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To whom shall I give my new book — doesn’t it look
Handsome, all polished up with pumice-stone?

To you, who thought my scribbles showed some talent,
Cornelius, back in the days when you alone

In Italy were daring to compress N

The whole recorded history of the earth

Into three volumes of a single book —

A learned and, by Jupiter, a gallant

Labour! Such as it is, whatever it’s worth,

Accept my book, then; it belongs to you

By right."O Muse, O virgin patroness,

Let it survive a century or two. :

2

Sparrow, my Lesbia’s darling pet,
Her playmate whom she loves to let
Perch in her bosom and then tease
‘With tantalising fingertips,
Provoking angry little nips

(For my bright beauty seemis to get
A kind of pleasure from these games,
Even relief, this being her way,

I think, of damping down the flames
Of passion), I wish I.could play”
Silly games with you, too, to ease
My worries and my miseriés.

2b

... T am exalted by the same delight

As Atalanta felt when in mid-stride

She saw the golden apple that untied

Her virgin’s girdle worn too long, too tight.

3

O Venus and you Cupids, shed

A tear, and all in man that’s moved

By beauty, mourn. Her sparrow’s dead,
My darling’s darling, whom she loved
More than sheloves her own sweet eyes,
Her honey of a bird. It knew  ~

Its mistress as babes recognise

Their mothers, and’it never flew

QOut of her lap, but all day long,

Hopping and flitting to and fro,

Piped to heriprivate ear its song.
Nevertheless, now it must go

Down the dark road from which they say
No one returns. Curse you, you spiteful
Swooping hawks of death who prey

On all things that make life delightful! —
That was a pretty bird you took.

Bad deed! Poor little bird — by-dying

See what you've done! Her sweet eyes look
All puffed and rosy-red with crying.

(4)

5

My Lesbia, let us live and love

And not cate tuppence for old men
Who sermonise and disapprove.

Suns when they sink can rise again,

But we, when our brief light has shone,
Must sleep the long night on‘and on.
Kiss me: a thousand kisses,.then

A hundred more, and now a second
Thousand and hundred, and now still
Hundreds and thousands more, until
The thousand thousands can’t be reckoned
And we’ve lost track of the amount
And nobody can work us ill

With the evil eye by keeping count.

7

How many kisses satisfy,

How many are enough and more,
You ask me, Lesbia. I reply,

As many as the Libyan sands
Sprinkling the Cyrenaic shore

Where silphium grows, between the places
Where old King Battus’s tomb stands
And Jupiter Ammon has his shrine

In Siwa’s sweltering oasis;

As many as the stars above

That in the dead of midnight shine
Upon mei’s secrecies of love.

When he has all those kisses, mad-
Hungry Catullus will have had
Enough to slake his appetite —

So many that sharp eyes can’t tell
The number, and the tongues of spite
Are too confuised to form a spell.
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Enough, Catullus, of this silly vghining;
What you can see is lost, write off as lost.
Not long ago the sun was always shining,
And, loved as no girl ever will be loved,
She led the way and you went dancing after.
Those were the days of lovers’ games and laughter
When anything you wanted she approved;
That was a time when the sun truly shone.
But now she’s cold, you must learn to cool;
Weak though you are, stop groping for what’s gone,
Stop whimpering, and be stoically resigned.
Goodbye, my girl. Catullus from now on
Is adamant: he has made up his mind:
He won’t beg for your favour like 4 bone.
You'll feel the cold, though, you damiied bitch, when
men
Leave you alone. What life will you have then?
Who'll visit you? Who'll think you beautiful? Who'll
Be loved by.you? Parade you as his own?
Whom will you kiss and nibble then?
Oh fool,.
Catullus, stop this, stand firm, become stone.

10

I was in the Forum once at a loose end

When 1 was seized and hauled off by my friend
Varus to meet his girl. ‘A prostitute;’

I thought at the first glance, ‘but rather cute,

In fact quite pretty.’ Soon talk started flowing
On various topics. Then: ‘How are things going
In the provirice of Bithynia these days? Is it
Prospering? Are you richer for your visit?’

I told the simple truth: that no one there

Can line his pocket or perfume his hair —

That goes for natives, governors and staff too,
Especially if you're in the retinue

Of some mean sod who doe$n’t give a thoug}‘n
To his employees. ‘But at least you brought !
The local product back,’ they said — ‘a litter
With litter-men?” I, trying hard to glitter :
In the gitl’s eyes, said, ‘Oh, things weren’t so bigd,
Despite the rotten province that 1 had, i
That I can’t call my own eight sturdy-backed
Good litter-men. (I hadn’t one, in fact, ~ i
There or in Rome, on whom I could rely

To hoist a broken bed-leg shoulder-high!)

At which the girl, just like a cheeky tart,

Said, ‘Dear Catullus; could you bear to part

For an hour with them? I only want 4 ride

To the temple of Serapis.” ‘Steady!” I cried.

‘I meant to say . . . well, strictly, I was wrong
To call them my slaves. Actually, théy belong
To a friend of mine who purchased them — that is,
To Gaius Cinna. Anyway, mine or his,

It’s all the same to me; [ have the loan;

I use them just as though they were my own.
But you're a tactless nuisance. 1t’s absurd

To take a man up on a casual word.”

11

Furius and Aurelius, loyal comrades,
Who’d travel with nie to remotest. India,

Where the beaches pounded by the Eastern Ocean
‘Boom to the rollers’ thud,

Into Hyrcania, languorous Arabia,
"~ Among the Scythians or the archer Parthians,

Or to the plains which. Nile; the seven-tongued river,
Darkens with churned-up mud,

Who’d march on foot across the Alpine passes

‘To view the trophy-sites of mighty Caesar,
The Rhine in Gaul, or the outlandish Britons
Fenced by their sullen strait —

Staunch friends, ready to-share all hazards with me,
Anything that the will of heaven proposes,

Please take this message to my girl, a few short
Words to express my hate:

Good luck to her, let her enjoy her lovers,

The whole three hundred that she hugs together,
Loving none truly, by grim repetition

Wringing them all sperm-dry.

Let her not look to find my love unaltered;
Through her own fault it lies in ruins, fallen

Like a wildflower at a field’s edge that the ploughshare
Touches and passes by.
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Admirable Veranius and you,

My dear Fabullus, of the retinue

Of the govemnor Piso — unrewarded rabble
Whose luggage is so empty it’s no trouble

To travel with — does it go well or ill

With you these days? Haven’t you had your fill
Of shivering and short rations in the train

Of that stale keg? Don’t your accounts make plain,
As mine did when a governor was my boss,

That all the gains add up to ¢ Q_n;_tﬁgloss?'

(O Memmius, youbuggered me at your leisure,
You raped me to the hilt, you took your pleasure!)
As far as [ can see your plight’s as bad

As mine was; you've been similarly had

By just as gross a prick. We're both the worse

For chasing high-born ‘friends’! May the joint curse
Of all the gods light on them! They disgrace
Romulus, Remus, the whole R.oman race.

43

How do you do, girl with the outsize nose,
Colourless eyes, stub fingers, ugly toes,
Coarse conversation and lips none too dry,
Friend of the bankrupt man from Formiae.
Are you the lady whom Cisalpine Gaul
Ranks with my Lesbia and dares to call
Beautiful? O provincial generation —

No taste, no culture, no imagination!

29

Oh, who can bear to watch it, who could stand it
But a shameless, greedy gambler and a bandit?

What long-haired Gaul and Britain used to own is
Loot for Mamurra now, your carpet-bagger.
Degenerate Caesar, can you bear the sight?

Now;, arrogantly affluent, he’ll swagger

Through all our women’s bedrooms like some white
Puffed-up cock-pigeon or the god Adonis.
Degenerate Caesar, can you watch and stand it?

~You're a shameless, greedy gambler and 2 bandit.

Was this, great generalissimo, why you went

To open up those farthest western islands —
Merely that that base tool of yours should squander
Two or three million sesterces? You do violence
To the meaning of generosity! Hasn’t he spent
And guzzled to repletion? First he ripped

His patrimony to pieces; his next plunder

Was Pontus; thirdly, as the gold—ﬁllé

Tagus can testify, Further Spain was stripped;
Now Gaul and Britain feel a nervous shiver
Why make this shark the object of your love?
What is he good for? All he does is shove
Succulent lumps of revenue down his maw.

O high and mighty pair, this is your doing.

Was it for this, father- and son-in-law,

That you disturbed the wotld and made a ruin?

48

If someone granted me my fill,

Juventius, of your honey-steeped

Eyes, I should kiss them all day till

I'd reached three hundred thousand and still
Feel hungry to begin again,

Even though the kisses that I reaped
Outnumbered the ripe ears of grain.

©

35
4
‘Paper, please g0 and ask my chum,
The poet of love Caecilius,
To leave the shore of Larius
And Novum Comum’s walls and come
To Verona; for I want to tell
Him several deeply pondered things —
Thoughts of a friend we both know well.
If he’s got any sense, he'll eat
The road up, even though that sweet
. Girl of his pleads against being parted,
Calls him back countless times and flings
Both arms around his neck. She-feels” *
(If what they tell mie is true news)
Desperate with love, head over heels:
For since she’s read the poem he’s started
On Cybele, fires have been burning,
Gnawing her heart. But I excuse
You, girl, because you're as discerning
As Sappho as a judge of the Muse.
Yes, the Great Mother he’s begun
Is so far exquisitely done.

49

Of the great sons of which great Rome can boast
Dead, living or unborn, to you, the most '
Eloquent, I, the worst of poets, owe

A heavy debt of gratitude, Cicero —

The worst of all the poets, as you are

The best of all the orators at the bar.
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Licinius, we agreed to play
A naughty game of epigrams, using
My tablets. Scribbling verses, choosing
Any old metre, each one taking
Turns, we had fun, drinking and making
Jokes. And I left so laughter-lit
By your incendiary wit
That food gave me no appetite
And, open-eyed, I spent all night
Bed-wandering in delirium
And longing for the light to come,
To talk and be with you. Half-dead
At last, dog-weary on my bed,
I wrote this so that you could read,
Sweet friend, how desperate is my need.
Now, apple of my eye, don’t tease me,
By playing proud. Humour me, please me,
Otherwise Nemesis will inflict
Punishment; she’s a very strict
Goddess, not to be lightly tricked. .

79

Pulcer means ‘handsome’, and why not? He’s well
Named, for his sister Lesbia loves his face

Far more than me and all my kin. And yet

1 give good-looking Pulcer leave to sell

Me and all mine as slaves if he can get

Three decent friends to suffer his embrace.

85

I'hate and love. If i
- If you ask me ¢
The contradiction, e
I'can’t, but I can feel it, i
s » and
Is crucifixion. gt

51

To me he seems godlike, in my eyes even

More than divine (if that’s not sacrilegious),

The man who sits beside you all day gazing,
Hearing all day

Your musical laughter. Dazed by love, he loses

The use of all his senses. Oh, the moment

1 see you, Lesbia, my voice, throat-strangled,
Withers away,

My tongue lies paralysed, subtle sensations

Of fire snake through my limbs, my ears are deafened

By their own noise, and, as for eyes, dense darkness
Blindfolds them both.

Sloth is your enemy, your disease, Catullus;

You revel in it, crave it, and adore it.

By what else were great kings and flourishing cities
Ruined but sloth?

86

Many think Quintia’s beautiful. She’s tall
And well-proportioned and her skin is.white.
I grant her these good points, but [ won’t call
Her ‘beautiful’. She has one fatal fault —

No sex-appeal: there’s not a grain of salt

In that big dish to stir the appetite.

Lesbia is beautiful — not only blessed

With better looks than other girls, but dressed
In the mystery she’s stolen from the rest.

S e 87

. No woman can
Truthfully aver
That any man
Ever loved her
As I loved you.

No lover bound
By pledge of heart
Was ever found

True on his part
As I was true.

58

The Lesbia, Caelits, whom in other days
Catullus loved, his great and only love,
My Lesbia, the girl I put above

My own self and my nearest, dearest ones,
Now hangs about crossroads and alleyways
Milking the cocks of mighty Remus’ sons.

93

Caesar, I have no great desire
Tostand in your good graces,
Nor can I bother to enquire

. How fair or dark ybur face is.

100

Two Aﬁ.ne young men, the flower of all Verona,
Are sick with love, one for a girl, the other '
Mad for a boy — Quintius for Aufillena,

Caelius for Aufillenus, who's her broth’en

Well, here’s a loving partnership that lends

A new twist to ‘the brotherhood of friends’!
Who gets my vote? You, Caelius, who’ve shown
True friendship, tried and tested in the fire
Whe.n my wild passion burnt me to the bone.
Caelius, good luck! All power to your desire!

101

Through foreign seas and over foreign lands
Brother, to your sad graveside I have come '

To lay the gifts of death with my own hands

And speak, too late, some last words to your dumb,
Unanswering dust. Poor brother, who was torn '
Brutally from me by ill fortune, take

All'l can give you now — these few forlorn
Offerings made for ancient.custom’s sake

And wet with a brother’s tears. There’ll be no other
Meeting; and so hail and farewell, my brother.





