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INTRODUCTION
Translating Virgil’s Eclogues

A number of the translations so far presented on this site have evoked
imaginative worlds that are dramatically different from contemporary,
post-modernist culture, where structures of so many kinds have been
dissolved, and so many centres have failed to hold. The control and
formal patterns of Racinian tragedy, the dignified simplicity and purity of
belief in medieval religious lyrics, the securities of Christian belief
expressed in the Bible, the slow wisdoms of 17th century Japan in the
work of Bashō, or of BCE China in the Daode Jing – all these texts have
evoked a sense of cultural ‘otherness’. It is not merely that they are
written in a different language, but that they embody radically different
ways of perceiving and articulating human experience.
This new translation of Virgil’s Eclogues presents a similar kind of
text. Modelled upon the works of the Greek poet Theocritus (circa 316 –
circa 260 BCE), the ten poems that make up the Eclogues evoke a world
that seems infinitely far removed from the crises and accelerations of
modern, urban experience. Like Theocritus, Virgil writes in a pastoral
mode, the term ‘pastoral’ deriving from the Latin for ‘shepherd’.
‘Pastoral’ writing, though, is rarely, if ever, concerned with the dull, hard,
routine daily life of working shepherds. Rather, it idealises that life. The
shepherds of the pastoral world play flutes and pipes, improvise songs,
compete in poetic and musical skills, idolise girls or boys, mourn the past
and a vanished Eden. They inhabit a rural world of peaceful, loving,
uncorrupted existence, far removed from the duplicity and strife of court
and city. In Virgil’s hands, ‘pastoral’ evokes a golden age in which
innocent shepherds live in pre-lapsarian bliss.
To be sure, Virgil’s evocation of this paradise is not without its
substantial shadows. There are references to a countryside in turmoil,
with land forcibly transferred from its native owners to demobilised
soldiers. Nature is seen as powerfully destructive as well as supportive:
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the weather can be extreme, animals weak or dying, the harvest fail
totally. The myths recited by the different human figures in the poems
speak of theft, rape, witchcraft, bestiality, suicide. The passions of human
love are more often depicted as destructive than creative. For all this,
though, these shadows seem incidental correctives to the unalloyed bliss
of a remembered, golden age, rather than a wholescale challenge of its
legitimacy. The dominant sense that is left is of an idyllic, primitive,
Eden-like world, where harmony and concord ultimately reign.
Some of the issues raised by a translation of the Eclogues, then, derive
not so much from Virgil’s actual language, as from the pastoral mode in
which he writes. How can a world inhabited by shepherds, nymphs, and
fauns, be translated into a persuasive contemporary English? How can the
constant references to a classical world of mythological heroes and
heroines be made intelligible to an audience that may have little, if any,
knowledge of Achilles, Adonis, and Apollo, still less of Aganippe,
Amphion, and Arethusa? Nor is it simply the wealth of mythological
reference that is the problem. Virgil peoples the Eclogues with actual
historical figures (poets, astronomers, politicians, actors) who are
specifically named: Cinna, Conon, Gallus, Lycoris, Pollio, Varius.
Furthermore, frequent references are made to named geographical places,
whether regions, mountains, rivers, or deserts: Aonia, Eurotas,
Garamantes, Mincius. Indeed, in the ten eclogues, there are well over 130
separate references to mythological figures and places, and to actual
people and places, a number of them repeated on several occasions. With
a highly stylised form, and saturated with mythological and contemporary
historical allusions, how can the poem be made intelligible to a 21st
century audience?
One way is totally radical: to discard completely the myths and
historical position of the poem, as well as its form, and to rewrite the
entire script in a rigorously modern context. Consider, for example, this
version of the opening lines of the first Eclogue:
One is about to leave; the other is staying,
and suddenly it matters that there are trees
they know, fields they have farmed.
They are only
poets dressed up as farmers, or you and I
got up as poets in farmer suits. But departures
are real enough and loss is nothing new.
Meliboeus, or whatever you want to call him,
says what a lousy thing it is to leave,
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as metaphorical livestock die and hope
dies on the rocky ground. The other, Tityrus,
talks about Rome, how different things are there,
how life in the country hangs on the city’s whim,
and tells of going to Rome to find a god,
a prince, a patron . . .

These lines, from the unconventional and audacious rendering by David
R. Slavitt [see Further Reading section], seize some of the fundamental
ideas and images of Virgil’s original, but then dramatically transform
them into the contemporary context of late twentieth-century America.
Free rein is given to invention (‘you and I / got up as poets in farmer
suits’), to new interpolations (‘Meliboeus, or whatever you want to call
him’), to colloquial idiom (‘what a lousy thing it is to leave’), and to
radical changes in editorial perspective (the direct speech of Virgil’s
farmers summarised in indirect speech). Numerous details in the original
are omitted: the sheltering beech-trees, the shepherd’s pipe, the blood of
young lambs on an altar, the hazel thickets, lightning striking oaks. In
fact, what is being presented here is not so much a translation of Virgil’s
words, but a free, even anarchic, adaptation of them, a brilliant set of
improvisations upon a basic motif that is quickly left behind.
The differences between this kind of approach and a far more
scrupulous attention to the pastoral form and language of Virgil’s original
are immediately evident in the following version:
M. Thou, Tityrus, ’neath the leafy beeches lying,
Drawest wild wood-notes from thine oaten straw.
We to the sweet farm say a long farewell,
To home and country: thou in shady ease
Teachest the woods ‘fair Amaryll’ their song.
T. O Melibœus, ’twas a very god
That granted me this peace, for he a god
Will ever be to me; from my own folds
A tender lamb his altar oft shall stain.
’Twas he allowed my kine to stray afield –
See, there they go! – and me to work my will
Upon a rustic pipe.
M.

I envy not,
Nay, I admire: such foul disorder reigns
O’er all the countryside. Lo! sick at heart
I lead the little she-goats on, scarce dragging
This one; for lately in the hazel-copse
She travailed hard: on the bare flint, alas!
Twin-kids, the hope of all the flock, she bare.
iii

INTRODUCTION

Often, I know, but for my crooked mind,
The heaven-struck oak had warned me of this woe.
But nathless tell me, Tityrus, who is he,
This god of thine.

There can be no question that this version, first written by T.F. Royds in
1907 and revised almost fifty years later, is infinitely closer to the details
of Virgil’s evocation. The beech-trees, the shepherd’s pipe, the blood of
young lambs on an altar, the goat giving birth, the hazel thickets, the
flinty ground, lightning striking oaks – all these specific references are
retained, and in the order in which Virgil originally placed them. Despite
this fidelity, though, a large question remains about the effectiveness of
this as a translation. The archaic diction (’neath, oft,’twas, kine, travailed,
woe, nathless) is too self-consciously quaint. The inversions of natural
word-order (he a god / will ever be to me, I envy not), and the resort to
older forms of second person singular pronoun (thou/thine) and verb
(thou…drawest/teachest), draw undue attention to the manner of
speaking, rather than the matter. The interjections lo! and alas! are too
declamatory. And certain phrases (me to work my will / Upon a rustic
pipe or but for my crooked mind) seem so curiously unidiomatic as to be
almost impenetrable. For all its fidelity, the translation reads as contrived
and artificial, a search for grandiloquent effects, rather than simple
effectiveness.
It is worth noting that this kind of contrivance is not simply the result
of casting the translation in the form of poetry. Even when the form is
prose, a similar effect can be generated:
M. Tityrus, thou where thou liest under the covert of spreading beech,
broodest on thy slim pipe over the Muse of the woodland: we
leave our native borders and pleasant fields; we fly our native
land, while thou, Tityrus, at ease in the shade teachest the wood
to echo fair Amaryllis.
T. O Meliboeus, a god brought us this peace: for a god ever will he
be to me: his altar a tender lamb from our sheepfolds shall often
stain. He granted that my oxen might stray as thou descriest, and
myself play what I would on the rustic reed.
M. I envy not, I, rather I wonder, so is all the country-side being routed
out. See, I myself wearily drive forth my she-goats; and this one,
Tityrus, I just drag along: for here among the hazel thickets she has
borne twins, the hope of the flock, and left them, alas! on the naked
flints. Often, had a mind not infatuate been mine, I remember how
lightning-scathed oaks presaged this woe of ours. But yet vouchsafe
to us, Tityrus, who is this god of thine.
iv
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This prose version of Virgil’s opening lines by J.W. Mackail [see Further
Reading section] generates almost exactly the same effect as the earlier
poetic version: archaic diction, contrived emphases, unnatural syntactic
inversions, and a constant striving for significant ‘literary’ statement.
These examples clearly represent two entirely different approaches to
translating the Eclogues. In the former, the details and conventions of
pastoral are simply ignored in an attempt to ‘modernise’ the original as
fully as possible, and to give it a contemporary relevance. In the latter, the
details and conventions of pastoral are embraced with such self-conscious
effusiveness that the text remains locked in an artificial past. This new
translation of the Eclogues, however, seeks to avoid both of these
extremes, and to chart a course that is both faithful to the details of the
original and alive to the diction, syntax, and rhythms of contemporary
English. There are three features in particular that are worth noting:
classical and historical references
after long debate, all of the classical and historical references in Virgil’s
text have been retained, and not air-brushed away. So that their meaning
can be quickly understood, though, pop-ups have been set up to explain
the reference. A simple mouse hover over the original name (marked by a
star *) will create a pop-up elaboration (which will work best in Adobe
Reader rather than alternative PDF viewers). The reader is thus free to
choose between three courses of action: constant elucidation (where all
the references are unknown), partial elucidation (where only certain
names are obscure), or no elucidation at all (where almost all the
references are accessible). Whichever case applies, the reader can
determine the fluency with which the translation is read.
A similar set of pop-ups has also been established for the Latin text.
The word NOTE after a word or line indicates a crux of translation, which
is explored further. A mouse hover over NOTE will create a pop-up
elaboration.
The notes and glossary are also included at the end of the text.
diction
As far as can be judged, Virgil’s Latin in the Eclogues is quite often
considerably removed from ordinary Latin speech, especially in those
poems that do not contain actual dialogue. The poet Horace, Virgil’s
contemporary and friend, characterised the language of the Eclogues as
molle atque facetum – a resonant phrase which might be translated as
v
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‘supple/sensitive and witty/ironic/elegant’. I have tried to convey this
quality of sensitive elegance in an English that is undemonstrative but
quietly alert. Rhetorical flourishes (lo, alas) have been rejected, as have
forced syntactic inversions and unnecessary archaisms (thee and thou,
speakest and tellest). There are words that occupy a middle ground
between colloquialism and formalism – a natural, dignified utterance –
and it is this language that the translation seeks to capture.
rhythm
The prevailing rhythm of Virgil’s Eclogues is shaped by a hexameter line
(that is to say, a poetic line of six major stresses, and varying in length
between thirteen and seventeen syllables), and by a dactylic metre (a
stressed syllable followed by two unstressed syllables: / ˘ ˘). But
although this metrical pattern is widespread in classical literature, it is not
a form that has gained widespread currency in English poetry. It is not
only the length of the hexameter line that has proved unwieldy, but more,
the falling, playful, even ‘jaunty’ rhythm of the dactyl (/ ˘ ˘ / ˘ ˘ / ˘ ˘). The
native rhythm of English poetry is far more naturally expressed in a
pentameter line (five main stresses rather than six), and in an iambic
metre (an unstressed syllable followed by a stressed syllable: ˘ / ).
This translation seeks to bridge these rhythmic differences between
Latin and English by a compromise. Virgil’s dactylic metre is here almost
always replaced by the iambic metre natural and fundamental to English.
His hexameter line, however, is often reproduced, with occasional
variations into pentameter or heptameter where the sense and
effectiveness of the line demanded it.
a final word
It would be easy to dismiss Virgil’s Eclogues, and pastoral poetry in
general, as ultimately escapist – an elegiac retreat into an idyllic world
that bears little relationship with reality, either in Virgil’s own times, or
even more emphatically now. But the truth is rather different. In an
undramatic way, the Eclogues raise fundamental questions about the
relationship between humanity and the natural world, and about how the
two can co-exist. What we do to nature, and what nature does to us, is not
an issue safely cocooned in a two-thousand-year old poem. Virgil’s
words reach out powerfully across the centuries. And in so far as this
translation captures them in a modern idiom, it will have more than
fulfilled its purpose.
Tim Chilcott
June 2006
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19 BCE

CHRONOLOGY
70 BCE

Publius Vergilius Maro is born on 15 October in the village
of Andes, near Mantua, in northern Italy. His family seems
to have been relatively prosperous, his father, who was
already a Roman citizen, combining farming with beekeeping.

after 60 BCE

is given a sound schooling, first in Cremona, probably between
the ages of 10 and 12, and later in Milan.

55 BCE

traditional date of his assuming the toga virilis. Begins to write
his first poems a year later.

circa 53 BCE

goes to Rome to complete his education by studying
mathematics, medicine, and especially rhetoric. But after
pleading just one case in court, abandons law and politics for
philosophy.

circa 52 – 44 BCE

seems to have spent a number of years as a student of the
Epicurean lecturer, Siro, in Naples.

42 BCE

his estate near Mantua may have been confiscated by the
victorious, demobilised soldiers of the battle of Philippi;

42 – 37 BCE

composes the Eclogues, which achieve an immediate and
enormous success, and establish him as the most celebrated
poet of his day.

38 BCE

becomes part of the circle of Maecenas, chief minister of the
Emperor Augustus. The circle includes Horace and Varius.
Maecenas becomes his literary patron.

37 BCE

begins to draft the Georgics. Together with Horace,
accompanies Maecenas on a diplomatic mission to Brundisium
[Brindisi].

29 BCE

completes the Georgics, and begins the composition of the
Aeneid.

23 BCE

reads extracts from the Aeneid to the emperor Augustus. The
effective end of Maecenas’ patronage.
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after a journey to Greece, is taken ill at Megara, and returns to
Italy. Dies on 21 September in Brundisium [Brindisi]. His order
that the unfinished Aeneid should be burned is countermanded
by Augustus, and published by his literary executors within a
year. Is buried at his own request near his villa in Naples. His
often quoted epitaph is apocryphal: Mantua me genuit; Calabri
rapuere; tenet nunc Parthenope; cecini pascua, rura, duces
[Mantua gave me birth; Calabria carried me away; now Naples
holds me. I sang of pastures, farms, leaders]
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SUMMARY
[Click on the appropriate title to be taken directly to the Eclogue
in question]
Eclogue I
Against the background of a countryside in turmoil, two farmers
speak of their very different fates. One, Meliboeus, has been
evicted from his land by the discharged veterans of Octavian’s
army; the other, Tityrus, has secured his property by appealing to
high authority, and rests in ease.
Eclogue II
A shepherd, Corydon, speaks of his helpless and hopeless love
for a beautiful young man, Alexis. Aware of the madness of his
yearning, he nevertheless cannot control it.

Eclogue VI
A drunken satyr, Silenus, is playfully tied up, and sings the songs he
promised. The subjects range widely: from primordial chaos and the
creation of the earth, through the myths of Pasiphaë, Scylla and
Philomel, to the calling of Gallus to be a poet.
Eclogue VII
A shepherd, Meliboeus, tells how two other shepherds, Corydon and
Thyrsis, meet for a singing contest. The topics chosen range widely:
poetry, the natural world of animals, plants, and weather, and the
protection afforded by various mythological figures. Corydon is
declared the winner, though both contributions may seem equal in
skill and artistry.
Eclogue VIII

Eclogue III
Two shepherds, Menalcas and Damoetas, meet and trade ribald
insults, and then compete in a singing-match, in which they try to
outdo each other in lines addressed to the gods, to poets, to
lovers, to the natural world, to animals. Their neighbour
Palaemon judiciously declares the result a tie.

After an opening enconium to Gaius Asinius Pollio, who is however
not explicitly referred to by name, the eclogue presents two long
songs from, first, Damon, and then Alphesiboeus. Just before
committing suicide, Damon sings of deceit, memories of the past,
and the awful power of human love. Alphesiboeus invokes the power
of magic to try and regain his lost love, though the attempt is
inconclusive.

Eclogue IV
Eclogue IX
Speaking to a young male child, the poet prophesies that he will
rule over a new golden age and a new society, both natural and
human. Although the Eclogue has been interpreted as a
Messianic prophecy of the birth of Christ, a far more likely
subject is the expected or hoped-for child of various
contemporary political marriages. Chief of the contenders is the
marriage between Antony and Octavia.

On their way to town, two shepherds fall into conversation. The
elder, Moeris, bitterly mourns the seizure of his farm, and his
growing loss of memory, even of the songs he used to sing. Yet
music may be powerless against the might of armies. The other
shepherd, Lycidas, tries to support him by urging him to sing, and by
noting the beauty of the evening scene.

Eclogue V

Eclogue X

Two shepherds, Menalcas and Mopsus, take courteous turns
singing about another shepherd, Daphnis. For one, his death
caused a total failure of the harvest. For the other, he is
apotheosized into a god.

Gaius Cornelius Gallus, and his unrequited love, are here celebrated
and mourned, and the harshness of the natural world contrasted with
human frailty and the human need for love. The sequence concludes,
fittingly, with the arrival of twilight and Hesperus, ‘the evening star’.
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Ecloga I
MELIBOEUS / TITYRUS

Eclogue I
MELIBOEUS

/

TITYRUS

MELIBOEUS

MELIBOEUS

Tityre, tu patulae recubans sub tegmine fagi
silvestrem tenui Musam meditaris avena;
nos patriae fines et dulcia linquimus arva:
nos patriam fugimus; tu, Tityre, lentus in umbra
formosam resonare doces Amaryllida silvas.

Tityrus,* so there you lie beneath the spread of sheltering beech
And practice country tunes upon your shepherd’s pipe.
But we must leave our native place, the fields so dear to us.
We have to flee our homes, while you there, in the cooling shade,
Teach all the woods to echo lovely Amaryllis.*

TITYRUS

TITYRUS

O Meliboee, deus nobis haec otia fecit:
namque erit ille mihi semper deus; illius aram
saepe tener nostris ab ovilibus imbuet agnus.
Ille meas errare boves, ut cernis, et ipsum
ludere, quae vellem, calamo permisit agresti.
MELIBOEUS

Non equidem invideo; miror magis: undique totis
usque adeo turbatur agris. En, ipse capellas
protinus aeger ago; hanc etiam vix, Tityre, duco:
hic inter densas corylos modo namque gemellos,
spem gregis, ah, silice in nuda conixa reliquit.
Saepe malum hoc nobis, si mens non laeva fuisset,
de caelo tactas memini praedicere quercus:—
Sed tamen, iste deus qui sit, da, Tityre, nobis.
TITYRUS

Urbem, quam dicunt Romam, Meliboee, putavi
stultus ego huic nostrae similem, quo saepe solemus
pastores ouvium teneros depellere fetus:
sic canibus catulos similis, sic matribus haedos
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Oh Melib eus,* a god has given me this peace.
And he will always be a god to me, his altar
Often stained by blood of young lambs from my fold.
He lets my cattle roam, as you can see, and lets
Me play what tunes I like upon my country flute.
MELIBOEUS

I am not envious, more amazed. The countryside
Is in such turmoil everywhere. I’m sick, yet have
To drive my goats along; this one here can hardly move.
Just now, in the hazel thicket there, she dropped twin kids –
The one hope of the flock – and left them there upon bare flint.
Often enough, I know, we’d been forewarned of this
When lightning struck the oaks – had I not been so blind.
But tell me, Tityrus*, who is this god of yours?
TITYRUS

Foolishly, I used to think the city they call Rome
Was like our market-town to which we shepherds
So often used to drive along our new-weaned lambs.
As puppies are similar to full-grown dogs, or kids to goats,
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noram, sic parvis componere magna solebam:
verum haec tantum alias inter caput extulit urbes,
quantum lenta solent inter viburna cupressi.
MELIBOEUS

Et quae tanta fuit Romam tibi causa videndi?
TITYRUS

Libertas; quae sera, tamen respexit inertem,
candidior postquam tondenti barba cadebat;
respexit tamen, et longo post tempore venit,
postquam nos Amaryllis habet, Galatea reliquit:
namque, fatebor enim, dum me Galatea tenebat,
nec spes libertatis erat, nec cura peculi:
quamuis multa meis exiret victima saeptis,
pinguis et ingratae premeretur caseus urbi,
non umquam gravis aere domum mihi dextra redibat.
MELIBOEUS

Mirabar, quid maesta deos, Amarylli, vocares,
cui pendere sua patereris in arbore poma:
Tityrus hinc aberat. Ipsae te, Tityre, pinus,
ipsi te fontes, ipsa haec arbusta vocabant.
TITYRUS

Quid facerem? Neque servitio me exire licebat,
nec tam praesentis alibi cognoscere divos.
hic illum vidi iuvenem, Meliboee, quot annis
bis senos cui nostra dies altaria fumant;
hic mihi responsum primus dedit ille petenti:
‘pascite, ut ante, boves, pueri, submittite tauros.’
MELIBOEUS

Fortunate senex, ergo tua rura manebunt,
et tibi magna satis, quamvis lapis omnia nudus
limosoque palus obducat pascua iunco!
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I used to measure big things by the small.
But over other cities, Rome has towered up high,
As cypress trees soar way above the lowly guelder-rose.
MELIBOEUS

Yet what so made you want to visit Rome?
TITYRUS

Freedom. I had been lazy, and it beckoned to me late,
After my beard had turned still whiter for the barber’s cut.
It beckoned me, and after many years it came about,
When Galatea* had abandoned me and Amaryllis* had my heart.
For I confess, whilst Galatea* had me in her power,
There was no hope of liberty or saving money.
Though many a victim was taken from my folds,
And rich cheese for the thankless town was pressed,
My hand was never crammed with coins as I came home.
MELIBOEUS

I’d wondered, Amaryllis,* why you called so sadly to the gods.
For whose sake did you leave the apples hanging on the trees?
Tityrus, you had gone. The very pine-trees, Tityrus,
The very springs, the very orchards, called to you.
TITYRUS

What could I do? Nowhere else could I escape
From slavery or find the presence of such powerful gods.
There it was I saw him, Melib eus* – the young man*
For whom our altars burn twelve times a year.
There it was he first responded to my prayers.
‘Graze cattle as before, my lads; and breed your bulls.’
MELIBOEUS

You are a fortunate old man. This land will stay your own.
It’s large enough for you, although bare rock and marshes
Swallow all your pastures with their mud and reeds.
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Non insueta grauis temptabunt pabula fetas,
nec mala vicini pecoris contagia laedent.
Fortunate senex, hic, inter flumina nota
et fontis sacros, frigus captabis opacum!
hinc tibi, quae semper, vicino ab limite, saepes
Hyblaeis apibus florem depasta salicti
saepe levi somnum suadebit inire susurro;
hinc alta sub rupe canet frondator ad auras;
nec tamen interea raucae, tua cura, palumbes,
nec gemere aeria cessabit turtur ab ulmo.
TITYRUS

Ante leves ergo pascentur in aequore cervi,
et freta destituent nudos in litore pisces,
ante pererratis amborum finibus exsul
aut Ararim Parthus bibet, aut Germania Tigrim,
quam nostro illius labatur pectore vultus.
MELIBOEUS

At nos hinc alii sitientis ibimus Afros,
pars Scythiam et rapidum Cretae veniemus Oaxen,
pauperis toto divisos orbe Britannos.
En umquam patrios longo post tempore finis,
pauperis et tuguri congestum caespite culmen,
post aliquot mea regna videns, mirabor aristas?
Impius haec tam culta novalia miles habebit,
barbarus has segetes? En, quo discordia civis
produxit miseros! His nos consevimus agros!
Insere nunc, Meliboee, piros, pone ordine vitis.
Ite meae, felix quondam pecus, ite capellae.
Non ego vos posthac, viridi proiectus in antro, NOTE
dumosa pendere procul de rupe videbo;
carmina nulla canam; non, me pascente, capellae,
florentem cytisum et salices carpetis amaras.
TITYRUS

Hic tamen hanc mecum poteras requiescere noctem
fronde super viridi: sunt nobis mitia poma,
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No foreign fodder will upset your pregnant ewes,
And no disease infect them from a neighbour’s flock.
You are a fortunate old man. By these familiar streams
And sacred springs, you’ll find some cooling shade.
Beside this hedge that runs along your neighbour’s boundary,
The Hybla bees* will always feed on willow flowers
And with their humming often drowse you into sleep.
By that high crag, the pruner there will serenade the breeze,
While all the time, the pigeons from your brood will coo away
And turtledoves, in the soaring elms, will never cease to moan.
TITYRUS

Sooner should light-footed stags graze in the sky
And ocean-tides leave fish abandoned on the shore,
Sooner should exiles cross each other’s boundaries
And Germans drink the Tigris, or Parthians* the Arar*,
Than that his face should vanish from my mind.
MELIBOEUS

Ah, but we others have to go away – to bone-dry Africa
Or Scythia* and to Oaxes’* chalky flood,
Or Britain, quite cut off from all the world.
After long away, will I ever see my homeland
Once again, my simple cottage with its turf-piled roof,
And gaze in wonder at my realm – some ears of corn?
Some godless soldier will possess this well-farmed land,
A foreigner these fields of corn. Look where a civil war
Has led Rome’s wretched citizens; and we’ve sown crops for them!
So graft your pear-trees, Melib eus, set your vines in rows.
Go on, my little goats. Once happy flock, go on.
No more will I, stretched out in some green cave,
Watch you, far off, and hanging from some thorny crag.
No longer will I sing my songs, nor shepherd you, my little goats,
To graze on bitter willow shoots and clover flower.
TITYRUS

And yet tonight, you could here rest with me, couched
Upon green leaves. Ripe apples I can offer you,
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castaneae molles, et pressi copia lactis;
et iam summa procul villarum culmina fumant,
maioresque cadunt altis de montibus umbrae.
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Soft roasted chestnuts, and a wealth of cheese.
Far off, the smoke already rises from the farm-house roofs,
And longer shadows fall now from the towering hills.
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Ecloga II

Formosum pastor Corydon ardebat Alexim,
delicias domini, nec quid speraret habebat;
tantum inter densas, umbrosa cacumina, fagos
adsidue veniebat. Ibi haec incondita solus
montibus et silvis studio iactabat inani:
‘O crudelis Alexi, nihil mea carmina curas?
Nil nostri miserere? Mori me denique coges.
nunc etiam pecudes umbras et frigora captant;
nunc viridis etiam occultant spineta lacertos,
Thestylis et rapido fessis messoribus aestu
alia serpyllumque herbas contundit olentis.
at mecum raucis, tua dum vestigia lustro,
sole sub ardenti resonant arbusta cicadis.
Nonne fuit satius tristis Amaryllidis iras
atque superba pati fastidia, nonne Menalcan,
quamvis ille niger, quamvis tu candidus esses?
o formose puer, nimium ne crede colori! NOTE
alba ligustra cadunt, vaccinia nigra leguntur.’
‘Despectus tibi sum, nec qui sim quaeris, Alexi,
quam dives pecoris, nivei quam lactis abundans.
mille meae Siculis errant in montibus agnae;
lac mihi non aestate novum, non frigore defit;
canto quae solitus, si quando armenta vocabat,
Amphion Dircaeus in Actaeo Aracyntho. NOTE
Nec sum adeo informis: nuper me in litore vidi,
cum placidum ventis staret mare; non ego Daphnim
iudice te metuam, si numquam fallit imago.’
‘O tantum libeat mecum tibi sordida rura
atque humilis habitare casas, et figere cervos,
haedorumque gregem viridi compellere hibisco! NOTE
Mecum una in silvis imitabere Pana canendo.
Pan primus calamos cera coniungere pluris
instituit; Pan curat ovis oviumque magistros.
Nec te paeniteat calamo trivisse labellum:
haec eadem ut sciret, quid non faciebat Amyntas?
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Eclogue II

A shepherd, Corydon,* had lost his heart to beautiful Alexis,*
His master’s darling boy, but knew he had no chance.
Day after day, he’d walk among the dense beech trees,
Their tops in shade. And there, alone, in empty longing,
He hurled his futile words at hills and woods:
‘You are so cruel, Alexis.* Don’t you care now for my songs?
No pity for me, then? You’ll be the death of me at last.
Even the cattle now are seeking out cool shade,
Even green lizards hide now in the thorny hedge,
And for the reapers wearied by the searing heat,
Thestylis* pounds pungent herbs and garlic and wild thyme.
But I still trace your footsteps, beneath the burning sun,
While orchards ring with shrill cicada cries.
Better to have endured the moody rage of Amaryllis,*
Her arrogant disdain. Better to have borne Menalcas,*
However dark he was – and you so blond and fair.
Oh, lovely boy, don’t trust your beauty overmuch.
White privets fade, dark hyacinths are what are picked.’
‘You look down on me, never asking who I am,
How large my herds, how rich I am in snow-white milk.
A thousand lambs of mine roam Sicily’s hills.
Come summer or come winter, I never lack fresh milk.
I sing the songs that Amphion of Thebes* once sang
When he called home his herds from Mount Aracynthus.*
I’m not bad-looking. The other day upon the beach
I saw myself reflected in the wind-calmed sea.
If mirrors tell the truth, I’d not fear Daphnis,* if you were judge.’
‘Oh, if you’d only live with me in these rough fields
And in some humble farm. We could shoot fallow deer
And shepherd herds of goats with switches of hibiscus.
With me beside you in the woods, you’d learn to sing like Pan.*
Pan* taught us how to bind reeds close with wax,
And watches over sheep, and shepherds too.
And if the reeds should chafe your lips, you shouldn’t mind.
What did Amyntas* not do to master this same art?
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est mihi disparibus septem compacta cicutis
fistula, Damoetas dono mihi quam dedit olim,
et dixit moriens: “Te nunc habet ista secundum.”
dixit Damoetas, invidit stultus Amyntas.
Praeterea duo, nec tuta mihi valle reperti,
capreoli, sparsis etiam nunc pellibus albo,
bina die siccant ovis ubera; quos tibi servo:
iam pridem a me illos abducere Thestylis orat;
et faciet, quoniam sordent tibi munera nostra.’
‘Huc ades, O formose puer: tibi lilia plenis
ecce ferunt Nymphae calathis; tibi candida Nais,
pallelltis violas et summa papauera carpens,
narcissum et florem iungit bene olentis anethi;
tum casia atque aliis intexens suavibus herbis,
mollia luteola pingit vaccinia calta.
Ipse ego cana legam tenera lanugine mala,
castaneasque nuces, mea quas Amaryllis amabat;
addam cerea pruna: honos erit huic quoque pomo;
et vos, O lauri, carpam, et te, proxima myrte, NOTE
sic positae quoniam suavis miscetis odores.’
‘Rusticus es, Corydon: nec munera curat Alexis,
nec, si muneribus certes, concedat Iollas.
Heu, heu, quid volui misero mihi! Floribus austrum
perditus et liquidis inmisi fontibus apros.
Quem fugis, ah, demens? Habitarunt di quoque silvas,
Dardaniusque Paris. Pallas, quas condidit arces,
ipsa colat; nobis placeant ante omnia silvae.
Torva leaena lupum sequitur; lupus ipse capellam;
florentem cytisum sequitur lasciva capella;
te Corydon, o Alexi: trahit sua quemque voluptas.
Aspice, aratra iugo referunt suspensa iuvenci,
et sol crescentis decedens duplicat umbras:
me tamen urit amor; quis enim modus adsit amori?
Ah, Corydon, Corydon, quae te dementia cepit!
Semiputata tibi frondosa vitis in ulmo est;
quin tu aliquid saltem potius, quorum indiget usus,
viminibus mollique paras detexere iunco?
Invenies alium, si te hic fastidit, Alexim.’
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I have a pipe made up from seven hemlock stalks
Of different lengths. Damoetas* gave it to me long ago
As he lay dying. ‘Now you’re its second slave’,
He said to me. Amyntas* envied me, the fool.
What’s more, I have two chamois kids, found
In a dangerous combe, coats spotted even now with white.
Twice a day, they suck the same ewe dry. And they’re for you.
Thestylis* keeps begging me to give her them;
And so she shall, since you regard my gifts so crude.’
‘Ah, lovely boy, come here. Look how the Nymphs* bring
Great basketfuls of lilies; for you the lovely Naiad*
Plucks palest violets and poppy heads, and blends
Narcissus with them, and the flower of fragrant dill;
Then weaving in some cinnamon and other fragrant herbs,
Colours soft hyacinths with yellow marigold.
Myself I’ll gather apples white with softest down
And the chestnuts that Amaryllis* used to love.
I’ll add some waxy plums (to honour this fruit, too),
And cut the laurels and the myrtle, both close by,
Because when they’re together, they mingle sweetest smells.’
‘Corydon,* you are a clown. Alexis* spurns your gifts.
And as for gifts, would Iollas* give up victory to you?
Oh no, what have I wished on my sad self? Lost in my mind,
I’ve let the south wind dash my flowers, and wild boars muddy crystal springs.
You’re mad to run away! Paris of Troy,* the Gods themselves,
Have lived in woods. Let Pallas* keep the cities she
Has built. But let the woods be our supreme delight.
Fierce lions pursue the wolf, the wolf the goat,
And frisking goats seek out the flowering clover.
And I seek you, Alexis.* Yearning pulls us all.
Look, the oxen now bring home their ploughshares, hanging free.
The shadows double as the sun goes down;
But I still burn with love – and how can love know bounds?
Oh Corydon, oh Corydon,* what madness seizes you?
You’ve left your vines half-pruned around a leafy elm.
Why not at least make something that you need,
And weave together osier-reeds and supple rushes.
If this Alexis* spurns you, you’ll find another boy.’
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Ecloga III

Eclogue III

MENALCAS / DAMOETAS / PALAEMON

MENALCAS / DAMOETAS / PALAEMON

MENALCAS

Dic mihi, Damoeta, cuium pecus, an Meliboei?
DAMOETAS

Non, verum Aegonis; nuper mihi tradidit Aegon.
MENALCAS

Infelix o semper, oves, pecus, ipse Neaeram
dum fovet, ac ne me sibi praeferat illa veretur,
hic alienus ovis custos bis mulget in hora,
et sucus pecori et lac subducitur agnis.
DAMOETAS

Parcius ista viris tamen obicienda memento: NOTE
novimus et qui te, transversa tuentibus hircis,
et quo—sed faciles Nymphae risere—sacello.
MENALCAS

Tum, credo, cum me arbustum videre Miconis
atque mala vitis incidere falce novellas.
DAMOETAS

Aut hic ad veteres fagos cum Daphnidis arcum
fregisti et calamos quae tu, perverse Menalca,
et cum vidisti puero donata, dolebas,
et si non aliqua nocuisses, mortuus esses.
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MENALCAS

Tell me, Damoetas,* whose flock is that? Meliboeus’?*
DAMOETAS

No, they’re Aegon’s.* He’s just left me in charge of them.
MENALCAS

Poor sheep. They always have bad luck. While Aegon*
Fondles Neaera* – afraid she favours me, not him –
This hired keeper milks his ewes dry twice an hour,
Robbing the flock of all their strength, and lambs of milk.
DAMOETAS

Think twice before you bring up that against a man.
We all know what you did – even the male goats looked askance –
And in a shrine as well (though the easy Nymphs* just laughed).
MENALCAS

Just like the day, no doubt, they saw me take a vicious
Knife and hack at Micon’s* trees and growing vines.
DAMOETAS

Or here beside the old beech trees, when you smashed up
Daphnis’ bow*, his arrows too. When you saw the boy
Given them, it riled your twisted mind.
If you hadn’t hurt him somehow, you’d have died.
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MENALCAS

Quid domini faciant, audent cum talia fures!
non ego te vidi Damonis, pessime, caprum
excipere insidiis, multum latrante Lycisca?
et cum clamarem: ‘Quo nunc se proripit ille?
Tityre, coge pecus,’ tu post carecta latebas.
DAMOETAS

An mihi cantando victus non redderet ille
quem mea carminibus meruisset fistula caprum?
Si nescis, meus ille caper fuit; et mihi Damon
ipse fatebatur, sed reddere posse negabat.
MENALCAS

Cantando tu illum, aut umquam tibi fistula cera
iuncta fuit? Non tu in triviis, indocte, solebas
stridenti miserum stipula disperdere carmen?
DAMOETAS

Vis ergo inter nos quid possit uterque vicissim
experiamur? Ego hanc vitulam—ne forte recuses,
bis venit ad mulctram, binos alit ubere fetus—
depono: tu dic, mecum quo pignore certes.
MENALCAS

De grege non ausim quicquam deponere tecum.
Est mihi namque domi pater, est iniusta noverca;
bisque die numerant ambo pecus, alter et haedos.
Verum, id quod multo tute ipse fatebere maius,
insanire libet quoniam tibi, pocula ponam
fagina, caelatum divini opus Alcimedontis;
lenta quibus torno facili superaddita vitis
diffusos hedera vestit pallente corymbos:
in medio duo signa, Conon, et—quis fuit alter,
descripsit radio totum qui gentibus orbem,
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MENALCAS

What can masters do, when thieves are so bare-faced?
Didn’t I see you lie in wait, you scum, and snatch away
That goat of Damon’s* – while Damon’s dog barked and barked.
And when I shouted, ‘Where’s he running to? Tityrus,*
Watch your flock’, you skulked and hid there in the sedge.
DAMOETAS

I’d beaten him at singing. So shouldn’t he
Have given me the goat my songs had earned.
In case you didn’t know, that goat was mine. Damon* himself
Admitted it to me, but said he couldn’t pay.
MENALCAS

You beat him at singing! Have you ever owned a set
Of pan-pipes joined with wax? Weren’t you the clown by the crossroads
Who murdered wretched songs upon a squeaking straw?
DAMOETAS

So how about a contest then? We’ll test each other’s skills
In turns. I stake this heifer (now don’t say no – she comes
To the milk-pail twice a day, suckles twin calves).
Just tell me what you’re betting on the match.
MENALCAS

I daren’t bet any of my flock with you. I have
A father and harsh stepmother at home; and twice a day
Both count the flock, and one the kids as well.
But since you’re set on this mad game, I’ll stake what even you’ll
Admit is worth far more: these beechwood cups
Which Alcimedon,* the master-craftsman, made.
A spreading vine, carved with a master’s ease,
Wreathes in pale ivy clusters richly spread.
Two central figures: Conon* and – who was the other? – the one
Who mapped out with his rod the skies for humankind,

19

tempora quae messor, quae curvus arator haberet?
Necdum illis labra admovi, sed condita servo.

And taught us when to reap, and when to bend behind the plough.
My lips have never touched the cups. They’re stored away.

DAMOETAS

DAMOETAS

Et nobis idem Alcimedon duo pocula fecit,
et molli circum est ansas amplexus acantho,
Orpheaque in medio posuit silvasque sequentis.
Necdum illis labra admovi, sed condita servo:
si ad vitulam spectas, nihil est quod pocula laudes.

Alcimedon* made two cups for me as well.
He draped their handles round with soft acanthus leaves,
And in between put Orpheus,* and the woods that followed him.
But…‘My lips have never touched the cups. They’re stored away.’
Just one look at my heifer, and you won’t be praising cups.

MENALCAS

Numquam hodie effugies; veniam, quocumque vocaris.
audiat haec tantum—vel qui venit ecce Palaemon
efficiam posthac ne quemquam voce lacessas.
DAMOETAS

Quin age, si quid habes, in me mora non erit ulla,
nec quemquam fugio: tantum, vicine Palaemon,
sensibus haec imis, res est non parva, reponas.
PALAEMON

Dicite, quandoquidem in molli consedimus herba:
et nunc omnis ager, nunc omnis parturit arbos,
nunc frondent silvae, nunc formosissimus annus.
Incipe, Darmoeta; tu deinde sequere Menalca:
alternis dicetis; amant alterna Camenae.
DAMOETAS

Ab Ioue principium Musae; Iouis omnia plena:
ille colit terras, illi mea carmina curae.
MENALCAS

Et me Phoebus amat; Phoebo sua semper apud me
munera sunt, lauri et suave rubens hyacinthus.
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MENALCAS
NOTE

No wriggling out of this. You challenge, I’ll be there.
We need a judge – and look, here’s Palaemon* coming.
I’ll make quite sure you challenge no one after this.
DAMOETAS

Then come on, if you’ve anything to sing. I won’t hold back,
Or run away from anything. But neighbour Palaemon,*
Now listen carefully to our songs – it’s no small thing.
PALAEMON

Then sing away. We sit together here on softest grass,
And every field now, every tree, is blossoming with life.
The woods are all in leaf, at this most lovely time of year.
You begin, Damoetas.* And then, Menalcas,* follow.
Sing turn and turn about. That’s what the Muses* love.
DAMOETAS

‘Muses,* my song begins with Jove.* The world is full of Jove.
He cultivates the fields; my songs are dear to him.’
MENALCAS

‘And I am dear to Phoebus.* For Phoebus I have gifts
At home: laurel and sweet blushing hyacinth.’
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DAMOETAS

Malo me Galatea petit, lasciva puella,
et fugit ad salices, et se cupit ante videri.
MENALCAS

At mihi sese offert ultro, meus ignis, Amyntas,
notior ut iam sit canibus non Delia nostris.
DAMOETAS

Parta meae Veneri sunt munera: namque notavi
ipse locum, aeriae quo congessere palumbes.
MENALCAS

Quod potui, puero silvestri ex arbore lecta
aurea mala decem misi; cras altera mittam.
DAMOETAS

O quotiens et quae nobis Galatea locuta est!
partem aliquam, venti, divum referatis ad auris!
MENALCAS

Quid prodest, quod me ipse animo non spernis, Amynta.
si, dum tu sectaris apros, ego retia servo?
DAMOETAS

Phyllida mitte mihi: meus est natalis, Iolla;
cum faciam vitula pro frugibus, ipse venito.
MENALCAS

Phyllida amo ante alias; nam me discedere flevit,
et longum ‘formose, vale, vale,’ inquit, ‘Iolla.’
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DAMOETAS

‘Galatea* – saucy girl – pelts me with apples,
Runs to the willow-trees, and hopes that she’s been seen.’
MENALCAS

‘My flame Amyntas* gives himself to me unasked;
Not even Delia’s* more familiar to my dogs.’
DAMOETAS

‘I have a present for my love. For I have marked
The spot, high up, where the doves have made their nest.
MENALCAS

‘I’ve sent my lad the best I could – ten golden apples
Picked from woodland trees. Tomorrow, I will send ten more.’
DAMOETAS

‘How often Galatea* speaks to me! And the things she says!
Whisper a few of them, you winds, to heaven’s ear.’
MENALCAS

‘What good is it, Amyntas,* that you don’t scorn me
If I am left to mind the nets while you chase boar?’
DAMOETAS

‘Iollas,* it’s my birthday; send me Phyllis* now.
And when I kill the harvest calf, you come yourself.’
MENALCAS

‘Iollas,* I love Phyllis* most of all. And when I left,
She wept and said, “Good bye, my lovely boy, good bye.”’
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DAMOETAS

DAMOETAS

Triste lupus stabulis, maturis frugibus imbres.
arboribus venti, nobis Amaryllidis irae.

‘Wolves are an evil to a flock, and rain to ripened crops,
Gales to the trees, and Amaryllis’* cruelty to me.’

MENALCAS

MENALCAS

Dulce satis umor, depulsis arbutus haedis,
lenta salix feto pecori, mihi solus Amyntas.

‘A shower is sweet to growing crops, arbutus to the kid that’s weaned,
The bending willow to the pregnant goats, but only Amyntas* is sweet to me.’

DAMOETAS

DAMOETAS

Pollio amat nostram, quamuis est rustica, Musam:
Pierides vitulam lectori pascite vestro.

‘Pollio* loves my Muse,* for all her country ways.
Pierides,* fatten a heifer for your readers.’

MENALCAS

MENALCAS

Pollio et ipse facit nova carmina: pascite taurum,
iam cornu petat et pedibus qui spargat arenam.

‘Pollio* makes new songs himself. Fatten a bull
That’s old enough to toss his horns and paw the sand.’

DAMOETAS

Qui te, Pollio, amat, veniat quo te quoque gaudet:
mella fluant illi, ferat et rubus asper amomum.
MENALCAS

Qui Bavium non odit, amet tua carmina, Maeui,
atque idem iungat vulpes et mulgeat hircos.

DAMOETAS
NOTE

‘May he who loves you, Pollio,* share your paradise;
May honey flow for him, and prickly thorns bear spice.’
MENALCAS

‘Whoever can stand Bavius* will love your poems, Maevius;*
And may he milk the billy-goat and yoke the fox.’

DAMOETAS

DAMOETAS

Qui legitis flores et humi nascentia fraga,
frigidus, O pueri, fugite hinc, latet anguis in herba.

‘You lads who gather flowers and strawberries from the ground,
Oh, run away. A cold snake’s lurking in the grass.’

MENALCAS

MENALCAS

Parcite, oves, nimium procedere; non bene ripae
creditur; ipse aries etiam nunc vellera siccat.
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‘Don’t go ahead too far, my flock. And never trust
The river bank. The ram’s still drying out his fleece.’
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DAMOETAS

Tityre, pascentes a flumine reice capellas:
ipse ubi tempus erit, omnis in fonte lavabo.
MENALCAS

Cogite ovis, pueri; si lac praeceperit aestus,
ut nuper, frustra pressabimus ubera palmis.
DAMOETAS

Heu, heu, quam pingui macer est mihi taurus in ervo!
Idem amor exitium est pecori pecorisque magistro.
MENALCAS

His certe neque amor causa est; vix ossibus haerent.
nescio quis teneros oculus mihi fascinat agnos.
DAMOETAS

Dic, quibus in terris—et eris mihi magnus Apollo—
tris pateat caeli spatium non amplius ulnas. NOTE
MENALCAS

Dic, quibus in terris inscripti nomina regum
nascantur flores, et Phyllida solus habeto.
PALAEMON

Non nostrum inter vos tantas componere lites.
Et vitula tu dignus, et hic, et quisquis amores
aut metuet dulces, aut experietur amaros.
Claudite iam rivos, pueri, sat prata biberunt.
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DAMOETAS

‘Tityrus,* keep your grazing goats away from streams;
All in good time, I’ll wash them in the spring myself.’
MENALCAS

‘Round up the sheep, lads. If heat gets to their milk,
As happened recently, we’ll squeeze their udders all in vain.’
DAMOETAS

‘Oh no. How lean my bull is, and how rich the vetch!
To herd and herdsman both, love brings their ruin.’
MENALCAS

‘Love’s not the reason why they’re skin and bones.
Some unknown evil eye has cursed my gentle lambs.’
DAMOETAS

‘Say in what lands (you’ll be my great Apollo* then)
The spacious sky extends no wider than three yards.’
MENALCAS

‘Say in what lands the flowers inscribed with names of kings
Are born; and Phyllis* shall be yours alone.’
PALAEMON

I cannot arbitrate this great debate between you two.
Both you and he deserve a heifer – as so do all
Who fear the sweetnesses of love, or know its bitterness.
Let down the sluices, lads. The fields have drunk their fill.
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Ecloga IV
Sicelides Musae, paulo maiora canamus!
Non omnis arbusta iuvant humilesque myricae;
si canimus silvas, silvae sint consule dignae.
Ultima Cumaei venit iam carminis aetas;
magnus ab integro saeclorum nascitur ordo:
iam redit et Uirgo, redeunt Saturnia regna;
iam nova progenies caelo demittitur alto.
Tu modo nascenti puero, quo ferrea primum
desinet ac toto surget gens aurea mundo,
casta fave Lucina: tuus iam regnat Apollo.
Teque adeo decus hoc aevi te consule inibit,
Pollio, et incipient magni procedere menses.
te duce, si qua manent sceleris vestigia nostri,
inrita perpetua solvent formidine terras.
ille deum vitam accipiet, divisque videbit
permixtos heroas, et ipse videbitur illis,
pacatumque reget patriis virtutibus orbem.
At tibi prima, puer, nullo munuscula cultu
errantis hederas passim cum baccare tellus
mixtaque ridenti colocasia fundet acantho.
Ipsae lacte domum referent distenta capellae
ubera, nec magnos metuent armenta leones;
ipsa tibi blandos fundent cunabula flores,
occidet et serpens, et fallax herba veneni
occidet, Assyrium vulgo nascetur amomum.
At simul heroum laudes et facta parentis
iam legere et quae sit poteris cognoscere virtus,
molli paulatim flavescet campus arista,
incultisque rubens pendebit sentibus uva,
et durae quercus sudabunt roscida mella.
Pauca tamen suberunt priscae vestigia fraudis,
quae temptare Thetim ratibus, quae cingere muris
oppida, quae iubeant telluri infindere sulcos:
alter erit tum Tiphys, et altera quae vehat Argo
delectos Heroas; erunt etiam altera bella,
atque iterum ad Troiam magnus mittetur Achilles.
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Eclogue IV
Muses* of Sicily, let’s sing a nobler song,
For trees and humble tamarisks do not appeal to all.
If we sing about the woods, let them be worthy of a consul.
The final age the Sibyl* told has come to pass;
The great cycle of the centuries is born anew.
The Virgin* now comes back, and Saturn’s* reign returns;
A new first-born descends from heaven’s height.
Look kindly, pure Lucina,* on this boy whose birth
Will end the iron race at last, and raise a golden race
Throughout the world. Now your Apollo* reigns.
And Pollio,* in your consulship, this glorious age
Will dawn, and the mighty months begin their onward march.
With you to lead, all lingering traces of our sins
Will be erased, and free the earth from endless dread.
He will receive the life divine, see gods and heroes
Intermingle, and he himself be seen by them,
And through his father’s goodness, rule a world at peace.
But first, child, the untilled earth will give you little
Gifts: wandering ivy with cyclamen everywhere,
Smiling acanthus mingling with Egyptian beans.
Goats will come home, their udders full of milk,
All by themselves; and cattle will not fear huge lions.
Your very cradle will shower you with caressing flowers.
The snake will die, and treacherous poison-plants
Will die, and Assyrian* spice grow everywhere.
And then, as soon as you can read of famous men
And of your father’s deeds, and know what manhood means,
Soft spikes of corn will slowly turn the fields to gold,
And reddening grapes will hang down from neglected briars,
And hardy oak-trees sweat with honeydew.
Yet lingering traces of our ancient sin
Will still make men attempt the sea in ships, encircle
Towns with walls, and cut deep furrows in the earth.
A second Tiphys* then there’ll be, a second Argo,*
To carry chosen heroes. Even second wars there’ll be,
And great Achilles* will be sent once more to Troy.

29

Hinc, ubi iam firmata virum te fecerit aetas,
cedet et ipse mari vector, nec nautica pinus
mutabit merces: omnis feret omnia tellus:
non rastros patietur humus, non vinea falcem;
robustus quoque iam tauris iuga solvet arator;
nec varios discet mentiri lana colores: NOTE
ipse sed in pratis aries iam suave rubenti
murice, iam croceo mutabit vellera luto;
sponte sua sandyx pascentis vestiet agnos.
‘Talia saecla,’ suis dixerunt, ‘currite,’ fusis
concordes stabili fatorum numine Parcae.
Adgredere o magnos—aderit iam tempus—honores,
cara deum suboles, magnum Iovis incrementum!
Aspice convexo nutantem pondere mundum,
terrasque tractusque maris caelumque profundum!
Aspice, uenturo laetentur ut omnia saeclo!
O mihi tam longae maneat pars ultima vitae,
spiritus et quantum sat erit tua dicere facta!
Non me carminibus vincet nec Thracius Orpheus,
nec Linus, huic mater quamuis atque huic pater adsit,
Orphei Calliopea, Lino formosus Apollo,
Pan etiam, Arcadia mecum si iudice certet,
Pan etiam Arcadia dicat se iudice victum.
Incipe, parve puer, risu cognoscere matrem,
matri longa decem tulerunt fastidia menses. NOTE
Incipe, parve puer, qui non risere parentes, NOTE
nec deus hunc mensa, dea nec dignata cubili est.
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Later, when strengthening years have made a man of you,
The merchant will forsake the sea, and pine-wood ships
Exchange their goods no more. All lands will grow all things.
Earth will not feel the hoe, nor vines the pruning-knife.
The sturdy ploughman now will free his oxen from the yoke.
Wool will not have to counterfeit its hue,
For in the fields, the ram will change the colour of his fleece,
From softly-glowing purple to a saffron gold;
And natural red will clothe the grazing lambs.
‘Let centuries like these come soon’, the Fates* cried
To their spindles, in concord with the steadfast will of destiny.
Dear child of gods, great progeny of Jupiter,*
Take up your gloriousness – the time will soon be here.
Look how the cosmos trembles in its vaulted mass,
The land, the ocean’s reaches, and the unfathomable sky.
Look how they all rejoice in the age that is to be!
If then the final days of my long life remain
And I have breath to celebrate your deeds,
Then neither Linus* nor Orpheus* from Thrace* will vanquish me
In song, however much one has his mother’s, one his father’s, help –
Orpheus* Calliopë’s,* and Linus* fair Apollo’s.*
If even Pan* should challenge me, with Arcady* as judge,
Pan* too, with Arcady* as judge, would own defeat.
So come, then, little boy, and greet your mother with a smile
(She carried you for ten long, painful months).
So come, then, little boy. A child who has not smiled upon his mother,
No god thinks worthy of his table, nor goddess of her bed.
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Ecloga V
MENALCAS / MOPSUS

MENALCAS

Cur non, Mopse, boni quoniam convenimus ambo,
tu calamos inflare levis, ego dicere versus,
hic corylis mixtas inter consedimus ulmos?
MOPSUS

Tu maior; tibi me est aequum parere, Menalca,
sive sub incertas zephyris motantibus umbras,
sive antro potius succedimus: aspice, ut antrum
silvestris raris sparsit labrusca racemis.
MENALCAS

Montibus in nostris solus tibi certat Amyntas.
MOPSUS

Quid, si idem certet Phoebum superare canendo?
MENALCAS

Incipe, Mopse, prior, si quos aut Phyllidis ignes,
aut Alconis habes laudes, aut iurgia Codri:
incipe, pascentis servabit Tityrus haedos.
MOPSUS

Immo haec, in viridi nuper quae cortice fagi
carmina descripsi et modulans alterna notavi,
experiar, tu deinde iubeto ut certet Amyntas.
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Eclogue V
MENALCAS

/

MOPSUS

MENALCAS

Mopsus,* we’re two fine music-makers – you at the light reed-pipe
And I at song. So as we’ve met, why not sit down
Together here, where hazel bushes mingle with the elms?
MOPSUS

You’re senior, Menalcas.* I defer to you.
Shall we stay here, where fitful breezes make uncertain
Shade, or go inside this cave? Look how that woodland vine
Has scattered rare grape-clusters round its mouth.
MENALCAS

Among these hills, only Amyntas* rivals you.
MOPSUS

But he’s the one who thinks he can outplay Phoebus.*
MENALCAS

Well, Mopsus,* you start first. ‘The Loves of Phyllis’,* possibly,
Or ‘In Alcon’s* Praise’,* or ‘A Quarrel with Codrus’.*
You start, and Tityrus* will guard the grazing flock.
MOPSUS

I’d rather try a song I wrote the other day
On green beech bark. I noted down the tune between the lines.
Then you can tell Amyntas* to challenge me!
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MENALCAS

Lenta salix quantum pallenti cedit olivae,
puniceis humilis quantum saliunca rosetis,
iudicio nostro tantum tibi cedit Amyntas.
sed tu desine plura, puer; successimus antro.
MOPSUS

Extinctum nymphae crudeli funere Daphnim
flebant; vos coryli testes et flumina nymphis;
cum complexa sui corpus miserabile nati,
atque deos atque astra vocat crudelia mater.
Non ulli pastos illis egere diebus
frigida, Daphni, boves ad flumina; nulla neque amnem
libavit quadrupes, nec graminis attigit herbam.
Daphni, tuum Poenos etiam ingemuisse leones
interitum montesque feri silvaeque loquuntur.
Daphnis et Armenias curru subiungere tigres
instituit; Daphnis thiasos inducere Bacchi,
et foliis lentas intexere mollibus hastas.
Vitis ut arboribus decori est, ut vitibus uvae,
ut gregibus tauri, segetes ut pinguibus arvis,
tu decus omne tuis. Postquam te fata tulerunt,
ipsa Pales agros atque ipse reliquit Apollo.
Grandia saepe quibus mandavimus hordea sulcis,
infelix lolium et steriles nascuntur avenae;
pro molli viola, pro purpureo narcisso,
carduus et spinis surgit paliurus acutis.
Spargite humum foliis, inducite fontibus umbras,
pastores, mandat fieri sibi talia Daphnis;
et tumulum facite, et tumulo superaddite carmen:
‘Daphnis ego in silvis hinc usque ad sidera notus
Formosi pecoris custos formosior ipse.’
MENALCAS

Tale tuum carmen nobis, divine poeta,
quale sopor fessis in gramine, quale per aestum
dulcis aquae saliente sitim restinguere rivo:
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MENALCAS

As bending willows yield before pale olive-trees,
Or humble red valerian to the crimson rose,
So does Amyntas* in our judgment yield to you.
But no more talk, my lad. We’re at the cave.
MOPSUS

Daphnis* died a cruel death. The Nymphs* wept over him –
You streams and hazels bear witness to their tears.
His mother clasped the wretched body of her son
And screamed the cruelty of both the gods and stars.
No-one, Daphnis,* in those days would drive their oxen
To the cooling stream. No animal would drink
A drop, or touch a blade of grass.
The wild hills, Daphnis,* and the forests even say
The lions of Carthage* roared their grief when you were killed.
Daphnis* taught us how to yoke Armenian* tigers
To our chariots, and how to lead the Bacchic* dance,
And how to twine soft foliage around hard spears.
As vines adorn the trees and grapes the vine,
As bulls adorn their herds and crops their fertile fields,
So you adorned us all. But since fate took you,
The great Apollo,* Pales* too, have left our fields.
The furrows where we’ve often sown fat grains of corn
Spring up now with cursed darnel and barren oats.
Where once soft violets and bright narcissus grew,
Thistles spring up and thorns with sharpened spikes.
Shepherds, scatter the ground with petals, shade your springs –
Daphnis* asks you do such things for him.
Then build a tomb, and write upon the tomb this epitaph:
‘I lived in woodlands, my fame lives in the stars.
My flock was lovely; still lovelier was I’
MENALCAS

My heaven-born poet! To me, your song is like sleeping
On the grass when one is tired, or quenching thirst
From a gentle brook of sparkling water in the heat.
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nec calamis solum aequiparas, sed voce magistrum.
Fortunate puer, tu nunc eris alter ab illo.
Nos tamen haec quocumque modo tibi nostra vicissim
dicemus, Daphnimque tuum tollemus ad astra;
Daphnin ad astra feremus: amavit nos quoque Daphnis.
MOPSUS

An quicquam nobis tali sit munere maius
Et puer ipse fuit cantari dignus, et ista
iam pridem Stimichon laudavit carmina nobis.
MENALCAS

Candidus insuetum miratur limen Olympi,
sub pedibusque videt nubes et sidera Daphnis.
ergo alacris silvas et cetera rura voluptas
Panaque pastoresque tenet, Dryadasque puellas;
nec lupus insidias pecori, nec retia cervis
ulla dolum meditantur: amat bonus otia Daphnis.
ipsi laetitia voces ad sidera iactant
intonsi montes; ipsae iam carmina rupes,
ipsa sonant arbusta: ‘Deus, deus ille, Menalca.’
Sis bonus o felixque tuis! En quattuor aras:
ecce duas tibi, Daphni, duas altaria Phoebo.
pocula bina nouo spumantia lacte quotannis,
craterasque duo statuam tibi pinguis olivi,
et multo in primis hilarans convivia Baccho,—
ante focum, si frigus erit, si messis, in umbra,—
vina novum fundam calathis Ariusia nectar.
cantabunt mihi Damoetas et Lyctius Aegon;
saltantis satyros imitabitur Alphesiboeus.
Haec tibi semper erunt, et cum solemnia vota
reddemus Nymphis, et cum lustrabimus agros.
Dum iuga montis aper, fluvios dum piscis amabit,
dumque thymo pascentur apes, dum rore cicadae,
semper honos nomenque tuum laudesque manebunt;
ut Baccho Cererique, tibi sic vota quotannis
agricolae facient: damnabis tu quoque uotis. NOTE
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You are your master’s equal both in piping and in voice,
His one and true successor, you fortunate young man.
Still, in return, as best I can, I must recite
This song of mine and praise your Daphnis* to the stars.
Yes, I’ll raise Daphnis* to the stars, for Daphnis* loved me too.
MOPSUS

Could any present please me more than that?
The boy deserved our songs, and Stimichon*
Has long been praising yours to me.
MENALCAS

In radiance, Daphnis* marvels at the wondrous gate of heaven,
And sees the stars and clouds beneath his feet.
At this, the woods and all the countryside, and Pan,*
The shepherds, and the Dryad* nymphs, are filled with joy.
No wolf lies down in ambush for the sheep; no nets
Are set to snare the deer: good Daphnis* loves tranquillity.
For very joy, the rugged mountains hurl their voices
To the stars. Even the orchards and the rocks
Burst into song: ‘A god, Menalcas!* He is a god!’
Bless us and let us prosper! Here are four altars.
Two for you – look, Daphnis* – and two high ones for Phoebus.*
And every year, I’ll set for you two foaming cups
Of freshest milk, and two large bowls of olive oil.
Best of all, to cheer the feast with flowing wine
– In winter, by the fireside; at harvest, in the shade – I’ll fill
Our cups with nectar: choice Chian* wine.
Damoetas* and Cretan Aegon* will sing for me,
Alphesiboeus* imitate the leaping fauns.
These rites shall be for ever yours, both when we give
The Nymphs* our vows, and when we bless our fields.
So long as boars love mountain heights, and fish the streams,
Bees feed on thyme, cicadas on the dew,
Your honour, name and praises will last for evermore.
Just as to Bacchus* and to Ceres,* farmers make their vows
Each year, so now you’ll make them vow to you.
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MOPSUS

Quae tibi, quae tali reddam pro carmine dona?
Nam neque me tantum venientis sibilus austri,
nec percussa iuvant fluctu tam litora, nec quae
saxosas inter decurrunt flumina valles.
MENALCAS

Hac te nos fragili donabimus ante cicuta:
haec nos, ‘Formosum Corydon ardebat Alexim,’
haec eadem docuit, ‘Cuium pecus, an Meliboei?’
MOPSUS

At tu sume pedum, quod, me cum saepe rogaret,
non tulit Antigenes—et erat tum dignus amari—
formosum paribus nodis atque aere, Menalca.
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MOPSUS

What can I give you in return for such a song?
The south wind, whistling as it comes, or beaches beaten
By the surf, or rivers tumbling down through rocky glens –
None sounds so beautiful to me as what you’ve sung.
MENALCAS

But I’ll give you a present first – this delicate reed-pipe.
It taught me ‘Corydon* had lost his heart to beautiful Alexis’,*
And ‘Whose flock is that? Meliboeus’?’*
MOPSUS

And you, Menalcas,* take this shepherd’s crook, the knots
Spaced evenly, the rings of brass. Antigenes,*
Lovable though then he was, could not take it away from me.
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Ecloga VI
Prima Syracosio dignata est ludere versu,
nostra nec erubuit silvas habitare Thalia.
Cum canerem reges et proelia, Cynthius aurem
vellit, et admonuit: ‘Pastorem, Tityre, pinguis
pascere oportet ovis, deductum dicere carmen.’
Nunc ego—namque super tibi erunt, qui dicere laudes,
Vare, tuas cupiant, et tristia condere bella—
agrestem tenui meditabor arundine Musam.
Non iniussa cano: si quis tamen haec quoque, si quis
captus amore leget, te nostrae, Vare, myricae,
te nemus omne canet; nec Phoebo gratior ulla est,
quam sibi quae Vari praescripsit pagina nomen.
Pergite, Pierides! Chromis et Mnasyllos in antro
Silenum pueri somno videre iacentem,
inflatum hesterno venas, ut semper, Iaccho:
serta procul tantum capiti delapsa iacebant,
et grauis attrita pendebat cantharus ansa.
Adgressi—nam saepe senex spe carminis ambo
luserat—iniciunt ipsis ex vincula sertis:
addit se sociam, timidisque supervenit Aegle,—
Aegle, Naiadum pulcherrima,—iamque videnti
sanguineis frontem moris et tempora pingit.
Ille dolum ridens, ‘Quo uincula nectitis?’ inquit;
‘solvite me, pueri; satis est potuisse videri:
carmina, quae vultis, cognoscite; carmina vobis,
huic aliud mercedis erit.’ Simul incipit ipse.
Tum vero in numerum Faunosque ferasque videres
ludere, tum rigidas motare cacumina quercus;
nec tantum Phoebo gaudet Parnasia rupes,
nec tantum Rhodope miratur et Ismarus Orphea.
Namque canebat, uti magnum per inane coacta
semina terrarumque animaeque marisque fuissent,
et liquidi simul ignis; ut his exordia primis
omnia et ipse tener mundi concreverit orbis;
tum durare solum et discludere Nerea ponto
coeperit, et rerum paulatim sumere formas;
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Eclogue VI
My earliest muse, Thal a,* saw fit to play Sicilian
Songs, and did not blush to live among the woods.
But when I sang of kings and wars, Apollo* tweaked
My ear and warned: ‘A shepherd, Tityrus,*
Should make his flock grow fat, but sing a fine-spun song.’
There will be, Varus,* many eager to recite
Your praise, or write about unhappy wars.
But I’ll take up a slim reed-pipe and speak of rural themes.
I do not sing unbidden. And yet if someone, someone seized
By love should read this too, it will be you, Varus,*
Whom the groves and tamarisks will celebrate. No page
Could please Apollo* more than one with your name at its head.
So, Muses,* start… Two boys, called Chromis* and Mnasyllus,*
Once came upon Silenus,* in a cave, asleep,
Veins, as always, swollen up with last night’s wine.
Nearby lay the garlands that had fallen from his head,
And by a well-worn handle a heavy tankard hung.
They set on him – for often had the old man teased them both
With promise of a song – and bound him with the garlands he had worn.
Just as they start to feel alarmed, Aegle* comes up to help –
Aegle,* loveliest of the nymphs – and, as he wakes, she paints
His brow and temples red with mulberry juice.
The trick amuses him, but ‘Why the bonds?’ he asks.
‘Untie me, lads. You’ve shown your power, and that’s enough.
So listen to the songs you want. They’re your reward.
She’ll get a different treat.’ And with that, he starts to sing.
Then truly you could see wild beasts and satyrs dancing
To his rhythm, and rigid oak-trees rock their crowns.
Apollo* does not bring Parnassus’* crag such great delight,
Nor Orpheus* so enrapture Rhodope* and Ismarus.*
He sang of how, through all the emptiness of space,
The seeds of earth and air and sea and liquid fire
Were forced together; and how from these first things, all else
Arose, and the soft globe of the earth began to take its shape.
How next the land began to harden, to keep the sea-god*
In the deep, and gradually assume the shapes we know.
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iamque novum terrae stupeant lucescere solem,
altius atque cadant submotis nubibus imbres;
incipiant siluae cum primum surgere, cumque
rara per ignaros errent animalia montis. NOTE
Hinc lapides Pyrrhae iactos, Saturnia regna,
Caucasiasque refert volucres, furtumque Promethei:
his adiungit, Hylan nautae quo fonte relictum
clamassent, ut litus ‘Hyla, Hyla!’ omne sonaret.
et fortunatam, si numquam armenta fuissent,
Pasiphaen nivei solatur amore iuvenci.
a, virgo infelix, quae te dementia cepit!
Proetides implerunt falsis mugitibus agros:
at non tam turpis pecudum tamen ulla secuta est
concubitus, quamuis collo timuisset aratrum,
et saepe in levi quaesisset cornua fronte.
a, virgo infelix, tu nunc in montibus erras:
ille, latus niveum molli fultus hyacintho,
ilice sub nigra pallentis ruminat herbas,
aut aliquam in magno sequitur grege. ‘Claudite, nymphae,
Dictaeae nymphae, nemorum iam claudite saltus,
si qua forte ferant oculis sese obvia nostris
errabunda bovis vestigia; forsitan illum,
aut herba captum viridi, aut armenta secutum,
perducant aliquae stabula ad Gortynia vaccae.’
Tum canit Hesperidum miratam mala puellam;
tum Phaethontiades musco circumdat amaro
corticis, atque solo proceras erigit alnos.
Tum canit, errantem Permessi ad flumina Gallum
Aonas in montis ut duxerit una sororum,
utque viro Phoebi chorus adsurrexerit omnis;
ut Linus haec illi, divino carmine pastor,
floribus atque apio crinis ornatus amaro,
dixerit: ‘Hos tibi dant calamos, en accipe, Musae,
Ascraeo quos ante seni, quibus ille solebat
cantando rigidas deducere montibus ornos:
his tibi Grynei nemoris dicatur origo,
ne quis sit lucus, quo se plus iactet Apollo.’
Quid loquar aut Scyllam Nisi, quam fama secuta est
candida succinctam latrantibus inguina monstris
Dulichias vexasse rates, et gurgite in alto,
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Then how the earth was dazzled by the new light of the sun,
And rain fell from the clouds pushed higher in the sky.
And how the woods began to grow, while now and then,
Some straggling animals wandered over unfamiliar hills.
Then he recounts the stones that Pyrrha* threw, and Saturn’s* reign,
Caucasian* eagles and Prometheus’* theft, then adds to this
The fountain where the sailors shouted out for Hylas* left
Behind, till all the shore re-echoed Hylas, Hylas.*
Then Pasiphaë* – so fortunate had herds of cattle never been –
He consoles in her passion for a snow-white bull.
Oh you unhappy girl, what madness seized you then?
Proteus’* daughters filled the fields with phantom mooings;
But none of them pursued so foul a coupling with the herd,
However much each feared the plough’s yoke round her neck
And often felt her soft, smooth brow for horns.
Oh you unhappy girl, you wander now among the hills,
While he treads down soft hyacinths beneath his snow-white side
Or chews the sallow grass beneath the ilex tree,
Or tracks some heifer in a herd. She cries to all the nymphs*
Of Crete: ‘Surround, close off the clearings in the wood.
Somewhere, perhaps, my eyes may chance upon
The wandering hoof-prints of a bull. Perhaps green grass
Has tempted him, or following the herd, he has been led
By heifers up to Gortyn’s* cattle-sheds.’
He sings about the girl who loved the golden apples,
And then of Phaethon’s* sisters, encased in moss and bitter
Bark, and raised up from the earth as alders tall.
He sings of Gallus,* wandering by Permessus’* stream,
And how a Muse* once led him to Aonia’s* hills,
And how the whole choir of Apollo* stood to honour him.
How Linus* there, the shepherd of such sacred songs,
Whose hair was garlanded with flowers and bitter parsley leaves,
Told him: ‘This reed-pipe – take it – the Muses* give it you.
They gave it to old Hesiod* long ago. His songs
Could draw the hardy ash-trees down the mountain side.
So tell now of the Grynean* woods, and of their origins,
So that there’ll be no grove in which Apollo* glories more.’
Why sing of Scylla,* Nisus’* child, her white loins girdled
Round with barking fiends, who (so the story goes)
Harried the ships of Ulysses,* and in the whirling depths
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a, timidos nautas canibus lacerasse marinis,
aut ut mutatos Terei narraverit artus;
quas illi Philomela dapes, quae dona pararit,
quo cursu deserta petiverit, et quibus ante NOTE
infelix sua tecta super volitaverit alis?
Omnia, quae Phoebo quondam meditante, beatus
audiit Eurotas, iussitque ediscere laurus,
ille canit: pulsae referunt ad sidera valles;
cogere donec ovis stabulis numerumque referri
iussit, et invito processit Vesper Olympo.
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Tore off the flesh of trembling men with sea-dog fangs?
Or how he told of Tereus’* transformed limbs,
The gifts and banquet Philomel* prepared for him,
The grieving wings on which she hovered there above her house,
And then her swift flight to the wilderness?
Silenus* sang of everything that Phoebus* once had mused upon,
And blest Eurotas* heard and told its laurel-trees to learn by heart.
The valleys caught the music, and tossed it to the stars,
Until the evening star arose unwelcome in the sky,
And bade the sheep be counted back into their fold.

45

Ecloga VII

Eclogue VII

MELIBOEUS / CORYDON / THYRSIS

MELIBOEUS / CORYDON / THYRSIS

MELIBOEUS

MELIBOEUS

Forte sub arguta consederat ilice Daphnis,
compulerantque greges Corydon et Thyrsis in unum,
Thyrsis ovis, Corydon distentas lacte capellas,
ambo florentes aetatibus, Arcades ambo,
et cantare pares, et respondere parati.
Huc mihi, dum teneras defendo a frigore myrtos,
vir gregis ipse caper deerraverat; atque ego Daphnim
aspicio. Ille ubi me contra videt: ‘Ocius’ inquit
‘huc ades, O Meliboee, caper tibi salvus et haedi;
et, si quid cessare potes, requiesce sub umbra.
huc ipsi potum venient per prata iuvenci,
hic viridis tenera praetexit arundine ripas
Mincius, eque sacra resonant examina quercu.’
Quid facerem? Neque ego Alcippen, nec Phyllida habebam,
depulsos a lacte domi quae clauderet agnos,
et certamen erat, Corydon cum Thyrside, magnum.
posthabui tamen illorum mea seria ludo:
alternis igitur contendere versibus ambo
coepere; alternos Musae meminisse volebant.
hos Corydon, illos referebat in ordine Thyrsis.
CORYDON

Nymphae, noster amor, Libethrides, aut mihi carmen,
quale meo Codro, concedite: proxima Phoebi
versibus ille facit; aut, si non possumus omnes,
hic arguta sacra pendebit fistula pinu.
THYRSIS

Pastores, hedera crescentem ornate poetam,
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Daphnis,* one day, had sat beneath a whispering oak,
While Corydon* and Thyrsis* had joined their flocks nearby,
Thyrsis* his sheep, Corydon* his she-goats full of milk.
Both were in the flower of youth, and both Arcadians,*
Well-matched at singing, and prepared to cap a tune.
While I was shielding young myrtles from the frost, my he-goat,
Master of my flock, had wandered off their way; and so
I noticed Daphnis.* He sees me too, and ‘Quick’, he says,
‘Come here, Melib eus.* Your goat and kids are safe.
If you have time to spare, then rest here in the shade. The bulls
Will find their own way cross the meadows here to drink.
The green banks of the Mincius* are fringed with swaying reeds,
And swarms of bees are humming from the sacred oak.’
But what was I to do? At home, I had no Phyllis*
Or Alcippe* to keep my new-weaned lambs in pens.
Yet what a match would Corydon* against Thyrsis* be!
In the end, I put my business second to their songs.
The two of them began to sing alternate verses,
Since that is how the Muses* wished they would remember songs.
First Corydon* sang these, then Thyrsis* those, in turn.
CORYDON

‘The nymphs of Helicon* that I love, let me sing
As Codrus* sings, for he is second only to Apollo*
In his poetry. If none of us is up to him,
This whistling pipe shall hang here on this sacred pine.’
THYRSIS

‘Arcadian* shepherds, bring ivy-leaves to crown your budding
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Arcades, inuidia rumpantur ut ilia Codro;
aut si ultra placitum laudarit, baccare frontem
cingite, ne vati noceat mala lingua futuro.
CORYDON

Saetosi caput hoc apri tibi, Delia, parvus
et ramosa Micon vivacis cornua cervi.
Si proprium hoc fuerit, levi de marmore tota
puniceo stabis suras evincta coturno.
THYRSIS

Sinum lactis et haec te liba, Priape, quotannis
exspectare sat est: custos es pauperis horti.
Nunc te marmoreum pro tempore fecimus; at tu,
si fetura gregem suppleverit, aureus esto.
CORYDON

Nerine Galatea, thymo mihi dulcior Hyblae,
candidior cycnis, hedera formosior alba,
cum primum pasti repetent praesepia tauri,
si qua tui Corydonis habet te cura, venito.
THYRSIS

Immo ego Sardoniis videar tibi amarior herbis,
horridior rusco, proiecta vilior alga,
si mihi non haec lux toto iam longior anno est.
Ite domum pasti, si quis pudor, ite iuvenci.
CORYDON

Muscosi fontes et somno mollior herba,
et quae uos rara viridis tegit arbutus umbra,
solstitium pecori defendite; iam venit aestas
torrida, iam lento turgent in palmite gemmae.
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Poet, so Codrus* bursts his guts in envy.
But if he overpraises me, ring my brow
With cyclamen, lest evil tongues should harm the bard to be.’
CORYDON

‘This bristling boar’s head, Delia,* little Micon* presents,
Together with the branching antlers of a long-lived stag.
If this good luck is lasting, you shall stand full-length
In smoothest marble, your calves enlaced in scarlet hunting boots.’
THYRSIS

‘Cakes and a bowl of milk, Priapus,* are all you need
Expect each year. You guard a poor man’s plot of land.
You’re only made of marble for the moment; and yet,
If lambing-time increase the flock, you shall be gold.’
CORYDON

‘Galatea,* Nereus’* child, sweeter to me than Hyblan* thyme,
More white than any swan, more lovely than pale ivy,
Soon as the bulls come back from pasture to their stalls,
Come to your Corydon,* if you care for him at all.’
THYRSIS

‘Or rather think of me as bitterer than Sardinian herbs,
Rougher than broom, cheaper than seaweed tossed ashore,
If this day has not already stretched out longer than a year.
Home with you well-fed steers, and shame on you. Go home.’
CORYDON

‘Oh mossy springs, and meadow-grass more soft than sleep,
And green arbutus covering you with speckled shade,
Protect my flock now from the summer sun. The scorching days
Have now arrived; and buds are bursting on the spreading vine.
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THYRSIS

THYRSIS

Hic focus et taedae pingues, hic plurimus ignis
semper, et adsidua postes fuligine nigri;
hic tantum Boreae curamus frigora, quantum
aut numerum lupus, aut torrentia flumina ripas.

‘Here is a hearth, and pitch-pine logs, and here’s a roaring fire
That always burns, and doorposts blackened by the constant soot.
We’re bothered by the freezing, winter wind no more
Than wolves count carcasses, or raging streams their banks.’

CORYDON

CORYDON

Stant et iuniperi, et castaneae hirsutae;
strata iacent passim sua quaque sub arbore poma;
omnia nunc rident: at si formosus Alexis
montibus his abeat, videas et flumina sicca.

‘Here prickly chestnuts stand, and junipers. Beneath
Each tree, its fruits are lying strewn around.
The whole world now is smiling. And yet if fair Alexis*
Should leave these hills, you’d even see the rivers running dry.’

THYRSIS

THYRSIS

Aret ager; vitio moriens sitit aeris herba;
Liber pampineas invidit collibus umbras:
Phyllidis adventu nostrae nemus omne virebit,
Iuppiter et laeto descendet plurimus imbri.
CORYDON

Populus Alcidae gratissima, vitis Iaccho,
formosae myrtus Veneri, sua laurea Phoebo;
Phyllis amat corylos: illas dum Phyllis amabit,
nec myrtus vincet corylos, nec laurea Phoebi.
THYRSIS

Fraxinus in silvis pulcherrima, pinus in hortis,
populus in fluviis, abies in montibus altis:
saepius at si me, Lycida formose, revisas,
fraxinus in silvis cedat tibi, pinus in hortis.
MELIBOEUS

Haec memini, et victum frustra contendere Thyrsin:
ex illo Corydon Corydon est tempore nobis.
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‘Parched fields and thirsty grass, that die from tainted air.
The wine-god has begrudged the hills the grapevine’s shade.
But when my Phyllis* comes, the woods will all turn green,
And Jove* descend in showers of lovely rain.’
CORYDON

‘Hercules* loves poplars best, and Bacchus* vines,
Lovely Venus* myrtle best, and Phoebus* his own laurel tree.
Phyllis,* though, loves hazels, and as long as she loves them,
Hazels will never lose to myrtles, or Phoebus’* laurel tree.’
THYRSIS

‘In forests, ash is the loveliest tree; in gardens, pine;
By river banks, the poplar; on mountain heights, the fir.
But visit me more often, lovely Lycidas,*
And forest ash and garden pine will yield to you.
MELIBOEUS

This much I can recall. Thyrsis* fought, but all in vain.
Since then, it has been Corydon,* yes Corydon,* for us.
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Ecloga VIII

Eclogue VIII

DAMON / ALPHESIBOEUS

DAMON / ALPHESIBOEUS

Pastorum Musam Damonis et Alphesiboei—
immemor herbarum quos est mirata iuvenca
certantis, quorum stupefactae carmine lynces,
et mutata suos requierunt flumina cursus—
Illonis Musam dicemus et Alphesiboei.
Tu mihi seu magni superas iam saxa Timavi,
sive oram Illyrici legis aequoris, en erit umquam
ille dies, mihi cum liceat tua dicere facta?
en erit ut liceat totum mihi ferre per orbem
sola Sophocleo tua carmina digna coturno?
A te principium, tibi desinam: accipe iussis
carmina coepta tuis, atque hanc sine tempora circum
inter victrices hederam tibi serpere laurus.
Frigida vix caelo noctis decesserat umbra,
cum ros in tenera pecori gratissimus herba;
incumbens tereti Damon sic coepit olivae.
DAMON

‘Nascere, praeque diem veniens age, Lucifer, almum,
coniugis indigno Nisae deceptus amore
dum queror, et divos, quamquam nil testibus illis
profeci, extrema moriens tamen adloquor hora.
Incipe Maenalios mecum, mea tibia, versus. NOTE
Maenalus argutumque nemus pinosque loquentis
semper habet; semper pastorum ille audit amores,
Panaque, qui primus calamos non passus inertis.
Incipe Maenalios mecum, mea tibia, versus.
Mopso Nisa datur: quid non speremus amantes?
Iungentur iam grypes equis, aevoque sequenti
cum canibus timidi venient ad pocula dammae.
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Muse of the shepherds Damon* and Alphesiboeus,*
Rivals in song, who made the heifer marvel and forget
The grass, whose singing made the lynxes stand spellbound,
And rivers change their course and rest quite still –
I’ll tell of Alphesiboeus* and of Damon’s* Muse.
But you who now sail past the rocks of great Timavus*
Or skirt the Adriatic sea – say, will there ever come
A day when I shall be allowed to tell your deeds –
Shall be allowed to take your songs throughout the world,
The only rivals to the plays of Sophocles?*
You were my starting-point; with you I’ll end. Accept
These songs begun at your command, and let this ivy
Twine with the victor’s laurels round your brow.
Night’s chilly shades had scarcely faded from the skies –
When dew on tender grass tastes sweetest to the flock –
Than, leaning on his polished olive-staff, Damon* began to sing:
DAMON

‘Morning star, arise; and bring in kindly day,
While I lament my sweetheart Nysa’s* undeserving love –
How it deceived. Though they have given me no help,
I call upon the gods in this my dying hour.
My flute, begin to play a shepherd’s song.
On Mount Maenalus,* there’s always music in the woods.
Its pine-trees speak. It listens to the loves of shepherd lads
And Pan,* who first called music forth from silent reeds.
My flute, begin to play a shepherd’s song.
So Nysa* marries Mopsus!* What now can lovers not expect?
Soon mares will mate with griffins, and the time will come
When timid deer will come to drink with hounds.
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Incipe Maenalios mecum, mea tibia, versus.
Mopse, novas incide faces: tibi ducitur uxor;
sparge, marite, nuces: tibi deserit Hesperus Oetam.
Incipe Maenalios mecum, mea tibia, versus.

My flute, begin to play a shepherd’s song.

NOTE

Mopsus,* cut your wedding-torch: here comes your bride.
Throw nuts, as bridegrooms do. For you, the evening star has left the hills.
My flute, begin to play a shepherd’s song.

O digno coniuncta viro, dum despicis omnes,
dumque tibi est odio mea fistula, dumque capellae,
hirsutumque supercilium promissaque barba,
nec curare deum credis mortalia quemquam!
Incipe Maenalios mecum, mea tibia, versus.

So what a worthy man you’ve wed, while you despise
Us all. You loathe my flute, my little goats,
My shaggy eyebrows and my straggling beard,
And you believe the gods care nothing for humanity.
My flute, begin to play a shepherd’s song.

Saepibus in nostris parvam te roscida mala—
dux ego vester eram—vidi cum matre legentem.
Alter ab undecimo tum me iam acceperat annus;
iam fragilis poteram ab terra contingere ramos.
Ut vidi, ut perii! Ut me malus abstulit error!
Incipe Maenalios mecum, mea tibia, versus.

I saw you in our garden when you were a little girl,
Your mother with you, gathering apples wet with dew.
I showed you round. I’d soon be twelve, and could just reach
The laden branches from the ground. I looked at you
And I was lost. And how that frenzy ravished me.
My flute, begin to play a shepherd’s song.

Nunc scio, quid sit Amor: duris in cotibus illum
aut Tmaros, aut Rhodope, aut extremi Garamantes,
nec generis nostri puerum nec sanguinis edunt.
Incipe Maenalios mecum, mea tibia, versus.

I know now what Love is. On hard flint rocks,
On Tmaros* or on Rhodope* or far-off Garamantes,*
A boy was raised, but never of our blood or kind.
My flute, begin to play a shepherd’s song.

saevus Amor docuit natorum sanguine matrem
commaculare manus; crudelis tu quoque, mater:
crudelis mater magis, an puer improbus ille?
improbus ille puer; crudelis tu quoque, mater.
Incipe Maenalios mecum, mea tibia, versus.

Fierce love once taught a mother how to stain her hands
With children’s blood. Mother, you too were cruel.
Who was more cruel, the mother or that wicked boy?
The wicked boy. But mother, you too were cruel.
My flute, begin to play a shepherd’s song.

nunc et ouis ultro fugiat lupus; aurea durae
mala ferant quercus; narcisso floreat alnus;
pinguia corticibus sudent electra myricae;
certent et cycnis ululae; sit Tityrus Orpheus,
Orpheus in silvis, inter delphinas Arion.
Incipe Maenalios mecum, mea tibia, versus.

Let wolves now run away from sheep, and hardy oaks
Bear golden apples. Let narcissus bloom on alder-trees,
And tamarisks sweat rich amber from their bark.
Let owls compete with swans, and Tityrus* with Orpheus,*
Be Orpheus* in the woods, Arion* among the dolphins.
My flute, begin to play a shepherd’s song.

Omnia vel medium fiant mare: vivite, silvae!
praeceps aerii specula de montis in undas
deferar; extremum hoc munus morientis habeto.
Desine Maenalios, iam desine, tibia, versus.’

Goodbye to woodlands. Let oceans cover all the world.
From that high mountain peak, I’ll plunge down headlong
To the waves – a dying man’s last gift, for her to keep.
And so, my flute, here ends, here ends a shepherd’s song.
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Haec Damon: vos, quae responderit Alphesiboeus,
dicite, Pierides; non omnia possumus omnes.

So Damon* sang. Now tell us, Muses,* what Alphesiboeus*
Replied. We cannot all do everything.

ALPHESIBOEUS

‘Effer aquam, et molli cinge haec altaria vitta,
verbenasque adole pinguis et mascula tura,
coniugis ut magicis sanos avertere sacris
experiar sensus nihil hic nisi carmina desunt.
Ducite ab urbe domum, mea carmina, ducite Daphnin.

ALPHESIBOEUS

NOTE

‘Fetch water, and round this altar, wind soft wool,
Burn rich verbena, potent frankincense,
For by these magic rituals, I hope to change
My sweetheart’s mind. Only spells are lacking now.
Bring Daphnis* back from town, my spells, bring Daphnis* home.

Carmina uel caelo possunt deducere Lunam;
carminibus Circe socios mutavit Ulixi;
frigidus in pratia cantando rumpitur anguis.
Ducite ab urbe domum, mea carmina, ducite Daphnin.

Spells have the power to draw the moon down from the sky.
Through Circe’s* spells, the friends of Ulysses* were changed;
And spells can make the clammy field-snake split apart.
Bring Daphnis* back from town, my spells, bring Daphnis* home.

Terna tibi haec primum triplici diversa colore
licia circumdo, terque haec altaria circum
effigiem duco: numero deus impare gaudet.
Ducite ab urbe domum, mea carmina, ducite Daphnin.

I bind you, first, with these three threads of threefold hue,
And then, three times, I’ll bear your effigy around
The altars here. Uneven numbers please the gods.
Bring Daphnis* back from town, my spells, bring Daphnis* home.

Necte tribus nodis ternos, Amarylli, colores,
necte, Amarylli, modo, et ‘Veneris’ dic ‘vincula necto.’
Ducite ab urbe domum, mea carmina, ducite Daphnin.

Tie the three colours, Amaryllis,* in three knots;
Just tie them and then say, ‘These are the knots of love that I tie here.’
Bring Daphnis* back from town, my spells, bring Daphnis* home.

Limus ut hic durescit et haec ut cera liquescit
uno eodemque igni, sic nostro Daphnis amore.
Sparge molam, et fragilis incende bitumine laurus.
Daphnis me malus urit, ego hanc in Daphnide laurum.
Ducite ab urbe domum, mea carmina, ducite Daphnin.

This clay will harden and this wax will melt
In the selfsame fire. And so may Daphnis* in my love.
Scatter the salted grain, and burn the brittle bay with pitch.
The wicked Daphnis* burns me; and in these bay-leaves, I burn him.
Bring Daphnis* back from town, my spells, bring Daphnis* home.

Talis amor Daphnin, qualis cum fessa iuvencum
per nemora atque altos quaerendo bucula lucos
propter aquae riuum viridi procumbit in ulua,
perdita, nec serae meminit decedere nocti,
talis amor teneat, nec sit mihi cura mederi.
Ducite ab urbe domum, mea carmina, ducite Daphnin.

Let love grip Daphnis* as a heifer feels when, tired
From searching for her mate through groves and wooded heights,
She sinks down on the green sedge by a running stream,
Despairing, forgetting even to go home as darkness falls.
Let love like this grip Daphnis,* and I not care to cure it.
Bring Daphnis* back from town, my spells, bring Daphnis* home.

Has olim exuvias mihi perfidus ille reliquit,
pignora cara sui, quae nunc ego limine in ipso,
terra, tibi mando; debent haec pignora Daphnin.

He left me once the clothes he’d worn, the treacherous man,
As tokens of his trust. These pledges, mother earth,
I give to you, here now at my door. They owe me Daphnis* back.
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Ducite ab urbe domum, mea carmina, ducite Daphnin.

Bring Daphnis* back from town, my spells, bring Daphnis* home.

Has herbas atque haec Ponto mihi lecta venena
ipse dedit Moeris; nascuntur plurima Ponto.
His ego saepe lupum fieri et se condere silvis
Moerim, saepe animas imis excire sepulcris,
atque satas alio vidi traducere messis.
Ducite ab urbe domum, mea carmina, ducite Daphnin.

Moeris* has given me these herbs and drugs
Gathered for me along the Pontic* shore. They grow in plenty there.
With their help, I’ve often seen Moeris* change into a wolf
And vanish in the woods, and often summon ghosts from deepest
Tombs, and move a crop from one field to another.
Bring Daphnis* back from town, my spells, bring Daphnis* home.

Fer cineres, Amarylli, foras, rivoque fluenti
transque caput iace, nec respexeris: his ego Daphnin
adgrediar, nihil ille deos, nil carmina curat.
Ducite ab urbe domum, mea carmina, ducite Daphnim.

Take out the ashes, Amaryllis,* and throw them over your head
Into the running stream. But don’t look back. It is with them
I’ll get at Daphnis.* He cares for neither gods nor spells.
Bring Daphnis* back from town, my spells, bring Daphnis* home.

Aspice, corripuit tremulis altaria flammis
sponte sua, dum ferre moror, cinis ipse: bonum sit!
Nescio quid certe est, et Hylas in limine latrat.
Credimus, an, qui amant, ipsi sibi somnia fingunt?
Parcite, ab urbe venit, iam carmina, parcite, Daphnis.

‘Look! The ashes on the altar flare with flickering flame
Spontaneously, before I’ve touched them. Will I have luck?
Something’s about, I’m sure. And there is Hylax,* barking at the gate.
Can it be true? Or do lovers shape their private dreams?
Bring Daphnis* back from town, my spells, bring Daphnis* home.
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Ecloga IX

Eclogue IX

LYCIDAS / MOERIS

LYCIDAS / MOERIS

LYCIDAS

LYCIDAS

Quo te, Moeri, pedes? an, quo via ducit, in urbem?
MOERIS

O Lycida, vivi pervenimus, advena nostri
(quod numquam veriti sumus) ut possessor agelli
diceret: ‘Haec mea sunt; veteres migrate coloni!’
nunc victi, tristes, quoniam Fors omnia versat,
hos illi—quod nec vertat bene—mittimus haedos.
LYCIDAS

Certe equidem audieram, qua se subducere colles
incipiunt, mollique iugum demittere clivo,
usque ad aquam et veteres (iam fracta cacumina) fagos
omnia carminibus vestrum servasse Menalcan.
MOERIS

Audieras, et fama fuit; sed carmina tantum
nostra valent, Lycida, tela inter Martia, quantum
Chaonias dicunt aquila veniente columbas.
quod nisi me quacumque novas incidere lites
ante sinistra cava monuisset ab ilice cornix,
nec tuus hic Moeris, nec viveret ipse Menalcas.
LYCIDAS

Heu, cadit in quemquam tantum scelus? Heu, tua nobis
paene simul tecum solatia rapta, Menalca?
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Where are you off to, Moeris?* Where the road goes – into town?
MOERIS

Oh Lycidas,* have I lived to come to this? I never feared
A stranger would ever seize my little farm
And say, ‘This property is mine. You old tenants, out!’
We’re crushed, distressed. Chance turns the whole world upside down.
I’m sending him these kids, and may they bring bad luck.
LYCIDAS

But I had heard for sure that all the land – from where the hills
Begin to drop and slope down gently from the ridge
Right to the water and the old beech trees with shattered tops –
That all this your Menalcus* had saved now with his songs.
MOERIS

You had, and so the rumour ran. But Lycidas,* our songs
Stand no more chance against a man in arms
Than the oracle’s doves, they say, when eagles strike.
Had not a raven from the hollow ilex on the left
Warned me at whatever cost to cut short this new dispute,
Your Moeris* here would now be dead – Menalcas* too.
LYCIDAS

Could anyone conceive such wickedness? Your solace,
You yourself, Menalcas,* so nearly snatched away from us.
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quis caneret nymphas ? quis humum florentibus herbis
spargeret, aut viridi fontes induceret umbra?
vel quae sublegi tacitus tibi carmina nuper,
cum te ad delicias ferres, Amaryllida, nostras?
Tityre, dum redeo—brevis est via—pasce capellas,
et potum pastas age, Tityre, et inter agendum
occursare capro, cornu ferit ille, caveto.
MOERIS

Immo haec, quae Varo necdum perfecta canebat:
‘Vare, tuum nomen, superet modo Mantua nobis—
Mantua, vae miserae nimium vicina Cremonae—
cantantes sublime ferent ad sidera cycni.’
LYCIDAS

Sic tua Cyrneas fugiant examina taxos;
sic cytiso pastae distendant ubera vaccae!
Incipe, si quid habes: et me fecere poetam
Pierides; sunt et mihi carmina; me quoque dicunt
vatem pastores, sed non ego credulus illis.
Nam neque adhuc Vario uideor, nec dicere Cinna
digna, sed argutos inter strepere anser olores.
MOERIS

Id quidem ago et tacitus, Lycida, mecum ipse voluto,
si valeam meminisse; neque est ignobile carmen:
‘huc ades, O Galatea; quis est nam ludus in undis
hic ver purpureum; varios hic flumina circum
fundit humus flores; hic candida populus antro
imminet, et lentae texunt umbracula vites.
huc ades: insani feriant sine litora fluctus.’
LYCIDAS

Quid, quae te pura solum sub nocte canentem
audieram? Numeros memini, si verba tenerem.
‘Daphni, quid antiquos signorum suspicis ortus?
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Who would have sung about the nymphs? Or strewn the ground
With flowering grass, or covered the fountains with green shade?
And there’s the song I quietly overheard you sing the other day,
As you were on your way to see our darling Amaryllis.*
‘Tityrus,* feed my goats till I return – it won’t be long –
And water them when they have fed. And as you drive them, Tityrus,*
Take care to watch the he-goat – his horns can really butt.’
MOERIS

Still better, the song – not finished yet – he sang to Varus:*
‘If only Mantua* be spared, Mantua* that’s all too near
To doomed Cremona* – Varus,* your name shall be
Exalted to the stars by swans in song.
LYCIDAS

Well, as you hope your bees will shun the bitter yews of Corsica,
Your cows eat clover till their udders swell,
Then start, if you have anything to sing. The Muses* made me
A poet too. I too have my songs. The shepherds
Even call me bard; but I do not believe them.
I cannot yet compare with Varius* or Cinna.*
I gabble like a gander among sweet-singing swans.
MOERIS

I’ll try to, Lycidas.* I’m going over in my mind to see
If I can recollect a song… it was not bad…
‘So come here, Galatea.* What sport is there at sea?
It’s radiant springtime here. Beside the streams, the earth
Has scattered every kind of flower. A silver poplar
Sways above this cave, and dangling vines weave tents of shade.
So come; and leave the raging waves to pound the shore.’
LYCIDAS

What of that song I heard you sing one cloudless night
Alone? I know the tune, if only I’d the words.
‘Daphnis,* why watch the ancient constellations rising?
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Ecce Dionaei processit Caesaris astrum,
astrum, quo segetes gauderent frugibus, et quo
duceret apricis in collibus uva colorem.
insere, Daphni, piros: carpent tua poma nepotes.’
MOERIS

Omnia fert aetas, animum quoque: saepe ego longos
cantando puerum memini me condere soles:
nunc oblita mihi tot carmina; vox quoque Moerim
iam fugit ipsa; lupi Moerim videre priores.
Sed tamen ista satis referet tibi saepe Menalcas.
LYCIDAS

Causando nostros in longum ducis amores:
et nunc omne tibi stratum silet aequor, et omnes,
aspice, ventosi ceciderunt murmuris aurae.
hinc adeo media est nobis via; namque sepulcrum
incipit adparere Bianoris: hic ubi densas
agricolae stringunt frondes, hic, Moeri, canamus;
hic haedos depone: tamen veniemus in urbem.
aut si, nox pluviam ne colligat ante, veremur,
cantantes licet usque (minus via laedit) eamus;
cantantes ut eamus, ego hoc te fasce levabo.
MOERIS

Desine plura, puer, et quod nunc instat agamus:
carmina tum melius, cum venerit ipse, canemus.
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Look how Olympian Caesar’s* star has climbed the sky,
A star to gladden cornfields with their crop, and paint
The grapes with purple on the sun-bathed hills.
Daphnis,* graft your pear-trees now. Your grandchildren will pick the fruit.
MOERIS

Time takes everything away, even the mind. How often as a boy,
I remember that I sang the lengthening suns to sleep.
So many songs forgotten now. And now my very voice
Is failing me. The wolves saw Moeris* first.
Menalcas,* though, will sing the songs for you, as often as you like.
LYCIDAS

The more you put me off, the greater my desire to hear.
Look how the great expanse of sea lies hushed for you,
And how the murmuring of the wind is stilled.
Just here’s our half-way point: Bianor’s* monument
Is coming into sight. The farmers here are thinning out
The thick-grown leaves. And here, Moeris,* let us sing.
Put the kids down here – we’ll reach the city just the same.
If you’re afraid the night will turn to rain before we’re there,
We’re free to walk on singing – the road will seem less hard.
I’ll take that load of yours, so we can walk and sing.
MOERIS

No more of that, my lad. Let’s do what must be done.
We’ll sing songs all the better when Menalcas* comes.
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Ecloga X

Extremum hunc, Arethusa, mihi concede laborem:
pauca meo Gallo, sed quae legat ipsa Lycoris,
carmina sunt dicenda neget quis carmina Gallo?
sic tibi, cum fluctus subterlabere Sicanos,
Doris amara suam non intermisceat undam. NOTE
incipe; sollicitos Galli dicamus amores,
dum tenera attondent simae virgulta capellae.
non canimus surdis; respondent omnia silvae.
Quae nemora, aut qui vos saltus habuere, puellae
Naides, indigno cum Gallus amore peribat?
nam neque Parnasi vobis iuga, nam neque Pindi
ulla moram fecere, neque Aoniae Aganippe.
Illum etiam lauri, etiam flevere myricae.
Pinifer illum etiam sola sub rupe iacentem
Maenalus, et gelidi fleverunt saxa Lycaei.
Stant et oves circum;—nostri nec paenitet illas,
nec te poeniteat pecoris, divine poeta;—
et formosus ovis ad flumina pavit Adonis;
venit et upilio; tardi venere subulci;
uvidus hiberna venit de glande Menalcas.
Omnes ‘Unde amor iste’ rogant ‘tibi?’ Venit Apollo:
‘Galle, quid insanis?’ inquit; ‘tua cura Lycoris
perque nives alium perque horrida castra secuta est.’
Venit et agresti capitis Silvanus honore,
florentis ferulas et grandia lilia quassans.
Pan deus Arcadiae venit, quem vidimus ipsi
sanguineis ebuli bacis minioque rubentem.
‘Ecquis erit modus?’ inquit; ‘Amor non talia curat;
nec lacrimis crudelis Amor, nec gramina rivis,
nec cytiso saturantur apes, nec fronde capellae.’
Tristis at ille: ‘Tamen cantabitis, Arcades,’ inquit
‘montibus haec vestris: soli cantare periti
Arcades. O mihi tum quam molliter ossa quiescant,
vestra meos olim si fistula dicat amores!
Atque utinam ex uobis unus, vestrique fuissem
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Eclogue X

Allow me, Arethusa,* to perform this final task:
A few lines to be sung for Gallus* – and let his mistress
Read them too. Who would not sing for Gallus?*
And as you slip beneath the seas of Sicily,
May bitter eddies never taint you with their brine.
As snub-nosed she-goats nibble on soft shoots,
I’ll start, and tell of Gallus’* troubled love.
Not to the deaf do I now sing. The forests echo every word.
What woodland groves or glades detained you, Naiad* nymphs,
When Gallus* pined away from unrequited love?
Neither the summits of Parnassus* or of Pindus,* nor the spring
Of the Muses’* fountain Aganippe,* gave you reason to delay.
Even the laurels wept for him, even the tamarisks,
As he lay there beneath a lonely crag. Even Maenalus’*
Pine-woods wept for him, and cold Lycaeus’* rocks.
The sheep have gathered round. They think no shame of us,
And therefore, heavenly poet, think no shame now of the flock.
The beautiful Adonis* fed sheep beside a stream.
The shepherd also came, the lumbering swineherds came,
Menalcas* came, soaked through from gathering winter-acorns.
All asked him, ‘How was it that you lost your heart?’ Apollo* came.
‘Gallus,’* he cried, ‘you’re mad. Your dear Lycoris* pursues
Another man, through snows and harsh encampments.’
Silvanus* also came, with rustic glory crowned,
Tossing tall lilies and flowers of fennel on his head.
Pan* came, Arcadia’s* god, all stained, as I myself have seen,
With crimson dye and blood-red elderberry juice.
‘Where will this end?’ he asked. ‘Love is not moved by such distress.
Tears can no more satisfy the cruel god of Love than water can
The grass, or clover can the bees, or leaves the goats.’
In sorrow, Gallus* answered: ‘Arcadians,* will you sing, though,
Of these things to your hills? Arcadians,* you are supreme
In song. O how softly then my bones would rest,
If your reed pipe hereafter told my love.
And how I wish I had been one of you, to guard
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aut custos gregis, aut maturae vinitor uvae!
Certe, sivue mihi Phillis, sive esset Amyntas,
seu quicumque furor—quid tum, si fuscus Amyntas;
et nigrae violae sunt et vaccinia nigra—
mecum inter salices lenta sub vite iaceret;
serta mihi Phyllis legeret, cantaret Amyntas.
Hic gelidi fontes, hic mollia prata, Lycori,
hic nemus; hic ipso tecum consumerer aevo.
Nunc insanus amor duri me Martis in armis
tela inter media atque adversos detinet hostes:
tu procul a patria (nec sit mihi credere tantum!)
Alpinas, ah dura, nives et frigora Rheni
me sine sola vides: ah, te ne frigora laedant!
ah, tibi ne teneras glacies secet aspera plantas!
Ibo et Chalcidico quae sunt mihi condita versu
carmina, pastoris Siculi modulabor avena.
certum est in silvis, inter spelaea ferarum
malle pati, tenerisque meos incidere amores
arboribus; crescent illae, crescetis, amores.
Interea mixtis lustrabo Maenala nymphis,
aut acris venabor apros: non me ulla vetabunt
frigora Parthenios canibus circumdare saltus.
iam mihi per rupes videor lucosque sonantis
ire; libet Partho torquere Cydonia cornu
spicula:—tamquam haec sit nostri medicina furoris,
ut deus ille malis hominum mitescere discat!
Iam neque hamadryades rursus nec carmina nobis
ipsa placent; ipsae rursus concedite silvae.
non illum nostri possunt mutare labores,
nec si frigoribus mediis Hebrumque bibamus,
Sithoniasque nives hiemis subeamus aquosae,
nec si, cum moriens alta liber aret in ulmo,
Aethiopum versemus ovis sub sidere Cancri. NOTE
omnia vincit Amor; et nos cedamus Amori.’
Haec sat erit, divae, vestrum cecinisse poetam,
dum sedet et gracili fiscellam texit hibisco,
Pierides; vos haec facietis maxima Gallo—
Gallo, cuius amor tantum mihi crescit in horas,
quantum vere novo viridis se subicit alnus.
Surgamus; solet esse gravis cantantibus umbra;
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Your flocks, or harvest all the ripened grapes.
For surely, if I were mad on Phyllis* or Amyntas*
Or anyone (and what if Amyntas* is dark-skinned?
Violets are dark as well, and so are hyacinths)
They’d lie with me beneath the willow trees and bending vines.
Phyllis* would gather flowers for me, Amyntas* sing.
Here, Lycoris,* you would find cool fountains, soft meadows,
Woodland groves. Here with you, time alone would bring us to an end.
But now, this frenzied love for callous Mars* holds me
In arms, thrust among weapons and encircling foes,
While you – I cannot bear to think of it – are far from home,
And gaze cold-eyed on Alpine snows and frozen Rhine,
Without me and alone. Oh may the frost not hurt you,
And may the jagged ice not rip your tender feet.
The poems I once wrote in Chalcidic* verse, I’ll go
And set to music for the Sicilian shepherd’s pipe.
I’ve made my choice. I’ll have the hard life in the forest,
Among the wild beasts’ caves. I’ll carve my love into the bark
Of sapling trees; and as they grow, so too will my love.
Meanwhile I’ll wander with the nymphs* on Maenalus*
Or hunt fierce boars. No frosts shall hinder me
From circling round the Parthenian* glades with hounds.
I see myself already on the sounding rocks
And in the woods. I long to shoot a Cretan arrow
From a Parthian* bow – as if that would remedy my madness,
Or human anguish make the god grow merciful.
Once more, the tree-nymphs, even poetry itself
Have ceased to please. Even the woods we wish away.
No burden that we bear can change that god –
Not even if, amid the freezing cold of deep midwinter,
We drink from Hebrus* or brave the snows of Thrace.*
Not even if, as bark hangs dying on the lofty elms,
We drive the sheep of Ethiopia beneath the tropic sun.
Love will conquer everything. Surrender then to Love.’
For your poet to have sung these things, goddesses, while he sat
And wove a basket out of slim hibiscus, will be enough.
Muses,* make the most of them you can for Gallus –*
Gallus,* for whom my love grows greater every hour,
Just as green alders shoot up when the spring is young.
Now let us go. The shade is bad for singers.
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iuniperi grauis umbra; nocent et frugibus umbrae.
te domum saturae, venit Hesperus, ite capellae.
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The shade of juniper is cold; and crops too suffer in the shade.
So homeward, little goats. You’ve been well fed. The evening star is here.
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NOTES

NOTES
viridi proiectus in antro
the verb proicere has a physical sense of throw down, fling
forward, as well as more metaphorical implications of
discard, renounce, banish, forsake. The phrase, therefore,
could equally well be translated as cast away in some green
cave.
nimium ne crede colori
color has a primary sense of colour, complexion, with
additional connotations of lustre or outward show. Here, it
seems legitimate to extend the meaning of complexion
slightly, and to translate the warning as ‘don’t trust your
beauty overmuch’.
in Actaeo Aracyntho
Actaeo is left untranslated here, since Aracynthus was in fact
a mountain in Aetolia, and not in Attica as the epithet
Actean suggests. Virgil’s geography was sometimes a little
hazy.
haedorumque gregem viridi compellere hibisco
although viridi…hibisco is generally interpreted as with
green hibiscus, it has also been translated as to/towards
green hibiscus.
et vos, O lauri, carpam et te, proxima myrte
the explicit and direct address that is repeated (et vos…et te)
here, together with the vocative O lauri, seem overly selfconscious and rhetorical if translated literally into English.
The simpler ‘and cut the laurels and the myrtle, both close
by’ has therefore been preferred.
Parcius ista viris tamen obicienda memento
literally, the phrase reads: ‘More sparingly are those things,
however, to be charged against men, remember’.
Numquam hodie effigies; veniam quocumque vocaris
literally, the phrases mean : ‘you’ll never escape today; I’ll
come wherever you call’.
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Qui te, Pollio, amat, veniat quo te quoque gaudet
literally, the line reads ‘may anyone who loves you, Pollio,
come to where he is glad you also [are]’. The sense
underlying te quoque gaudet is of ‘a joyous world’, ‘a
paradise’, that Pollio inhabits and shares with his admirers.
tris pateat caeli spatium non amplius ulnas
tris…ulnas, literally ‘three elbows or arms’, corresponds to
the old English measurement of an ell, which was about an
arm’s length. Three ells, therefore, represent approximately
three yards. The answer to this riddle (where does the sky
extend no wider than three yards?) has been much debated.
One possibility is ‘at Rome’, where the orrery of
Archimedes was kept, and ‘at Rhodes’, where the
planetarium of Posidonius was housed.
nec varios discet mentiri lana colores
a close reading is ‘nor will wool learn to feign or falsify
different colours’, a clear reference to the dyeing of wool.
The translation offers a somewhat freer version in ‘wool will
not have to counterfeit its hue’.
decem…menses
the ten months were lunar months (i.e. forty weeks), which
Roman law regarded as the full period of gestation. There is
nothing remarkable, therefore, about Virgil’s use of decem
rather than novem.
qui/cui non risere parenti
a celebrated textual crux. If the phrase begins with qui, the
sense is ‘whoever has not smiled upon his/her
mother/parent’. But if the phrase begins with cui, the sense
is ‘whoever on whom his/her mother/parent has not smiled’.
The translation inclines to the former, as depicting a more
natural, human response.
damnabis tu quoque votis
literally, ‘you will also condemn/sentence/oblige them to
vows’, the sense being ‘you will also oblige them to fulfil
their vows’.
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NOTES

rara per ignaros errant animalia montis
the primary sense of rara here is almost certainly
‘scanty/scattered/straggling’ or ‘infrequent/uncommon’,
rather than ‘rare’ in the sense of ‘precious/unusual’.

NOTES

sub sidere Cancri
literally, ‘under the star of Cancer’; but as the phrase
Aethiopum…ovis [‘the sheep of Ethiopia’] makes clear, this
is a reference to the Tropic of Cancer, which runs through
Ethiopia. Hence, the translation of ‘beneath the tropic sun’.

quo cursu…volitaverit alis?
the translation deliberately reverses the order of these two
lines, in order to achieve a more fluent temporal sequence:
Philomel’s hovering above her house precedes her flight to
the wilderness, not the other way round.
Incipe Maenalios mecum, mea tibia, versus
By natural extension, Maenalus (a mountain in Arcadia)
connotes ‘pastoral’ and then ‘shepherd-like’. The translation
capitalizes upon this extension by rendering
Maenalios…versus as ‘a shepherd’s song’.
tibi deserit Hesperus Oetam
an example of where a literal rendering (‘for you, Hesperus
leaves Oeta’) is less resonant and forceful than a freer
version. Oeta was a mountain in Thessaly, and the
translation reads, ‘for you, the evening star has left the hills’.
mea carmina
as well as meaning ‘song/tune/poem’, carmen/carmina also
has the strong connotation of ‘spells/magic/charms’. Since
so much of the context for this refrain evokes magical
events, the word is here translated as ‘spells’, rather than
merely ‘songs’.
Doris amara suam non intermisceat undam
a further example of where close translation can produce
inferior, not to say ludicrous, effects. The line literally
means, ‘May bitter Doris not blend you with her wave’; but
to translate it so is manifestly impossible. The implications
of intermisceat are of tainting water, rather than simply
mixing, just as the implications of undam are of eddies,
rather than crashing waves. Doris is used here by metonymy
for the sea. In the light of these connotations, the line is
translated, ‘May bitter eddies never taint you with their
brine’.
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GLOSSARY
the most famous of the Greek warriors who took part in the war
against Troy, and the hero of Homer’s Iliad. Under the walls of
Troy, he killed Hector in single combat, but was himself fatally
wounded in his vulnerable heel before the city was taken.

ACHILLES

a beautiful young man, who was brought up in the countryside,
and with whom Venus (q.v.) fell in love. In revenge, her husband,
Mars, took the form of a wild boar and killed him. So great was
Venus’ grief that she secured permission for him to spend part of
each year with her in the upper world. The original cult was
associated with the seasonal death and then rebirth of vegetation.

ADONIS

as Virgil’s characterisation indicates, a nymph of great beauty,
though nothing else is known about her.

a woman who changes role and personality on each of the
five occasions she is mentioned. In I, she is a country girl in love
with Tityrus; in II, the moody, angry girl whom Corydon once loved,
a role she maintains with Damoetas (q.v.) in III. In VIII, she
participates in magic rituals, and in IX, she is the favourite whom
Menalcas (q.v.) seeks.

AMARYLLIS

a mythical hero, the son of Zeus and Antiope, and
famous for his music-making. He was said to have played the lyre so
beautifully that the stones of the walls of Troy moved into place of
their own accord.

AMPHION OF THEBES

a shepherd, mentioned in four of the Eclogues. In II, he is the
master of the reed-pipe, and in III a young man dear to Menalcas
(q.v.). Yet Menalcas seems to disparage his musical skills in V. In X,
his dark-skinned beauty is mentioned.

AMYNTAS

AEGLE

in Eclogue II, he is confirmed as a sheep-owner, and as
Menalcas’s (q.v.) rival for Neaera’s love (q.v.). But in V, where he is
described as a native of Crete, Menalcas relies on him for a song at
the festival of Daphnis (q.v.).

a good-looking boy, mentioned by Mopsus (q.v.) in V.
Nothing more is known about him, however.

ANTIGENES

AEGON

Aonia was a part of Boeotia where Mount Helicon, sacred to the
Muses (q.v.), was to be found.

AONIAN

another name for Phoebus (q.v.), the god of poetry, music,
prophecy, healing, and the sun.

APOLLO

a fountain at the foot of Mount Helicon (q.v.), the traditional
home of the Muses (q.v.)

AGANIPPE

ARACYNTHUS

beyond the reference in III that he is a carver in wood,
nothing else is known about him.

a mountain on the borders of Boetia and Attica.

ALCIMEDON

ALCIPPE

a farm-girl, but nothing more is known about her.

a beautiful boy, loved in II by Corydon (q.v.), and again referred
to by him in VII.

ALEXIS

clearly a pastoral character of some worth, as the reference in V
intimates. But nothing further is known about him.

ARAR

the modern river Saône.

ARCADY/ARCADIA(N)

a remote, mountainous region in the centre of the
Peloponnese, the southern peninsular of Greece. Often depicted as an
ideal, rural community of singers and shepherds, it was the home of
Pan (q.v.) and of the pastoral music that he was regarded as having
invented.

ALCON

in V, clearly a dancer of some virtuosity; and in VIII, the
singer of a song of witchcraft. In both references, the almost magical
power upon which he can draw is evident; but nothing further about
him is known.

ALPHESIBOEUS
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a nymph (q.v.), invoked in X as the Muse (q.v.) of pastoral
poetry. Her special place was the fountain of Arethusa on the island
of Ortygia, near Syracuse in Sicily.

ARETHUSA

the name of the ship in which Jason and his Argonauts sailed in
search of the Golden Fleece.

ARGO
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ARION a celebrated poet and musician from Lesbos, who lived about
BCE. On a voyage to Corinth, he was attacked by the crew and
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thrown overboard. But so enchanted had some dolphins been by his
music that they carried him to shore and safety.
ARMENIA(N)

a vast region between the Mediterranean and the Caucasus,
celebrated in V for its wild animals, particularly tigers.

a shepherd, or possibly a faun or satyr, who appears only in VI.
Nothing else is known about him.

CHROMIS

Gaius Helvius Cinna, celebrated for his epic poem Zmyrna, which
was admired by Catullus and evidently Virgil, too. It has not
survived.

CINNA

an enchantress and witch who, in Homer’s Odyssey, seduced
Odysseus (the Roman Ulysses [q.v.]), and gave his men a potion that
turned them into swine.

CIRCE
ASSYRIA(N)

a loose and general designation of the fertile countryside
watered by the Tigris and Euphrates.

BACCHUS/BACCHIC

a Greek god associated with fertility, vegetation, and
particularly wine, who was worshipped with orgiastic rites. Also
known as Dionysus.

seemingly a contemporary poet of little ability. Nothing else is
known about him.

an ambiguous figure, apparently quarrelsome from the reference
in V, yet ecstatically praised by Corydon (q.v.) in VII. He may have
been a contemporary poet, or simply a fictional figure. There is no
clear evidence either way.

CODRUS

BAVIUS

BIANOR

probably a reference to Ocnus, the founder of Mantua (q.v.).

one of the nine Muses (q.v.), whose particular province was
epic poetry. She was the mother of Orpheus (q.v.).

CALLIOPE

a celebrated Alexandrian mathematician and astronomer of the
3rd century BCE. The unnamed other scientist could be either
Eudoxus of Cnidus (circa 390-340 BCE), a contemporary and friend
of Plato, or Archimedes of Syracuse (circa 287-212 BCE), whose
orrery and star globe were brought to Rome at the end of the third
century BCE.

CONON

a city on the northern shore of Africa, near modern-day Tunis.

CORYDON

when Jupiter punished Prometheus (q.v.) for his theft of fire,
he had him chained to a rock on Mount Caucasus, where an eagle
fed upon his liver. Virgil may be indulging in poetic licence and
dramatic effect by making the single bird plural.

CREMONA

CARTHAGE
CAUCASIAN

identified with the Greek Demeter, she was the goddess of
agriculture, associated particularly with corn and bread.

CERES

a young shepherd, whose position changes substantially
between the two occasions he is mentioned. In II, he is the
subordinate suitor of the boy Alexis (q.v.); but in VII, he is the victor
in a singing contest with Thyrsis (q.v.).
a town in northern Italy that, in 41 BCE, suffered an even worse
fate in terms of land-confiscation than Mantua (q.v.), its neighbour
some forty miles away.
a countryman who is depicted as dying in Eclogue II, though
he is immediately resurrected as a central figure in III, where he is
one of the two contestants in a singing contest. In V, he is relied
upon for a song at the festival of Daphnis (q.v.).

DAMOETAS

the island of Chios, in the northern Aegean, was particularly
renowned for its wine.

CHIAN

poetry written in imitation, or in the style, of the
Greek poet Euphorion, who was associated with the city of
Chalcis in Euboea during his lifetime (circa 275 – 220 BCE).

CHALCIDIC VERSE
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in III, he is mentioned indirectly as an owner of goats, who has
been defeated in a singing contest by Damoetas (q.v.). But in VIII,
he has a far more substantial role, directly competing with
Alphesiboeus (q.v.) in a similar contest.

DAMON
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a handsome Sicilian shepherd, the son of Hermes and a nymph,
and celebrated as the inventor of pastoral poetry. In the Eclogues, he
changes roles and attributes on each of the six occasions he is
pictured. In II, he is a good-looking country boy; and although in III,
he is bullied by Menalcas (q.v.), in V, by contrast, he is deified as a
hero. In VII, he reappears as a shepherd presiding over a singing
contest, and in VIII as a recalcitrant lover. In IX, he is a farmer
receiving advice from the stars.

DAPHNIS

GLOSSARY

GORTYN

a town on the coast of Asia Minor, Grynium was celebrated for
a wood or grove consecrated to Apollo (q.v.), who had killed a
serpent there. The story of the grove’s origin had originally been told
by one Euphorion of Chalcis (circa 275 – 220 BCE), whose poems
Gallus (q.v.) had either imitated or translated.

GRYNEAN

HEBRUS

either the name of a sweetheart, otherwise unknown, or a reference
to Diana, goddess of hunting and the moon. She is sometimes
referred to as ‘Delia’, after the island of Delos, her birthplace.

an inland town in Crete.

the principal river of Thrace (q.v.).

DELIA

HELICON

the mountain that was the home of the Muses (q.v.).

the Latin name for Heracles, famous for his strength and
fortitude in confronting his twelve labours. The association between
him and poplars in VII reflects the belief that he was thought to have
introduced the tree to Greece.

HERCULES
DRYAD

a nymph (q.v.) particularly associated with trees and woods.

a river in southern Greece that was of special significance to
Phoebus/Apollo (q.v.). It was along its banks that he courted his
favourite, the young boy Hyacinthus.

EUROTAS

also called the Parcae, they were three in number (Clotho,
Lachesis, and Atropos), and represented the individual and
inescapable destiny that followed every human being. They were
often depicted as spinning out the threads of life and death at their
spinning wheels.

the Latin Ascraeo…seni refers to the early Greek poet, Hesiod,
who was born in Ascra, a village near Mount Helicon. His most
celebrated works were the Theogony, and Works and Days.

HESIOD

FATES, THE

HYBLA BEES/THYME

Hybla was a Sicilian town on the southern slopes of
Mount Etna, famous for its honey and herbs.
a beautiful boy loved by Hercules, whom he accompanied in the
ship Argo (q.v.). Landing on the coast of Mysia, Hylas became
separated from his companions. As he gazed down into a spring, the
Naiads (q.v.) fell in love with his beauty, and dragged him down into
the water.

HYLAS

a woman who changes role and personality on each of the four
occasions she is mentioned. In I, she is a country girl who has
abandoned Tityrus, though in III, she appears more as a saucy
confidante. In VII, she is hymned as the beautiful daughter of Nereus
(q.v.), a sea-god, an exalted position she retains in IX.

GALATEA

the name of a watch-dog, derived from the Greek ‘barker/one
who barks’.

HYLAX

Gaius Cornelius Gallus (circa 69 – 26 BCE) was a politician,
greatly admired poet, and friend of Virgil. He wrote four books of
elegiac love-poems, as well as achieving high public office during
the rule of Julius Caesar and Augustus. Eventually, he fell from
imperial favour, and committed suicide in 26 BCE.

GALLUS

a farmer who, in II, seems to be the master and lover of Alexis
(q.v.), though in III, he appears also to be the lover of Phyllis (q.v.).

IOLLAS

ISMARUS
GARAMANTES

a mountain in Thrace (q.v.), the country of Orpheus (q.v.)

the region of the eastern Sahara desert, in north Africa.
JOVE
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the supreme Olympian God, also known as Jupiter, equivalent to
the Greek Zeus.
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son of Apollo (q.v.), he was a celebrated poet and singer who, like
Orpheus (q.v.), was said to cause the trees and woods to follow him,
entranced by the beauty of his music.

LINUS

goddess of child-birth, identified in IV with Diana, the sister of
Apollo.

GLOSSARY

position, competing with Damoetas (q.v.) in a singing-match, a role
he repeats in V. In IX, however, he is a farmer-poet whose land has
been confiscated; and in X, he reappears as a rustic figure offering
support to the love-smitten Gallus (q.v.).

LUCINA

LYCAEUS

in Eclogues III and VII, he is depicted as a vineyard owner and a
hunter, respectively, though he is otherwise unidentified.

MICON

a mountain in Arcadia (q.v.), sacred to Pan (q.v.)
a tributary of the river Po in northern Italy, now known as the
Mincio. It flowed past Mantua, close to where Virgil was born.

MINCIUS

in VII, he is mentioned in passing, as a beautiful country lad
admired by Thyrsis (q.v.). In IX, however, he assumes a far more
important role, as the sympathetic and supportive listener to Moeris
(q.v.), who has been driven from his farm.

LYCIDAS

generally identified with Volumnia Cytheris, a celebrated
actress and beauty. As well as being the mistress of Gallus (q.v.), she
had already been the mistress of Junius Brutus and Mark Antony.

LYCORIS

MAENALUS

a mountain in Arcadia (q.v.), sacred to Pan (q.v.).

a shepherd, or possibly a faun or satyr, who appears only in
VI. Nothing else is known about him.

MNASYLLUS

a figure whose role changes radically between the two occasions
he appears. In VIII, he is a wizard of skill and power, whose sorcery
can change both the natural and the human world. In IX, however, he
has turned into an elderly countryman, dispossessed of his farm, who
has forgotten almost all the songs of his youth. In VIII, he is myth; in
IX, reality.

MOERIS

seemingly a contemporary poet of little ability. Nothing else is
known of him, apart from the fact that he may be the same Maevius
disparaged by Horace in his tenth Epode.

MOPSUS

a town in northern Italy, close to the place where Virgil was
born. Despite the hope expressed in IX, some of land around the
town was in fact confiscated during the appropriations of 41 BCE.

MUSES

MAEVIUS

a young shepherd of particular charm and courtesy, who
exchanges songs with Menalcas (q.v.) in V. In VIII, he is the future
husband of the unfaithful Nysa (q.v.). Nothing else is known of him.

MANTUA

the god of war and, as the father of Romulus, the divine ancestor of
Rome itself.

the nine goddesses of music, poetry, and literature in general.
Their names were Calliope, Clio, Erato, Euterpe, Melpomene,
Polyhymnia, Terpsichore, Thalia, and Urania.

MARS

NAIAD

a nymph (q.v.) of fresh water streams, lakes and fountains.

in Eclogue I, he appears as a dispossessed farmer driven into
exile, though in III, Menalcas (q.v.) inquires about his ownership of
a flock of sheep. He reappears in VII as the narrator of the singing
contest between Corydon (q.v.) and Thyrsis (q.v.).

NEAERA

a country figure who changes roles in each of the five
Eclogues which refer to him. In II, he is the dusky and attractive
young man, incidentally mentioned, against whom Alexis’ (q.v.)
blondness is contrasted. In III, he takes on a far more central

NISUS

MELIBOEUS

MENALCAS
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in Eclogue III, the paramour of Aegon (q.v.), or Menalcas (q.v.),
or both, though she is otherwise unidentified.

NEREUS

an old god of the sea, the father of Galatea (q.v.).

king of Megara, whose daughter Scylla (q.v.) brought about his
death by her love for Minos, the Cretan king.
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GLOSSARY

in VIII, the faithless girl or woman, once the sweetheart of Damon
(q.v.), who casts him aside in order to marry Mopsus (q.v.). Nothing
more is known about her, however.

NYSA

GLOSSARY

a mountain near Delphi, sacred to Apollo (q.v.) and the
Muses (q.v.)

PARNASSUS

PARTHENIAN

recognised for the charm of their youth and beauty, the nymphs
were the personifications and tutelary deities of the various forms of
nature: seas, woods, mountains, valleys, caves, rivers. Their names
varied according to their place of abode. In the Eclogues, Virgil
mentions only the Naiads (q.v.), who were fresh-water spirits, and
the Dryads and Hamadryads (q.v.), who lived in trees.

a reference to Parthenius, a mountain in Arcadia (q.v.).

NYMPHS

no such river existed. It has been suggested that Virgil might have
been conflating the Oxus in Syria with the Araxes in Armenia.

OAXES

a reference to Julius Caesar, and particularly, in IX, to
the comet that appeared in 44 BCE after his assassination. The comet
was widely interpreted to signify Caesar’s apotheosis.

PARTHIAN(S)

one of Rome’s traditional and most formidable enemies,
Parthia was the large kingdom to the east of the Roman empire, and
extended from the Euphrates to the Indus.

the wife of Minos, king of Crete. To punish her husband for a
broken promise, the sea-god Poseidon caused her to fall in love with
a bull. The result of their union was the hideously deformed
Minotaur, half-man, half-bull, who was imprisoned in the labyrinth
at Knossos.

PASIPHAE

OLYMPIAN CAESAR

son of the muse Calliope, and renowned for his musical skills.
He is said to have sung so divinely to the harp that even wild
animals, trees and rocks were bewitched by his music and followed
him. After the death of his wife, Eurydice, he goes down into the
underworld, and almost succeeds in bringing her back to life through
hthe power of his music.

ORPHEUS

a countryman who judges the singing contest in III; but
nothing else is known about him.

PALAEMON

PALES

a river descending from Mount Helicon, the home of the
Muses (q.v.).

PERMESSUS

trying impetuously to drive the chariot and fiery horses of his
father, Apollo (q.v.), Phaëthon was thrown out and killed. His sisters
mourned him so deeply that the gods, in pity, turned them into trees
(here alders, but in other versions, poplars).

PHAETHON

PHILOMEL(A)

the wife of Tereus (q.v.), who in revenge for her husband’s
infidelity with her sister Procne, served him a meal composed of the
body of their son. As Philomela and her sister fled, with Tereus in
pursuit, they were transformed into birds, Philomela into a
nightingale, Procne into a swallow.

goddess of pastures and herds, and agricultural life in general.
another name for Apollo (q.v.), the god of poetry, music,
prophecy, healing, and the sun.

PHOEBUS

Pallas Athene (the Roman Minerva) was considered the founder
of Athens, and the patron of fortified cities in general.

PALLAS

a country girl, who clearly attracted attention from a number of
men mentioned in the Eclogues. But nothing more is known of her
character or personality.

PHYLLIS
PAN

god of Arcadia and the woods, and the patron of shepherds,
protector of sheep, and inventor of the shepherd’s reed-pipe. He is
often depicted with horns on his forehead, and the hind legs of a
goat. He is mentioned in five of the Eclogues (II, IV, V, VIII, X).

another name for the nine Muses (q.v.), derived from their
birthplace Pieria, near Mount Olympus.

PIERIDES

the son of Priam, king of Troy, and Hecuba. Paris’
seduction of Helen, wife of Menelaus, led to the Trojan War. As a
boy, he was brought up by shepherds on Mount Ida.

PARIS OF TROY
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GLOSSARY

a range of mountains in northern Greece. Traditionally the haunt
of the Muses (q.v.), they seem in X to be associated also with the
Naiads (q.v.).

PINDUS

Gaius Asinius Pollio (76 BCE – 4 CE) was a poet, orator, soldier,
historian and politician, and the friend and patron of Virgil. Consul
in 40 BCE, he played a leading role in the peace treaty between
Octavian and Antony, signed at Brundisium, and so helped to
prevent the outbreak of civil war.

POLLIO

a region on the south coast of the Black Sea. It was the
proverbial home of poison, particularly the plant aconite, and of
poisoners.

GLOSSARY

Virgil confuses here two women with the name of Scylla. The
first Scylla, the daughter of Nisus (q.v.), was transformed into a seabird. The other Scylla, the daughter of Phorcys and Cratais, was
transformed into a monster, with six frightful necks and heads, each
with three rows of teeth. She was one of the two perils facing sailors
in the straits of Sicily, the other being the whirlpool of Charybdis.

SCYLLA

SCYTHIA

the wild regions of southern Russia.

SEA-GOD

the original Latin refers to Nereus, an ancient god of the sea.

PONTIC/PONTUS

a fertility god whose symbol was the phallus. He was also the
god of gardens, in which his statue, whether of wood or marble, was
placed.

PRIAPUS

the god who stole fire from heaven to give it to mankind.
He was punished by Jupiter, who had him chained to a rock on
Mount Caucasus (q.v.), where an eagle pecked at his liver, which
was constantly renewed. The punishment was to have been eternal,
but the bird was later killed by Hercules.

the name given to a number of prophetesses, the most celebrated
of whom lived in Cumae in southern Italy in the 6th century BCE.
Her oracular utterances were contained in the so-called Sibylline
books.

SIBYL

a satyr (half-goat, half-man), who was the tutor and companion
of the wine-god Bacchus (q.v.).

SILENUS

PROMETHEUS

SILVANUS

an Italian woodland deity.

SOPHOCLES

the great Greek dramatist and tragedian (495 – 405 BCE).

a shepherd mentioned in V as an appreciative listener of
songs, but nothing more is known about him.

STIMICHON

a king of Argos, whose three daughters boasted they were more
beautiful than the godess Here. They were punished by being made
to imagine they were cows.

TEREUS

Pyrrha and her husband, Deucalion, were the sole survivors of
the great flood sent by Jupiter. They are said to have created, or recreated, humankind by throwing stones behind them, as the gods had
commanded.

THALIA

PROTEUS

PYRRHA

RHODOPE

a mountain in Thrace (q.v.), and the home of Orpheus (q.v.)

an early god of agriculture, he later became identified with the
Greek Kronos, who was deposed by his son Zeus. Saturn’s name is
connected with a time when the earth enjoyed a Golden Age.

a king of Thrace (q.v.), who raped his sister-in-law, and then cut
out her tongue to prevent her from denouncing him. In revenge, his
wife Philomela (q.v.) killed their son, and served him as a meal to
his father.
the muse of pastoral poetry and of comedy.

a country girl, otherwise unknown, who prepares herbs for the
summer reapers.

THESTYLIS

SATURN

a region which, in ancient times, covered the lands now occupied
by parts of Bulgaria, Greece, Turkey, Serbia, and Macedonia.

THRACE

an Arcadian, who is defeated in the singing contest with
Corydon (q.v.). Nothing more, though, is known about him.

THYRSIS
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GLOSSARY

TIMAVUS

a river in north-eastern Italy, flowing into the Gulf of Trieste.

the helmsman of the Argo (q.v.), the ship in which Jason and his
Argonauts sailed to steel the Golden Fleece.

TIPHYS

FURTHER READING AND LINKS
a central figure whose role and status, however, change between
the five occasions of his appearance. In I, he is an elderly landowner
who has saved his farm from seizure, and gained his freedom. In III,
though, he is a simple goatherd. In VI, he assumes again a central
role, as the narrator of the entire Eclogue. In VIII, he is mentioned in
passing, as a competitor in song with Orpheus (q.v.), and in IX, he
resumes his role as a simple goatherd.

TITYRUS

TMAROS

a mountain in Epirus in north-west Greece.

the Greek hero whose wanderings after the sack of Troy and
eventual homecoming are the subjects of Homer’s Odyssey, a title
derived from his Greek name, Odysseus.

ULYSSES

Lucius Varius Rufus, a distinguished contemporary poet, who
was a friend of Virgil. Together with Plotius Tucca, he arranged the
publication of the Aeneid after Virgil’s death.
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