24 ECLOGUE I

THE ECLOGUES TO PERFORM & READ

FIRST — MELIBG&US & TITYRUS {NEW GOD AT ROME}

CHARACTERS [SPEAKING / Named Only or Background]
MELIB&US, cued by V[irgil] as emotive & eloquent — outspoken — pushed from fatherland, farm, & leisurely
interludes of watching goats graze while he lay & sang in a green bower.

STORY: saw oaks struck by lightning but failed to understand the sign, now forced to flee & leave his home
farm to Godless barbarian soldier.

CRAFT: singer but silenced & seer-bard (old Latin vates, p. 61) that failed to understand new signs— hence
in V’s mind representing end of potential for Roman epos as traditionally framed.

CLUES: name rooted in Greek ‘honey-song-cry’, not in bucolic epos of Thfeocritus] but linked by old
commentary to tragic myth as farmer (georgos) who reared Oedipous.

TITYRUS, elderly slave (freedman?), grazer of sheep & cattle — lying in shade to sing of happy love for Amaryllis.

STORY: in old age freed of wrong love; wanting to get free of slavery too set out for Rome where saw a
new GOD & heard his oracle that ordered return to work ‘as before’ with more output.

CRAFT: player on pan pipe, singer, interprets oracle, so successful seer-bard (old Latin vates, p. 61) —
hence in V's mind representing ambition to adapt old Greek bucolic for new myth at Rome —
program implied by the oracle, ‘as before but more’.

CLUES: name in Greek a nickname translatable as ‘Buck, Satyr, Dick’; a figure promoted to foreground
from Th’s background — one Tityros left to herd while Goatherd courted Amaryllis (id. 3); another
Tityros to sing about oxherd’s (Daphnis’) fatal love & about goatherd lying in shade (id. 7).

GOD AT ROME, framed by V as power securing a bucolic range imagined as owing Roman religious duty —
monthly payback by sacrificing tender (vulnerable/delectable) home grown lamb.

CLUES: puts positive spin on Caesar Octavian & gives V new mythic frame for epos with hint of cost — no
similar deity & no obligation to pay out sacrifice in Th.

Godless Soldier, Barbarian, taking over carefully cultivated farm property of citizen MELIBEUS & framed by V as
extreme other — opposite of GOD AT ROME & Roman citizenry.

CLUES: troops blamed but not their leader, Caesar Octavian, who took property to pay his army after 42
BCE — in Th no such disruptive military force & loss of social order & economic base.

Amaryllis, current — affectionate — lady love of TITYRUS.

CLUES: name in Greek means ‘sparkling’; figure portrayed by Th as dead (id. 4) or hidden in cave &
rejecting courtship from Goatherd while Tityros watched goats (id. 3) — further clue that Vs new
bucolic improves on situations in Th.

Galatéa, former — rejecting & greedy — lady love of TITYRUS.
CLUES: name in Greek means ‘milky’, sea nymph flirting (id. 6) or elusive (id. 11) — emblematic of Th’s
version of bucolic now put behind.
SCENE
Lone, broad-spreading beech hemmed in by flowering sonorous hedge & rocky pasture ranged by cows with
room for sheep folds: edged by lofty crag with view across a valley with farm dwellings to far horizon of blue
hills.
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MELIB&US enters right, spots TITYRUS on stage laid back: abruptly stops & points with gestures cued by ‘you’/

‘we’ — pronouns marking contrast between the two in dialogue on-stage. TITYRUS in reply takes cue from ‘that

one, his, he’ — pronouns that point upwards to a third person, the figure of the GOD posted on the upper platform

& crowned to suggest divinity (or, if circumstances dictate, gesture can point to Caesar Octavian in front row).

Tityrus, you — lying back beneath a broad beech lid — 48
are working up a wildwood muse with a meager oat.!*
We are leaving our fathers’ borders — lands once sweet to plow:!3

our fatherland we flee. You, Tityrus, limber in shade'’!

are teaching woods to echo “well-formed Amaryllis.”!>?
O Melibctus, a god it was who made us this repose,'>
for that one always will be a god to me — his altar

often stained by our own sheep folds’ tender lamb.

He let my cows range round, as you discern, & me
myself, whatever I wanted, play with farmfield reed.!**

Not I to envy; staring more — there’s distress so far!*®

all over fields entire. Myself, look, nanny—goats157

I'm pushing, anxious. This one, Tityrus, scarcely draw;!38

for just now here among thick hazels, straining hard

to give them birth, she left twin kids — troop's hope — on naked flint.!*
This evil, if my mind had not been jinxed, I see

that often — struck by bolts from heaven — oaks foretold.'*°

But still, what sort of god you’ve got, do, Tityrus, tell.

The city Rome they declare, Melibceus, I used to reckon'®?

like to ours (the more fool I), for which we grazers!6

often do wean tender nurslings from our sheep.'®*

As pups alike to dogs I’d known, as kids alike'®®

to mothers, so I did put together with little great.

But Rome mid other cities has raised its head as high
as cypresses raise theirs mid limber flowering shrubs.!%
What so great cause was there for you to be seeing Rome?'¢’
Freedom, if rather late, since art I’d lacked, looked back,!%®
after my beard was falling whiter when I sheared,

yet did look back at last & came a long time after —

once Amaryllis has me — left by Galatéa.'®®

In fact, for I’ll confess, while Galatéa kept me,

no hope was there of freedom nor care about my stash.!”°
However many a fattened victim left my pens

for sale & cheese got pressed in molds for a thankless city,
never heavy with cash did my right hand get home.

I stared at why, Amaryllis, gloomy, you called gods,

for whom left fruit to dangle each from its own tree.

Hence Tityrus was gone. Themselves, you, Tityrus, pines,
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themselves the springs, themselves these trees kept calling.!”!

How was I to make out? For nowhere else could I'"?

get out of slavery or get to know such powerful gods.
Here I saw that youth, Melibceus, for whom each year173
on twice six days our offerings send up smoke.
Here to me seeking he first gave prophetic echo:!™
“Graze your cows, boys, as before. Send up your bulls.”
Lucky oldster, therefore yours your countryside!”’

will stay & great enough for you: though naked rock!”®
& marsh with muddy rush draw shut your pasture all:'7
no foreign feed will trouble ewes — for nursing heavy'%® —
nor evil contact from a neighboring stock do hurt.

Lucky oldster, here among the streams you know!8!

& holy springs you’ll seek to take the darkling cold.
Hence, as always, from its nearby hedge your croft'®? —
its willow flower grazed down by Hyblan bees —

will often with light whispering soothe in sleep.
Hence under lofty crag will leafer sing to breeze!®3
nor all the while will throaty pigeons, your concern,
nor doves let up their moaning from the soaring elm.
Sooner thus will deer — grown light — graze upper air,'3*
& straits abandon fishes — naked — on the shores;
sooner as exiles — ranged beyond each other's bounds —
will Parthian drink Saone or German drink of Tigris,185
than from our heart will that one’s visage slip away.
But we from here will go — some part to thirsty Africa,
some to Scythia & Oéxes snatching silt

& Britain deeply from the globe entire cut off.!¥’

Look, ever — a long time after — will I stare

at fatherland bounds & paltry roof lid’s peak with turf

piled up — my kingdoms seeing after some summers’ ears.!38

Will godless soldier get these fallows so well cared,'®®

barbarian these crop-lands? Look, to what point discord’s drawn'’

us citizens wretched forth. For these did we sow fields?

Graft now your pears, Melibceus; put on row your vines.!!

Get on, once nursing herd, my nanny goats, get on.!*?
Not after this will I — relaxed in a verdant bower —

see you far off there dangle down from a shrubby crag.
No more will I sing songs. Not with me as grazer,'*?
nannies, will you pluck clover flower & bitter willow.
Here, however, you with me at least this night!®
could rest on verdant leafage. We have ripened fruit
& chestnuts soft & milk stored up compact in molds;

& now far off the topmost peaks of farmsteads smoke'*®
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& greater — down from lofty hills — the shadows fall. 83
leNeoXe)

SECOND — FRAMER {CORYDON’S VAIN (EROTIC-VATIC) REACH}
CHARACTERS [SPEAKING / Named Only or Background]

FRAMER, cued by V as reporting with urbane detachment a full rural scene where farmers perform their regular

georgic work but grazer CORYDON roams & burns with love for his master’s pet slave boy.

STORY: in this blended bucolic-georgic range (cf.'°" peaceful close, [ecl. 1]) action will get caused here
again by force though not of Rome but love.

CLUES: V puts this frame together (composes) with motifs drawn & varied from the previous eclogue (cf.
ecl. 1). Th too framed songs by others in his own voice (idd. 6, 11).

CORYDON, cued by V as emotive slave, grazer of sheep & goats, neglecting work of pasture & farm for love of

Aléxis — a recent obsession, since once loved Amaryllis [2.14].

STORY: singing fails to charm desired boy, so singer finally turns mind back to winter farm chores left

neglected because of love.

CRAFT: honored with legacy of well-made pipe, also represented as a singer as eloquent in reach for

distant love as was MELIBGEUS protesting loss of georgic & civic home.

CLUES: frustrated love for ‘well-formed’ boy contrasts with satisfied love for ‘well-formed’ Amaryllis
[1.5] & with various love of monster shepherd Polyphémus for Galateia (idd. 6, 11), that offered

prequel to Homer (Od. 9) — also comparisons with bucolic-tragic & bucolic-heroic figures..
DAMG@TAS, old master who bequeathed precious pipe to CORYDON.

CLUES: represented as bucolic authority for V's version of bucolic range, thus complements Roman
authority from god [1.45] — legacy a hint of challenge, cf. song by Damoitas (id. 6) challenging
Homer (Od. 9).

Aléxis, owner’s pet boy whom CORYDON fails to charm with song — object desired beyond bucolic reach, so

provoking stretch for higher & more distant range.

Amaryllis, neighbor girl — ill-tempered so unlike the beloved of Ti (ecl. 1) but more available than Aléxis, so still
more valuable than the unavailable female in Th (idd. 3 & 4).

Amyntas, neighbor boy who courts CORYDON in vain.
Daphnis, grazer whose good-looks CORYDON thinks he can match.
CLUES: Daphnis leading oxherd & singer (idd. 1, 6) so boast hints that V's bucolic may even surpass Th.
I6llas, rivals CORYDON for Aléxis’ love (so meant as master & owner of both slaves?).
Menélcas, neighbor boy, more homely & dark — from sun while working outside? — than house slave Aléxis.
Nymph, Spring-nymph (Nais, Naiad), local divinity of pools & springs.
Pallas, Athena, cited as founder of cities that the bucolic lover scorns.
Pan, god here identified as first to invent panpipe from reeds.

Théstylis, neighbor girl, courts CORYDON & makes farm-workers salad.
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SCENE

Bucolic-georgic range like the peaceful blend at close of eclogue one — not one broad beech but many — close

together, spindly, tall — near sunny fields where farmers plow. Time span from hot midday to cooling dusk.
CUES

After brief musical interlude, actor that played the God still in place above doffs divine regalia & like a tragic
prologue sets scene & describes dilemma & style about to unfold on stage below that represents the blended
bucolic-georgic range. Then player of Melibceus dons mask of youth, strips to slave tunic, & performs on cues
for gesture & footing signaled by shifts between ‘oh’ & ‘ah’ & apostrophes pointing the finger by abrupt &

exaggerated turns now to the absent boy & now to himself.

198KR  Grazer Corydon burned with love for well-formed Aléxis,'”® 1
darling of their owner, nor had anything to hope.
Only through a thick beech grove with shady tops>*
he kept on coming. There alone he used to flaunt
these unsettled songs with futile zeal to hills & woods:?’! 5
FR{C0* O cruel Aléxis, nothing care you for my songs?*%3 6
For us no pity feel? Do you push me, then, to die?**
Now even stock is seeking to take the shade & cold.
Now verdant lizards too hide out in thorny brakes
& Théstylis is crushing thyme & garlic — tangy
herbs — for reapers wearied by the snatching heat.2%°
But woods along with me with throaty locusts echo
while I beneath the burning sun your traces scour. 13
Wouldn’t it rather have been enough to bear Amaryllis’s% 14
gloomy wrath & haughty scorn? Or bear Menalcas —
dark however he is, you how gleaming white?
O well-formed boy, don’t place your trust too much in hue.
White privet flowers drop off, dark hyacinths get picked 2"’ 18
Yet I’'m despised by you. You don’t search out my sort — 19
how rich in sheep or how awash in snowy milk.
A thousand lambs of mine are ranging Sicily’s hills;
milk I’ve got in summer fresh & winter t0o.2%
I chant®®® what Amphion would, whenever he called livestock,!°
Amphion styled Dircéan on Acteon’s Aracynthus;?!!
& I’'m not so ill-formed, I saw myself just now at the shore,2!?

when calm from winds the sea stood still. Not I would Daphnis

fear (though you were judge), if copies never trick.2!? 27
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O, might it only please you in paltry countryside

to dwell with me in groundling huts & go shoot deer*'*
& push with verdant mallow twig my troop of kids!*!3
Along with me in woods you’ll mimic Pan in singing?!6
(Pan first to join together several reeds with wax*!’
arranged. Pan cares for sheep & for sheep’s masters)
nor should it shame you with reed to rub your little lip.
These same things to know, what didn’t Amyntas do?
I own — composed of seven unequal hemlock stalks —
a pan-pipe, which in gift Damcetas gave me once
while dying & declared: “Now this one has you next.”!3
Declared Damcetas. Foolish with envy Amyntas looked.
Besides, a duo that I found in a tricky valley —

little wild bucks, hides still sprinkled now with white —
that dry two ewe’s teats daily: them I keep for you.

To get them from me Théstylis long since appeals;

& she will yet, since paltry you find gifts from us.

Down here come, well-formed boy. For you, look, nymphs bring lilies*?

in basketfuls. A spring-nymph gleaming bright, while plucking
you pale violets & poppies’ topmost heads,
narcissus yokes with flower of sweetly tangy dill.??!
Then weaving in wild cinnamon & other soothing herbs
she paints soft hyacinths with yellow marigolds.
Myself will pick out peaches hoary with tender down???
& chestnut kernels that my Amaryllis loved.

I'll add on waxy plums — for this fruit honor too —22*

&, laurels, you I’ll pluck & you beside them, myrtle,
since set in this way you will mingle soothing scents.

Coérydon, you’re country. Aléxis doesn’t care for gifts,??*

nor, if with gifts you’d challenge, would I6llas concede.??*
Woe! Woe! What have I wished me, wretched? Lost, I’ve sent
hot southern wind to flowers & boars to limpid springs.
Whom do you flee, ah, mindless? Gods as well have dwelt??®
in woods & Trojan Paris.??’ Pallas herself let care

for citadels she set. Let woods before all else please us!??

Grim lioness after wolf; himself wolf after nanny;
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gamy nanny chases after flowering clover,
Coérydon after you. Their own pleasure pulls each one.??
Look how bullocks bring back plows hung down from yokes
& sun the growing shadows doubles as it goes.?*°
B1 " Yet me love burns: what measure would there be for love?
A Cérydon, Cérydon, what mindlessness has taken you off??32
Your vine’s half-reckoned with, leafy, not yet pruned on its elm.*
Why don’t you rather at least prepare to finish weaving

something use requires from withies & soft rush??3*

You will find, if this one scorns you, another Aléxis.

(eNeoNe

THIRD — MENALCAS & DAMETAS {PALEMON <MUTUAL EROTIC-VATIC BUILD-UP>}

CHARACTERS [SPEAKING / Named Only or Background]

3

MENALCAS, young owner of cattle, sheep, kids, but not in charge.

STORY: gossipy lover of boy & girl & song, nosy neighbor.

CRAFT: via Conon & Pheebus (aka Apollo, one of gods used in propaganda by Caesar Octavian) —
astronomic & prophetic — competes in riddling contest like old seer-bards (vates, p. 61 ).
CLUES: name recalls herder rated less attractive than the desired boy (ecl. 2), hence prompts us to try to
discern similarity & difference; also used by one of the bucolic poets who followed Th.
DAMCETAS, hired hand (slave?) looks after others’ cattle, sheep, goats.
STORY: gossipy lover of girls — rustles livestock, gets into singing matches.
CRAFT: claims goat as prize for singing contest (hint of origin of tragedy); competes in riddling contest
like old seer-bards (vates, p. 61); linked too with powerful singing via Orpheus & Jove (i.e.
Jupiter, ruler of gods & used in propaganda of Caesar Octavian,).
CLUES: name recalls dead master & metaphor of inheritance in poetic tradition (ecl. 2), thus provokes
more queries about similarity & difference — does V imagine a time prior to previous eclogue, a
prequel, in manner of Th who imagined the Cyclops as youthful at a time before that recounted by
Hom? But would such a retreat in time harmonize with hint of maturing in figure of MENALCAS?
PALAMON, neighbor with Greek name but familiar with old Latin Muses (Camenae).
STORY: happens onto squabble, gets warned to pay close heed.
CRAFT: attuned to Caména (Latin Muses, p. 61), so rooted in Italian countryside & claims to demand the

kind of song they love — shifting back & forth between singers — a form however that recalls the
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exchanges of speech in Greek epos — both bucolic (Th) & heroic (Hom).

Agon, off making nice with Neaira, so she won 't prefer MENALCAS, left his sheep for DAMETAS to keep.
CLUES: in Th was owner who left flock to another’s care while off to get glory in Olympic games (id. 4).

Alcimedon, craftsman of cups divinely carved from beech wood that depict Conon — astronomer in court of
Alexandria (c3 BCE) — & Orpheus — mythic poet of power to move nature.

Amyntas, boy loved by MENALCAS, though was name of would-be lover scorned by CORYDON (ecl. 2).

Amaryllis, one of the flirts of DAMETAS (cf. ecll. 2 & 1).
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Bavius & Ma&vius, city poets deserving scorn.
Caménae, nymphs of a spring just outside Rome — invoked in first Roman literature as native Latin powers in
place of Greek Muses (cf. p. 61). Invoking them here, V claims to recover old poetics for new myth.
Damon, lost goat in contest with DAMETAS but would not pay.
Daphnis, hunter with reeds made into arrows not pipe (cf. beauty, ecl. 2).
Galatéa, flirts with DAM®ETAS — prior, wasteful love to TITYRUS [1.30, 31].
16llas, rival for love of Phyllis — owner? (ecl. 2).
Melibceus, known to speakers yet not owner of this flock: hint of time prior — prequel — to the first eclogue?
Micon, owner? keeper? of vineyard (georgic range) vandalized by DAMETAS.
Phyllis, girl loved by 16llas & DAMETAS.
Pollio, city poet — lover of bucolic muse & maker of tragedies (cf. goat song of DAMETAS).
Tityrus, just a grazer of goats, not sheep & cattle — another hint of a prequel to first eclogue?
SCENE
Spring countryside blending georgic fields & bucolic woods.
Grassy plot for sitting close to ancient beech trees & vineyard of Micon.
CUES
Short musical riff as Framer, who reacted to Corydon’s restless shifts with sweeps of arms & pointing hands,
withdraws. Meanwhile the player of Tityrus — donning the mask of a middle aged man — advances to play
DAMG@TAS. His approach provokes the figure still on stage: reflective Corydon suddenly turns into inquisitive &
possessive MENALCAS, sparks insults that build until the ruckus attracts the former Framer now dressed in a

Sfarmer’s broad hat who ushers all to sit on grass for orderly & symmetrical but still snappy trade in songs.

MN*3 Declare me, Damdetas, whom’s herd? Melibceus’s?23¢ 1
D4 No, really Agon's; Agon handed me it just now.
MN  You sheep, as always, malnursed herd: while he himself**’
feels up Neaira, fearing she’ll like me not him,
right here an outcast keeper twice an hour milks ewes —
its sap from the herd gets drawn below, their life from lambs.
DA A bit more sparely (mind!) toss manly men that talk.
We know who did it to you,(while billy-goats crossed their eyes)
& in what shrine (but — making it happen — Nympbhs just laughed).
MN  That was then, I suppose, when me they saw hack down
with an evil hook poor Micon’s trees with fresh-grown vines 23
D4 Or here beside the ancient beeches when you shattered”®
Daphnis’ bow & arrow reeds, which, mean Menalcas,?*?
you when seeing given the boy, not only grieved
but, if you had not somehow harmed, you would have died. 15
MN  What should owners do, when thieves dare try for such? 16
Did I not see you, rascal, plot to steal his buck
away from Damon, even though Wolfie barked & barked?
& when I shouted, "Where's that fellow sneaking to?
Tityrus, push your troop!', you lurked behind the sedge. 20
D4 Though I beat him in chanting, he wasn’t going to pay**! 21
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the billygoat my pan-pipe earned by making songs.?*?

If you don't know, that goat was mine: as much to me

did Damon himself confess, but said he couldn't pay.
MN  You beat him with music? When ever did you possess

a pipe well-yoked with beeswax? Didn’t you used to strew>*

your wretched song in sleazy streets with shrieking straw 244 27
D4 So don't you want us then to try in turns what each 28

can do? So you will not beg off, I stake this youngish

cow — she fills the milk pail twice, her udder feeds

two calves. Declare with what pledge though you’d challenge me.** 31
MN  Nothing from the troop would I dare stake with you. 32

At home there's father, there’s his fresh & nasty wife:

two times a day both count the herd, he even kids. 34

But that which you’ll yourself confess by much the greater 35

(since this craze amuses you), I will stake cups

of beechwood made, divine Alcimedon’s chiseled work,?*

where a limber vine — inscribed above by making lathe —

with ivy growing green its straggling clusters garbs:

mid-point two figures: Conon & who was the other —2#7

that with his measuring rod for peoples marked the globe?*®

entire — what times the reapers, what bent plowmen have.2*’

Nor yet have I set lips to them, but keep them stored. 42
D4 Two cups the same Alcimedon likewise made for me 43

& folded all their handles round with soft bearsbreech?*°

& Orpheus set mid-point & woods going after him;?!

nor yet have I set lips to them, but keep them stored.

Yet if you still look to the cow, no use that you praise cups. 48
MN  Not today will you get off; I'll come wherever you call. 49

Let hear this only ... Well?... Who’s coming? Look, Pal&mon.

I'll make it so that you bait no one else with talk.
D4 Sopush, if you've got anything. Delay from me there’s none:?%2

I flee from no one. Only, neighbor Paléémon, put

these things — no little matter — back in your deepest mind. 54
P4?%*  Declare since we’ve sat down together on forage soft.23 55

& now all fields, now all the trees are giving birth,%

now woods are leafing out, the year’s now most well-formed.?>

Take up, Damdetas; you from there, Menélcas, go.2%’

In shifts declare: in shifts Caménz love their songs.2> 59
D4?*° From Jove our Muse first took: all are full of Jove.>%° [4] 60

He takes care of lands. My songs are his concern.2®!
MN  But me Pheebus loves; for Phoebus always I’ve

his gifts on hand of laurel & hyacinth’s soothing blush.2%2 63
D4*%3 With an apple Galatéa seeks me — gamy girl 264 [12] 64



ECLOGUE III

MN

DA

MN

DA

MN

DA268

MN

D4

MN

DA270

MN

DA

MN

DA275

MN

DA

MN

DA

MN

DA278

MN

& flees to willows, yet desires getting seen before.

Amyntas, my fire, volunteers himself to me,

so Délia soon to our dogs will not get better known.

For my Venus I’ve got gifts, since I myself marked out

the place where soaring pigeons heaped together a nest.
Whatever I could, I sent the boy — picked from a wildwood
tree, ten apples, golden: others tomorrow I will 2%

O how often & what to me has Galatéa uttered!

Winds, some part to the ears of the gods may you bear back!*%®
What good that you at heart, Amyntas, don’t spurn me,

if, while you go after boars, I tend the nets?2%”

To me send Phyllis; the birthday party’s mine, I6llas.

When I kill a youngish cow for harvest, come yourself.

“Phyllis I love before others; for when I left she wept

& long said, ‘Well-formed I6llas, fare you well! Fare well!”.”
Gloomy is wolf for stalls, for ripened harvests rains,?*’

for trees the winds, for us the wrath of Amaryllis.

Sweet for plantings moisture, arbutus for kids when weaned,
limber willow for nursing herd, for me Amyntas.

Pdllio loves our Muse, however countrified;

Piérian Muses graze your reader a youngish cow.?’!

Pollio makes fresh songs himself too; graze a bull

that soon would seek with his horn & scatter sand with his feet.2”?
Where he delights you’ve come, let who loves you, Péllio, come?”?
for him let honey flow, harsh bramble bear sweet balm.2™*

Who hates not Bavius, let him, M&vius, love your songs;

& foxes let him likewise yoke & milk he-goats.

Boys that pick the flowers & berries near ground growing,?’®

oh!, flee from here where cold in the forage lurks a snake.
Spare, sheep, to march too far: the river bank’s not rightly
trusted; even your ram himself now dries his fleece.
Tityrus, fling your grazing nannies back from the stream;?”’
myself, when it comes time, I'll wash them in the springs.
Push, boys, your ewes: if heat has taken away their milk,

as just now happened, vainly we’ll mold teats with hands.
Woe, woe, how thin a bull I’ve got in vetch that’s fat!

The same love ruins both the stock & the master of stock.
These sure — nor love the cause — can scarcely stick to bones;
some evil eye bewitches me my tender lambs.

Declare in what lands — & you’ll my great Apollo be —27°

the span of sky no ampler than three ells would spread.?3°
Declare in what lands do flowers get born inscribed with names

of kings & Phyllis just for yourself alone you’ll get.2%!
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P4?82 Not ours to settle between you two disputes so great: 108
both you & he are worthy the cow & whosoever?s3
either fears loves — even when sweet — or tries though bitter.
Close at last the rills, boys. Meadows have drunk enough.? 111

(e NeoNe

FOURTH — FRAMER-SEER-BARD {VATIC VOICE » FATES}

CHARACTERS [SPEAKING / Named Only or Background]
FRAMER, looks back & down on bucolic woods — unlike PALEMON (ecl. 3], who found bucolic singers worthy &
more like the urbanely disdainful FRAMER [2.1-5].
STORY: excited by birth envisioned as heroic catalyst for universal change, tries to persuade infant boy to
take hold in right way.
CRAFT: eloquent & pushy seer-singer — bard (old Latin vatic voice renewed).
PARCAE, (“Sparing Ones’) — Latin for Fates — goddesses that set fate (‘spoken destiny’ for a life) for an infant
(‘not-yet-speaking’) when first it speaks (fatur).
CLUES: imagined singing at wedding of Peleus & Thetis about their son Achilles & his brutality in war at
Troy & then decline from Heroic to Iron Age (Catullus 64, p. 63: radical new blend of heroic
legends into continuous causal chain linking Homer, Hesiod, Apollonius of Rhodes).
Boy, infant sent from heaven as increase of Jove, sc. Jupiter — father & ruler of gods & men [linked in
propaganda with Caesar Octavian, p. 9] yet born of mortal mother.
Apollo, a.k.a. [also known as] Pheebus, god of seers [a patron god of Caesar Octavian, cf. 3.62] & father of
legendary first poet Linus.
Calliope, muse of heroic epos, a daughter of Memory by Jove, & mother of powerful singer Orpheus.
Linus, a son of Apollo, inventor of verse & music, teacher of Hercules & Orpheus.
Lucina, goddess of childbirth, because she brings to light [luc-] — a.k.a. Diana, sister of Phaebus Apollo.
Pan, Arcadian god — power in bucolic range (ecl. 1; id. 1; Phaedrus), invented pipe (ecl. 2, id. 1).
Péllio, fan of bucolic song & tragic poet (ecl.3) but here hailed as Roman magistrate — consul, office he held in
40 BCE — & negotiator of peace between factions of Caesar Octavian & Marc Antony.
Sicilian Muses, sc. Theocritean — reductive summary of first three eclogues, ignoring how V has upstaged Th &
pushed far beyond even his most generous & rich bucolic-georgic blend (id. 7).
SCENE
Rome (?), since BARD wants woods worthy of a Roman consul, hails a consul, & seeks to charm a boy imagined
as freshly born & destined to rule the whole world.
CUES
Martial music as the two singers withdraw. Palemon ftosses farmer hat to the wings, strides forward & with

grandiloquent gestures belts out urgent pleas cued by pronoun shifts.

FR?®  Sicilian Muses, let us sing a bit greater songs.?3 1

Trees & groundling tamarisks do not please all.%’
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If we are singing woods, let woods get consul worthy.288

Now at last the final age of Cumz's song has come.?°

The centuries' great row is being born afresh 2%

Now comes back too the Maiden, back come Saturn's kingdoms.*"!
Now fresh offspring gets sent down from lofty sky.?%?
You at least this boy being born, by whom iron people
first will cease & golden rise through the world entire,
help, chaste Lucina — your Apollo at last now reigns.?*?
With you then consul, Péllio, will this worthy time?**
go in & great months will take up their forward march.2%>
With you then leading, if some traces stay from our crime,?%®
erased they’ll set lands loose from nagging forms of fear.2%’
He will take up the life of gods & see the gods®®®

with heroes mingled & himself get seen by them

& rule a globe by fathers manhood forced to peace.?*’
3008yt earth will — care free — pour you, boy, first little giﬁs”1
of ivy ranging everywhere with cyclamen

& smiling bearsbreech mingled with Egyptian beans.>*?
Themselves will nanny goats bring home their teats with milk>%?
full-stretched & livestock will not need to fear great lions.
Cradles by themselves will pour you soothing flowers.

The serpent perish & deceptive poison forage

perish, sweet Assyrian balm get common born 3%
305But soon as you can pick & read of heroes' praise
& parents' deeds & get to know what manhood is,
the field will yellow bit-by-bit with ears grown soft
& grapes blush dangling down from carefree briars;
& hardened oaks will sweat out honey like the dew.
Some few, though, traces will survive of ancient fraud -
the sort to bid with boats insulting Thetis, girdling*®’
towns with walls & splitting furrows into earth.

Another Tiphys then there’ll be & other Argo®®®

that transports picked heroes, likewise other wars®?

& still again to Troy a great Achilles sent.3!°

3!Hence, when age firmed up at last makes you a man,
transport will concede its war with sea nor sailor

pine exchange trade goods: all earth will bear all things.*!2
No ground will suffer hoes, no vineyard reckoning hook,
the oak-like plowman, too, at last loose yokes from bulls,!3
nor wool still learn to fake a various reach of hues,

but ram himself exchange his fleece in meadows — saffron
yellow now & now with purple's soothing blush.

Vermilion of its own accord will clothe the grazing lambs.

3l4Run centuries such,” the Parcz to their spindles have declared —*'°
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concordant in their fateful statements’ staying rule.
Step up to, oh, great honors, (soon will be the time),>'®

dear offshoot from the gods, of Jupiter great growth !’ 49
Look how the world keeps nodding with its incurved mass —

both lands & tracts of sea & sky poured forth.

Look how all enjoy the century that’s to come.*!® 52
O then for me may a long life’s final part still stay 53
& breath as much as will be enough to declare your deeds!*"’

Not me with songs will Orpheus from Thrace defeat*?

not Linus, though one his father, one his mother help —*2!

Orpheus Calliope, Linus well-formed Pheebus.

Pan even, if he challenge me (Arcadia as judge),*?

Pan (even Arcadia judging) would declare his own defeat.’? 59
324Take up with a laugh, little boy, to get to know your mother:*?* 60
to your mother long discomforts these ten months have brought.

Take up little boy: whoever for his parent has not laughed,**

him no god deems worthy of board nor goddess of bed.>?’ 63
e NeXNeo!

FIFTH — MENALCAS & MOPSUS {DAPHNIS NEW GOD FOR ROME}

CHARACTERS [SPEAKING / Named Only or Background]

MENALCAS, elderly & authoritative.
STORY: loved by DAPHNIS & now hails him as new god protecting countryside.
CRAFT: singer-seer — bard (vates) — producer of a long praised song.
CLUES: name alerts us to discern similarity & difference within book, e.g., here not young & scrappy as in
ecl. 3: does aging by a character (metaphor of maturation) hint that ecl. 5 a sequel to ecl. 3?

MOPSUS, a goatherd youthfully innovative, ambitious, thin-skinned & contentious.

STORY: in fresh grief mourns DAPHNIS as lost protector of countryside & inventor of Bacchic rites.

CRAFT: singer-seer — bard (vates) — has just now freshly written songs on green beech bark (sc. the book).

CLUES: name prompts discovery or memory that after the war at Troy (hence as a sequel to Homer) one
Mopsus was said to have defeated the Homeric seer Chalcas in a divining contest: told in a short
epos that may have revised & challenged an earlier version — Hellenistic Greek by Euphorion of
Chalcis, brought over into Latin by Virgil's friend C. Cornelius Gallus.

DAPHNIS, dead singer-seer — bard here amplified into culture hero with powers to enrich the bucolic & georgic
ranges, resembling Bacchus, the god of wine & theater — used in propaganda by Marc Antony, who
rivaled for power Caesar Octavian.

STORY: ox-herd carried off by Fates, requires epitaph inscribed on tomb but becomes fructifying god
demanding regular sacrifice.

CRAFT: singer-seer — bard.

CLUES: lament for dead DAPHNIS & praise of his elevation to divine state form a sequel to Th, who
reported his dying words & death (id. 1) — a sequel amplified & Romanized by hint of death &
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divinization of Julius Caesar (for similar shift from mortal to divine, cf. Alexandrian queen’s hair
transformed into constellation, ecl. 3.39-40).
Zgon (ecl. 3), Alphesibceus (ecl. 8), Damcetas (ecl. 3 & ecl. 2) — drawn together into bucolic cohort to celebrate
Daphnis as new god.
Amyntas, faulted as foolish enough to match himself with Pheebus like the satyr Marsyas, whose challenge to
Pheebus got him skinned alive.
CLUES: cf. ecl. 3 — beloved — & ecl. 2 — unloved.
Antigenes, failed suitor of MOPSUS.
Tityrus, assigned to keep goats while others sing (cf. ecl. 3) hence this scene imagined as somehow apart from or
prior (prequel) to time & place of the old oxherd & singer Tityrus authorized by a God at Rome (ecl. 1).
SCENE
Familiar shade (cf. ecll. 2 & 1) declared shifty by ambitious MOPSUS in push to get to vine-wreathed bower (cf.
lost bower of MELIBGUS, ecl. 1).
CUES
Solemn music as FRAMER from stage left moves toward MENALCAS — in mask now of old age — who has entered &
taken a stand front & center, from which hesitantly he queries the other, provoking MOPSUS to reply & draw them
both back & up stage to — center back — to the bower.

MN*?® Why haven’t we, Mopsus, since we’ve come together — both good,—%° 1
you at puffing light reed pipes, I at declaring verses —,>*°
why not sat down right here where hazels mingle with elms?*3!
Mo You're the greater; to you, Menalcas, it's fair I hearken,**?
whether beneath these shadows from restless zephyrs shifty’
or up to the bower we rather get — look where the wildwood***
vine has sprinkled clusters sparse around the bower.3*> 7
MN  Amidst our hills, alone Amyntas challenges you.
Mo So what, if he himself with song would challenge Pheebus?
MN  Take up first, Mopsus, if you’ve got some Fires of Phyllis>*°
or any Alcon’s Praises or Disputes of Codrus.>*
Take up, while Tityrus safely keeps your grazing kids.*3 12
Mo Indeed these songs, which I just now wrote out 13
on verdant bark of beech & marked in measuring shifts,>*°
I’m going to try out: you then bid that Amyntas challenge*
MN  As much as limber willow cedes to pale green olive,
as much as lowly nard to beds of scarlet rose,

by so much, in our judgment, Amyntas cedes to you.

But, boy, cease now from more: we've made it up to the bower. 19
MOo**! Daphnis by cruel death snuffed out the Nymphs bewept 20

(you, streams & hazels, bearing witness to the Nymphs) (a)

while having closely hugged her own child’s wretched corpse

his mother calls the gods & stars of heaven cruel 3#? 23

Not in those days, Daphnis, did anyone push their cows well-fed**? 24

to the cold of streams, nor did any four-footer even so much (b)
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as take a sip from a brook or touch the forage turf.

Daphnis, even Punic lions gave a groan

at your departing — echoed by wild hills & woods.>* 28
Daphnis even arranged to yoke for charioteers 29
Armenian tigers & to draw up Bacchus’ troupes (©)

& weave soft leaves around the limber thyrsis shafts.
As vines to arbors grant their worth, as grapes to vines,’*
as bulls to troops, as growing crops to fat plowed lands,

so you all worth to yours. When fates had taken you off,>4

Pales left the fields herself & likewise Pheebus left. >4 35
In furrows, where full grown barley seeds we’d often set, 36
unnurturing darnel & barren oats are getting born* (d)

Instead of violets soft, instead of purple narcissus,

thistles rise & thorn bush with its pointed spikes. 39
Sprinkle ground with leaves, draw shadows over springs, 40
you grazers (Daphnis sets such things on his behalf), (e)

& make a mound, & on the mound inscribe a song:

DAPHNIS I'IN*WOODS KNOWN-*HENCE*TO'HEAVEN’S*SIGNS
KEEPER*OF*WELL-FORMED* TROOP*MORE WELL-FORMED*MY SELE.>*° 44

MN  Such is your song for us, o poet like a god, 45

N

as sleep on turf for the weary, as to put out thirst

through seething summers by sweet water’s leaping rill.

Not only with reeds you match your master, but with voice;*°
Lucky boy, you’ll now be another after him.33!

Yet we’ll declare in turn for you these songs of ours

whatsoever way & lift to the stars your Daphnis —

up to the stars bear Daphnis. Us, too, Daphnis loved. 52
Mo  For us could anything be more great than such a gift? 53
Himself the boy was worthy of chanting & those songs®>
of yours a long while now had Stimichon praised to us.>> 55
?54 Bright Daphnis stares at Mount Olympus’ foreign sill*3 56
& sees beneath his feet the clouds & heaven’s signs.>> (A)
Therefore brisk pleasure grips the woods & rest of country -’
Pan & grazers & the nymphs that haunt the oaks. 59
No wolves work up against stock their plots, nor any nets®> 60
work up against deer their guile: good Daphnis loves repose.*>’ (B)

Themselves with joy the unshorn hills their voices fling 36°

to heaven’s signs. Themselves now crags, now trees themselves!

sing out the songs: “A god, Menélcas, he's a god!”3¢? 64
Be good & prospering (Oh!) for yours! Aha! Four altars:%3 65
look, for you two, Daphnis, two for Pheebus: offerings®% (©)

I will stand for you each year — two cups of fresh®6
milk foaming & of fatty olive two big bowls —

& I'll from vessels pour fresh nectar — island wines —
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Mo

MN

Mo

& first off cheer with copious Bacchus banquet feasts,

when cold, before the hearth, when harvest time, in shade. 71
For me will chant Damdetas, ZAgon, too, from Crete; 72
Alphesibceus mimic satyrs’ tireless leap. D)
These yours will always be, when we pay again to Nymphs3¢°

their yearly vows & when with rites we scour farm fields.3%” 75
While boars love hilly yokes & fish love running streams,®® 76
while bees get grazed on thyme, while locusts graze on dew, (E)

always will your honor & name & praises stay.*®’

As to Bacchus & Ceres, so to you each year

will field hands vow: you, too, will bind with vows fulfilled. 80
What shall I give to you, what gifts for such a song? 81
For not so much please me the hiss of coming southern®”°

wind or shorelines harshly struck by surf or streams

that run full out their course down valleys strewn with stones. &4
We confer on you before this brittle hemlock pipe: 85
this taught us “Grazer Corydon burned for well-formed Aléxis,”

this same one taught “Whom’s herd? Melibceus’s?7!

But you take up the staff Antigenes did not get,

when often he used to ask (& then he was worthy of love) —

well-formed with even-matching knots & bronze, Mendlcas.3”? 90
leNeoXe

SIXTH — TITYRUS {VATIC SILENUS » PHEBUS}

CHARACTERS [SPEAKING / Named Only or Background]

TITYRUS, grazer of sheep.
STORY INVOLVES CRAFT: speaker tells that he first found bucolic range worthwhile but then tried singing in
the heroic range, only to get drawn down by an oracular order from CYNTHIUS, [sc. APOLLO as
worshiped on the island of Cynthos]; so now will leave high themes to others & sing in the middle range.
CLUES: name TITYRUS & oracle from a god recall how V opened & first authorized his book: that first
oracle ordered return to bucolic past compounded by future growth, this one orders withdrawal
from the highest ranges & limits growth to a middle range, that god was new & political, Roman
(sc. Caesar Octavian) / this one traditional & poetic (though linked with Caesar Octavian), that
grazer was assigned cattle & sheep (highest & middle bucolic values) / this one only sheep but fat.
PIERIAN MUSES, invoked to honor tragic poet (ecl. 3) & now to tell story of song performed by ...
SILENUS, seer-singer — bard — hung over from overdose of Bacchus (sc. wine, by metonymy) & forced to cough
up song that represents vividly as present the voices of ...
PASIPHAE, queen in plea for help to hunt white bull she longs for &
LINUS, old poetic inventor & mentor newly instructing Gallus to write epos about a wood sacred to
APOLLO — the god revealed at end as the originator of all the singing heard by ...

Eurotas, river flowing down from Arcadia, who bade that all Apollo sang get remembered by ...
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Laurels, the tree into which Daphne changed to escape rape by ...

APOLLO, who draws TITYRUS down to middle range from ambition for highest range, gets challenged by singing
of SILENUS although it originated from him, & who originally pleased the gods by working up the whole
song in challenge to the music of the heavenly spheres.

Agle, flirtatious nymph of a spring (naid, cf. ecl. 2).

CLUES: 'fetter’ & ‘gleam’ fits role in getting song.

Chromis & Mnasyllus, eager for song, whether satyrs like old SILENUS from the troupe of Bacchus or herdsmen
allowed intercourse with the troupe.

CLUES: mna- implies ‘remind’ & ‘remember’ in Greek; chrom- ‘ loud sound’ or animal ‘neigh’ or ‘grunt’.

Evening, a.k.a. Greek Hesperus & Latin Vesper, also by metonymy, Evening Star.

Thalia, a muse & a grace (Hesiod, Theogony 77, 109: name meaning ‘festivity’, ‘abundance’).

Varus, Roman military man whose name means ‘bent’, ‘crooked’; ‘stretched’; ‘diverse’ — suited to serve the

programmatic bent imposed by APOLLO.

SCENE

CUES

T1373

Not spelled out for TITYRUS, though his history linked with woods & grazing (implying bucolic range of ecll. 3, 2,
1); however, SILENUS said to sprawl in a bower (cf. site lost by MELIB&US, ecl. 1, & reached by push from
Mopsus, ecl. 5) & to sing until shut down by Evening Star (cf. closure by motif of day’s close. ecll. 2 & 1).

Bacchanalian music with tamborines & shrieking pipes as MENALCAS figure trudges off with knotty staff &
MOPSUS figure comes forward fingering the retrospective pipe. Begins as TITYRUS in somewhat chastened tones
to recount variations in his poetic fate, then with growing confidence appeals to Muses (statuary in niche) &

rises to the cues for emphatic & agitated voicing — bravura con brio — that spring from the text.

At first with verse of Syracuse our Thalia deemed*”* 1

play worthy; neither did she blush to dwell in woods.>”

When I would sing of kings & combats, Cynthius tweaked*7®

my ear & warned, “A grazer, Tityrus, it behooves

to graze his sheep fat, but declare a down-drawn song.””’

Now (for you'll have plenty, Varus, such as will*’®
declare your praises & set down your gloomy wars)*”
I will work up a farmfield muse with a meager reed.3°

The forbidden I don’t sing. If though these too someone picks,*8!

if anyone taken by love reads, you our tamarisks, Varus,*%?
you all our grove will sing; nor is any plot more dear’®’
to Pheebus than one that’s written Varus' name on top. 12

Push through, Piérians.>34

T1 {PrP% Two boys — Mnasyllus & Chromis — 13

saw Silénus lying sprawled in a bower asleep,>8

his veins as always puffed by the Bacchus of yesterday,*®’

only that — from his head slipped far — his wreathes, too, sprawled*®®
& heavy his ewer hung from its handle worn by use.

They — by the oldster often beguiled with hope of song —

step to & throw on shackles from the wreathes themselves.>%’ 19
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394

398

405

409

Tr{P1{S*'"° Ah! maid malnursed, what mindlessness has taken you

Ti{Pr{Si{P4

T1{PrI Then he sings of her who stared at apples from Evening’s girls,

To them — still fearful — Aegle allies herself & strikes:**°
Aegle loveliest of spring-nymphs paints him — seeing’®!

at last — his brow & temples with berries red as blood.

He at the guile, though laughing, “Shackles for what do you plait?

Unloose me, boys. Enough as it is to seem you could.>*?

The songs you wish for, get to know; for you, the songs,

for her other goods in trade.” Right off he takes up himself*3
Then truly you’d see fauns & wild beasts play in counted®
cadence, then hardheaded oak trees shake their tops.

Nor does Parnassus’ crag delight so much in Pheebus,**®
nor Rhodépe & Ismarus stare so much at Orpheus.>’
For he was singing that throughout the great void pushed
would have been the seeds of lands & air & sea®®’

along with fluid fire; that out of these first thread-rows*?
all & itself world’s tender globe would together grow —*%!
then lead with hardening soil & closing Nereus off*"2
from Sea & taking bit by bit the forms of things;***

& lands now stand amazed as freshly sunshine starts

& deeper fall the rains from clouds moved ever up,

when woodlands undertake at first to rise & when

sparse creatures range through hills not knowing yet nor known.*

Hence pebbles flung of Pyrrha, Saturn’s kingdoms (he*®®

relays) & birds of Caucasus & how Prométheus stole.
To these he yokes at what spring sailors shouted “Hylas’s*"”
got left,” so all the shore would echo, “Hylas! Alas!”

Also lucky if livestock never had there been,**

Pasiphaé he soothes for a snow-white bullock’s love.

46
411

With bogus mooing Preeteus' daughters filled farm fields,*!2

yet not a one went after bedding down so base
with beasts, however much for her neck she feared the plow

& often searched her brow, though smooth, in dread of horns.

Ah! maid malnursed, now you are ranging over hills*'3

while he — his snowy flank on hyacinth softly propped —

on pale green forage chews beneath a dark holm-oak*!

or goes for one of the great troop’s cows.

o Nymphs of Netting, close now at last the glens of groves:*!°

if by chance some heifer’s ranging tracks should bring

themselves before our eyes; or if it chance that him —*!7

taken by verdant forage or going after stock —*!8

down through to Gortyn’s stables any bossies draw.”*°
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then Phaéthon’s sobbing sisters round with mossy bitter

bark he wraps & rears from the soil as alders tall 42! 63
Then next sings Gallus ranging near Perméssus’ streams*?? 64
how one of the sisters drew him up Adnia’s hills*??

& how to him — a man — rose Phaebus’ chorus all,

how grazer Linus — hair with flowers & bitter parsley graced —*2*
declared to him with godlike song what he should sing:

“To you these reeds (look, take them up) the Muses give,*?®

that they to Ascra's oldster gave before, with which*?®

enchanting he would draw stiff ashes down from hills:

with these by you let Grynia’s grove’s rise get declared,*?’
so there’s no glade where more Apollo flaunts himself.” 73
11 What next should I place? That Nisus’ Scylla that fame went after —#28 74

how, her gleaming loins bound up by barking frights,

she baited Ulysses' boats & on the engulfing deep,

with (ah!) her sea-born dogs at fearful sailors tore?*?°

or how he spun the yarn of Tereus’ limbs exchanged:**

what meals him Philomela fed, what gifts prepared,

with what haste he sought sites unwreathed & on what wings*!

before — malnurtured — hovered over roofs once his?*3 81
433 All that once, while Pheebus worked them up, Eurotas** 82

heard — enriched — & bade that laurels learn outright,**>

he sings (the valleys struck relay to heaven’s signs),**

till Evening’s star bade pushing sheep to folds & relaying*’

counts & marched forth (though Olympus pined for more).** 86

(e NeoNe

SEVENTH — MELIBEUS {DAPHNIS & ARCADIANS: CORYDON UP, VATIC THYRSIS
DOWN}

CHARACTERS [SPEAKING / Named Only or Background]
MELIB®US, grazer of goats, sheep, & cattle & also a farmer with seasonal work, cf. [1.3-4, 2, 3.1].
STORY: remembers once when his buck strayed, which led him to hear a great match between Arcadians in
shifts of verse [ ‘verses’ meaning turns — like furrows or rows from a plow turning back].
CRAFT: familiar with Muses’ wish to recall verses in shifts, cf. shifts, but songs Camenae love (ecl. 3.59).
DAPHNIS, authoritative & focal figure to which others come to perform.
STORY: had already sat down to hear contest, welcomes MELIBEUS as neighbor to listen.
CRAFT: facilitates recall of verses in shifts.
CORYDON ARCADIAN, grazer of goats, youthful — modest & measured.
STORY: mixed goats with sheep but kept own style — lover of boy & girl.
CRAFT: responsive to Muses, but drawn down, modest, refined.

THYRSIS ARCADIAN, grazer of sheep, youthful — immodest & expansive.
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STORY: mixed sheep with goats, but kept own style — lover of girl & boy.
CRAFT: ambitious — growing poet & would-be seer — bard (vates).
Alcippe, Aléxis, Codrus, Galatéa, Lycidas, Micon, Phyllis, here variously helper, competitor, lover.
Buck, chief male goat or billy (one meaning of tityros in Greek) — imagined as drawing MELIBEUS down from
greater work at home to absorb & relay Arcadian play in verse.
Muses, Greek goddesses of poetry — (ecll. 6 & 3) — expressed wish to remember verses back & forth in shifts
between singers: cf. Caménae (ecl. 3) — Latin Muses said to ‘love shifts’, but songs not ‘verses’.
SCENE
Lone evergreen oak by reed-woven bank of Mincius — river near Virgil’s Mantua in northern Italy — shown as
peaceful, unlike the real countryside described by MELIBRUS (ecl. 1.3-4, 11-22) — in cold season towards winter.
CUES
Bacchic tamborines & buzzing pipes modulate to flowing flutes while singer TITYRUS? moves down stage right to
meet figure that played CORYDON (ecl.2). Meanwhile from left enters — peering left & right like anxious herder &
guiding steps with staff — the figure left at the fifth eclogue’s close as MENALCAS with the staff of MOPSUS.

ME*® By chance beneath a rustling holm had Daphnis sat** 1

& Corydon & Thyrsis pushed together their troops into one,**!

Thyrsis sheep & Corydon nannies stretched with milk,**?

both flowering in their times of life, Arcadians both,**

a pair well matched to chant & ready to echo back.

444 Down here, while tender myrtles 1 defend from cold, 6
my buck — troop’s man himself — had ranged. But I at Daphnis*
look. He back at me — when he sees — “More quickly,” says,

“come down here, Melibceus, your buck & kids are safe;*

& if you can any way let go, take a rest in shade.**’

Down here through meadows bullocks come themselves to drink;*®

& here its verdant banksides Mincius weaves with tender**’

reeds & bees swarm echoing out from holy oaks.”** 13
1 How was I to make out? I"d no Alcippe or Phyllis,*? 14

who at home would close off weanling lambs from milk*33
& it was a challenge — Cérydon versus Thyrsis — great.**
Yet I put my serious matters after those two’s play.*>

At which point then they both led off to strive by shifts**

of verse (verse shifts the Muses to remember wished):*>’

these verses Corydon, Thyrsis those relayed in row.*> 20
Co*° Nymphs, our love, Libéthrides, concede me either 6 21

such a song as to my Codrus (songs he makes (1)

to Pheebus near in verse), or, if we can’t do all,

my rustling pipe from holy pine will dangle here. 24
Th Grazers, with ivy grace your poet as he grows,*¢! 25
Arcadians, so that Codrus' guts with envy burst. )

Or, if he praise beyond what please you, bind my brow
with cyclamen, lest evil tongue harm bard to be. 28
Co0*? This head of bristly boar to her of Delos little*®? 29
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TH

CO465

TH

CO468

TH

CO471

TH

CO475

TH

ME479

Micon gives & branchy horns of long-lived stag.
If suited this will be, from polished marble whole

you’ll stand — your calves with tragic stage boots scarlet laced.

A bowl of milk, Pridpus, & this cake each year’s*¢*

enough to look for: you a paltry garden’s keeper.

Now for a time we’ve made you up in marble; but,

if nurture further fill the troop, may you get golden!
Sea-born Galatéa, sweeter to me than Hyblan thyme,*6°
brighter than swans, more finely than white ivy formed,
when bulls well-grazed first seek again their pens,

if any care for your Corydon has you, may you come.

To you may I seem more bitter than Sardinian herbs,*¢”

more rough than broom, more cheap than seaweed flung on shore,

if this day now’s not more for me than a year entire.

Get home, grazed full, if there’s any shame, get, bullocks, get.
Moss enveloped springs & forage softer than sleep*®

& verdant arbutus roofing you with sprinkled shade,

fend off the solstice from the herd, soon now comes summer
scorching, now the buds swell out on limber stalks.

Here's a hearth & torches fat, here always fire’s*7°

the most & columns blackened by incessant soot;

here we care as much about the north wind's cold

as wolves for counting care or raging streams for banks.
Junipers & chestnuts — shaggy — take their stand;*’?

& apples sprawl spread freely each beneath its tree.

All things are laughing now: but if well-formed Aléxis

from these hills should go, you'd see dry even streams.*7
The field dries: forage thirsts & dies — the weather’s fault.*’*
The god of wine begrudges slopes their vine-shoot shade.
Whenever Phyllis comes the grove grows verdant all

& Jove comes down his very most with joyful rain.

The poplar’s dearest to Hércules, the vine to Bacchus,*’®
myrtle to well-formed Venus, laurels of his to Phceebus
Phyllis loves hazels; them while Phyllis loves,

not myrtle, not Pheebus’ laurels are going to defeat hazels.
Ash in woods most lovely, pine in garden court,*””

poplar alongside streams, fir on lofty hills:

but should you, well-formed Lycidas, visit me more often,
ash would cede to you in woods & pine in gardens.*’®
These I remember & Thyrsis — defeated — striving in vain.

From that time on it’s Cérydon, Corydon’s for us.

(e NeoNe
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EIGHTH — FRAMER (MAKER OF BOOK) {DAMON DOWN, VATIC ALPHESIBGEUS UP}

CHARACTERS [SPEAKING / Named Only or Background]

FRAMER, looks in, down & back on the bucolic range, like Melibceus (ecll. 7 & 1) & like prior framers (ecll. 6, 4

& 2), but if anything even more detached — since now imagined as looking back to a first moment &

forward to a definitive departure from the bucolic range to reach for the highest range.

STORY: work in the bucolic range was started by the authority of a distant figure, whose heroic deeds he
hopes some day to tell (cf. the ambitions framer in ecl. 4) — ambition that will make him abandon
the bucolic range.

CRAFT: singer with sense of beginning & ending the present book & aim to move beyond it to the highest
range identified as heroic & tragic.

DAMON, young goatherd & keeper of orchard.

STORY: tragic — suicide for love of Nysa as she marries Mopsus.

CRAFT: Arcadian verses, traced to Pan as making music in Arcadia & first maker of the pipe from reeds
(cf- ecl. 2, where also “first” in time but no mention of Arcadia as the place).

ALPHESIBEUS, reporter of powerful singing by Pierians, like Tityrus (ecl. 6).
STORY REPORTED: woman employs magic to draw down her beloved from city.
CRAFT: songs like a seer’s (vates) — spells with power to enchant & charm.
PIERIANS, Muses called to enable report of powerful singing (cf. ecll. 6 & 3).
Amaryllis, maid-servant called to aid erotic magic (cf. ecll. 3, 2 & I).
Barkin, the dog that signals the return from the city of Daphnis [dog’s name in Greek Hylax means ‘one that
barks’]: a bark of recognition, like old hound Argos recognizing his long absent master, Odysseus.
Daphnis, beloved drawn by powerful songs back from city.
Evening, aka Greek Hesperus & Latin Vesper, also by metonymy, Evening Star (cf. ecl. 6 close).
Mad Mountain, translating Greek Mcenalus, which contains root meaning ‘mad’ — a main landmark of Arcadia.
Morning Star, sc. Lucifer, ‘Bringer of Light’.

Mceris, seer-singer — bard — here with songs as spells practicing black-magical powers.

SCENE

CUES

FR480

From Rome (?) FRAMER reports on bucolic scenes — vast nature, then focused on early morning with dewy grass

& on night enclosed in house — all the while himself looking beyond & planning to move to higher range.

Urgent, brief repeated rhythms in music & while player of Melibceus declares the frame. Then player of
Corydon becomes DAMON & defeated vatic Thyrsis relays the magical spells of ALPHESIBEUS.

The muse of grazers — Damon & Alphésibceus, 481 1
at whose challenge match a young cow quite forgetting

forage stared & by whose song were lynxes stunned

while streams themselves, changed, put their rushing course to rest:

the muse we’re going to declare of Damon & Alphésibceus.

You for me — if now you pass Timavo’s rocks**?

or skim the shore beside Illyria’s plain — oh, ever*33

will it be that day when I declare your deeds?*%*
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Oh, ever, that I'd relay throughout the globe entire*
those songs of you though worthy only tragic boots?*8¢
From you these present songs first took, for you they’ll cease.*8”

Take in what your bidding led to & let this ivy creep*®®

around your brow among the laurel victory wreaths.*% 13
490 Cold shade of night had scarcely left the sky 14

when dew on tender forage is dearest to the herd:

Thus Damon led — inclining on a polished olive staff: 16
FR{DA*! Morning Star, be born & come, push day to help,**> 17

while I complain — by unworthy love of yoke-mate Nysa (a)

caught — & still to gods in my last hour I speak,
although with them as witness I have nothing gained. 20

Take up Mad Mountain verses, my bone flute, take up.**>

Mad Mountain always has its rustling grove & talking*** 22
pines: it always listens to the grazers’ loves (b)
& Pan, who first forced suffered art on artless reeds. 24

Take up Mad Mountain verses, my bone flute, take up.
To Mopsus Nysa’s given: lovers, what should we hope?**> 26
Let gryphon now be yoked with horse & bashful doe (©)
arrive in after time at cups to drink with dogs.
Fresh torches, Mopsus, cut; for you a wife is drawn.
As married sprinkle nuts: Evening for you leaves (Eta. 30
Take up Mad Mountain verses, my bone flute, take up.
O yoked with a worthy man, while you look down on all**® 32
& while in hate you hold my pipe & nanny goats (d)
& shaggy eyebrows & my freshly sprouting beard,
nor trust that any god gives care to mortal things. 35
Take up Mad Mountain verses, my bone flute, take up.
Inside our croft I saw you (I it was that drew you) —**7 37
little girl with mother — picking dewy apples. (e)
One year after eleven then at last had got me —
I at last could really touch from earth the brittle boughs:
I saw, I perished — luckless ranging took me off. 41

Take up Mad Mountain verses, my bone flute, take up.

What sort Love is I now know: birth to him on flinty**® 43
whetstones dole out either Tmaros or Rhodope )
or last Garamantes — a boy of not our kind or blood. 45

Take up Mad Mountain verses, my bone flute, take up.
Savage Love a mother taught with her own children’s**’ 47
blood to smear her hands. You, mother, too, were cruel. (2)
Cruel was mother more? Or more uncurbed that boy?
That boy was uncurbed; you, mother, too, were cruel. 50
Take up Mad Mountain verses, my bone flute, take up.

Now let wolf flee willingly even sheep, let hardened®* 52
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oaks bear golden apples, alder with narcissus (h)
flower, let tamarisks from their bark fat amber sweat,

& let owls challenge swans, let Tityrus Orpheus be,

Orpheus in the woods, Arion among dolphins. 56
Take up Mad Mountain verses, my bone flute, take up.
Let all (if you will) become mid-sea! Fare well you woodlands*°! 58
Headlong down into waves from a soaring hilltop’s lookout 1)
I’ll be borne! Have this last gift of one that dies. 60

Turn off, my flute of bone, Mad Mountain verse, turn off.

S02FR  These Damon. You, what Alphesibceus echoed back,%
declare, Piérian Muses: not all can we all. 63
FR{P1{41°°* Bring water out & with soft cloth these offerings bind,’® 64
& fatty boughs & manly incense set on fire, (A)

so I with magic rites can try to turn my mate’s
not yet crazed senses: nothing missing here but songs. 67

Draw from the city home, my songs, draw Daphnis home.>%

Songs can even from the sky draw down the moon;*°’ 69
with songs could Circe change to pigs Ulysses’ crew; B)
at sung enchantments chilly snakes in meadows burst. 71

Draw from the city home, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
At first three each for you these strings in threefold hue’®® 73
diverse I put around & thrice your image round ©
these offerings draw: uneven counts delight the god.

With three knots plait, Amaryllis, each three hues; now plait,

Amaryllis, & declare “I Venus’ shackles plait.” 77
Draw from the city home, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
As this mud grows hard & as this wax melts down>% 79
by one & the same fire, so let Daphnis by our love. (D)
Sprinkle meal & brittle laurels fire with pitch.
Evil Daphnis burns me, I this laurel at Daphnis. 82
Draw from the city home, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
Let Daphnis love as much as when a heifer tired>!° 84
through groves & lofty glades her bullock searching (E)

crumples near a water’s rill on verdant marram,

lost — forgetful now to cede to tardy night —

such love keep him & I not care that it be cured. 88

Draw from the city home, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
These spoils he faithless left me once-upon-a-time,*!! 90
his own dear pledge, which I now, Earth, for you set down ®
upon the sill itself: these pledges Daphnis owe me. 92

Draw from the city home, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
Himself to me this forage & these venoms skimmed>!? 94
from Sealand Mceris gave: at Sealand most they grow. (€]

Meceris I’ve often seen with these become a wolf

47
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& set himself down in woods & stir from sepulchers souls,
besides draw planted crops across from another’s field. 98

Draw from the city home, my songs, draw Daphnis home.

Bear embers, Amaryllis, out & cast in a running stream>! 100
beyond your head & don’t look back! With these I’1l get (H)
at Daphnis. He for gods cares nothing, nothing for songs. 102
Draw from the city home, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
“Look! on its own the ember itself, before I can bear’'4 104
it out, has snatched the offerings with flickering flames. Be it good!” @

For sure there’s something there & Barkin barks on the sill.
Do we trust? Or for themselves do lovers themselves feign dreams? 107

Spare my songs, now Daphnis comes from the city, spare.’!> 108
e NeoNe]
NINTH — LYCIDAS & MERIS {ME—NA:I:&’X—S VATIC SONG DOWN}

CHARACTERS [SPEAKING / Named Only or Background / <Recalled in bits of old song>]

LYCIDAS, youngster energetic & enamored of song, but a herdsman? (root of name: lyk- ‘wolf” Arcadian totem).
STORY: hints of once competing for love of Amaryllis & loving song.
CRAFT: made ‘poet’ by Piérian Muses & by local yokels declared a bard (vates) — ambitious title that he

rejects — unlike Thyrsis [ecl. 7].

MGRIS, goatherd elderly & forgetful.
STORY: defeated & gloomy at loss of familiar countryside.
CRAFT: made poet by Piérian Muses & also declared a bard (but a base variety of bard, magician &

wizard) by fellow grazers — expected to praise Thyrsis [7.27].

MENALCAS, absent master singer.
STORY: defeated & gloomy, driven from familiar countryside.
CRAFT: once powerful singer-seer & bard.

NEW COMER—-SQUATTER, new term for the force called godless soldier [1.70].

<Amaryllis, beloved by LYCIDAS & courted once upon a time by MENALCAS.>

<Caesar, Julius — named openly & called Dionean — epithet encoding his clan’s mythic genealogy: Dione as
mother (by Jove) of Venus, who was mother (by the Trojan prince Anchises) of Enéas, who was father (by
Creusa) of Iulus — to whom was traced the name Julian. Thus here Julius Caesar identified with clan
mythology (cf. pp.61-62 ) apart from new disguise in bucolic allegory [ecl. 5] as...>

<Daphnis, elevated [ecl. 5] to the status of new god of farmers (georgic range) & herdsmen (bucolic range) in
allegory of Caesar dead & deified, but here drawn down to status of farm hand — cf. variations on
Daphnis & related motifs through ecll. 8, 7, 5, 3, 2, 1;idd. 1, 6, 7 & p. 59.>

<QGalatéa, nymph not charmed by singer & songs — cf. versions in ecll. 7, 3, & 1, idd. 6, 11.>

<Varus, general [ecl. 6] who might have had power to avert seizure of property from citizen-landowners like
Melibceus /cf- ecll. 7, 3, 1].>

Varius & Cinna, singer-seers — bards — the rank assigned Mceris & not claimed by LYCIDAS.

SCENE
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CUES

LY 16
M(E518

L2

LY 31

LY 37

49

Country road stretches across flat land past tomb towards city from low hills left behind where skeletal beeches

loom on property lost to new squatter who has taken the land & threatened even life.

Plodding rhythm & lugubrious voicing, skirl of bagpipes, while the actor that played DAMON approaches from

off-stage in the role of LYCIDAS, sizes up the situation with evident astonishment, & sharply queries the actor who

has just finished the energetic songs drawing Daphnis from the city but now appears headed for the city himself.

Their dialogue unfolds in fits & starts, now moving left & back, now halting to remember bits of song.

Where do your feet draw, Mceris? Where the road does, to the city?
O Lycidas, alive we’ve come to what we never feared,>!°

that some new-comer — squatter on our little field —=2°

declare: “This countryside is mine. Old farmers, out.”>?!

To him these kids (may it turn out not well!) we send — 322
defeated, gloomy now, since chance turns over all.’?

For sure I’d heard, that where the slopes themselves take on®?>

to draw downhill & send a yoke with soft incline®

as far as water & beeches — old, their tops now broken —2

all of it your Mendlcas had kept safe with songs.>?8

You’d heard & rumor was. But, Lycidas, our songs have strength
amidst Mars’ arms as much as at Dodoéna (they

declare) do doves of Jove, whenever his eagles come.’

In fact, had not a raven leftwards from a hollow’3°~

holm warned me to cut any sort of fresh quarrel short,

not this your Mceris would be alive nor Menalcas himself.

Oh! Does crime that great fall on anyone? Oh! From us>*?

was your kind soothing nearly snatched with you, Menalcas?
Who would sing the Nymphs? Who would sprinkle ground®*3
with flowering forage, draw shade verdant over springs?

Or songs that I picked up on the sly from you just now,

when you to our darling Amaryllis took yourself:33*

“Tityrus, graze my goats till I’m back (the road is short)

& push them, Tityrus, when they’ve grazed, to drink & pushing
don't run up against the buck — with his horn he strikes.”
Likewise these — not quite yet made — that he sang for Varus:>*
“Varus, your name, if only Mantua survive for us —°

Mantua, woe!, too close a neighbor to wretched Cremona —
chanting swans will bear aloft to heaven’s signs.”

So that your swarms of bees may flee from bitter yews,>>3

so that your cows well-grazed with clover stretch their teats,
take up, if you’ve anything. Me like you the Piérians made>*®
a poet. Songs I, too, have. Me like you a bard

declare the grazers, though to them I don’t give trust;

for I don’t seem so far to declare songs worthy of Cinna®*
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or Varius, only to squawk like a goose mid rustling swans.>! 36
M@>** This I push by myself &, Lycidas, slyly unroll,>*? 37
if ’ve got strength to remember — not unknown’s the song:>4* 38
<M “In here, Galatéa, come: what play is there in waves?>*% 39>

l

Here spring is purple, varying here the ground pours flowers**®
around the streams, here gleaming poplar looms above®*’

a bower & limber vines weave shade as parasols.

Come in here: let the surf gone crazy strike the shores.”>8 43>
Lyc  What as to those I’d heard you singing one clear night?* 44
The counting I remember, if I could keep the words: 45
<M “Daphnis, why gaze up for signs that rose before?*> 46

Look the star of Dione’s Caesar forth has marched,>!

the star by which lands take delight in crops & from>>?

which over slopes that bask in sun grapes draw their hues.>*?

Graft your pear trees, Daphnis: heirs will pluck your fruit.”>%* 50
M@&>3 All things age bears off, mind also. Often I'd** 51

as a boy, I remember, chanting long set down the suns:

forgotten now so many songs & voice itself

at last flees Mceris: wolves got to look at Mceris first.

But yet those things enough will tell you often Menalcas. 55
Lyc%¥7 By pleading causes you draw out too long our loves>® 56

& now all flat the plain lies still for you, & all,*>’

just look, the breezes from their windy noise have dropped.®®

From right here on’s mid-road for us, because Bianor’s>®!

sepulcher takes up appearing. Here, where field hands¢
strip thick leafage off, here, Mceris, let us sing.
Here put down your kids; yet we will come to the city.’¢* 62
Or, if we fear that night may tie in rain before,>%* 63
we may a while go chanting along (the road hurts less):
so we can go while chanting, I'll lighten you your load.>®®
M@ Boy, cease from more & what now stands ahead, let’s push:>°¢

songs better then, when Menalcas comes himself, we'll sing.>%” 67

(e NeoNe

TENTH — FRAMER (BOOK WEAVER) {MENALCAS ARCADIAN, BUCOLIC-TRAGIC
GALLUS » DAPHNIS}

CHARACTERS [SPEAKING / Named Only or Background]
FRAMER — SINGER-WEAVER OF BOOK, goatherd — as also Meeris, Damon, Melibceus' €2, Cérydon' <2, Mopsus,
Mendlcas.
STORY: having toiled on entire book, now gets the closure earlier foreshadowed [8.12].

CRAFT: singer of songs for GALLUS & weaver of book as a whole.
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ARCADIANS — SHEPHEARDE, SWINEHERDS, MENALCAS, Silvanus — along with APOLLO & PAN: all drawn by
vociferous suffering of...

GALLUS, lover & poet, framed now in a new version of the bucolic range by Arcadians & sheep.

STORY: dying for love of Lycoris & seeking cure in bucolic woods.
CRAFT: ranging in elegy [6.64], then drawn up to epos about roots of APOLLO s grove [6.65-73] & now
drawn down to elegiac version of bucolic hero.

Arethusa, nymph addressed at home in Arcadia before attempted rape by river Alpheus forced her to flee for
refuge as a pure spring in Sicilian Syracuse & farewell from Daphnis dying (id. 1.117 ).

Lycoris, fictive name used by Cornelius Gallus for the woman in his elegies — lyc-from Greek lyk- ‘wolf” (an
Arcadian totem, cf. Lycaeus, Mount Wolf” or Lycidas, ‘Wolfson’); but Latin lupa ‘wolf”, a common meta-
phor for whore. The woman so nicknamed by Gallus acted in mimes under the stage name Cytheris (from
Venus born on Cythera). Her common name was Volumnia (‘rolling’, cf. ‘volume’, a book scroll).

Mount Wolf (Lycceeus) & Mount Mad (Mdenalus) — two main landmarks of Arcadia.

Mount of Virgin Maids (Parthénius) — a landmark of Arcadia.

Piérians, Muses of Hesiod & Theocritus — variously cited or invoked for effective powers [ecll. 9, 8, 6, 3] — their

authority extended now in retrospect to making the whole book.

SCENE

CUES

FR568

571

Arcadia imagined at some mythic time before Arethtisa fled to Sicily where she got addressed by the oxherd
Daphnis dying in Theocritus’ first idyll.

As often for a musical finale, rhythms & voicings return from various moments to sound a fuller chorus. The
figures that retreated now return to left & right & the eager LYCIDAS now speaks out as FRAMER leaving to the
defeated weary old singer MRIS to pick up the part of the passionate & defeated GALLUS.

This last chore, Arethasa, concede to me:>®°

a few for my Gallus — but such as Lycoris herself would pick —>7°

songs have to get declared: who’d not give Gallus songs?>7! 3
So that to you, when you slip beneath the Sicanian surge,’’?

the bitter Doris doesn’t mingle in her waves,””?

take up: the frantic loves of Gallus let’s declare,>’*

while snub-nosed nanny goats are shearing tender shrubs.>’>
To unhearing ears we don’t sing: woods echo back to it all.>’

What were the groves or what the glens that had you, Nymphs®’®

of springs, when Gallus because of unworthy love was perishing?*”°

For not any yokes of Parnassus & none of Pindus made’®°

delay for you & not Aénia’s spring Aganippe.*8! 12
Him even the laurels, even the tamarisks bewept.>%? 13
Him — lying sprawled beneath a lonely crag — bewept>®?

Mad Mountain’s pines as well & rocks of chill Mount Wolf.*34

Around him stand sheep too: we’re not ashamed of them,’®’

nor should you, godlike poet, be ashamed of sheep.®

For even well-formed Adonis grazed his sheep by streams.>®’ 18

There also came the shephearde; slowly swineherds came,>88 19



52

ECLOGUE X

from winter’s acorn harvest wet Menélcas came.>%

All ask, “Where from that love of yours?” Apollo came:>*°
“Gallus, why get crazy? Your concern, Lycoris,>!

through snows & bristling camps goes after someone else.”
There too Silvanus came with his head’s farmfield honor —%2
brandishing big lilies & flowering fennel stalks.

Pan — Arcadia’s god — came, whom we saw ourselves®”?

blushing with bloodlike elder berries & reddening lead:

Says he, “Will you know no measure? For such things Love cares not,

cruel Love can’t get enough of tears, nor turf of rills,

nor bees of clover, nor can nannies enough of leaves.”
394But — gloomy — Gallus: “Yet, Arcadians, you will chant,”%>
he says, “these songs to your hills, alone well skilled to chant,>®
Arcadians. O how softly then my bones would rest,’

if your pan-pipe at some time hence my loves declared®®®.

But really would that I’d been one of you to either®®

keep your troop safe or make wine of your ripened grape!6%

Surely, whether for me Amyntas it were or Phyllis®®!

or whatever rage (so what if Amyntas swarthy?6%2

Violets as well are dark, & hyacinths are dark),

they’d lie with me among willows, beneath a limber vine:%%3
wreathes for me would Phyllis pick, Amyntas chant.5%%
Here springs are chilly; here, Lycéris, meadows soft;?%

a grove’s here: just by time with you here I’d get spent.
Now, though, crazy love for you keeps me in arms®

of hard Mars amid his spears & marshalled foes,

where you — far from our fatherland (may I not believe so far!),%%7
alone! without me! Ah hard! — are seeing Alpine snows®*®

& cold of river Rhine. Ah! may cold not hurt you!®®

Ah! may jagged ice not cut your tender soles!®!°

I’'m going to go & measure songs that I’ve set down®!!

in verse of Chalcis with the Sicilian grazer’s oat:%!2

it’s been decided to prefer to suffer in woods®!?

among the wild beasts’ lairs & cut on tender trees®!
my loves: the trees will grow; you also, loves, will grow.%!3
With mingling Nymphs 1’1l meanwhile go to scour Mount Mad®!®

or hunt fierce boars. Not me will any cold forbid®!’

from circling round with dogs the glens of Virgins Mount.%!8

Already now to myself T seem to go mid crags®!

& echoing glades — amused by thwirling Parthian points®?
with a Cretan bow: as if this would be our rage’s cure®?!
or that god toward men’s evils learn to get more mild.
Already again now neither nymphs of oaks nor songs

themselves please us: you, woods, yourselves again concede!®*?
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628

Not any chores of ours can ever change that god,*%*

not if we should drink of Hebrus while it’s cold®?*

& go on up to a watery winter’s Thracian snows,

nor if, when — dying on lofty elms — bark book-like dries,5?°

we’d turn Ethiopians’ sheep down under Cancer’s sign.®?®

Love defeats all things. Let us, too, concede to Love.”?’

These songs it will be enough for your poet to have sung®?

while he sits & weaves with slender mallow a wicker form,%3°

Piérian goddesses: these you’ll make most great for Gallus,**!

Gallus, for whom my love grows hour-by-hour as much®*2

as alder in fresh spring verdant upwards thrusts itself.%33

Let’s rise: the shade for those who chant does get to be heavy —%3*
juniper shade gets heavy; shadows harm also harvests.%3*

Goats go home with enough, the Evening’s coming, go.®*
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