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INTRODUCTION

Tue works of Ovid himself, and especially the auto-
biography (7. iv. 10), supply most of the material
for a sketch of his life. His fame, however, caused
him to be mentioned often by later writers, and
these, taken together, add not a little to the in-
formation derived from his own poems.

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

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

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

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

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



INTRODUCTION

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

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

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

ven before his education was finished he had
won fame as a poet of love. He was giving public
recitations of his Amores, he tells us, when his
‘“ beard had been cut but once or twice ” (T'. iv,
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INTRODUCTION

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

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

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

X



INTRODUCTION

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

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

Messalla had been one of Augustus’ right-hand

X1



INTRODUCTION

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

1 Cf. especially Graeber (see Bibliog.).
xiv
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poems whose recipients have not been satisfactorily
identified. Of these eight six (7. i. 7, iv. 7, v. 6,
7, 12, 18) are addressed to men who were apparently
friends, two (7. i. 9, iii. 14) are uncertain, though
the tone of T'.1. 9 is perbaps better suited to a young
man of rank, and that of T iii. 14 to a poet-friend
of greater age than Ovid.

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

There is no good evidence that Ovid had ever
been intimate with any member of the imperial
household. The approval of the Emperor to which
he alludes (7. ii. 89 and 98, ¢f. 542) consisted merely
in allowing Ovid to retain his rank as a knight. In
his references to Augustus the poet assumes the
tone of an abject suppliant appealing to a deity
immeasurably removed. Even if there had been
any former intimacy it would have been difficult to
harmonize it with such an attitude as this and it
would have been carefully suppressed. The refer-
ences to Tiberius and his son Drusus, to Germanicus
and his sons, permit the same general inference :
that Ovid had probably never been intimate with
any of them. The character of Germanicus was
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so affable and kindly that if Ovid had ever
known him well one might expect a reference to
the fact. But the passages in which Germanicus
is addressed or mentioned show that Ovid’s hopes
in this direction were based upon the intercessions
of mutual friends—Salanus (P. ii. 5), Sextus Pompey
(P. iv. 5), Suillius (P. iv. 8), etc.

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

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

Ovid himself was married three times. He speaks
of his first wife whom he married when he was
* almost a boy,” as ““ unworthy and useless.”” The
marriage lasted but a short time and may have
ended in divorce. The second wife was ‘ blame-
less,” but this marriage also was broken off b
death or divorce. The poet does not tell us the
xvi
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names of these ladies, but he indicates that one of
them came from Falerii (4m. iii. 18. 1). Ovid’s third
wife was “‘ from the house ” of the Fabii (P. i. 2.
186), but it is not certain that her name, which
Ovid does not give, was Fabia. She may have
been a poor relative (or a relative who had lost her
parents) who had lived in the protection of the
Fabian household. She was a widow (or divorced ?)
with one daughter, Perilla, when Ovid married her,
but the marriage seems to have been childless.!
Upon her devolved the care of the poet’s property
after he was exiled, and upon her efforts he rested
in large measure his hopes of pardon. Many
passages bear witness to his tender love for her;
he draws a most affecting picture of their mutual
despair at parting, and if at times after years of
cxile he became somewhat peevish, we must pity
rather than condemn. The poor lady seems to have
been always faithful to his interests and no doubt
she did all within her power to secure a mitigation
of his sentence.

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

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

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

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

17,4, 131 ff.; iv. 4. 45f.: 9. 11 ff.; 5. 7; P.1ii. 7. 56.
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without injuring the exile’s chances of pardon or
involving his friends. In weighing this evidence it
is necessary to allow for a double distortion—an over-
emphasis on the charges which could be publicly
argued and a corresponding reticence about those
which it seemed impolitic to discuss in public.
Moreover, the poet based his hope of pardon very
largely on confession of guilt ; he threw himself on
the mercy of the court which consisted, in this case,
of a single judge, the Emperor. Naturally, there-
fore, he did not argue his case as completely as he
could have done if he had been free to use all the
arguments at his disposal. He was aware that the
mere presentation of evidence could avail him
nothing.  There was no appeal from the judge's
verdict, but the judge himself might be induced
to relent.

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

The poem was the Ars Amatoria which was pub-
lished ¢. 1 B.c. This Art, as the poet often calls
it, is no more immoral than other erotic works,
among which Ovid mentions those of Tibullus
and Propertius, but it is explicitly didactic. It
gathers up and systematizes the- erotic precepts
which had gradually been developed (largely under
Greek influence) by the Roman poets, especially
Gallus, Tibullus, Propertius, and Ovid himself, It
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taught love explicitly, and Ovid became known as
the chief erotic expert (praeceptor amoris). Frotic
teaching had appeared often enough in Greck and
Latin, but there had been no handbook like this.
The Art was the culmination, the shining example,
for it presented the subject as a didactic system,
and it was this aspect of the book, not the erotic
content per se, that angercd Augustus. In his eyes
and in the eyes of all those who hoped to regenerate
Roman morals Ovid was the arch offender, and the
Art was his chief sin. When the poet was exiled
the Art was expelled from the public libraries and
placed under a ban.

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

In Ovid’s eyes then the Art was the earliest cause
XX



INTRODUCTION

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

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

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

! Tor these terms ¢f. T 100 iv. 4. 37 and 43 ff.;

P 11 9,715 T.1. 2. 64 iv. 8 49 4. 445 P, i, 7. 415 i 9.

s 1. l()o f.; i. 2. 98 ff.; ii. 1045 P. i, 2. 173 T. i. 5.

¢2; iil. 6. 30; P.ii. 2. 17; 1. iii. 6.27; P. i. 6.21; 7. iv.
4. 38; iii. 6. 11 ff.; P.ii. 6. 7.
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guilt was in this matter, as in the case of the Ars
Amatoria, a necessary part of his appeal to Augustus.!
It was necessary also for him to represent his friends,
however sympathetic they werc, as siding with
Augustus, and so we hear that Cotta Maximus,
Messalinus, and Graecinus condemned or reproved
the poet’s sins ; they believed that Ovid had sinned
but that his sin was rather foolish than criminal.
The thing was an offence, a wound to Augustus,
and he had used harsh words about it, but there is
no proof that the wound concerned his private
affairs. In fact the sin did not, according to Ovid,
involve others but had ruined the poet alone. He
advances his original error as a partial excuse, not
as a defence, for his sin.  This is his only plea, but it
is fairly clear that if the question could have been
argued he would have made a strong defence.

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

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

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

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

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

1 Schanz (see Bibliog.) gives a good résumé of modern
discussions. Boissier connects Ovid’s culpa with the intrigue
of the younger Judia and Silanus, and this has been the
favourite hypothesis. More recently S. Reinach (Rev. de
Philol. xxxiv., 1910, p. 347) and Némethy (see Bibliog.) have
tried to show that Ovid was implicated in the affair of
Agrippa Postumus, Augustus’s grandson, who was banished
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When the blow fell Ovid was in Elba, probably
in the suite of his friend Cotta Maximus, for the
latter heard of Ovid’s sin, and Ovid has described
the interview in which he stammeringly confessed to
Cotta that the report was true. This must have
been in the summer or early autumn of A.0. 8. Ovid
returned to Rome and arranged his affairs as best
he could. In his despair he contemplated suicide,
but he was not of the stuff of which suicides are
made. Moreover, he cherished hopes of pardon,
and he prevailed on his wife to remain behind to
work for this object. His parting from her and
the events of his dismal journey are described in
Tristia i., all of which, save possibly the proem, was
written before he reached Tomis. The account of
the journey does not begin until he has boarded
ship, at which time we find him storm-tossed on the
Adriatic, and so it is uncertain whether he followed
the Appian Way to Capua and its extension to
Brundisium, the customary route for travellers
bound to the East, or whether he embarked at
some port nearer Rome, for example, Ostia. At
any rate he sailed to Corinth, crossed the Isthmus
from Lechacum to Cenchreae and boarded a second
ship which carried him to Imbros and Samothrace.
This ship completed her voyage to Tomis, but the
poet preferred to cross from Samothrace to Tempyra
near the Thracian coast and so to finish his journey

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Poetry written by such a man amid such surround-
ings was inevitably monotonous and aroused criticism.
The almost unvarying sadness of its tone, the con-
stant repetition of the same appeal were criticized.
He admits the charge ; his poetry is conditioned by
his lot and by his purpose, and he regards possible
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advantage to himself as preferable to fame ; if he
could be restored to his home he would be gay as
of old, though he would never again attempt wanton
verse.l

And yet, although his work of necessity fell short of
his ideals, he was conscious that it was good enough
to be read, for the host of readers of which he boasts
must have included many who were not interested
solely in the work of his happier years. His great
reputation also must have interested many in the
poetry of a fallen idol, even if from mere curiosity
to discover how that idol comported himself in
exile. He affirms, moreover, that to be named in
his verse was to receive fame. This affirmation was
not mere convention, nor was it entirely for the
purpose of propaganda that he published these

oems. He believed that they were worth pub-
lishing. And he was right. They are too pervasively
gloomy, although the reader will find not a few
exceptions to the rule, and their purpose is too
obviously pressed. Nevertheless as human docu-
ments they possess great interest in spite of the
author’s weakness and slavish fawning.

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

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

CuronNorogy AND PusLicaTiON

In P. iv. 6. 16 there is a reference to the death
of Augustus together with the statement (v. 5) that
Ovid has passed an Olympiad of five years in Scythia.
Augustus died August 19, a.n. 14. Therefore P.
iv. 6 was written in the autumn of aA.pn. 14, and the
poet had been in Tomis since A.p. 9 (probably summer
at latest). The poems of 7. i. were all written
during his journey into exile (7.i.11.1 f.), and since
he refers in this book to December and winter
(T.i. 11. 8 ff., 89, etc.), but mentions no discomforts
of a winter journey through the Thracian mountains,
and since he travelled so leisurely that he received
news from home (7.1i. 6. 8 ff,, i. 9. 39 f.), it is very
probable that he left Rome in the autumn or early
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winter of A.p. 8. Moreover, 7. iv. 10. 95 f. implies
that he was fifty when he was ordered into exile (cf.
Ibis 1). If he is speaking at all precisely, we may
infer that the order came after March 20, A.p. 8, his
fiftieth birthday. On this basis we may establish
the following table :

T.i. Composed during the winter, a.p. 8-9.
T. ii. Composeda.n. 9. Tiberius is still warring

in Pannonia, and Ovid has not heard of the
close of the war and of Tiberius’s transfer to
Germany after the defeat of Varus (cf. vv.
177, 225 fF.).

T.iii. Composed 4.p.9-10. Germany hasrebelled

T

T v.

(cf. iii. 12. 47 ff). The defeat of Varus
occurred in the late summer or autumn
A.D. 9.

iv. Composed a.p. 10-11. Tiberius is cam-
paigning against the Germans (a.n. 10, cf.
iv. 2. 2). Ovid has passed two summers away
from home (i.e. autumn of A.p. 10, ¢f. iv. 6. 19),
and two winters (i.e. the spring of either a.p.
10 or 11 is meant, according as we interpret
the passage to refer to two winters since the
poct left Rome, or two passed in Tomis, cf.
iv.7.11.).

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

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

P. i-ii. Composed a.p. 12-13. The triumph is
expected, i.e. before January 16, a.n. 13,
and therefore late in aA.n. 12, ¢f. iii. 8. 86.
Other references to the triumph imply that
Ovid is writing not long before it or not long
after it, i.e. in the latter part of A.p. 12 or
the early part of a.p. 13, ¢f. ii. 1. 1 and 46
ii. 2. 755 ii. 5. 275 iii. 1. 136 iii. 4. 3 f.
Also Ovid is in Tomis for the fourth winter,
i.e. the winter of 12-13 a.p., ¢f. i. 2. 26, and
for the fourth autumn, 7.e. the autumn of
A.D. 12, cf. i. 8. 27. Lastly iv. 4 was sent to
Sex. Pompey before he entered on his consul-
ship in a.p. 14, i.e. this poem of the fourth
book was written in the latter part of a.p. 18.
It is quite possible that some of the letters
which cannot be dated may have been written
before some of the later Tristia.

P. iv. Composed a.p. 13-16. P. iv. 4 belongs to
A.D. 13 (see above), iv. 5 to A.n. 14, since it
was written after Pompcy became consul.
iv. 6 was written after Augustus’s death, i.e.
in the autumn a.p. 14. The sixth summer
(iv. 10. 1) and the sixth winter (iv. 13. 40) in
Tomis are mentioned, 7.e. the summer of
A.D. 14 and the winter of a.p. 14-15. The
latest reference is that to the consulship of
Graecinus (iv. 9. 4), and since he was consul
suffectus a.p. 16, and the letter was intended
to reach him on the day he took office
in May, it was probably written early in
A.D. 16,
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Thus the letters of P. iv., so far as they can be
dated, were composed A.n. 18-16, but some of the
letters which cannot be dated may have been
written a little before or a little after this period.
Since the book has no proem and several of the
letters are addressed to persons not mentioned
before, it is probable that Ovid did not himself
collect these letters for publication in book form.
Perhaps, on the other hand, he was preparing to
do so, for iv. 16 has the air of having been written
as an epilogue. It is a variation on that assertion
of fame which was a convention with Augustan poets,
only, since Ovid regarded himself as already dead
to the world, Horace’s non omnis moriar becomes
here a non omnis mortuus sum.

The internal evidence already cited shows that
it was Ovid’s custom to send each letter separately
to its recipient, and when enough letters had
accumulated to collect them for publication in book
form. At the time of publication it is possible
that he excluded some letters which had been sent
separately ; certainly he added the introductory
and perhaps some of the closing poems. Each book,
save T. ii.,, which is one long composition, and
P. iv. (see above), is provided with such poems, and
the same is true of P. i.iii., which for purposes of
publication formed a unit. With this exception
eachfbook also was published separately (c¢f. T v.
1L 1f).

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tue Text

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

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

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

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

H, of the thirteenth century, a ms. at Holkham House,
geat of the Earl of Leicester.

P, of the fifteenth century, a Vatican ms,

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

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

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

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

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

Class I. :

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

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

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

Class IIL. :

E, of the thirteenth century, at Eton.

H, of the thirteenth century, at Holkham House.

O, of the fifteenth century, in the Bodleian.

Other manuscripts of this class and also the later
manuscriﬁts (s) are of occasional service. These manu-
scripts, like those of the same period of the Tristia, have
been much tinkered.

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

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

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

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



TRISTIUM LIBER PRIMUS

L

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

1 cum vel quo 2 sentiat corr. & 3 illo

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

I. Tur Porr To ms Boox!

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

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

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



OVID

vivere me dices, salvum tamen esse negabis ;
20 id quoque, quod vivam, munus habere dei.
atque ita tu tacitus—quaerenti plura legendus '—
ne, quae non opus est, forte loquare, cave !
protinus admonitus repetet mea crimina lector,
et peragar populi publicus ore reus.
25 tu cave defendas, quamvis mordebere dictis ;
causa patrocinio non bona maior ? erit.
invenies aliquem, qui me suspiret ademptum,
carmina nec siccis perlegat ista genis,
et tacitus secum, ne quis malus audiat, optet,
30 sit mea lenito Caesare poena levis.
nos quoque, quisquis erit, ne sit miser ille, precamur,
placatos miseris qui volet esse deos ;
quaeque volet, rata sint, ablataque principis ira
sedibus in patriis det mihi posse mori.
35 ut peragas mandata, liber, culpabere forsan
ingeniique minor laude ferere mei.
iudicis officium est ut res, ita tempora rerum
quaerere. quaesito tempore tutus eris.
carmina proveniunt animo deducta sereno ;
40  nubila sunt subitis tempora nostra malis.
carmina secessum scribentis et otia quaerunt ;
me mare, me venti, me fera iactat hiems.
carminibus metus omnis obest 2 ; ego perditus ensem
haesurum iugulo iam puto iamque meo.
45 haec quoque quod facio, iudex mirabitur aequus,
scriptaque cum venia qualiacumque leget.

1 legendum corr. Ehwald % peior &
3 abest corr. Francius



TRISTIA, 1. 1. 19-46

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

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



OVID

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

1 circumice Heinsius: circumspice



TRISTIA, I. 1. 47-72

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

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

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

! Homer. * A reference to the 4rs amatoria.

7



OVID

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

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



TRISTIA, I. 1. 73-100

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

9



OVID

tantum ne noceas, dum vis prodesse, videto—
nam spes est animi nostra timore minor—
quaeque quiescebat, ne mota resaeviat ira
et poenae tu sis altera causa, cave !
105 cum tamen in nostrum fueris penetrale receptus,
contigerisque tuam, scrinia curva, domum,
aspicies illic positos ex ordine fratres,
quos studium cunctos evigilavit idem.
cetera turba palam titulos ostendet apertos,
110 et sua detecta nomina fronte geret ;
tres procul obscura latitantes parte videbis,—
sic quoque,’ quod nemo nescit, amare docent,
hos tu vel fugias, vel, si satis oris habebis,
Oedipodas facito Telegonosque voces.
115 deque tribus, moneo, si qua est tibi cura parentis,
ne quemquam, quamvis ipse docebit, ames.
sunt quoque mutatae, ter quinque volumina, formae,
nuper ab exequiis carmina rapta meis.
his mando dicas, inter mutata referri
120 fortunae vultum corpora posse meae.
namque ea dissimilis subito est effecta priori,
flendaque nunc, aliquo tempore laeta fuit.
plura quidem mandare tibi, si quaeris, habebam,
sed vereor tardae causa fuisse morae 2
125 et si quae subeunt, tecum, liber, omnia ferres,
sarcina laturo magna futurus eras.

1 hi qui vel hi quoque : sic quoque Bentley
? viae

1 See Index, s.v. Telephus.
10



TRISTIA, I. 1. 101-126

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

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

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

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

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

II.

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



TRISTIA, I. 1. 127—11. 24

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

II. StorM aND Praver

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

13 But, wretch that I am, to no purpose am I
wasting profitless words. My very lips as I speak
are sprayed by the heavy waves, and dread Notus
hurls away my words nor suffers my prayers to
reach the gods to whom they are directed. So the
same winds, that I be not punished in one way only,
are driving—I know not whither—both my sails
and my prayers. Wretched me! what vast moun-
tains of water heave themselves aloft! Now, now,
you think, they will touch the highest stars. What
mighty abysses settle beneath us as the flood yawns
apart! Now, now you think they will touch
black Tartarus. Wherever 1 gaze there is naught
but sea and air—sea swollen with billows, air athreat

18
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25 inter utrumque fremunt inmani murmure venti.
nescit, cui domino pareat, unda maris.
nam modo purpureo vires capit Eurus ab ortu,
nunc Zephyrus sero vespere missus adest,
nunc sicca gelidus Boreas bacchatur ab Arcto,
30 nunc Notus adversa proelia fronte gerit.
rector in incerto est nec quid fugiatve petatve
invenit : ambiguis ars stupet ipsa malis.
scilicet occidimus, nec spes est ulla salutis,
dumque loquor, vultus obruit unda meos.
35 opprimet hanc animam fluctus, frustraque precanti
ore necaturas accipiemus aquas.
at pia nil aliud quam me dolet exule coniunx :
hoc unum nostri scitque gemitque mali.
nescit in inmenso iactari corpora ponto,
40 nescit agi ventis, nescit adesse necem.
o bene, quod non sum mecum conscendere passus,
ne mihi mors misero bis patienda foret !
at nunc, ut peream, quoniam caret illa periclo,
dimidia certe parte superstes ero.
45 ei mihi, quam celeri micuerunt nubila flamma !
quantus ab aetherio personat axe fragor !
nec levius tabulae laterum feriuntur ab undis,
quam grave balistae moenia pulsat onus.
qui venit hic fluctus, fluctus supereminet omnes :
50  posterior nono est undecimoque prior.
nec letum timeo ; genus est miserabile leti.
demite naufragium, mors mihi munus erit.
est aliquid, fatove suo ferrove ! cadentem
in solida 2 moriens ponere corpus humo,

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

! The ancient * siege gun,” which hurled stones.
14



TRISTIA, I. 1. 25-54

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

3 But my loyal wife grieves for naught save my
exile—that is the only ill of mine she knows and
bemoans. She knows not that I am buffeted about
on the vast sea, knows not that I am harried by the
winds, knows not that death is near me. Ah, well
it was that I suffered her not to board ship with me,
else 1, poor wretch, should now be forced to suffer a
double death! But as it is, even though I perish,
in her freedom from peril at least I shall half survive.
Alas ! what a swift glitter of flame from the clouds !
What a mighty crash roars from the zenith! And
no lighter blow falls upon her planks from the
billows than the heavy pounding of the balistal
upon a wall. Here comes a wave that o’ertops
them all—the wave after the ninth and before the
eleventh. I fear not death; ’tis the form of death
that I lament. Save me from shipwreck and death
will be a boon. 'Tis something worth if falling by
fate 2 or by the steel one rests in death upon the
solid ground, utters some parting words to friends,

2 j.e. natural death.
15
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55 et mandare suis aliqua et! sperare sepulcrum
et non aequoreis piscibus esse cibum.
fingite me dignum tali nece, non ego solus
hic vehor. inmeritos cur mea poena trahit ?
pro superi viridesque dei, quibus aequora curae,
60 utraque iam vestras sistite turba minas,
quamgque dedit vitam mitissima Caesaris ira,
hance sinite infelix in loca jussa feram.
si quantam 2 merui, poena me perdere vultis,
culpa mea est ipso iudice morte minor.
65 mittere me Stygias si iam voluisset in undas
Caesar, in hoc vestra non eguisset ope.
est illi nostri non invidiosa cruoris
copia ; quodque dedit, cum volet, ipse feret.
vos modo, quos certe nullo, puto, crimine laesi,
70 contenti nostris iam, precor, este malis !
nec tamen, ut cuncti miserum servare velitis,
quod periit, salvum iam caput esse potest.
ut mare considat ventisque ferentibus utar,
ut mihi parcatis, non minus exul ero.
75 non ego divitias avidus sine fine parandi
latum mutandis mercibus aequor aro,
nec peto, quas quondam petii studiosus, Athenas,
oppida non Asiae, non loca visa prius,
non ut Alexandri claram delatus ad urbem
80 delicias videam, Nile iocose, tuas.
quod faciles 3 opto ventos,—quis credere posset 4 ?—
Sarmatis est tellus, quam mea vela petunt.
obligor, ut tangam laevi fera litora Ponti ;
quodque sit a patria tam % fuga tarda, queror.

1 aliquid et corr. s
2 quoque quam vel quia: quantam Rappold
3 facile est : faciles Heinsius 4 possit 8 jam corr. &

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

16



TRISTIA, 1. 1. 55-84

and looks forward to a tomb—not to be the food of
fishes in the sea. Suppose me deserving of such a
death, yet I am not here the only passenger. Why
does my punishment involve the innocent? O ye
gods above and ye of the green flood, who rule the
waters,—stay ye now, both hosts of you, your
threats. The life that Caesar’s merciful wrath has
granted, let me carry, unhappy man that I am, to
the appointed place. If ye wish to ruin me with
a penalty great as I have deserved, my fault even in
my judge’s eyes merits not death. If ere now
Caesar had wished to send me to the waters of the
Styx, he had not needed your aid in this. He has
a power over my life which ye may not begrudge ;
and what he has granted he will take away when he
shall wish. But ye, whom surely no crime of mine
has wronged, be content by now with my woes.
And yet, though ye be all willing to save a wretch,
that life which is lost cannot now be safe. Even
should the sea grow calm and favouring breezes
bear me on—even should ye spare me—I shall be
not less an exile. Not in greed of limitless wealth
do I plough the sea to trade my wares nor am I
on my way to Athens as once I was while a student,
nor to the cities of Asia, nor the places I have seen
before, nor am I sailing to Alexander’s famous
city to see thy pleasures, merry Nile. The reason
of my prayers for favouring winds (who could believe
it ?) is the Sarmatian land, the object of my voyage.
I am constrained to reach the wild shores of ill-
omened! Pontus, and I complain that my journey
into exile from my native land is so slow! That
6 Eddwupos Iévros, ** Pontus of the fair name.” Or Ovid means
¢ Pontus-on-the-left " (see Introd. p. xxvii).
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86 nescio quo videam positos ut in orbe Tomitas,
exilem facio per mea vota viam.
seu me diligitis, tantos conpescite fluctus,
pronaque sint nostrae numina vestra rati ;
seu magis odistis, iussae me advertite terrae :
90 supplicii pars est in regione mei.!
ferte—quid hic facio >—rapidi mea corpora 2 venti !
Ausonios fines cur mea vela volunt ?
noluit hoe Caesar. quid, quem fugat ille, tenetis ?
aspiciat vultus Pontica terra meos.
95 et iubet et merui ; nec, quae damnaverit ille,
crimina defendi fasque piumque puto.
si tamen acta deos numquam mortalia fallunt,
a culpa facinus scitis abesse mea.
immo ita si scitis, si me meus abstulit error,
100  stultaque mens nobis. non scelerata fuit,
quod licet et minimis, domui si favimus illi,
si satis Augusti publica iussa mihi,
hoe duce si dixi felicia saecula, proque
Caesare tura piis Caesaribusque dedi,—
105 si fuit hic animus nobis, ita parcite divi !
si minus, alta cadens obruat unda caput !
fallor, an incipiunt gravidae vanescere nubes,
victaque mutati frangitur unda maris ?
non casu, vos sed sub condicione vocati,
110 fallere quos non est, hanc mihi fertis opem.

III.

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

1 mori: mei s 2 carbasa : corpora &

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

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

III. Tue Nigur or ExiLe

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

1 qua] cum 2 parvo 3 ab hac
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city—when I recall that night on which I left so
many things dear to me, even now from my eyes
the teardrops fall.

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

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

! Lares] aras % extinctos] aeternos

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

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

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

! Priamus

1 She remained in Rome to work for the poet’s recall.
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love. At last I said, “ Why hasten? 'Tis Scythia
whither I am going, tis Rome that I must leave.
Both are good reasons for delay. My wife lives and
1 live, but she is being denied me forever and m
home and the sweet inmates of that faithful home,
and the comrades I have loved with a brother’s
love, O hearts knit to me with Theseus’ faith!
Whilst I may I will embrace you. Never more
perhaps shall I have the chance. The hour granted
me is so much gain.”

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

8 Such was her attempt, as it had been before,
and with difficulty did she surrender her resolve
for my profit! I set forth—if it was not rather
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egredior, sive illud erat sine funere ferri,
90 squalidus inmissis hirta per ora comis.
illa dolore amens tenebris narratur obortis
semianimis media procubuisse domo,
utque resurrexit foedatis pulvere turpi
crinibus et gelida membra levavit humo,
95 se modo, desertos modo complorasse Penates,
nomen et erepti saepe vocasse viri,
nec gemuisse minus, quam si nataeque meumgque !
vidisset structos corpus habere rogos,
et voluisse mori, moriendo ponere sensus,
100 respectuque tamen non periisse mei.
vivat, et absentem, quoniam sic fata tulerunt,
vivat ut 2 auxilio sublevet usque suo.

IA'A

Tinguitur oceano custos Erymanthidos ursae,
aequoreasque suo sidere turbat aquas.

nos tamen Ionium non nostra findimus aequor
sponte, sed audaces cogimur esse metu.

5 me miserum ! quantis increscunt aequora ventis,

erutaque ex imis fervet harena fretis !

monte nec inferior prorae puppique recurvae
insilit et pictos verberat unda deos.

pinea texta sonant, pulsi? stridore rudentes,

10 ingemit et nostris ipsa carina malis.

navita confessus gelidum pallore timorem,
iam sequitur victus, non regit arte ratem.

utque parum validus non proficientia rector
cervicis rigidae frena remittit equo,
1 virique % et corr. Salmasius  * pulsu Rothmaler

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

IV. O~ Tne Deep

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

V.

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

if only ’tis possible for one already dead? not to
die !

V. To a Farrurur Frienp

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

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

1 et opis vel sisui: tibi di Lhwald

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

17 And yet if this bark of mine were being borne
on by a friendly breeze, perchance that loyalty
of yours would be unknown. Theseus’ friendship
would not have been so keenly felt by Pirithous if
he had not gone while still alive to the waters below.
That the Phocean! was a model of sincere love
was due to thy madness, gloomy Orestes. If
Euryalus had not fallen in with the Rutulian foe,
Hyrtacian Nisus would have had no renown. 'Tis
clear that as tawny gold is tested in the flames so
loyalty must be proved in times of stress. While
Tortune aids us and a smile is upon her calm face,
all things follow our unimpaired resources. But at
the first rumble of the thunder they flee, and nobody
recognizes him who but now was encircled with troops
of comrades. This, which once I inferred from the
examples of former men, now I know to be true
from my own woes. Scarce two or three of you,
my friends, once so many, remain to me ; the rest
were Fortune’s following, not mine. And so, few
though ye are, run all the more to aid my injured
state and provide a secure shore for my shipwreck.
Tremble not over much with false fear lest this
loyalty give offence to our god. Ofttimes faith
even among his enemies in arms has been praised
by Caesar ; when it exists among his own, he loves
it; in an enemy he approves it. My case is still
more favourable since 1 did not nurse strife against
him, but earned this exile by my simplicity.? Do you,
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invigiles igitur nostris pro casibus, oro,
deminui siqua! numinis ira potest.
45 scire meos casus siquis desiderat omnes,
plus, quam quod fieri res sinit, ille petit.
tot mala sum passus, quot in aethere sidera lucent
parvaque quot siccus corpora pulvis habet ;
multaque credibili tulimus maiora ratamque,
60 quamvis acciderint, non habitura fidem.
pars etiam quaedam mecum moriatur oportet,
meque velim possit dissimulante tegi.
si vox infragilis, pectus mihi firmius aere,?
pluraque cum linguis pluribus ora forent,
55 non tamen idcirco complecterer omnia verbis,
materia vires exsuperante meas.
pro duce Neritio docti mala nostra poetae
scribite : Neritio nam mala plura tuli.
ille brevi spatio multis erravit in annis
60 inter Dulichias Iliacasque domos :
nos freta sideribus totis distantia mensos
sors tulit 3 in Geticos Sarmaticosque sinus.
ille habuit fidamque manum sociosque fideles :
me profugum comites desernere mei.
65 ille suam laetus patriam victorque petebat :
a patria fugi victus et exul ego.
nec mihi Dulichium domus est Ithaceve Samosve,
poena quibus non est grandis abesse locis,
sed quae de septem totum circumspicit orbem
70  montibus, imperii Roma deumque locus.
illi corpus erat durum patiensque laborum :
invalidae vires ingenuaeque mihi.
ille erat assidue saevis agitatus in armis :
adsuetus studiis mollibus ipse fui.
1 g nunc L * heret vel esset corr. &
3 sors tulit ¢ detulit
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then, watch on behalf of my fortunes, I beg of you, if

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

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

VL

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

1 Coo] Clario ¢ battis corr. Merkel

1 Pallas Atheue (Minerva).
34







































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































