplied in gold

And rosy light uplift his head
Above the shimmering ocean's bed!

As in some rich man's garden-plot,

With flowers of every hue inwrought,
Stands peerless forth with drooping brow
The hyacinth, so standest thou!

Come, bride, come forth! no more delay!
The day is hurrying fast away!
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Come forth, fair bride! Delay no more!
Come forth and hear the hymn we pour
To Hymen, mighty god, for thee!

Come forth, sweet bride! The torches, see,
Are waving high their golden hair!

Then come in all thy beauty rare!

No base adultress from his vows
Shall ever wean thy constant spouse,
Nor any lure of pleasures vile

His loyalty from thee beguile;

But, nestling to thy gentle breast,
He'll live in thee supremely blest.

As round its wedded elm the vine

Doth all its clinging tendrils twine,

So in thy loving arms will he

Be twined and circled round by thee.

But day is hurrying fast away;

Come, bride, come forth! no more delay!

And thou white-footed couch, in pride
That wait'st the coming of the bride,
Above all couches blest, do thou

From yonder flowers that deck thee now
A perfume breathe so exquisite,

Shall steep the lovers in delight!

What joys ecstatic soon shall greet

Thy lord, what thrilling raptures sweet,
Beneath the glimpses of the moon,

And in the hush of sultry noon!

But day is hurrying fast away;

Then come, sweet bride, no more delay!

Raise, boys, your torches! raise them high!
| see the scarf of crimson nigh.
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Onl To her home the bride to bring,

And, as ye move, in measure sing

Hail, Hymen! Hymenaeus, hail!
Hail, Hymen, Hymenaeus!

% ® * %

Oh happy bride, how richly blest,
Of such a lordly home possessed,
As from thy spouse thou tak'st to-day,
Which to the end shall own thy sway!
Hail, Hymen! Hymenaeus, hail!

Hail, Hymen, Hymenaeus!

Till hoary age shall steal on thee,
With loitering step, and trembling knee,
And palsied head, that, ever bent,
To all in all things nods assent!
Hail, Hymen! Hymenaeus, haill
Hail, Hymen, Hymenaeus!

Thy golden-sandalled feet do thou
Liftlightly o'erthethreshold now!
Fair omen this! And pass between
The lintel-poet of polished sheen!
Hail, Hymen! Hymenaeus, hail!
Hail, Hymen, Hymenaeus!

See where, within, thy lord is set

On Tyrian-tinctured coverlet,

His eyes upon the threshold bent,

And all his soul on thee intent!

Hail, Hymen! Hymenaeus, hail |
Hail, Hymen, Hymenaeus |

Within his inmost heart a fire
Is flaming up of sweet desire,
As warm as that which flames in thine,
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Yea, warmer, wilder, more divine!
Hail, Hymen! Hymenaeus, hail!
Hail, Hymen, Hymenaeus!

Thou purple-vestured youth, untwine
The rounded arm that rests on thine,
And let the maid, by others led,
Advance to climb her husband's bed!
Hail, Hymen! Hymenaeus, hail!

Hail, Hymen, Hymenaeus!

Ye dames, who have your hushand's praise
Well-earned through length of many days,
In bonds of single wedlock tied,
Advance, 'tis yours to place the bride!
Hail, Hymen! Hymenaeus, hail!

Hail, Hymen, Hymenaeus!

Enter, husband! Now thou mayst!
In the couch thy wife is placed;
And her cheeks with shame aglow
'Neath the veil of saffron show,
Like the pale parthenium through
Poppy-beds of saffron hue.

Thou too, by the gods | vow,
Not less beautiful art thou!
Venus, who endows the fair,
Hath on thee bestowed her care.
Soon the day wiill disappear;
Tarry not, but enter here.

Tarried hast thou not, indeed.

Now, to recompense thy speed,
Venus aid thy genial task,

Since thou scorn'st thy love to mask;
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What thou wishest boldly taking,
Of thy joy no secret making.

Let him first compute the grains
Of the sand on Egypt's plains,

Or the stars that gem the nights,
Who would count the rare delights,
Which thy spousals yet shall bless,
Joys in number numberless!

Now disport, and stint ye not!
Children be anon begot.

'Tis not meet so old a stem
Should be left ungraced by them,
To transmit its fame unshorn
Down through ages yet unborn.

Soon my eyes shall see, mayhap,
Young Torquatus on the lap

Of his mother, as he stands
Stretching out his tiny hands,
And his little lips the while

Half open on his father smile.

And oh! may he in all be like
Manlius his sire, and strike
Strangers, when the boy they meet,
As his father's counterfeit,

And his face the index be

Of his mother's chastity!

Him, too, such fair fame adorn,

Son of such a mother born,

That the praise of both entwined
Call Telemachus to mind,

With her who nursed him on her knee,
Unparagoned Penelope!
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Now, virgins, let us shut the door!
Enough we've toyed, enough and more!
But fare ye well, ye loving pair,

We leave ye to each other's care;

And bilithely let your hours be sped

In joys of youth and lustyhed!

Nuptial Song

YOUTHS

Lo, HESPER is at hand! Rise, youths! His light
Expected long now harbingers the night.

Tis time to quit the feast. We must away.
Swell high with me the hymeneal lay.

Anon the virgin comes in blushes by.

Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, be thou nigh!

MAIDENS

Mark you the youths? Rise up, rise up, each maid!
Already hath the evening star displayed

In the dim welkin his Oetean flame.

Mark you their nimbleness? Then know their aim!
Anon they'll sing a lay we must outvie.

Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, be thou night

YOUTHS

No easy triumph, comrades, shall we gain.

See how the maids are practising their strain!
Nor vainly so. With undivided care

Their task is wrought—what marvel, if 'tis fair?
Whilst we, who labour with distracted wit,

Are like to lose the palm, and so ‘tis fit,
Bestowing here our voice, and there our ear.
Well studied work to victory is dear—

Pains undivided, toil that will not tire;

Then kindle to your task with answering fire!
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Anon they will begin; we must reply.
Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, be thou nigh!

MAIDENS

Say, Hesper, say, what fire of all that shine

In Heaven's great vault more cruel is than thine?
Who from the mother's arms her child can tear—
The child that clasps her mother in despair;

And to the youth, whose blood is all aflame,
Consigns the virgin sinking in her shame!

When towns are sacked, what cruelty more drear?
Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, Hymen, hear!

YOUTHS

Say, Hesper, say, what fire of all that shine

In Heaven's great vault more jocund is than thine?
Who with thy flame dost ratify the bond

Of wedlock-troth first vowed by lovers fond,

By parents vowed, but consummated ne'er,

Until thy star hath risen upon the air?

What choicer hour sends heaven our life to cheer?
Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, Hymen, hear!

MAIDENS

Woe, my companions, woe, that Hesper thus
Hath reft the fairest of our mates from us!
Why were we heedless of thy coming—why?
For most it fits to watch, when thou art nigh.
To stolen delights by night the lover hies,
And him wilt thou, oh Hesper, oft surprise,
When thou in other name dost reappear.

Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, Hymen, hear!

YOUTHS

Heed not the railing of the virgin choir!
They joy to chide thee with fictitious ire.
How, if within their secret soul they long
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For what they so vituperate in song?
Then to their chiding turn a heedless ear.
Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, draw thou near!

MAIDENS

As in a garden grows some floweret fair,

Safe from the flocks, safe from the ploughman's share,
Nursed by the sun, by gentle breezes fanned,
Fed by the showers, admired on every hand,
There as it coyly blossoms in the shade,
Desired by many a youth, by many a maid;
But pluck that flower, its witchery is o'er,
And neither youth nor maid desires it more.
So is the virgin prized, endeared as much,
Whilst yet unsullied by a lover's touch;

But if she lose her chaste and virgin flower,
Her beauty's bloom is blighced in an hour:
To youths no more, no more to maidens dear.
Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, be thou near!

YOUTHS

As grows a widowed vine in open fields,

It hangs its head, no mellow clusters yields;
So droops the fragile stem, its topmost shoot
With nerveless tendril hangs about its root;
That vine no husbandman nor rustic swain
Hath cared to tend or cultivate or train;

But if by happier chance that self-same vine
Around a husband elm its tendrils twine,
Then many a husbandman and rustic swain
Its shoots will tend and cultivate and train.
Even such the virgin, and unprized as much,
That fades, untended by a lover's touch;
But when, in fulness of her maiden pride,
Some fitting mate has won her for his bride,
She's loved as never she was loved before,
And parents bless her, and are stern no more.
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YOUTHS AND MAIDENS

Then spum not, oh ye virgins, such a groom!
Unmeet it is to spum the man to whom

Thy father gave thee, and thy mother too;

For unto them is thy obedience due.

Not wholly thine is thy virginity;

Thy parents own some part of it in thee.

One third thy father's is by right divine,

One third thy mother's; one alone is thine.

Then war not with these twain, who with thy dower
Have given their son-in-law their rights and power.
Come! to the bridal-chamber hence—away!

Oh Hymen, Hymenaeus, bless our rites to-day !

Atys

ATYS o'er the distant waters, driving in his rapid bark,

Soon with foot of wild impatience touched the Phrygian
forest dark, '

Where amid the awful shades possessed by mighty Cybele,

In his zealous frenzy biind,

And wand'ing in his hapless mind,

With flinty knife he gave to earth the weights that stamp
virility.

Then as the widowed being saw its wretched limbs bereft
of man,

And the unaccustomed blood that on the ground polluting
ran,

With snowy hand it snatched in haste the timbrel's airy
round on high

That opens with the trumpet's blast thy rites, Matemnal
Mystery;

And upon its whiling fingers, while the hollow parchment
rung,

Thus in outcry tremulous to its wild companions sung:—
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"Now come along, come along with me,

Worshippers of Cybele,

To the lofty groves of the deity !

Ye vagabond herds that bear the name

Of the Dindymenian dame!

Who seeking strange lands, like the banished of home,

With Atys, with Atys distractedly roam;

Who your limbs have unmanned in a desperate hour

With a frantic disdain of the Cyprian's power;

Who have carried my sect through the dreadful salt sea,

Rouse, rouse your wild spirits careeringly!

No delay, no delay,

But together away,

And follow me up to the dame all-compelling,

To her high Phrygian groves and her dark Phrygian
dwelling,

Where the cymbals they clash, and the drums they re-
sound,

And the Phrygian's curved pipe pours its moanings
around,

Where the ivy-crowned priestesses toss with their brows,

And send the shrill howl through their deity's house,

Where they shriek, and they scour, and they madden
about,—

'Tis there we go bounding in mystical rout.”

No sooner had spoken

This voice half-broken,

When suddenly from quivering tongues arose the universal
cry,

The timbrels with a boom resound, the cymbals with a
clash reply,

And up the verdant lda with a quickened step the cho-
rus flew,

While Atys with the timbrel's smite the terrible proces-
sion drew;
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Raging, panting, wild, and witless, through the sullen
shades it broke,

Like the fierce unconquered heifer bursting from her gall-
ing yoke;

And on pursue the sacred crew, till at the door of Cybele,

Faint and fasting, down they sink in pale immovability:

The heavy sleep,—the heavy sleep—grows o'er their fail-
ing eyes,

And locked in dead repose the rabid frenzy lies.

But when the Sun looked out with eyes of light
Round the firm earth, wild seas, and skies of morning white.
Scaring the lingering shades

With echo-footed steeds,

Sleep sped in flight from Atys, hurrying

To his Pasithea's arms on tremulous wing;

And the poor dreamer woke, oppressed with sadness,
To memory woke and to collected madness—
Struck with its loss, with what it was, and where,
Back trod the wretched being in despair

To the seashore, and stretching forth its eye

O'er the wide waste of waters and of sky

Thus to its country cried with tears of misery:—
"My country, oh my country, parent state,

Whom, like a very slave and runagate,

Wretch that | am, | left for wilds like these,

This wilderness of snow and matted trees,

To house with shivering beasts and learn their wants,
A fierce intruder on their sullen haunts—

Where shall | fancy thee? Where cheat mine eye
With tracking out thy quarter in the sky?

Fain, while my wits a little space are free,

Would my poor eye-balls strain their points on thee!
Am [ then torn from home and far away?

Doomed through these woods to trample, day by day,
Far from my kindred, friends, and native soil,

The mall, the race, and wrestlers bright with oil?
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Ah, wretch, bewalil, bewail; and think for this
On all thy past variety of bliss!

| was the charm of life, the social spring,

First in the race and brightest in the ring;
Warm with the stir of welcome was my home,
And when | rose betimes my friends would come
Smiling and pressing in officious scores,

Thick as the flowers that hang at lovers' doors.
And shall | then a ministring madman be

To angry gods, a howling devotee,

A slave to bear what never senses can,

Half of myself, sexless, a sterile man?

And must | feel, with never-varied woes,

Th' o'erhanging winter of these mountain snows,
Skulking through ghastly woods for evermore,
Like the lean stag or the brute vagrant boar?

Ah me, ah me, already | repent;

E'en now, e'en now | feel my shame and punishment!"

As thus with rosy lips the wretch grew loud,
Startling the ears of heaven's imperial crowd,
The Mighty Mistress o'er her lion yoke

Bowed in her wrath; and loosening, as she spoke,
The left-hand savage, scatterer of herds,

Roused his fell nature with impetuous words:—
"Fly, ruffian, fly, indignant and amain,

And scare this being who resists my reign,

Back to the horror-breathing woods again.

Lash thee, and fly, and shake with sinewy might
Thine ireful hair, and as at dead of night

Fill the wide echoes with rebellowing fright."
Threatening she spoke, and loosed the vengeance dire,
Who, gathering all his rage and glaring fire,
Starts with a roar and scours beneath her eyes,
Scattering the splintered bushes as he flies.

Down by the sea he spies the wretch at last

And springs precipitous:—the wretch as fast
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Flies raving back into his living grave,
And there for ever dwells, a savage and a slave.

O Goddess! Mistress! Cybele! dread name!

O mighty power! 0 Dindymenian dame!

Far from my home thy visitations be:

Drive others mad, not me:

Drive others into impulse wild and fierce insanity!

To a Friend

OPPRESSED beneath continuous load of care,

| have no commerce with the Muses fair,

Nor can | bring forth fruits of poesy,

Swept, as | am, on waves of misery.

Alas! my brother now by Lethe's stream

Sees the dark waters round his pale feet gleam:
Ah! never shall | hear him, never greet

My best-beloved again, than life more sweet!
Yet with me love shall be than death more strong
And | will tell my grief in mournful song;

As oft the Daulian bird laments her child,
Waiting her lost one in the woodland wild.

But still despite my sorrow, now | send

This poem of Callimachus, my friend,

Lest you should think your words, cast to the wind,
Had passed forgotten from my heedless mind,
E'en as an apple on a virgin's breast,

Whereby her suitor has his love confessed,

Drops at her mother's coming from her gown,
Too careless kept, and lo! the truth is known.
Swiftly it falls; while with a blush of shame
The maiden's downcast cheeks are al aflame.
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The Lock of Berenice

THE SAGE who viewed the shining heavens on high,
And explored the glories of the expanded sky;
Whence rise the radiant orbs, where still they bend

Their wandering course, and where at length descend;

Why dim eclipse obscures the blazing sun;
Why stars at certain times to darkness run;
How Trivia nightly, stole from realms above
To taste on Latmos' rocks the sweets of love;
Immortal Conon, blest with skill divine,

Amid the sacred skies beheld me shine,

The beauteous lock of hair that lately shed
Refulgent beams from Berenice's head;

The lock she fondly vowed with lifted arms,
Imploring all the powers to save from harms
Her dearer lord, when from his bride he flew
To wreak stern vengeance on the Assyrian crew,
While yet our monarch bore the pleasing scars
Of softer triumphs and nocturnal wars.

O sacred queen, do virgins still despise

The joys of Venus and the nuptial ties,

When oft in bridal rooms their sighs and tears
Distract the parent's heart with anxious fears?
The tears descend from friendly powers above;

The sighs, ye gods, are only signs of love.

With tears like these fair Berenice mourned
When for her virgin spoils the monarch burned;
With sighs like these she gave him all her charms
And blessed the enraptured bridegroom in her arms.

But none can conquer unresisted steel.
Steel heaved the mightiest mountain to the ground
That Sol beholds in his diumal round,
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Through Athos' rocky sides a passage tore

When first the Medes arrived at Phthia's shore.
Then winds and waves drove their swift ships along,
And through the new made gulf impelled the throng.
If these withstood not steel's all conquering blow,
What could thy hair against so dire a foe?

0 mighty Jove! may still thy wrath divine

Pour fierce destruction on their impious line.
Who dug with hands accursed the hollow mine;
Who first from earth could shining ore produce,
First tempered steel, and taught its various use.
As thy bright locks bewailed their sister gone,
Arsinoe's horseman, Memnon's only son,

On fluttering wings descended from on high

To bear the beauteous tress above the sky;

Then upward bent his flight and softly placed
Thy radiant hair in chaste Arsinoe's breast,
Whom Zephyritis we and Venus name,

And on Canopus' shores her altars flame;

When late the winged messenger came down

At her desire, lest Ariadne's crown

Should still unrivalled glitter in the skies;

And that thy precious hair, a richer prize,

The spoails devoted to the gods divine,

Might from the fields of light as brightly shine.

But on the widowed bed you wept alone,

And mourned the brother in the husband gone.
What sorrow then my pensive queen opprest,
What pangs of absence tore her tender breast!
When, lost in woe, no trace remained behind
Of all her virgin mirth and strength of mind.
Hadst thou forgot the deed thy worth achieved,
For which thy brows the imperial crown received,
The wondrous deed that placed thee far beyond
Thy fair compeers and made a monarch fond?
But when for wars he left your soft embrace
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What words you spoke, with what endearing grace
Still breathed your soft complaints in mournful sighs
And wiped with lifted hands your streaming eyes!
Didst thou, fair nymph, lament by power divine

Or for an absent lover only pine?

Then to the gods you vowed with pious care

A sacred offering, your immortal hair.

With blood of slaughtered bulls, would Heaven restore
Your lord in triumph to his native shore;

Should he, returning soon, with high renown

Add vanquished Asia to the Egyptian crown:

And |, fair lock, from orbs of radiance now

Diffuse new light to pay thy former vow.

Yet hear, 0 queen, the solemn oath | swear,
By thy bright head and yet remaining hair;

| joined unwiling the ethereal wheel;

And well | know what woes the perjured feel:

To heaven the goddess raised me, bathed in tears,
An added splendour to the starry spheres.
Betwixt the Lion and the Virgin chaste,

Close to Lycaon's child Callisto placed,

Full to the west with sparkling beams | lead,
And bright Bootes in my course precede,

Who scarcely moves along the ethereal plain
And late and slowly sinks beneath the main.

But though the gods surround my throne at night,
And in the seas | sleep with moming light,

Yet, O Rhamnusian maid, propitious hear

The words of sacred truth unawed by fear.

Let every star reproachful curses dart,

I will unfold the secret of my heart!

Though placed on high, sad absence | deplore,
Condemned to join my lovely queen no more,
On whose fair head, while yet in virgin bloom,

I drank unmeasured sweets and rich perfume.
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But now, ye maids, and every beauteous dame,
For whom on nuptial nights the torches flame,
Though fondly wedded to some lovely boy,

Your virgin choice and partner of your joy,
Forbear to taste the pleasures of a bride,

Nor from your bosoms draw the veil aside,

Till oils in alabaster ye prepare

And chastely pour on Berenice's hair.

But | the impure adulteress will confound

And dash the ungrateful offering to the ground:
From her no rich libation | demand,

| scorn the gift of her unhallowed hand.

But if the virtuous fair invoke my power,
Unbounded bliss shall crown the nuptial hour:
To her shall Concord, from high heaven descend,
And constant Love her soft retreats attend.

And when, bright queen, on solemn feasts your eyes
Shall hail Arsinoe radiant in the skies;

When she demands, bright opening on your view,
The sacred rites to heavenly Venus due;

If thy loved lock appear resplendent there,

Let me with her an equal offering share.

But why should these surrounding stars detain
Thy golden hair in this ethereal plain?

Oh, could | join thy beauteous head once more,
The sacred head on which | grew before,

Though | should ever lose my light divine,

And moist Arcturus next the Virgin shine!

The Marriage of Peleus and Thetis

THE PINES, 'tis sung, that Pelion's summit bore
Through Neptune's liquid kingdom swam of old
To flowing Phasis and the Colchian shore.
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Ambitious thence to fetch the fleece of gold

The flower of Greece, in youthful vigour bold,

Dared through the pathless wilds and briny spray

With sweeping oars their swift career to hold.

The goddess, whom earth's towered towns obey,
The timbers of their flying chariot deigned to lay.

The first it was that ever ploughed the deep.
Roused by the foamy tumult, from their blue
Retreats the admiring water-maidens peep,

To learn the cause and see the monster new.
That day, that day alone did mortals view

The nymphs of ocean half their silver breast
Above the waves reveal. Then Peleus knew
Sweet passion; Thetis then his soul possessed;

Then Thetis with her smiles a human suitor blessed.

Oh, in the world's too happy season born!
Immortal heroes! godiike spirits! ye
Full often shall your poet's song adorn.
And thou, O Peleus, pride of Thessaly,
In nuptial bliss excelling! Jove to thee
His love did yield. And did thy soul admire
Neptune's fair daughter? Did the queen of sea
Thy suit accept? nor Ocean, royal sire

Who all the world surrounds, reject thy bold desire?

The wished-for day arrives: al Thessaly

In joyful numbers throng the royal dome.

Their gifts, their looks, proclaim their loyal glee

From Scyros, and from Tempe, and their home

At Cranon, and Larissa's walls, they come

To Pharsalie! to Pharsalie! The plains

Untiled are left: at large the oxen roam;

No more the hedger's hook the shade restrains;
Uncleared the vineyard lies; unused the plough remains
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But the fair palace, through each rich recess,

With silver and with gold did brightly shine,

With glittering goblets which the tables press,

And costly seats, and every splendid sign

Of regal treasure. Chief, the bridal shrine,

With ivory richly wrought, was set and closed

Its rosy curtains for the wife divine.

The curtains' broidered work the deeds disclosed
Of warrior men of old, with wondrous art composed.

There Ariadne from the murmuring strand
Of Dia saw her Theseus swiftly sail,
And leave her lonely on a desert land.
At once his vows and vessel to the gale
The perjured lover gives. Her senses fail.
Just roused from fatal sleep, she scarce believes
The scene her eyes behold. As marble pale
She stands. With boundless woe the victim grieves.
Ah, wretch! what thorny pangs love's sweet delusion leaves?

In the wild flow of grief's tumultuous tide
The gown that hid the beauties of the fair,
The girdle that restrained her bosom's pride,
The ribbon that confined her flowing hair,
Drop on the wave and float unheeded there.
Of only Theseus Ariadne thought,
Pierced with the bitter stings of dark despair,
Her robe, her fillet lost, regarding not;

AH, Theseus, all but thee the hapless maid forgot!

‘Twas when, his Athens to redeem from woe,
To mighty Minos and the Cretan shore

The patriotic hero dared to go,

To combat with the monster Minotaur.

Df Attic maids and youths the chosen flower
for murdered Androgeus sad tribute sent—
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His yearly banquet did the fiend devour.
Ah, wretched land! by what misfortune bent!
But Theseus to her aid a generous champion went.

Whom when with eager gaze the royal maid

Beheld, upon the odour-breathing bed

Within her mother's soft embraces laid—

Like myrtle by Eurotas' waters fed,

Like painted bud by vernal zephyr bred—

Ne'er from the youth her glowing eyes she turned,

Till through her stricken heart soft passion sped,

Till deep and well love's lesson sweet she leamed,
And all her kindling soul with amorous ardour burned.

Ah, Lady, queen of leafy Idalie!
Ah, Love, of Life's sad hours the balmy zest!
With what a flood of ills environed ye
The fainting maid! What sighs escaped her breast
For the fair stranger! With what fears oppressed
Wan, like a golden statue, sat she then,
When the ambitious warrior rushed in quest
Of the fierce monster in his twisted den!
What vows for him she sent to heaven, unheard by men!

Needless her prayers. As on the mountain brow
The pitchy pine or many-membered oak

A mighty whirlwind with resistless blow

Uproots, far scattered by the blasting stroke;

The monster thus the might of Theseus broke,
Quelled his fierce rage and bowed his homed head.
Then forth his way the conquering hero took,

His steps directing by the slender thread,
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Lest the beguiing maze should bauk his wandering tread

But why, digressing from my purpose high,
The remnant of the mournful tale declare?
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How fled the daughter from the father's eye,

How for a sister's arms, a mother's care—

A mother for her son in dark despair—

The charms of Theseus and of love she chose?

Or how to foamy Dia they repair?

How there, while she is sunk in deep repose,
Deserting his betrothed the faithless rover goes?

Full many a scream of keenly-piercing pain

The hollow echoes to her voice reply.

Full oft the rugged rocks she mounts, to strain

O'er ocean's briny waste her aching eye.

And now into the waves (sharp agony

Her senses robs) into the waves she ran

As if to reach her Theseus she would try.

And now, with many a mingled sob, began
To vent her last complaints on the perfidious man.

"And couldst thou, Theseus, from her native land

Thy Ariadne bring; then, cruel, so

Desert thy victim on a lonely strand?

And didst thou perjured dare to Athens go,

Nor dread the weight of Heaven's avenging blow?

Could nought thy heart with sacred pity touch?

Nought make thy soul the baleful plot forego

'Gainst her that loved thee? Ah, not once were such
The vows, the hopes thy smooth professions did avouch!

"Then all was truth: then did thy honied tongue

Of wedded faith the flattering fable weave.

All, all unto the winds of heaven are flung!
Henceforth let never listening maid believe
Protesting man! When their false hearts conceive

The selfish wish, to all but pleasure blind,

No words they spare, no oaths unuttered leave.

But when possession cloys their pampered mind,

No care have they for oaths, no words their honour bind.
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"For this, then | from instant death did cover

Thy faithless bosom; and for this preferred

E'en to a brother's blood a perjured lover:

Now to be torn by savage beast and bird,

With no due form, no decent rite interred!

What foaming sea, what savage of the night

In murky den thy monstrous birth conferred?

What whirlpool, quicksand, gave thee to the light,
The welcome boon of life thus basely to requite?

"What though thy royal father's stern command
The band of marriage to our lot forbade?
Oh, safely still into thy native land
| might have gone, thy happy serving-maid:
There gladly washed thy snowy feet, or laid
Upon thy blissful bed the purple vest.
Ah, vain appeal! upon the winds conveyed—
The heedless winds, that hear not my behest

No words his ear can reach, or penetrate his breast,

"Far, far he wanders o'er the foamy sea.

No soul is seen upon this desert shore,

Ah, Fortune leagued with him to injure me!

Oh, might my prayer departed time restore!
Great Jove, oh would that never through the roar
Of ocean, with the cursed tribute-feast,

To happy Crete had pierced the Attic oar!

Ah, would that ne'er the dear destructive guest

His beauteous form had shown, his false design suppressed!

"Where shall | turn? What hope remains for me?
To Crete?—between us rolls the stormy main.

My father?—I deserted him to flee

With one whose hands my brother's life-drops stain.
My husband?—who upon the briny plain

Far roves away. This isle is desolate:

On every side the waves my steps restfigg®
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No flight, no hope: all, all is desperate:
Al tells of speedy death, inevitable fate.

"Yet shall not sight these languid eyelids fail,
Nor vital sense forsake my weary frame,
Ere to the gods | lift my dying wail,
And from just heaven its ready judgments claim.
Ye, then, who vindicate their deeds of shame
On guilty men; whose vengeance-breathing breast
Speaks in the snaky hair, the withering flame:
Come, Furies, com.e! Give ear to the request
An injured woman makes, with maddening woe oppressed.

"Since forced by sad misfortune | complain;
Since deep and true the sorrows that | bear;
Ah, let not my petition be in vain!
Let the vile author of my misery share
As sad a fate, as gloomy a despair,
As brought his cruel deed on wretched me!"
She spoke: the immortal monarch heard the prayer:
He nods assent: the trembling earth and sea
And flickering stars confess his awful majesty.

Then heaven-struck Theseus from his thoughtless
breast—
Ah, wretched son, to what misfortune blind!
Let slip his aged father's strict behest
Before to his retentive heart consigned,;
Nor the sweet signs of safety kept in mind
To show, returning to his native land.
‘Tis said, when Aegeus to the wind resigned
His son, departing from the Athenian strand,
Thus, with embraces mixed, he gave his last command—

"Son, only son, more sweet than lengthened life;
So late restored, these aged arms to bless;
So soon again exposed to mortal strife;
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Since fortune and thy brave impetuousness
My chosen bliss forbid me to possess,
Nor half on thee my famished eyes have fed,
No joy my soul can feel, no word express
Of aught but grief; and on my hoary head
Defiling dust my hand with many a groan shall spread,

"Nor shall thy ship a cheerful livery show.

But dark shall be the sail that on thy mast

Is hoisted: that my deep parental woe

E'en in the mourning colour may be traced.

But should our nation's patroness, the chaste

Minerva, to thy venturous hand permit

The monster to the shades of death to cast,

Take heed this charge upon thy heart be writ,
And from thy mindful thought let nothing banish it.

"Soon as, returning o'er the watery main,
Thy country's cliffs salute thy joyful sight,
Then lower the sign of mourning once again;
Haul down the gloomy sail and hoist the white
That not a moment of the dear delight
Be lost, my hero's safe return to know."
He spoke: the youth upon his heart did write
The words—alas, obliterated now,
As flit the mountain-clouds, when scattering breezes blow.

When then the father from his lofty tower,

Where every day he watched the prospect blue,

And shed of anxious tears a ceaseless shower,

At last his son's returning vessel knew,

The gloomy sail struck his despairing view.

His Theseus lost by cruel fate believing

All headlong from the rocks himself he threw.

The heart, forgetful of a mistress grieving,
Forgetfulness repaid, itself of joy bereaving.
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While she, beholding his departing ship>
Wild sorrow in her wounded bosom wore,
Lo! o'er the isle a band of Satyrs skip
With frantic rout and bacchanalian roar.
Their ivy-circled spears on high they bore;
About their waist the wreathing serpent wound;
From a live ox the quivering members tore;
Or darkly wrought their secret ntes profound;
Or maddening screamed and rolled their wild heads round
and round.

Part with their long arms beat the sounding drum;
Part with loud noise the clattering cymbals rung;
The hoarse horn bayed with deep and murmuring hum;
Its wild barbaric notes the shrill pipe sung.
Ha! Bacchus! Evoe! Bacchus, fair and young!
'Tis thou that with thy raving suite dost rove
To seek the maid upon the island flung.
The stings of soft desire thy soul did move
To meet the mouming fair and offer her thy love.

Such were the scenes that, on the painted veil

Displayed, the admiring youth of Thessaly

With fair and gorgeous visions did regale.

But now from heaven's approaching majesty

The mortal guests retire. As when at sea

His morning breath the rustiing zephyr blows;

With gentle laugh and lowly-murmuring glee

First rise the waves; then, as the brisk gale grows,
Rough curls their foamy crest and in the bright sun glows.

Such sounds the guests retiring homeward made
And to the appearing gods their places yield,
First Chiron came and in his hands conveyed
The sylvan stores that Pelion's summits shield.
The varied produce of the fruitful field,

The leafy wealth of all Thessalia's hills,
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Flowers by the zephyrs' fostering air revealed,
Fair painted blossoms fed by murmuring rills,
He brings, and with sweet scents the smiling palace fills.

Next Peneus comes from Tempe's verdant mead—
Tempe overhung with everlasting shade—
And for his lake-nymphs there left room to lead
The Dorian dance. From thence the poplar sad
He brought, the tall beech, and the plane tree glad,
The aery cypress, and the laurel straight,
With all their roots. The branchy load he laid
About the palace walls and at the gate,

Around the royal porch fair verdure to create.

Next came Prometheus cunning, and the trace
Of vengeance for his ancient treason showed.
The traces of his ancient prison-place,
The straitening rock, and fetters' iron load.
Then, with his spouse divine, the father-god
Appeared, and with his children. But on high
Thee, Phoebus, left they in the bright abode;
Thee and thy sister; ye did both deny

A mortal fit to wed a daughter of the sky.

On the soft seats reclined each snowy limb;

The bounteous feast the loaded tables crowned.

Then sang the Fates a high prophetic hymn

With trembling palsy shook. White robes surround

Their aged forms, with purple fringes bound,

White fillets circle their immortal head.

The distaff in their left, with white wool wound,

Their right deducing thence the growing thread,
Their everlasting work the almighty sisters sped.

The spindle, poised upon the taper wheel
Turns to the twisting thumb. The thread to smooth
And knots to level, while the yarn they reel,
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They bite the excrescences with nibbling tooth,

The wool-tufts gathering to their withered mouth.

In front, the fleecy work twig-baskets hold.

The task to hasten and the toil to sooth,

With high raised song the coming times they told,
And thus the eternal truth their heavenly strains unfold.

"0 great by birth, but in thy soul more great!
Thessalia's bulwark, hail! receive the strain
Prophetic which the sister queens of fate,
To thee declare. The unerring word retain!
Soon, with the star of evening, thou shalt gain
Thy long-wished prize. Blest evening that bestows
Her that shall steep in love—ah happy swain—
Thy melting spirit, while to sweet repose

Thy manly form her soft affection shall compose.

"Turn, spindles, turn! the mystic tissue spin
Such happy lovers roof did never hide,
Such prosperous loves did never pair begin,
As thine, O Peleus, thine, O lovely bride!
From you shall spring a dauntless boy, the pride
Of Greece, the prince of heroes. By the foe
Ne'er shall his yielding footsteps be descried.
O'er the fought field victorious he shall go,
Fierce as the swallowing flame, fleet as the mountain-roe.

"Haste, spindles, haste, prepare the thread of fate!
When Phrygian streams with Phrygian gore abound,
When Pelops' issue, labouring long and late,
The pride of Troy shall level to the ground,
Then shall Achilles chief in arms be found.
Then many a childless mother by her hair,
Her white hair, strewn the smouldering pyre arounc
And by her bosom rent in wild despair

His mighty arm and deeds of prowess shall declare.
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"Turn, spindles, turn, the mystic woof providing!
As when beneath the sun's meridian glow,
Fast through the golden corn the reaper striding
Thick to the ground the falling grain doth throw,
E'en thus the squadrons of the Trojan foe
Your warrior's Dloody battle-blade shall reap.
Scamander's wave his deadly might shall know,
Choked in his course by many a gory heap,

And roling crimson floods to the Hellespontian deep.

"Draw, spindles, draw, the thread of destiny!
E'en after death his honours shall remain.
When weary Greeks with glistening eye shall see
Neptune-buitt Troy lie smoking on the plain,
Then on his tomb the virgin victim slain,
Polyxena, shall steep the lofty mound.
Her snowy breast the purple stream shall stain,
Her tender frame drop mangled to the ground,

As faints the offered lamb beneath the sacred wound.

"Go, happy pair, your blissful lot pursue!
The favoured lover let his goddess bless,
For long delay, with consolation due.
No nuptial jar, no sullen singleness,
For her shall wake a mother's fond distress,
With blighted hope of children's children sweet.
But each bright morn the measure of her dress
Her daily-altering beauties shall defeat.
Turn, spindles, turn once more! your mystic task complete.”

Thus sang of old the joy-foretelling Fates,
And thus the lot of happy Peleus span.

For then the gods would enter the pure gates
Of heroes, and converse with mortal man,
Before contempt of piety began.

Oft, when the time returned of sacred game,
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Where hundred cars their fiery contest ran,
The immortal father to his temple came,
Mixed in the holy feast, and viewed the strife of fame.

Oft on Parnassus with dishevelled hair
His own wild rout has wandering Bacchus led;
All Delphos eager rushed to meet him there
And at their milky-foaming altars fed.
Oft Mars, careering o'er the battle-dead,
Minerva oft, and Nemesis have given
The word of war and formed the squadrons dread.
But now, alas, our many crimes have driven
Far from polluted earth the righteous powers of heaven.

For, since o'er justice lust and wrong prevail;
Since brother brother slays in horrid strife;
And children cease their parents to bewalil;
The father would abridge his first-born's life
To revel freely in a second wife;
The mother e'en contracts an impious tie
With her unconscious child;—a world, thus rife
Of sin, scorn purer spirits; they deny
Their presence to our feasts, and hid in darkness lie.
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LUCRETIUS

ON THE NATURE OF THINGS
Basic Principles

PARENT of Rome! by gods and men beloved,
Benignant Venus! thou, the sail-clad main
And fruitful earth, as round the seasons roll,
With life who swellest, for by thee all live,
And, living, hail the cheerful light of day:—
Thee, goddess, at thy glad approach, the winds,
The tempests fly: dedalian Earth to thee
Pours forth her sweetest flow'rets: Ocean laughs,
And the blue heavens in cloudless splendour decked.
For, when the Spring first opes her frolic eye,
And genial zephyrs long locked up respire,
Thee, goddess, then, th' aerial birds confess,
To rapture stung through every shivering plume:
Thee, the wild herds; hence, o'er the joyous glebe
Bounding at large; or, with undaunted chest,
Stemming the torrent tides. Through all that lives
So, by thy charms, thy blandishments o'erpowered,
Springs the warm wish thy footsteps to pursue:
Till through the seas, the mountains, and the floods,
The verdant meads, and woodlands filled with song
Spurred by desire each palpitating tribe
Hastes, at thy shrine, to plant the future race.

Since, then, with universal sway thou rul'st,
And thou alone; nor aught without thee springs,
Aught gay or lovely; thee | woo to guide
Aright my flowing song, that aims to paint

55
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To Memmius' view the essences of things:
Memmius, my friend, by thee, from earliest youth,
O goddess! led, and trained to every grace.
Then, O, vouchsafe thy favour, power divine!
And with immortal eloquence inspire.
Quell, too, the fury of the hostile world,
And lull to peace, that all the strain may hear.
For peace is thine: on thy soft bosom he,
The warlike field who sways, almighty Mars,
Struck by triumphant Love's eternal wound,
Reclines full frequent: with uplifted gaze
On thee he feeds his longing, lingering eyes,
And all his soul hangs quivering from thy lips.
O! while thine arms in fond embraces clasp
His panting members, sovereign of the heart!
Ope thy bland voice, and intercede for Rome.
For, while th' unsheathed sword is brandished, vain
And all unequal is the poet's song;
And vain th' attempt to claim his patron's ear.
Son of the Memmii! thou, benignant, too,
Freed from all cares, with vacant ear attend,;
Nor turn, contemptuous, ere the truths | sing,
For thee first harmonized, are full perceived.
Lol to thy view | spread the rise of things;
Unfold th' immortals, and their blest abodes:
How Nature all creates, sustains, matures,
And how, at length, dissolves; what forms the mass,
Termed by the learned, Matter, Seeds of Things,
And generative Atoms, or, at times,
Atoms primordial, as hence all proceeds.
Far, far from mortals, and their vain concerns,
In peace perpetual dwell th' immortal gods:
Each self-dependent, and from human wants
Estranged for ever. There, nor pain pervades,
Nor danger threatens; every passion sleeps;
Vice no revenge, no rapture virtue prompts.
Not thus mankind. Them long the tyrant power
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Of superstition swayed, uplifting proud
Her head to heaven, and with horrific limbs
Brooding o'er earth; till he, the man of Greece,
Auspicious rose, who first the combat dared,
And broke in twain the monster's iron rod.
No thunder him, no fell revenge pursued
Of heaven incensed, or deities in arms.
Urged rather, hence, with more determined soul,
To burst through Nature's portals, from the crowd
With jealous caution closed; the naming walls
Of heaven to scale, and dart his dauntless eye,
Till the vast whole beneath him stood displayed.
Hence taught he us, triumphant, what might spring,
And what forbear: what powers inherent lurk,
And where their bounds and issues. And, hence, we,
Triumphant too, o'er superstition rise,
Contemn her terrors, and unfold the heavens.

Nor deem the truths philosophy reveals
Corrupt the mind, or prompt to impious deeds.
No: superstition may, and nought so soon,
But Wisdom never. Superstition ‘twas
Urged the fell Grecian chiefs, with virgin blood,
To stain the virgin altar. Barbarous deed!
And fatal to their laurels! Aulis saw,
For there Diana reigns, th' unholy rite.
Around she looked; the pride of Grecian maids,
The lovely Iphigenia, round she looked,—
Her lavish tresses, spurning still the bond
Of sacred fillet, flaunting o'er her cheeks,—
And sought, in vain, protection. She surveyed
Near her, her sad, sad sire; th' officious priests
Repentant half, and hiding their keen steel,
And crowds of gazers weeping as they viewed.
Dumb with alarm, with supplicating knee,
And lifted eye, she sought compassion still;
Fruitless and unavailing: vain her youth,
Her innocence, and beauty; vain the boast
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Of regal birth; and vain that first herself

Lisped the dear name of Father, eldest born.

Forced from her suppliant posture, straight she viewed

The altar full prepared: not there to blend

Connubial vows, and light the bridal torch;

But, at the moment when mature in charms,

While Hymen called aloud, to fall, e'en then,

A father's victim, and the price to pay

Of Grecian navies, favoured thus with gales.—

Such are the crimes that superstition prompts!
And dost thou still resist us? trusting still

The fearful tale by priests and poets told?—

I, too, could feign such fables; and combine

As true to fact, and of as potent spell,

To freeze thy blood, and harrow every nerve.—

Nor wrong th' attempt. Were mortal man assured

Eternal death would close this life of woe,

And nought remain of curse beyond the grave,

E'en then religion half its force would lose;

Vice no alarm, and virtue feel no hope.

But, whilst the converse frights him, man wiill dread

Eternal pain, and flee from impious deeds.

Yet doubtful is the doctrine, and unknown

Whether, co-eval with th' external frame,

The soul first lives, when lives the body first,

Or boasts a date anterior: whether doomed

To common ruin, and one common grave,

Or through the gloomy shades, the lakes, the caves,

Of Erebus to wander: or, perchance,

As Ennius taught, immortal bard, whose brows

Unfading laurels bound, and still whose verse

All Rome recites, entranced—perchance condemned

The various tribes of brutes, with ray divine,

To animate and quicken: though the bard,

In deathless melody, has elsewhere sung

Of Acherusian temples, where, nor soul

Nor body dwells, but images of men,
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Mysterious shaped; in wondrous measure wan.
Here Homer's spectre roamed, of endless fame
Possest: his briny tears the bard surveyed,
And drank the dulcet precepts from his lips.
Such are the various creeds of men. And hence
The philosophic sage is called t' explain,
Not the mere phases of the heavens alone,
The sun's bright path, the moon's perpetual change,
And powers of earth productive, but to point,
In terms appropriate, the dissevering lines
"Twixt mind and brutal life; and prove precise
Whence spring those shadowy forms, which, e'en in hours
Wakeful and calm, but chief when dreams molest,
Or dire disease, we see, or think we see,
Though the dank grave have long their bones inhumed.
Yet not unknown to me how hard the task
Such deep obscurities of Greece t' unfold
In Latin numbers; to combine new terms,
And strive with all our poverty of tongue.—
But such thy virtue, and the friendship pure
My bosom bears, that arduous task | dare;
And yield the sleepless night, in hope to cull
Some happy phrase, some well-selected verse,
Meet for the subject; to dispel each shade,
And bid the mystic doctrine hail the day.
For shades there are, and terrors of the soul,
The day can ne'er disperse, though blazing strong
With all the sun's bright javelins. These alone
To Nature yield, and Reason; and, combined,
This is the precept they for ever teach,
That nought from nought by power divine has risen.
But the blind fear, the superstition vain
Of mortals uninformed, when spring, perchance,
In heaven above, or earth's sublunar scene,
Events to them impervious, instant deem
Some power supernal present, and employed.—
Admit this truth, that Bought from nothing springs,
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And all is clear. Developed, then, we trace,
Through Nature's boundless realm, the rise of things,
Their modes, and powers innate; nor need from heaven
Some god's descent to rule each rising fact.

Could things from nought proceed, then whence the use
Of generative atoms, binding strong
Kinds to their kinds perpetual? Man himself
Might spring from ocean; from promiscuous earth
The finny race, or feathery tribes of heaven:
Prone down the skies the bellowing herds might bound,
Or frisk from cloud to cloud: while flocks, and beasts
Fierce and most savage, undefined in birth,
The field or forest might alike display.
Each tree, inconstant to our hopes, would bend
With foreign fruit: and all things all things yield.
Whence but from elemental seeds that act
With truth, and power precise, can causes spring
Powerful and true themselves? But grant such seeds,
And all, as now, through Nature's wide domain,
In time predicted, and predicted place,
Must meet the day concordant; must assume
The form innately stampt, and prove alone
Why all from all things never can proceed.

Whence does the balmy rose possess the spring?
The yellow grain the summer? or, the vine
With purple clusters, cheer th' autumnal hours?
Whence, true to time, if such primordial seeds
Act not harmonious, can aught here surveyed,
Aught in its season, rear its tender form,
And the glad earth protrude it to the day?
But, if from nought things rise, then each alike,
In every spot, at every varying month,
Must spring discordant; void of primal seeds
To check all union till th' allotted hour.

Nor space for growth would then be needful: all
Springing from nought, and still from nought supplied.
The puny babe would start abrupt to man,
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And trees umbrageous, crowned with fruit mature.
Burst, instant, from the greensward. But such facts
Each day opposes; and, opposing, proves

That all things gradual swell from seeds defined,

Of race and rank observant, and intent

T evince th' appropriate matter whence they thrive.

But matter thus appropriate, or e'en space
For growth mature, form not the whole required.
The timely shower from heaven must add benign
Its influence too, ere yet the teeming earth
Emit her joyous produce; or, the ranks
Of man and reptile, thence alone sustained,

May spring to life, and propagate their kinds.
Say rather, then, in much that meets the view,
That various powers combine, concordant all,
Common and elemental, asinwords

Such elemental letters,—than contend,

That void of genial atoms, aught exists.

Why formed not Nature man with ample powers
To fathom, with his feet, th' unbottomed main?
To root up mountains with his mighty hands?

Or live o'er lapsing ages victor still?

Why, but because primordial matter, fixt

And limited in act, to al is dealt

Ofthings created, whence their Torms expand.

Andhence againwe learn, and prove express,

Nought springs from nought, and that, from seeds precise,
Whate'er is formed must meet th' ethereal day.

Mark how the cultured soil the soil excels

Uncultured, richer in autumnal fruits.

Here, too, the latent principle of things,

Freed by the plough, the fertile glebe that turns
And subjugates the sod, exert their power,
And swell the harvest: else, spontaneous, all
Would still ascend by labour unimproved.

And as from nought the genial seeds of things
Can neverrise, so Nature that dissolves
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Their varying forms, to nought can ne'er reduce.
Were things destructible throughout, then all
Abrupt would perish, passing from the sight;
Nor foreign force be wanting to disjoin
Their vital parts, or break th' essential bond.
But since, from seeds eternal all things rise,
Till force like this prevail, with sudden stroke
Crushing the living substance, or within
Deep entering each interstice, to dissolve
All active, Nature no destruction views.
Were time the total to destroy of all
By age decayed,—say whence could Venus' self
The ranks renew of animated life?
Or, if renewed, whence earth's dedalian power
Draw the meet foods to nurture, and mature?
Whence springs and rivers, with perpetual course,
The deep supply? or, ether feed the stars?
Whate'er could perish, ever-during time,
And rolling ages, must have long destroy'd.
But if, through rolling ages, and the lapse
Of ever-during time, still firm at base,
Material things have stood, then must that base
Exist immortal, and the fates defy.
Thus, too, the same efficient force applied
Alike must all things rupture, if, within,
No substance dwelled eternal to maintain
In close, and closer, links their varying bonds.
E'en the least touch,—for every cause alike
Must break their textures, equal in effect,
If no imperishable power opposed—
E'en touch were then irrevocable death.
But since, with varying strength, the seeds within
Adhere, of form precise, and prove express
Their origin eternal,—free from |l
And undivided must those forms endure,
Till some superior force the compact cleave.
Thus things to nought dissolve not; but, subdued,
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Alone return to elemental seeds.

When, on the bosom of maternal earth,
His showers redundant genial ether pours,
The dulcet drops seem lost: but harvests rise,
Jocund and lovely; and, with foliage fresh,
Smiles every tree, and bends beneath its fruit.
Hence man and beast are nourished; hence o'erflow
Our joyous streets with crowds of frolic youth;
And with fresh songs th' umbrageous groves resound.
Hence the herds fatten, and repose at ease,
O'er the gay meadows, their unwieldy forms;
While from each full-distended udder drops
The candid milk spontaneous; and hence, too,
With tottering footsteps, o'er the tender grass,
Gambol their wanton young, each little heart
Quivering beneath the genuine nectar quaffed,

So nought can perish, that the sight surveys,
With utter death; but Nature still renews
Each from the other, nor can form afresh
One substance, till another be destroyed.

But come, my friend, and, since the muse has sung
Things cannot spring from, or return to nought,

Lest thou should'st urge, still sceptic, that no eye
Their generative atoms e'er has traced;

Mark in what scenes thyself must own, perforce,
Still atoms dwell, though viewless still to sense.

And, first, th' excited wind torments the deep;
Wrecks the tough bark, and tears the shivering clouds:
Now, with wide whirlwind, prostrating alike
O'er the waste champaign, trees, and bending blade;
And now, perchance, with forest-rending force,
Rocking the mighty mountains on their base.

So vast its fury!—But that fury flows

Alone from viewless atoms, that, combined,

Thus form the fierce tornado, raging wild

O'er heaven, and earth, and ocean's dread domain.
As when a river, down its verdant banks
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Soft-gliding, sudden from the mountains round
Swells with the rushing rain—the placid stream
All limit loses, and, with furious force,
In its resistless tide, bears down, at once,
Shrubs, shattered trees, and bridges, weak alike
Before the tumbling torrent: such its power!—
Loud roars the raging flood, and triumphs still,
O'er rocks, and mounds, and all that else contends.
So roars th' enraged wind: so, like a flood,
Where'er it aims, before its mighty tide,
Sweeps all created things: or round, and round,
In its vast vortex curls their tortured forms.—
Though viewless, then, the matter thus that acts,
Still there is matter: and, to Reason's ken,
Conspicuous as the visual texture traced
In the wild wave that emulates its strength.

Next, what keen eye e'er followed, in their course,
The light-winged odours? or developed clear
The mystic forms of cold, or heat intense?
Or sound through ether fleeting?—yet, though far
From human sight removed, by all confessed
Alike material; since alike the sense
They touch impulsive; and since nought can touch
But matter; or, in turn, be touched itself.

Thus, too, the garment that along the shore,
Lashed by the main, imbibes the briny dew,
Dries in the sunbeam: but, alike unseen,
Falls the moist ether, or again flies off
Entire, abhorrent of the red-eyed noon.
So fine the attenuated spray that floats
In the pure breeze; so fugitive to sight.

A thousand proofs spring up. The ring that decks
The fair one's finger, by revolving years,
Wastes imperceptibly. The dropping shower
Scoops the rough rock. The plough's attempered share
Decays: and the thick pressure of the crowd,
Incessant passing, wears the stone-paved street.
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E'en the gigantic forms of solid brass,
Placed at our portals, from the frequent touch
Of devotees and strangers, now display
The right hand lessened of its proper bulk—
All lose, we view, by friction, their extent;
But, in what time, what particles they lose,
This envious Nature from our view conceals.
Thus, too, both Time and Nature give to things
A gradual growth: but never yet the sight
That gradual growth explored; nor marked their fall,
Sitill gradual too, by age, or sure decay:
Nor traced what portions of incumbent rock,
Loaded with brine, the caustic wave dissolves.—
So fine the particles that form the world.
Yet not corporeal is the whole produced
By Nature. In created things exists,
Search where thou wilt, an incorporeal void.
This mark, and half philosophy is thine.
Doubtful no longer shalt thou wander: taught
Th' entire of things, and by our verse convinced.
And know this void is space untouched and pure.
Were space like this vouchsafed not, nought could move:
Corporeal forms would still resist, and strive
With forms corporeal, nor consent to yield;
While the great progress of creation ceased.
But what more clear in earth or heaven sublime,
Or the vast ocean, than, in various modes,
That various matter moves? which, but for space,
Twere vain t' expect: and vainer yet to look
For procreative power, educing still
Kinds from their kinds through all revolving time.
True, things are solid deemed: but know that those
Deemed so the most are rare and unconjoined.
From rocks, and caves, translucent lymph distils,
And, from the tough bark, drops the healing balm.
The genial meal, with mystic power, pervades
Each avenue of life; and the grove swells,
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And vyields its various fruit, sustained alone
From the pure food propelled through root and branch.
Sound pierces marble; through reclusest walls
The bosom-tale transmits: and the keen frost
E'en to the marrow winds its sinuous way.—
Destroy all vacuum, then, close every pore,
And, if thou canst, for such events account.
Say, why of equal bulk, in equal scale,
Are things oft found unequal in their poise?
O'er the light wool the grosser lead prevails
With giant force. But were th' amount alike
Of matter each contained, alike the weight
Would prove perpetual: for, from matter sole,
Flows weight, and moment, ever prone to earth:
While vacant space nor weight nor moment knows.
Where things surpoise, then, though of equal bulk,
There matter most resides: but where ascends
The beam sublime, the rising substance holds
A smaller share, and larger leaves the void.
Hence draws the sage his creed: in all produced
Finds vacuum still, and calls that vacuum space.
But some there are such doctrines who deny:
And urge in proof, deceptive, that the wave
Not through imagined pores admits the race
With glitt'ring scales—but yields at once, and opes
The liquid path; and occupies, in turn,
The space behind the aureat fish deserts.
Thus, too, that all things act: the spot possessed
Exchanging sole, while each continues full.
Believe them not. If nought of space the wave
Give to its gilded tenants, how, resolve,
Feel they the power t' advance? and if t' advance
They know not, how can, next, the wave thus yield?—
Or matter ne'er can move, then, or within
Some void must mix through all its varying forms,
Whence springs alone the power of motion first.
When force mechanic severs, and, abrupt,
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Drives two broad bodies distant, quick between
Flows the light air, and fills the vacuum formed,
But ne'er so rapid can the light air flow
As to forbid all void; since, step by step,
It still must rush till the whole space be closed.
Nor credit those who urge such bodies sole
Can part because the liquid air, compress'd
To closer texture, gives the needed space.
Such feeble reas'ners, in opposing void,
A double void confess: for, first perforce,
A void they own, where void was none before,
Betwixt the substance severed; and bring next
A proof surmountless that the air itself
Thronged with a prior void: else how, to bounds
Of closer texture, could it e'er contract?
A thousand facts crowd round me: to the same
Converging all. But ample these, | ween,
Though but the footsteps of the mighty whole,
To fix thy faith, and guide thee to the rest.
For as the hound, when once the tainted dew
His nostrils taste, pursues the vagrant fox
O'er hills, and dales, and drags him from his lair;
So may'st thou trace from fact associate fact,
Through every maze, through every doubtful shade,
Till Truth's bright form, at length, thy labours crown
Nor tardy be the toil, for much remains.
So oft, O Memmius! from the sacred fount
By wisdom fed, so largely have | drank,
And such the dulcet doctrines yet untold,
That age may first unman us, and break down
The purple gates of life, ere the bold muse
Exhaust the boundless subject. Haste we, then,
Each pulse is precious, haste we to proceed.
Know, then, th' entire of nature sole consists
Of space and body: this the substance moved,
And that the area of its motive power.
That there is body, every sense we boast
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Demonstrates strong: and, if we trust not sense,

Source of all science, then the mind itself,

Perplexed and hopeless, must still wander on

In reasoning lost, to every doubt a prey.

And were not space, were vacuum not allow'd,

In nought could bodies, then, their powers display

Of various action: each compressing each

To motion fatal, as already sung.
Nor is there aught such vacant space besides,

And matter close-embodied, can be traced

A substance forming discrepant from each.

Search where thou wilt, whatever occurs to view,

Of bulk minute, or large, though e'en its form

Change with the hour, if tangible it prove,

This stamps it matter, and forbids all doubt.

But if intangible, throughout if still

To matter pervious, act where'er it may,

‘Tis then void space, and can be nought besides.
All things, moreover, a substance must evince

Acting, or suffering act; or, form the sphere

In which to act or suffer. But to act,

Or suffer action, must be matter's sole;

While space alone that needed sphere admits.
Nought, then, 'twixt space and matter can subsist

Of intermediate substance: nought be traced

By keenest efforts of th' external sense,

Or by the meditating mind deduced.

All else we meet with or conceive but these

Are mere conjunctions, or events attached.

And know the learned by conjunctions name

Those powers in each perpetual that inhere,

And ne'er can part till void or matter cease.

Thus heat to fire, fluidity to streams,

Weight to the rock, to all of matter touch,

And want of touch to space. While Discord, Peace,

Oppression, Freedom, Poverty, and Wealth,

And aught that else, of matter, and of space
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Lives independent, though engendered hence,
Are termed, and justly, by the wise events.

E'en time, that measures all things, of itself

Exists not; from the mind alone produced,
As, link by link, contemplating minute,
Things present, past, or future: for, of time,
From these disjoined, in motion, or at rest

Tranquil and still, what mortal can conceive?

Thus spring events to birth. The rape renowned
Of beauteous Helen, or the fall of Troy,

Though deemed existences, yet of themselves
Existed never: on material things,

On place and persons a'cting, or coerced,

Alone dependent. These revolving years

Have long th' irrevocable doom assigned:
And rape and conquest, as events that claimed
From these existence, now exist no more.—

Had ne'er been formed the matter, or the space,
Whose power conjunctive gave those scenes to be;
No fire had e'er, from lovely Helen's eyes,
Glanced through the bosom of the Trojan youth,
And kindled the fierce flames of storied war:

No giant horse the fell Achaean throngs

Poured forth at night, subverting Priam's realm.
Mark, then, how different facts exist and blend
From void or matter; and how justly termed

Of place and body the derived events.

Know, too, that bodies, in their frame consist,
Part, of primordial atoms uncombined,

And part combined and blending: these alone
Pervious and rare; while those so solid formed
No force create can sever, or dissolve.

Nor deem such solids doubtful: though so deemed
By sages oft, who plausibly object
That sound, that thunder, that the voice itself
Breaks through domestic walls: that rigid steel
Admits the blaze, and whitens: vitreous rocks
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Melt in the fierce volcano: gold and brass
Forego their icy hardness, and alike
Yield in the fiery conflict, and dissolve:
That e'en the silver chalice, fill'd with lymph
Fervid or cold, unlocks its secret pores,
And warms, at once, or chills th' embracing hand.
Hence deem they matter pervious all, and void
Of solid substance. But attend, benign,
And, since right reason, and the frame of things
Demand the verse, the muse shall briefly prove
The seeds, the principles of matter all
Both solid, and eternal, whence alone
Springs the stupendous fabric of the world.

Of space, of matter, as already sung,
Th' entire of things consists, by nature formed
Distinct and adverse; and existing pure
Each uncontrolled of each. Where matter dwells
Void space can ne'er be found, nor matter found,
Search where thou wilt, where space resides and reigns,
As space is vacant then, material seeds
Must solid prove, perforce, and free from void.

Thus, too, as vacuum dwells in all produced,
Some solid substance must that vacuum bound:
Nor aught of vacuum can created things
Be proved to enclose, if solids not exist,
Whose power alone can such enclosures form.
But solids must be matter; the prime seeds
Of all surveyed, harmonious in their act,

And undecayed when all decays around.

Were there no space, th' entire of things would prove
One boundless solid: and were nought conceived
Of viewless seeds, close filling, void of space,
Each spot possest, all then were vacuum blank.
Thus each from each, from matter space exists
Distinct and clear: since never all is void,

Nor ever full; but this from that preserved
By countless atoms acting though unseen.
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These, as already sung, no powers can pierce:
O'er blows external, o'er each vain attempt
Of penetrative solvents, or aught else
Philosophy reveals, triumphant still.
For nought can break, of vacuum all devoid,
Or melt, or moulder, or within admit
Vapour, or cold, or power of pungent heat,
By which dissolves this fabric of the world.
"Tis vacuum lays the base: as this exists,
Augments, or lessens, things alone decay.
What then is solid, and from vacuum free,
Must undecayed, and still eternal live.
Were matter not eternal, ages since
All had returned to nothing whence it sprang,
And from that nothing all again revived.
But since from nothing nought can ever rise,
As proved above, nor aught to nothing shrink,
Seeds there must be of ever-during date,
To which, perpetual, things dissolve, or whence
Flows the fresh pabulum that all repairs.
But seeds thus simple must be solid too;
Else unpreserved through countless ages past,
And useless to recruit th' exhausted world.
Else friction, too, had injured: each by each
Through myriad years abraded, and reduced,
Till nought conceptible had lived to rear,
Each in its time, the progenies of earth:
For all is wasted easier than renewed.
And hence, had all been thus disturbed, dissolved,
And frittered through the long anterior lapse
Of countless ages, future time in vain
Would strive the ruined fragments to repair.
But what more obvious than that bounds exist
To matter decompounding, primal seeds
To forms defined coercing; since again
All springs to birth, harmonious, kinds from kinds,
True to their times, and perfect in their powers?
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Yet, though the principles of matter thus
Prove firm and solid, its component forms,
As air, earth, vapour, or translucent stream,
May still be soft and pliant, as combined,
E'en from their birth, with less, or larger void.
But had those principles themselves been reared
Pliant and soft, then whence the sturdy steel,
The close-compacted flint, or aught besides,
Of equal texture, traced through Nature's realm?
Thus simple solids must be still confest;
And all be soft, or rigid, as of these
In more or less concentrate mode composed.

To al has Nature given a bound precise
Of being and perfection; and promulged,
To every varying rank, her varying laws;
Urging to this, from that restraining firm.
Nought suffers change: the feathery tribes of heaven
Bear, on their glossy plumes, through every class,
The same fixt hues that first those classes stamped.
Hence matter too, through all its primal seeds,
Is proved immutable: for if, o'ercome
By aught of foreign force, those seeds could change,
All' would be doubtful; nor the mind conceive
What might exist, or what might never live:
Nor why, decide, such variance in their powers,
And final terms of life, or instinct strong,
Through every age, still urging every race
To each pursuit, each action of their sires.

Know, too, each seed, each substance is composed
Of points extreme no sense can e'er detect:
Points that, perforce, minutest of themselves,
To parts can ne'er divide: nor self-educed,
Nor, but as formed, existing, else destroyed.
Parts such can hold not: each the first, pure part,
Itself, of other substance: which, when joined
Alone by kindred parts, in order due,
Forms, from such junction, the prime seeds of things.
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But e'en such parts, though by the mind as parts
Conceived, disjoined can ne'er exist; and thence
Adhere by firm, indissoluble bond.

Thus seeds are simple solids, formed compact
Of points extreme, that never can recede:

Not laboring jointly to produce some end,
But potent from simplicity alone,

And hence eternal: equally unprone

To waste or sever; and by nature kept
To feed the suffering fabric of the world.

Did no such points exist, extreme and least,
Each smallest atom would be, then, combined
Of parts all infinite; for every part
Parts still would boast, dividing without end.
And, spy, what difference could there, then, subsist
Twixt large and small? for though th' entire of things
Should infinite be deemed, each smallest speck
Still parts as infinite would hold embraced.

But since at this the reasoning mind revolts,
Then must it own, o'erpowered, that points exist
Least by their nature, and of parts devoid:

And solid, hence, and of eternal date.

Hence seeds arise, the last, least parts conceived
Of actual being: the extremest points
To which creative Nature all resolves.

Which, if not least, if still of parts possest,
Could ne'er, with close exactitude, renew
The universal frame: all, all would rise
Of weight diverse, and ever varying form,
Casual in tie, in motion undefined.

Yet should we grant that matter, without end,
For ever wastes; e'en then, from earliest time,
Some matter must have triumphed undecayed,
Cohering still: but what can thus cohere,

What brave the unnumbered repercussions felt
Through ages now evolved, can ne'er decay:
Alike the future conquering as the past.
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Hence those who deem the fabric of the world
Educed from fire, itself the source of all,
Far wander from the truth. Thus deemed the sage,
Chief of his sect, and fearless in the fight,
Famed Heraclitus; by the learn'd esteemed
Of doubtful phrase, mysterious; but revered
By crowds of Grecians, flimsy, and untaught.
For such th' obscure applaud; delighted most
With systems dark, and most believing true
The silver sounds that charm th' enchanted ear.
But whence, | ask, if all from fire proceed
Unmixed and simple, spring created things
So various in their natures? Urge not here
That fire condenses now, and now expands;
For if the same, divided or entire,
Its parts condensed a heat can only prove
More fierce; and less when rarefied, and thin.
Sitill all is fire. Nor canst thou e'er conceive
From fire that aught can spring but fire itself.
Much less, in fire made dense alone, or rare,
Trace the vast variance of created things.
Dense, too, and rare a vacuum must imply,
As urged already; yet full well convinced
What straits surround them if a void exist,
Such sages doubt, but, doubting, still deny:
Fearful of danger, yet averse from truth.
Such, too, reflect not that from things create,
Should void withdraw, the whole at once were dense,
One solid substance all, and unempowered
Aught from itself t' eject, as light, and smoke
Flies from the purple flame; evincing clear
Its parts unsolid, and commixt with void.
But should it still, perchance, be urged, that fires
Perish by junction, and their substance change,
Then must that changing substance waste to nought,
And thus from nought th' entire of nature spring.
For what once changes, by the change alone
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Subverts immediate its anterior life.

But still, victorious, something must exist,
Or all to nought would perish; and, in turn,
From nought regerminate to growth mature.

Yet though, most certain, things there are exist
That never change, the seeds of all surveyed,
Whose presence, absence, or arrangement new
That all new-models, certain 'tis, alike,

Those seeds can ne'er be fire. For what avails
Such absence, presence, or arrangement new

Of igneous matter, if the whole throughout

Alike be igneous? Change howe'er it may,
Through every variance all must still be flame.—
Ask'st thou whence fire proceeds then? As | deem,
From certain seeds to certain motions urged,

Or forms, or combinations; which, when changed,
Change too their nature; and, though yielding fire,
Not fire resembling, or aught else perceived

By human sense, or tangible to touch.

To hold, moreover, as Heraclitus held,

That all is fire, and nought besides exists
Through Nature's boundless fabric, is to rave.
T' oppose the mental sense, erroneous oft,

To sense external whence all knowledge flows,
And whence himself first traced that flame exists,
To sense he trusts, when sense discloses fire,

And yet distrusts in things disclosed as clear.
Can there, in man, be conduct more absurd!'—
Where shall we turn us? Where, if thus we fly
Those senses chief that sever true from false?—

Why, rather, too, should all that else exists
Be thus denied, and fire alone maintained,

Than fire denied, and all maintained besides?
Tenets alike preposterous and wild.

Hence those, in fire, who trace the rise of things,
And nought but fire; or those for air who strive
As source of all; or those the dimpling stream
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Who fondly fancy; or the ponderous earth,
For each has armed its champions in its turn,
Alike wide wander from unerring truth.

Nor wanders less the sage who air with fire
Would fain commix, or limpid stream with earth;
Or those the whole who join, fire, ether, earth,
And pregnant showers, and thence the world deduce.
Thus sung Empedocles, in honest fame
First of his sect; whom Agrigentum bore
In cloud-capt Sicily. Its sinuous shores
Th' lonian main, with hoarse, unwearied wave,
Surrounds, and sprinkles with its briny dew:

And, from the fair Aeolian fields, divides

With narrow frith that spurns the impetuous surge.
Here vast Charybdis raves: here Aetna rears

His infant thunders, his dread jaws unlocks,

And heaven and earth with fiery ruin threats.
Here many a wonder, many a scene sublime,

As on he journeys, checks the traveller's steps;
And shows, at once, a land in harvests rich,

And rich in sages of illustrious fame.

But nought so wonderous, so illustrious nought,
So fair, so pure, so lovely, can it boast,
Empedocles, as thou! whose song divine,

By all rehearsed, so clears each mystic lore,

That scarce mankind believed thee born of man.
Yet e'en Empedocles, and those above,

Already sung, of far inferior fame,

Though doctrines frequent from their bosoms flowed
Like inspiration, sager and more true

Than e'er the Pythian maid, with laurels crowned,
Spoke from the tripod at Apollo's shrine;

E'en these mistook the principles of things,

And greatly wandered in attempt so great.

And, first, they deemed that motion might exist
From void exempt: that things might still be rare,
Sitill soften, as earth, ether, fire, or fruits,
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Or e'en the ranks of animated life,

Though void commixed not with their varying frames.
Then, too, they held no final term ordained

To comminuting atoms: which, through time,

Still crumbled on, and never could be least.

Though from such points as sense itself surveys,
Extreme and least, conjecture we may form

Of points extreme, impalpable to sight,

Least in themselves, that never can divide.

With them, moreao'er, the seeds of things were formed

Soft, and unsolid: but whate'er is soft,
Whatever unsolid, as at first they spring
From other substance, must perforce decay.
So all to nought would perish, and again
From nought regerminate to growth mature:
Doctrines the muse already has disproved.
Such seeds, too, must be foes; created each
To each adverse; and hence can never meet
But sure perdition waits: or, chance, they part,
Disperst abrupt, as, in contending storms,

Wind, rain, and thunder scatter, and are lost.

But, from such four-fold foes, could all things spring,
And, sprung, to such dissolve—why rather term
Those jarring powers the primal seeds of things,
Than things of them? since, in alternate course,

Each flows from each: th' alternate form is seized,
Th' alternate nature, through perennial time.

Yet could'st thou deem such powers adverse might blend,
And earth with fire, with ether lymph commix,
And still retain their natures unimpaired;

Whilst thus retained, no living form could rise
Traced through creation, animate, or void,

As springs the verdant shrub, of reasoning soul.

For each its nature, through the varying mass,
Would still evince, and earth with air commix,

In ceaseless strife,—and fire with crystal lymph.
But primal seeds, whene'er the form of things
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Mutual they gender, must, perforce, assume
An unobtrusive nature, close concealed,

Lest aught superior rise, of power adverse,

And thus th* harmonious union be destroyed.

Such sages, too, from heaven, and heaven's bright fires
Maintain that all proceeds: that fire drawn hence
Converts to ether, ether into showers,

And showers benign to earth: and hence again,

That all from earth returns: first liquid dew,

Then air, and heat conclusive; changing thus,

In ceaseless revolution, changing thus

From heaven to earth, from earth to heaven sublime:
A change primordial seeds could ne'er sustain.

So something still must, void of change, exist;

Or all would perish, all to nought return;

For what once changes, by the change alone
Subverts immediate its anterior life.

Since, then, as sung above, these all commute

Each into each, some seeds must still be owned

That ne'er can change, or all to nought would waste.
Hold rather, then, such seeds exist, endowed

With powers so curious that, as now combined,

If fire they form, combine them but anew,

Add, or deduct, give motion, or subtract,

And all is air; and changing thus, and changed,
That things from things perpetual take their rise.
Nor urge, still sceptic, that each hour displays

All life protruded from the genial earth:

Fed by the balmy air; by heaven's own fire
Matured; and saved from pestilence and death
Alone by showers benignant: and that hence
Man, beast, and herbs alike exist, and thrive.
The fact we own: we own from solid food,

And crystal streams, man draws his daily breath,
Of nerve, of bone, of being else deprived:

But, owning, add, the compounds meet for man,
For brute, for herbage, differ in their kinds,
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By different tastes discerned: and differ thus,
And only thus, as formed from various seeds
To all things common, but in various modes
Combined, and fitted to each rising want.
Nor small of import are the modes diverse
In which those seeds approach, recede, or blend:
Since heaven, and earth, and suns, and seas immense,
Herbs, instinct, reason, all are hence derived:
The mode but changed, the matter still the same.
Thus, though the lines, these doctrines that recite,
Flow from the same fixt elemental types,
Yet line from line, in sense, in sound compared,
Egregious differs. Rearranged alone,
Such the vast power by graphic types possest!
Start not when told, then, that the seeds of things
Boast powers superior, and can all create.

From such mistakes, detected and exposed,
Now turn we: and in order next survey
Those doctrines first the Grecian schools imbibed
From sapient Anaxagoras, by them
Termed homoeomery; a phrase ourselves,
In tongue deficient, never can translate.
But these its institutes: that bone from bones,
Minute, and embryon, nerve from nerves arise,
And blood from blood, by countless drops increased.
Gold, too, from golden atoms, earths concrete
From earths extreme; from fiery matters fire,
And lymph from limpid dew. And thus throughout
From primal kinds that kinds perpetual spring.
Yet void he granted not in aught create,
Nor points extreme that never can divide.
In both erroneous, and with those deceived
Classed in our numbers, and opposed above.

Too feeble, too, the rudiments he chose,
If rudiments they be, that hold, at once,

The powers of things, and form the things themselves.

All toil alike, and perish void of aid:
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For, when the hour of dissolution draws,

Say, which can baffle the dread fangs of death?
Can ether, lymph, or fire? can nerve, or bones?
.Ineach the strife were vain: since all produced,
Surveyed, or viewless, impotent alike,

Must yield to fate, and perish unredeemed.
But things produced to nought can never fall,
Or fallen, regerminate, as proved above.

Food rears the body, and its growth sustains:
But well we know its tendons, nerves, and blood,
Hence all matured, are foreign and unlike.

If, then, each food be compound, if commixt
With miniatures of al, of blood and nerve,

Of bone and veins; each food compact, or moist,
Of parts unlike must then itself consist;

Of bone, of blood, of tendon, vein, and nerve.
Thus all things spring from earth: but if in earth,
All lurk enveloped, earth of forms consists
Strange, and discordant, panting for the day.
Change still the picture, and the same still flows;
In timbers, thus, if smoke, flame, ashes blend,
Then, too, those timbers hostile parts comprise.

But, here, the ready answer, framed of yore,
By him, the founder of the system, springs:

That, though in all things all things lurk commixt,
What most prevails, what boasts the largest share,
Lies superficial, and is noticed chief.

Fruitless remark, unsolid, and untrue.

For still, at times, when crushed to dust minute
Beneath the pond'rous mill-stone's mighty orb
The crumbling corn with human blood must weep,
Or aught besides of fluid found in man,

And stain with hues obscene: and still, at times,
Each herb unfold the balmy milk so sweet,

That swells the fleecy flock, or odorous kine.

The furrowed glebe, the labouring plough beneath,
Must, too, develop, in its secret womb.
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Plants, fruits, and foliage, oft dispersed, and hid:
And, to the woodman, the cleft stock disclose
With ashes smoke, and smoke commixt with fire.
These, facts deny: in things things ne'er exist;
But seeds of things, in various modes arranged,
Various themselves: whence rises all surveyed.
But should'st thou urge that oft beneath the storm,
When rubbed by many a repercussion rude,
Branch against branch, the forest's topmost height
Has blazed from tree to tree; the fact we grant:
Not, with each trunk, that native fires combine;
But that perpetual friction quick collects
Their seeds dispersed; hence gathering ten-fold force,
And flame engendering. For could fire itself
A part constituent of the forest form,
No hour could hide the mischief; every tree
Would blaze, and burn till boundless ruin reigned.
See, then, as earlier sung, how much imports
Th' arrangement, motion, magnitude, and form
Of primal seeds combined: and how the same,
Transposed but little, fuel quick convert
To flame, bright blazing up the swarthy flue:
As flue and fuel, terms of different sound,
Of different sense, their letters but transposed,
Each into each converts with magic speed.
But should'st thou urge that all things still may flow
From primal seeds, and yet those seeds possess
The form, the nature of the things themselves;
The scheme falls self-destroyed.—For then, must seeds
Hold powers adverse; and laugh, and shake their sides,
While tears of anguish down their cheeks distil.
Come, now, and mark perspicuous what remains.
Obscure the subject: but the thirst of fame
Burns al my bosom; and through every nerve
Darts the proud love of letters, and the muse.
| feel th' inspiring power; and roam resolved
Through paths Pierian never trod before.
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Sweet are the springing founts with nectar new;
Sweet the new flowers that bloom: but sweeter still
Those flowers to pluck, and weave a roseate wreath,
The muses yet to mortals ne'er have deigned.
With joy the subject | pursue; and free
The captived mind from Superstition's yoke.
With joy th' obscure illume; in liquid verse,
Graceful, and clear, depicting all surveyed:
By reason guided. For as oft, benign,
The sapient nurse, when anxious to enforce
On the pale boy, the wormwood's bitter draught,
With luscious honey tints the goblet's edge,
Deceiving thus, while yet unused to guile,
His unsuspecting lip; till deep he drinks,
And gathers vigour from the venial cheat:
So |, since dull the subject, and the world
Abashed recoils, would fain, in honeyed phrase,
Tuned by the muses, to thine ear recite
Its vast concerns; if haply | may hope
To fix thine audience, while the flowing verse
Unfolds the nature, and the forms of things.

Taught then, already that material seeds
Are solid, and o'er time triumphant live,
Attend, benignant, while we next decide
Their number, or if infinite; and tell,
Since void throughout exists, assigning space
For place and motion, if th' entire of things
Be bounded, or unfathomed, and immense.

Th' entire of things, then, bounds can never know:
Else parts possest of farthest and extreme.
But parts can only be extreme, beyond
Where other substance springs, those parts extreme
Binding, though sense the limit ne'er can trace.
If, then, some other substance rise, the first
Forms not th' entire of things. Whate'er it be
That other substance still must part compose.
Vain too is distance: the vast whole alike
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To al extends, embracing, and embraced.

Yet grant th' entire of things of bound possest.
Say, to what point shall yon keen archer, placed
E'en on its utmost verge, his dart direct?

Shall aught obstruct it, or the path be clear?

Take which thou wilt: some substance choose, possest
Of power t' impede, and check its rapid race:

Or let it fly unconquered, nor restraint

E'en once encounter: thou must still confess

Th' entire of nature nought of limit knows.
Throughout the dart Il chase; and when, at length,
Th' acceded bound is gained, Il still demand

What yet obstructs it; still new proofs adduce

That the vast whole is boundless; and that flight
Sitill beyond flight for ever might be urged.

Were, too, th' entire of nature thus confined,
Thus circumscribed precise, from its own weight
Long since, all matter to the extremest depth
Had sunk supine: nor aught the skies beneath,

Nor skies themselves, with countless stars adormned
And sun's unsuffering splendour, had remained.
Down, down th' accumulated mass had fallen
From earliest time, devoid of power to rise.

But nought of rest supine material seeds
Evince through nature; since no depth exists
Extreme, and fathomable where those seeds
Might fix collected in inert repose.

All, all is action: the vast whole alike

Moves in each part; and, from material seeds,
Draws, undiminished, its eternal food.

Things, to the sense, are circumscribed by things.

Air bounds the hills, and hills the liquid air:

Earth ocean, ocean earth: but the vast whole

What fancied scene can bound? O'er its broad realm,
Immeasured, and immeasurably spread,

From age to age resplendent lightnings urge,

In vain their flight perpetual; distant, still,
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And ever distant from the verge of things.
So vast the space on opening space that swells,
Through every part so infinite alike.

Ask thy own reason. It will prove at once
Th' entire of nature never can have bounds.
Void must perforce bound matter, matter void;
Thus mutual, one ilimitable whole
Forming for ever. For were each of each
Free and unshackled, uncombined, and pure
In their own essence, not one short-lived hour
Could earth, or ocean, the refulgent fane
Of heaven sublime, or mortal forms, or those
The gods themselves inhabit, then subsist.
Freed from all order, disarranged, and rude,
Through boundless vacuum the drear mass of things
Would quick be borne: or, rather, nought had risen
From the crude chaos, joyless, and inert.
For never, doubtless, from result of thought,
Or mutual compact, could primordial seeds
First harmonize, or move with powers precise.
But ever changing, ever changed, and vext,
From earliest time, through ever-during space,
With ceaseless repercussion, every mode
Of motion, magnitude, and shape essayed,;
At length th' unwieldly mass the form assumed
Of things created. Persevering, thus,
Through many an age, unnumbered springs the deep
Feed with perpetual tides: by the warm sun
Sustained, and cherished, earth renews her fruits,
And man, and beast survive; and ether glows
With living lights innum'rous: scenes throughout
Twere vain t' expect, from all eternal time,
Had no primordial seeds, in stores immense,
Been ever nigh to renovate the world.
For as, of food deprived, the languid frame
Of man must perish, so th entire of things
Must instant cease, should once primordial seeds
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Their aid withhold, or deviate in their course.
Nor deem from- mutual impulse, things with things
Can sole their forms preserve; th' eternal seeds
May, hence, be oft restrained, and e'en perchance,
Their flight delayed, till, from th' exhaustless store,
Fresh seeds arrive the fainting frame to feed:
But from concussion, frequent, they rebound,
Dissolve all tie, and leave to transient rest
The common matter whence each substance springs.
Hence must incalculable seeds exist
Ceaseless in act; and the vast whole derive
Alone from boundless matter impulse due.

But fly, 0 Memmius, fly the sect deceived,
Who teach that things, with gravitation firm,
To the vast centre of th' entire, alike,
Unerring press: the world who fain would prove
Void of external impulse, may subsist,
And nought its post desert, profound, or high,
Since of such gravitating power possest.
For canst thou deem that aught may thus sustain,
And poise itself? that aught of solid weight,
Placed at earth's utmost depth, could upwards strive
Reversed; and to the surface—(in the stream
As spreads the downwards shadow)—still adhere?
For thus such sages hold: thus man, and beast
Subsist, they teach, inverted, earth beneath:
From their firm station, down their deeper skies
As unexposed to fall, as towards the heavens
Ourselves to mount sublime: by them the sun,
When night to us unfolds his stars, surveyed;
And equal measuring, in alternate course,
With us, their months, their darkness, and their day.
Such are the specious fancies error feigns,
In idle hour, to minds perverse and vain.
Where all is infinite, what spot precise
Can e'er be central? or were centre owned,
Why towards such spot should matter rather tend,
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Than elsewhere more remote, and deeper still?

For vacant space, through every part alike,

Central or not, must yield to things compact,

And ponderous, as their varying weight compels;

Nor through the boundless void one point exists

Wheie things may rest, as if of weight deprived.

No power it boasts t' uphold; but still recedes,

As Nature prompts, and opes the needed path.

Hence, by the love alone of centre struck,

Th' harmonious frame of things could ne'er be formed.
Moreo'er such sages urge not that the whole

Strives towards the centre equal; but terrene

Alone, and fluid matters; the deep main,

The mountain cataract, and the forms produced

From earth Dedalian: while the breezy air,

And the light flame, far from such centre stray,

Through ether trembling, and, with lambent fire,

Feeding, through time, the sun's refulgent blaze;

As feeds maternal earth the myriad forms

Of herbs, and trees, and animated life,

From her own bosom nurtured, and sustained.

Thus, too, they teach that heaven, with bound sublime,

Encircles all things, lest the world's wide walls,

And all enveloped, volatile as flame,

Burst every bond, and dissipate, and die:

Lest heaven in thunders perish, and below

The baseless earth forsake us, downward urged:

And loose, and lifeless, man's dissev'ring frame,

Mixt with the rushing wreck of earth, and skies,

Waste through all space profound; till hought remain,

Nought, in a moment, of all now surveyed,

But one blank void, one mass of seeds inert.

For once to act, when primal atoms fail,

Fail where they may, the doors of death are ope,

And the vast whole unbounded ruin whelms.
These subjects if, with trivial toil, thou scan,

Eachj each illuming, midnight shall no more
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Thy path obstruct; but Nature's utmost depths
Shine as the day: so things irradiate things.

Proemium

Tis PLEASANT, safely to behold from shore
The roling ship, and hear the tempest roar:

Not that another's pain is our delight;

But pains unfelt produce the pleasing sight.

Tis pleasant also to behold from far

The moving legions mingled in the war:

But much more sweet thy lab'ring steps to guide
To virtue's heights, with wisdom well supplyd,
And all the magazines of learning fortifi'd:
From thence to look below on human kind,
Bewilder'd in the maze of life, and blind:

To see vain fools ambitiously contend

For wit and pow'r; their last endeavours bend
T' outshine each other, waste their ‘dme and health
In search of honour, and pursuit of wealth.

0 wretched man! in what a mist of life,

Inclos'd with dangers and with noisy strife,

He spends his little span; and overfeeds

His cramm'd desires with more than nature needs!
For nature wisely stints our appetite,

And craves no more than undisturbed delight;
Which minds unmix'd with cares, and fears, obtain,
A soul serene, a body void of pain.

So little this corporeal frame requires;

So bounded are our natural desires,

That wanting all, and setting pain aside,

With bare privation sense is satisfied.

If golden sconces hang not on the walls,

To light the costly suppers and the halls;

If the proud palace shines not with the state

Of bumish'd bowls, and of reflected plate;
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If well tun'd harps, nor the more pleasing sound
Of voices, from the vaulted roofs rebound;

Yet on the grass, beneath a poplar shade,

By the cool stream our careless limbs are lay'd;
With cheaper pleasures innocently bless'd,
When the warm spring with gaudy fiow'rs is dress'd.
Nor will the raging fever's fire abate,

With golden canopies and beds of state:

But the poor patient will as soon be sound

On the hard mattress, or the mother ground.
Then since our bodies are not eas'd the more

By birth, or pow'r, or fortune's wealthy store,
Tis plain, these useless toys of every kind

As little can relieve the lab'ring mind:

Unless we could suppose the dreadful sight

Of marshalPd legions moving to the fight,

Cou'd, with their sound and terrible array,

Expel our fears, and drive the thoughts of death away;
But, since the supposition vain appears,

Since clinging cares, and trains of inbred fears,
Are not with sounds to be affrighted thence,

But in the midst of pomp pursue the prince,

Not aw'd by arms, but in the presence bold,
Without respect to purple, or to gold;

Why shou'd not we these pageantries despise;
Whose worth but in our want of reason lies?

For life is all in wandring errours led;

And just as children are surpriz'd with dread,
And tremble in the dark, so riper years

Evn in broad daylight are possest with fears;
And shake at shadows fanciful and vain,

As those which in the breasts of children reign.
These bugbears of the mind, this inward hell,
No rays of outward sunshine can dispel;

But nature and right reason must display

Their beams abroad, and bring the darksome soul to day.
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Invocation to Epicurus

0 GLCRY of the Greeks! who first didst chase
The mind's dread darkness with celestial day,
The worth illustrating of human life—
Thee, glad, | follow—with firm foot resolved
To tread the path imprinted by thy steps;
Not urged by competition, but, alone,
Studious thy toils to copy; for, in powers,
How can the swallow with the swan contend?
Or the young kid, all tremulous of limb,
Strive with the strength, the fleetness of the horse;
Thou, sire of science! with paternal truths
Thy sons enrichest; from thy peerless page,
llustrious chief! as from the flowery field
Th' industrious bee culls honey, we alike
Cull many a golden precept—golden each—
And each most worthy everlasting life.

For as the doctrines of thy godiike mind
Prove into birth how nature first uprose,
Al terrors vanish; the blue walls of heaven
Fly instant—and the boundless void throughout
Teems with created things. Then too we trace
The powers immortal, and their blest abodes;
Scenes where the winds rage never—unobscured
By clouds, or snow white drifting,—and o'erspread
With laughing ether, and perennial day.
There nature fills each want, nor aught up-springs
To mar th' eternal harmony of soul.—
Yet nought exists of hell's infernal reign:
Nor hides the solid earth the scenes from sight
Spread through the void beneath.—On these vast themes
As deep | ponder, a sublime delight,
A sacred horror sways me—Nature thus
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By thy keen skill through all her depths unveiled.
Since, then, we erst have sung the make minute
Of primal seeds; how, in spontaneous course
Re-active urged, their various figures fly,
And, hence, how all things into life ascend,
Next let our daring verse the frame unfold
Of soul, and reasoning mind;—and chase, far chase
Those fears of future torment that distract
Man's total being; with the gloom of death
Tinge all things; nor e'en suffer once the tide
Of present joy to flow serene and pure.
For though, full oft, men boast they far prefer
Death to disease, or infamy of name,
Assert they know the soul but springs from blood,
Or, if the humour urge them, is but air,
And hence, that useless all the lore we bring:—
Oft flows the boast from love of praise alone.
For when of home debarred, from every haunt
Of man cut off, with conscious guilt o'erpowered,
Midst every ill such boasters still survive:
Sitill fell new victims, and th' infernal powers
Implore with black oblations; through their breast
Religion thus with ten-fold force propelled.
Through doubtful dangers, hence, through straits severe
Pursue the race of man; then sole ascends
Truth from the lowliest bosom, then alone
Flies a