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For Jerry

You mavericks, what language should explain
The derivation of the word makes plain:
Boy-lovers, Dionysius, love boys—
You can’t deny it—not great hobblehoys.
After I referee the Pythian
Games, you umpire the Olympian:
The failed contestants I once sent away
You welcome as competitors today.
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INTRODUCTION

T  book of The Greek Anthology compiled at the court
of Hadrian in the second century .. by a poetaster Straton, who
like most anthologists included an immodest number of his own
poems, is itself a part of a larger collection of short poems dating
from the dawn of Greek lyric poetry (Alcaeus) down to its last flo-
rescence, which survived two Byzantine recensions to end up in a
single manuscript in the library of the Count Palatine in Heidel-
berg—hence its alternative title, The Palatine Anthology, usually
abbreviated to Anth. Pal. This particular, indeed special, collec-
tion contained in Book XII subtitled The Musa Paedika or Musa
Puerilis, alternately from the Greek word for a child of either sex—
and girls are not wholly absent from these pages—or the Latin for
“boy,” consists of  epigrams on various aspects of Boy Love or,
to recur to the Greek root, paederasty. Some of these poems are by
the greatest poets of the Greek language, such as Alcaeus and Cal-
limachus; many are by less well known but nonetheless polished
writers, such as Meleager, Asclepiades, Rhianus, and Strato him-
self; many, these not the least worthy, are anonymous. Their tone
varies from the lighthearted and bawdy to the grave and resigned.
The overall effect is one of witty wistfulness rather than rampant,
reciprocated lust, of longing—what the Greeks called pothos—
rather than satisfaction, and also of regret. As happy, let alone do-
mestic, love has occasioned very little poetry at any time, as pas-
sion almost always sounds a plaintive note—here at least seldom
rising into the desperate wail we hear, for example in Catullus—
we might well seek an explanation in the nature of desire itself, 
on the Platonic model envisaging a forever unattainable, divine
object, of which all earthly affection is merely a mirror, however



delightful and sometimes delusive. That this undercurrent of spir-
itual pothos is far from conscious in these poems needs no com-
ment; but it is implicit in the very nature of Love or Eros itself—
or, as so often familiarly personified, Himself. 

That the objects of such passion were masculine and for the
most part at least comparatively juvenile is an historical fact and,
like all facts, an accident. The fact that other later poets in another
though not wholly dissimilar Christian, heterosexual tradition,
such as notably Dante, Petrarch, Chrétien de Troyes, and Goethe,
to mention only a few, found transcendence in the eternal femi-
nine instead is also of but incidental interest. Fashions in passion
change, like fads in anything else, and while we are given to think-
ing our own modes and norms of conduct both universal and
solely acceptable, the merest glance at history, literature, and an-
thropology will show us otherwise, as will a peep behind the façade
of respectable behavior. The family unit, however defined, is itself
a comparatively recent invention or convention; for whereas the
bond of mother and child remains for our kind as for each of us
the earliest form of attachment, among adults—and we should
never forget that adulthood began much earlier in earlier times—
it was the group, the horde, or that most decried yet most preva-
lent group, the gang. Gangs, first I suppose for hunting game, are
to be found not only on streetcorners but in board rooms, the most
common and powerful type of the gang being the committee. The
group for and within which these poems were composed and cir-
culated was neither a gang nor a committee—itself a martial term
originally—but a court, neither an academy nor yet an institute;
these rather than those high-flown heterosexual fantasies of the
twelfth century represented the first form quite literally of courtly
love.

Love, surrounded by the simpering Graces,
And Bacchus are ill-suited to straight faces.

x



Love, love, love, Eros, personified and impersonal, bitter yet sweet,
now an infant on his mother’s lap, now an adolescent boy winged
with fanciful desires and armed with the playthings of youth, his
arrows less fatal than those of Apollo and Artemis but also less
painless, inflicting an incurable festering wound, is the paramount
deity and pervasive, prevalent spirit of these poems. Even almighty
Zeus is seldom mentioned save as the grasping, aquiline lover of
Ganymede, the paradigmatic catamite. Eros at this period, always,
at least in his origins, physical, figured as Aphrodite’s son, father-
less, older in some respects than She, urge or demiurge, impulse
and illusion, never absent yet often unnamed in these lines, pre-
vails: Amor omnia vincit. Yet love not only conquers; he, she, or it
oppresses, teases, and torments. Unfavorably compared by some
flattering suitors to certain of his lovelier mortal incarnations, Eros
is sometimes also said to suffer from the passion he provokes. From
time to time, if only hopefully, the tables may be turned on the
mischievous little monster, in a role reversal with obvious impli-
cations:

This is the boy to be enamored of,
Young men, a new love superior to Love.

LIX [Meleager]

Thief of hearts, why jettison your cruel
Arrows and bow and, weeping, fold your wings?
Invincible Myiscus’ looks must fuel
Repentance for your previous philanderings.

CXLIV [Meleager]

Our modern sense of such things is if anything more graphic,
yet we will ask in vain what, exactly, these people did, sexwise. Am-
biguous hints and metaphors are all we are given. The divine yet
very real generative impulse—for the notion of an immaterial di-
vinity, though hardly unknown, if as mathematically conceived by
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Plato, seemed altogether strange to popular religion and our authors
alike, at once down to earth and highfalutin—infallibly overwhelms
both its object and its vessel, even as it informs its verbal medium.
The sentiments of these juvenescent expressions are, within a per-
sistent convention alien to us, as conventional as those on any
Valentine card, though more ingeniously and frankly couched.

Besides Eros himself and his mother, the divinized entities most
mentioned are Dionysus (Bacchus)—Drink—and the Graces,
physical and social, surrounding and supporting Beauty.

Alcoholic beverages, best known in the form of wine to the peo-
ples of ancient Greece (though some, like Callimachus as resident
of Ptolemaic Egypt, might have been familiar with the ancient
Egyptians’ everyday liquid refreshment, beer), were, like every-
thing else important to life, celebrated as the gifts of god and were
themselves godly. The ancients had no specific designation, unless
Eros himself, for life or the life force. On the other hand they did
pay realistic if reluctant homage to the gods of the underworld,
beginning with Zeus’ brother Hades, once or twice mentioned
here with other animistic deities of sea and land. Yet we would be
wrong, I believe, in imagining such beings or concepts as wholly
allegorical. They were very real, often attached to a real or imagi-
nary place as Zeus was to Olympus or the sky; the Muses, them-
selves established on or near Olympus as well as on the mountains
or hills they were thought to frequent, were, with the Graces and
Hours, part of that wider, more ancient, and originally local class
of beings, the nymphs who lived in trees and water, and all the
other many divine beings of fresh water and salt, Poseidon, Thetis,
Amphitrite, and the rest—not all feminine—so that the ancients
inhabited a world itself divine where every act and substance had
divine import, at a time when Christianity was a cheerless under-
ground sect repudiating all these beings under their accepted
names, while retaining in the Sacrament the transubstantial ele-
ments of Wine and Bread, Dionysus and Ceres.

xii



Of course gods could be created as well as accepted; the most
striking example at the period in question being, perhaps beside
the divinized wonderworker from Palestine Himself, Antinous,
the beloved of Hadrian, who stood in relation to him as Gany-
mede to Zeus or Hyacinth to Apollo. Posthumously decreed di-
vine honors, like many of the Roman emperors, and worshipped
by imperial decree throughout the empire, Antinous abides as the
type of the eromenos, absent in name but present by association
and implication throughout these pages.

A  also implicit here though unnamed, slavery, was
as universal in the world in question as paederasty. Some but cer-
tainly not all of these desirable lads were slaves, as is clear in this
verse by the anthologist himself, the least sentimental of boy-
lovers:

Were you a novice I’d tried to persuade
To vice, you might be right to be afraid;
But since your master’s bed taught you a lot,
Why not treat someone else to what you’ve got?
Called to your post, your duty done, without
A word, your sleepy master throws you out.
But here are other pleasures, free speech and
Fun by solicitation not command.

CCXI [Strato]

But such are the rules, indeed the reality, of such attachments that
it is the lover not the beloved who is enslaved, even when, as often
seems to have been the case, the boy is a whore. Strato, again:

What now, my pet, depressed, in tears again?
What do you want? Don’t torture me! Speak plain.
You hold your palm out! I’m disgusted at
Your asking payment. Where did you learn that?
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Seed cakes and conkers will not make you merry
Now, that your mind has grown so mercenary.
I curse the customer with his perverse
Lessons who made my little rascal worse!

The object of such love is always, his civil state notwithstanding,
free and generally elusive. Therefore the character of his actual
condition, whether slave or not, is never mentioned, as it is in 
fact irrelevant. A very great man once said, when asked what he
thought of Free Love, that if it wasn’t free it wasn’t love. And so we
find it here; any enslavement is that of the lover and like so much
in these poems, half imaginary, even voluntary, willful. A conven-
tion as much as a predicament, playful even when despondent, the
affection and desire of an older man for a younger though fre-
quently far from hopeless, must be tinged as so many of these
poems are with a resigned sadness, sometimes amounting to bitter
consciousness of evanescence. As youth is the indispensable desi-
deratum of paederasty—although in several verses the loves of
young boys for each other are mentioned—it is naturally fleeting,
almost immaterial, while of course evinced by specified physical
traits. “Just wait,” the poet-lover seems to say, “soon you will be as
old and unattractive as I, but never so clever.” The generation gap
will be closed when it is too late. If, as more than one unsympa-
thetic critic has complained, all this is mere “high-school stuff”—
surely more current in private than public schools? (though even
there such arrangements and derangements are not unknown) and
doubtless in other all male institutions—we may be sure that the
epigrams, written for boys of school age, were composed rather by
their elders, masters, or teachers. Moreover it is also likely that, no
matter whom they were ostensibly addressed to, their actual audi-
ence would have been the authors’ coevals and/or colleagues, other
older poets and lovers. The lads here named, many of them not 
altogether illiterate (cf. CLXXXVII), may never have read or even
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heard their praise, dispraise, and gratuitous, unwanted, and prob-
ably unacceptable advice.

A  the diction, benedictions, or maledictions of the epi-
grams, which I have tried to carry over into English, let me make
a few preliminary perhaps premonitory remarks. The Greeks, like
us, spoke not just one language but several, often without know-
ing so. Poets in particular, wishing to exploit all the possibilities of
their language—and a poet can only convincingly write in his na-
tive tongue, however elaborated or diluted by education—can ei-
ther stick to what they suppose is standard speech, or, like Shake-
speare, vary their discourse for surprising but appropriate effect.
Goethe said that anachronism was the essence of poetry, and it
plays a great part in the different kinds of diction that meld, both
in everyday usage and in poetic contrivance, into what we perceive
as comprehensible if sometimes odd if not inappropriate language.
Anachronism, by the way, is merely a form of paradox, truly a basic
poetical resource as well as a logical one, and much in play here—
as, for instance, in the conception of the sweet bitterness or the
bitter sweetness of love.

Without embarking on the complexities of Greek dialects, from
the earliest times in which every city, then every area, spoke its own
peculiar form of what was still recognizably the same language, to
the latest period when on one level the vulgar spoke what is called
koiné (“common”), the language of the New Testament, whereas
the better educated had also their own less common and reduc-
tionist but even more ostentatiously mixed lingo or “linqua franca
et jocundissima,” one might simply observe that the main lan-
guage groups were all employed in poetry, each according to an of
course unwritten convention by which, for instance, Ionic, the lan-
guage of Homer and Hesiod (with even at that early date some ad-
mixtures), was reserved for epic, Aeolic for melic or lyric verse
(after Sappho and Alcaeus), and Doric or Boeotion for bucolics,
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like those of Theocritus, Moschus, and Bion. Attic was used pri-
marily for prose and the stichomythic dialogues of tragedy: but
while there was a Muse of tragedy—Calliope—there could not be
one for prose, as that highly evolved and artificial literary form so
long antedated the conception of the Muses, daughters of Mnemo-
syne or memory; it seems no accident that while the fundamental
excuse for verse is its memorability, prose is scarcely memorable at
all—as any schoolchild forced to memorize the Gettysburg Ad-
dress or the speeches of Tacitus or Cicero will attest. Let us just
agree that the language of the poems in the Anthology is more or
less a mish-mash, like that of this paragraph.

One peculiar dictionary challenge in some of these poems is
their use of words that, while we might regard them as obscene, or
at best impolite, the Greeks may well not have. Obscenity is a re-
sult of repression, and it is difficult to see signs of repression any-
where in Greek life or art. The terms in question, some unique—
hapax legomena—particularly in the many poems (too many, re-
ally) by Strato, the perhaps self-appointed court poet of Hadrian,
are simple, crude, incomprehensible except in context, and like all
such language, in essence childish. For what we repress, while
hardy forgetting it, is much of our childhood along with its vo-
cabulary of pee-pee and kaka. In the case of one poem (III) in
which these terms are exploited for comic effect, I have used the
commonest counterparts in English—fortunately at last printable.
For further elucidation the reader may consult lexica in vain, but
for the many mythological references should have recourse to
Bullfinch’s (or as I like to call it, Bullfeather’s) Mythology.

Oral poetry was the primary means of communication in this
old world, besides conversation, but written prose was a late in-
vention brought to its highest perfection by Plato. Prose must by
definition be written down, whereas poetry was for ages meant to
be memorized or extemporized and recited: one may easily imag-
ine these epigrams being bandied about at symposia, dinners, and
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drinking parties, again, for men only. Few people could write, and
some of those, like Vergil, did not care to, and would dictate their
verses, as blind Milton and in our day Jorge Luis Borges did out
of necessity. The dissemination and dilution of literacy in our time
has led not to a wider let alone a deeper appreciation of the best
efforts of the past and present, but to a widespread appetite for and
consumption of tripe. The poems in The Greek Anthology, admit-
tedly trivial, are not tripe. Literature owes as much to illiteracy as
it does to blindness; Homer (probably a misnomer) was reputed
both blind and preliterate. We are fortunate, since as it is said, lit-
tera scripta manet, “the written letter remains so,” that The Odyssey
as well as these fugitive, occasional pieces were written and copied
and edited. Aratus, one of the light-versifiers here included, also
edited Homer, as did Callimachus and Apologies Rhodes, and
wrote, besides other, lost works, a poem on astronomy, Phaenom-
ena. The pre-Socratic were not the only serious and speculative per-
sons to commit their lucubrations to verse: Lucretius’ De Rerum
Natura may be mentioned, derived largely from the prose writings
of the earlier post-Socratic, prose philosopher Epicurus. Epicure-
anism in its more popular sense, rather than Stoicism pervades the
poems of the Musa Paedika. Though it is tempting to think of
prose as Stoic and poetry as Epicurean, this is not in fact always so.

Oral—and aural—verse, which is to say virtually all poetry
written before the last and, as far as literature is concerned, rather
lamentable century, just what is still generally regarded as poetry,
and which still manifests itself in popular music, for instance
“rap,” at once rhymed, rhythmical, and as extemporaneous as jazz,
has its own unspoken rules and rights-of-way.

The metrical form of the originals I have rather represented
than slavishly imitated, as I tried to in my purely accentual dactylic
versions of the Idylls of Theocritus (Atheneum, ), The Homeric
Hymns (Atheneum, ), and Hesiod’s Works and Days and The-
ogony (University of Chicago Press, ). There the form was
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stichic, and as seemed to befit unrhymed single lines following
each other in ever varied succession, I have used not the com-
monest, indeed only ordinary such stichic English meter, blank
verse, but chose to echo the sound of the Greek more directly, al-
lowing for the differences beween quantitative and stressed verse
(the ambiguities and subtleties of which would require a larger 
and longer digression than this short preface would allow) in six
stressed lines, basically dactylic but permitting as much spondaic
pseudo-resolution as the matter suggested and our language per-
mits. The predominant, almost the only, form here is not stichic
but strophic: an unrhymed couplet repeated ad libitum, consist-
ing of the commonest meter in Greek and Latin, the dactylic hex-
ameter, followed by a line composed of its first two feet, plus one
syllable, of that metrical unit the so-called hemieps, repeated, thus
forming the second most popular classical unit, the elegiac couplet,
which may be roughly thumped out thus:

tumpidy tumpidy tumpidy tumpidy tumpidy tumtum
tumpidy tumpidy tum tumpidy tumpidy tum

Replacing the longum with an ictus—the long syllable with a
stressed one—we would get something like the following English
elegiac couplet:

Nor are some authors the only anonymous blooms in this
garland:

Most of the boys might as well be heteronymous too.

While this seems not only fairly accurate as representation, but not
unpleasing, the effect, much-repeated, is rather sedative than, as
an epigram should be, piquant, surprising and evocative, in its
basic sense of a wake-up call. Therefore the reader should do as I
did after much experimentation with the above model: more or
less abandon it altogether in favor of a more familiar native meter,
the rhymed couplet or quatrain, such as I used to represent the ele-
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giac couplets in Ovid’s Heroines (Yale, ). Rhyme, though it cer-
tainly does exist in Greek as in all languages in the crudest mani-
festation as assonance and consonance, was not deployed unless for
special, subliminal effect (see the rhyming pun in Callimachus:
XLIII); the morphology of the language made terminal rhyme,
which is all most of us hear as rhyme at all, undesirable as too easy:
hence all these quantitative evasions thereof.

The language into which a poem is translated must be of more
interest and importance to the reader of that language than the
original tongue, and certainly should be so to the translator. A
verse translation is not merely a trot or paraphrase of the original;
to succeed it should, and must, be a wholly convincing and plea-
surable poetic experience in its own right. Therefore guided by
Aristotle’s criterion of effect above all, I have plumped for what I
deem the most effective means of simulacry, as shown in my ver-
sions. In a few cases I thought the tone and subject matter more
suited to a limerick form than the staider couplet: as the limerick
is the most popular indeed vulgar verse form in contemporary
usage, it seemed to fit some of this badinage better. Here I might
offer the reader two versions of the same elegiac couplet and ask
him or her to chose a preference, if he or she can: 

V STRATO

Pale skins I like, but honey-colored more,
And blond and brunette boys I both adore.
I never blackball brown eyes, but above
All, eyes of scintillating black I love.

[Limerick]
Are pale skins my favorite, or
Honey-hued adolescents? What is more,

Liking blond and brunette,
I love brown eyes—and yet

Scintillating black eyes I adore.

xix



As I am no textual scholar but a poet who knows which texts make
sense and are aesthetically preferable I shall abbreviate a long ex-
cursion into the wilderness of textualism by thanking the Muse—
here Erato, for the ancients had muses for everything, even for
smut—for preserving this bouquet of real and artificial flowers in
a comparatively unified and simplified form. In the case of rare la-
cunae and gaps in the text I have silently bridged the gap, remem-
bering that asyndeton and non sequiturs are also rhetorical devices.
Throughout, my aim has been not archaeological but almost au-
thorial, to produce rather than reproduce with all the resources of
our resourceful language, something that I hope will surpass a mere
simulacrum. I trust that these epigrams, so often but pleasantries,
will stand as valid poems in their own light: not symphonies like
the Homeric poets and all their imitators, but bagatelles.

xx



This page intentionally left blank 



P U E R I L I T I E S



I STRATWNOS

∆Ek Dio;~ ajrcwvmesqa, kaqw;~ ei[rhken “Arato~:

uJmi`n d∆, w\ Mou`sai, shvmeron oujk ejnoclw`.

eij ga;r ejgw; pai`dav~ te filw` kai; paisi;n oJmilw`,

tou`to ti pro;~ Mouvsa~ ta;~ ÔElikwniavda~;

I I STRATWNOS

Mh; zhvtei devltoisin ejmai`~ Privamon para; bwmoi`~,

mhde; ta; Mhdeivh~ pevnqea kai; Niovbh~,

mhd∆ “Itun ejn qalavmoi~, kai; ajhdovna~ ejn petavloisin:

tau`ta ga;r oiJ provteroi pavnta cuvdhn e[grafon:

ajll∆ iJlarai`~ Carivtessi memigmevnon hJdu;n  [Erwta,

kai; Brovmion: touvtoi~ d∆ ojfruve~ oujk e[prepon.

III STRATWNOS

Tw`n paivdwn, Diovdwre, ta; prosqevmat∆ eij~ triva pivptei

schvmata, kai; touvtwn mavnqan∆ ejpwnumiva~.

th;n e[ti me;n ga;r a[qikton ajkmh;n lavlou ojnovmaze,

kwkw; th;n fusai `n a[rti katarcomevnhn:

th;n d∆ h[dh pro;~ cei`ra saleuomevnhn, levge sauvran:

th;n de; teleiotevrhn, oi\da~ a} crhv se kalei`n.

IV STRATWNOS

∆Akmhi ` dwdekevtou~ ejpitevrpomai: e[sti de; touvtou

cwj triskaidekevth~ poulu; poqeinovtero~:

cwj ta; di;~ eJpta; nevmwn, glukerwvteron a[nqo~ ∆Erwvtwn:

terpnovtero~ d∆ oJ trivth~ pentavdo~ ajrcovmeno~:

eJxepikaidevkaton de; qew`n e[to~: eJbdovmaton de; 

kai; devkaton zhtei`n oujk ejmovn, ajlla; Diov~.

eij d∆ ejpi; presbutevrou~ ti~ e[cei povqon, oujkevti paivzei,

ajll∆ h[dh zhtei` Æto;n d∆ ajpameibovmeno~.Æ



I STRATO

“Begin with Zeus,” Aratus said; but, Muse,
I do not think I’ll trouble you today.

If hanging out with boys is what I choose
To do, does that concern you anyway?

II STRATO

Don’t look for pious Priam in these pages,
Niobe’s tears, Medea’s jealous rages,
Nor Itys and his nightingales—enough
My predecessors scribbled of such stuff!
But Love, surrounded by the simpering Graces,
And Bacchus are ill-suited to straight faces.

III STRATO

Diodorus, boys’ things come in three
Shapes and sizes; learn them handily:

When unstripped it’s a dick,
But when stiff it’s a prick:

Wanked, you know what its nickname must be.

IV STRATO

A twelve-year-old looks fetching in his prime,
Thirteen’s an even more beguiling time.
That lusty bloom blows sweeter at fourteen;
Sexier yet a boy just turned fifteen.
The sixteenth year seems perfectly divine,
And seventeen is Jove’s tidbit, not mine.
But if you fall for older fellows, that
Suggests child’s play no more but tit-for-tat.



V STRATWNOS

Tou;~ leukou;~ ajgapw`, filevw d∆ a{ma tou;~ melicrwvdei~

kai; xanqouv~, stevrgw d∆ e[mpali tou;~ mevlana~.

oujde; kovra~ xanqa;~ parapevmpomai: ajlla; perissw`~

tou;~ melanofqavlmou~ aijglofanei`~ te filw`.

VI STRATWNOS

Prwkto;~ kai; cruso;~ th;n aujth;n yh`fon e[cousin:

yhfivzwn d∆ ajfelw`~ tou`tov poq∆ eu|ron ejgwv.

VII STRATWNOS

Sfigkth;r oujk e[stin para; parqevnwi , oujde; fivlhma

aJplou`n, ouj fusikh; crwto;~ eju>pnoi?h,

ouj lovgo~ hJdu;~ ejkei`no~ oJ pornikov~, oujd∆ ajkevraion

blevmma, didaskomevnh d∆ ejsti; kakiotevra.

yucrou`ntai d∆ o[piqen pa`sai: to; de; mei`zon ejkei`no,

oujk e[stin pou` qhi `~ th;n cevra plazomevnhn.

VIII STRATWNOS

Ei\don ejgwv tina pai`da † ejpanqoplokou`nta kovrumbon,

a[rti parercovmeno~ ta; stefanhplovkia:

oujd∆ a[trwta parh`lqon: ejpista;~ d∆ h{suco~ aujtwi `

fhmi; ÆPovsou pwlei`~ to;n so;n ejmoi; stevfanon;Æ
ma`llon tw`n kaluvkwn d∆ ejruqaivneto, kai; katakuvya~

fhsi; ÆMakra;n cwvrei, mhv se path;r ejsivdhi .Æ

wjnou`mai profavsei stefavnou~, kai; oi[kad∆ ajpelqw;i:

ejstefavnwsa qeouv~, kei`non ejpeuxavmeno~.

IX STRATWNOS

“Arti kalov~, Diovdwre, suv, kai; filevousi pevpeiro~:

ajlla; kai; h]n ghvmhi ~, oujk ajpoleiyovmeqa.
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V STRATO

Pale skins I like, but honey-coloured more,
And blond and brunette boys I both adore.
I never blackball brown eyes, but above
All, eyes of scintillating black I love.

VI STRATO

That ass is the metrical equivalent
Of cash I discovered once by accident.

VII STRATO

Loose girls lose their grip. They wear cheap scent.
Their kisses aren’t sincere or innocent.
Sweet smut is one thing they’re no good at talking.
Their looks are sly. The worst is a bluestocking.
Moreover, fundamentally they’re cold;
They’ve nothing for a groping hand to hold.

VIII STRATO

Remarking as I passed a flower-stall
A lad entwining buds and blooms together,

Smitten, I paused to ask him in a small
Voice how much his garland cost and whether

He’d sell it me? He hung his head and blushed
Like a rose: “Go on! or Dad will take a dim

View . . . ” I bought a token wreath and rushed
Off home to bedeck and beseech the gods for him.

IX STRATO

Delicious Diodorus, ripe for bed,
We’ll not forsake you even when you wed.

5



X STRATWNOS

Eij kaiv soi tricovfoito~ ejpeskivrthsen i[oulo~,

kai; truferai; krotavfwn xanqofei`~ e{like~,

oujd∆ ou{tw feuvgw to;n ejrwvmenon: ajlla; to; kavllo~

touvtou, ka]n pwvgwn, ka]n trivce~, hJmevteron.

XI STRATWNOS

∆Ecqe;~ e[cwn ajna; nuvkta Filovstraton, oujk ejdunhvqhn,

keivnou, pw`~ ei[pw… pavnta parascomevnou.

ajll∆ ejme; mhkevt∆ e[coite fivloi fivlon, ajll∆ ajpo; puvrgou

rJiyat∆, ejpei; livhn ∆Astuavnax gevgona.

XII FLAKKOU

“Arti geneiavzwn oJ kalo;~ kai; sterro;~ ejrastai`~

paido;~ ejrai ` Lavdwn. suvntomo~ hJ Nevmesi~. 

XIII STRATWNOS

∆Ihtrou;~ eu|rovn pot∆ ejgw; leivou~ dusevrwta~,

trivbonta~ fusikh`~ favrmakon ajntidovtou.

oiJ dev ge fwraqevnte~, Æ“Ec∆ hJsucivhnÆ ejdevonto:

kajgw; e[fhn ÆSigw`, kai; qerapeuvsetev me.Æ

XIV DIOSKORIDOU

Dhmovfilo~ toioi`sde filhvmasin eiv pro;~ ejrasta;~

crhvsetai ajkmaivhn, Kuvpri, kaq∆ hJlikivhn,

wJ~ ejme; nu`n ejfivlhsen oJ nhvpio~, oujkevti nuvktwr

h{suca thi ` keivnou mhtri; menei` provqura.
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X STRATO

Notwithstanding that hairs, as I feared,
On your temples have lately appeared,

And your chin and your cheek,
My beloved’s physique

Is still mine, though he’s growing a beard.

XI STRATO

When I had Philostratus last night
He was tight and did everything right,

But I couldn’t get hard;
Now my friends will discard

Me for not doing all Sodom might.

XII FLACCUS

So fair, (but to his suitors so unfair),
Lado has barely grown some pubic hair
Yet loves a lad: what swift comeuppance there!

XIII STRATO

I surprised once some hardy young chaps
Playing doctor, near to a relapse.

When they begged me keep mum,
I replied, “I’ll play dumb,

If you’re willing to treat me, perhaps.”

XIV DIOSCORIDES

If Deophilus, who was no more
Than a child when he kissed me before,

As an adult should kiss
His admirers like this,

They’ll be beating a path to his door.
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XV STRATWNOS

Eij Grafikou` pugai`a sani;~ devdac∆ ejn balaneivwi ,

a[nqrwpou~ tiv pavqw… kai; xuvlon aijsqavnetai.

XVI STRATWNOS

Mh; kruvpthi ~ to;n e[rwta, Filovkrate~: aujto;~ oJ daivmwn

laktivzein kradivhn hJmetevrhn iJkanov~:

ajll∆ iJlarou` metavdo~ ti filhvmato~. e[sq∆ o{te kai; su;

aijthvsei~ toiavnd∆ ejx eJtevrwn cavrita.

XVII ADHLON

Ou[ moi qh`lu~ e[rw~ ejgkavrdio~, ajllav me pursoi; 

a[rsene~ ajsbevstwi qh`kan uJp∆ ajnqrakihi ̀.

pleiovteron tovde qavlpo~: o{son dunatwvtero~ a[rshn

qhlutevrh~, tovsson cwj povqo~ ojxuvtero~.

XVIII ALFEIOU MITULHNAIOU

Tlhvmone~, oi{~ ajnevrasto~ e[fu bivo~: ou[te ga;r e[rxai

eujmarev~, ou[t∆ eijpei`n ejstiv ti novsfi povqwn.

kai; ga;r ejgw; nu`n eijmi; livhn braduv~: eij d∆ ejpivdoimi

Xeinovfilon, steroph`~ pthvsomai ojxuvtero~.

tou[neken ouj feuvgein gluku;n i{meron, ajlla; diwvkein,

pa`si levgw. yuch`~ ejsti;n “Erw~ ajkovnh.

XIX ADHLON

Ouj duvnamaiv se qevlwn qevsqai fivlon: ou[te ga;r aijtei`~,

ou[t∆ aijtou`nti divdw~, ou[q∆ a} divdwmi devchi.
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XV STRATO

A board at the baths pinched Graphicus’ ass, revealing
That even wood is capable of feeling.

XVI STRATO

Don’t be coy, Philostratus: divine
Love can trample on your heart and mine.

Only kiss me today;
You’ll discover one day

Yours are favours that some may decline.

XVII ANONYMOUS

The love of women leaves me cold; desire
For men, though, scorches me with coals of fire.
As women are the weaker sex, my yen
Is stronger, warmer, more intense for men.

XVIII ALPHEIUS OF MYTILENE

A loveless life is hell, no doubt about
It; one can’t say or do a thing without
Longing. If Xenophilus came in sight,
Slow though I am, I’d reach the speed of light.
Far from avoiding what you can’t control,
Pursue it. Love’s the whetstone of the soul.

XIX ANONYMOUS

I can’t befriend you, eager though I am:
You ask for nothing, neither will you grant
Me anything I ask for; adamant,

For all my gifts you do not give a damn.
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XX IOULIOU LEWNIDA

ÔO Zeu;~ Aijqiovpwn pavli tevrpetai eijlapivnaisin,

h] cruso;~ Danavh~ ei{rpusen eij~ qalavmou~:

qau`ma ga;r eij Perivandron ijdw;n oujc h{rpase gaivh~

to;n kalovn: h] filovpai~ oujkevti nu`n oJ qeov~.

XXI STRATWNOS

Klevyomen a[cri tivno~ ta; filhvmata, kai; ta; laqrai`a

neuvsomen ajllhvloi~ o[mmasi feidomevnoi~;
mevcri tivno~ d∆ ajtevlesta lalhvsomen, ajmbolivaisi

zeugnuvnte~ kenea;~ e[mpalin ajmboliva~;
mevllonte~ to; kalo;n dapanhvsomen: ajlla; pri;n ejlqei`n

ta;~ fqonerav~, Feivdwn, qw`men ejp∆ e[rga lovgoi~.

XXII SKUQI–OU

«Hlqevn moi mevga ph`ma, mevga~ povlemo~, mevga moi pu`r,

“Hlisso~ plhvrh~ tw`n ej~ e[rwt∆ ejtevwn,

aujta; ta; kaivri∆ e[cwn eJkkaivdeka, kai; meta; touvtwn

pavsa~ kai; mikra;~ kai; megavla~ cavrita~,

kai; pro;~ ajnagnw`nai fwnh;n mevli, kai; to; filh`sai

ceivlea, kai; to; labei`n e[ndon, ajmemptovtaton.

kai; tiv pavqw; fhsi;n ga;r oJra`n movnon: h| rJ∆ ajgrupnhvsw

pollavki, thi ̀̀ kenehi ` kuvpridi ceiromacw`n.

XXIII MELEAGROU

∆Hgreuvqhn oJ provsqen ejgwv pote toi`~ dusevrwsi

kwvmoi~ hji>qevwn pollavki~ ejggelavsa~:

kaiv m∆ ejpi; soi`~ oJ ptano;~ “Erw~ proquvroisi, Mui?ske,

sth`sen ejpigravya~ ÆSku`l∆ ajpo; Swfrosuvnh~.Æ
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XX JULIUS LEONIDAS

Is Zeus carousing with the blacks, I wonder,
Or visiting Danaë disguised as gold,

That he has not picked up fair Periander—
Or is he not the paederast of old?

XXI STRATO

How long need we sneak kisses, with oblique
Glances at one another wink and peek?
How long chat in this inconclusive way,
Adding delay to meaningless delay?
Phido, let’s waste no chance to work things out,
Before the killjoy hairs begin to sprout.

XXII SCYTHINUS

Calamity and conflagration! Strife!
Elissus has attained the time of life,
Sixteen, that’s made for love, and he has all
The adolescent graces great and small:
A honeyed voice, a mouth that’s sweet to kiss,
And an accommodating orifice.
But, “Look, don’t touch!” he tells me. What a fate!
I’ll lie awake all night and—meditate.

XXIII MELEAGER

I used to laugh at young men who were not
Successful in their wooing. Now I’m caught;
Myiscus, on your gate winged Love has placed
Me, labelled as, “A Trophy of the Chaste.”

11



XXIV LAUREA

Ei[ moi carto;~ ejmo;~ Polevmwn kai; sw`o~ ajnevlqoi,

oi|o~ a�. . Dhvlou� koivrane, pempovmeno~,

rJevxein oujk ajpovfhmi to;n ojrqrobovhn para; bwmoi`~

o[rnin, o}n eujcwlai`~ wJmolovghsa teai`~:

eij dev ti tw`n o[ntwn tovte oiJ plevon h] kai; e[lasson

e[lqoi e[cwn, levlutai toujmo;n uJposcevsion.

h\lqe de; su;n pwvgwni. tovd∆ eij fivlon aujto;~ eJautwi ̀

eu[xato, th;n qusivhn pra`sse to;n eujxavmenon.

XXV STATULLIOU FLAKKOU

Sw`ovn moi Polevmwna mogei`n, o{t∆ e[pempon, ∆Apovllw

hi jtouvmhn, qusivhn o[rnin uJposcovmeno~.

h\lqe dev moi Polevmwn lavsio~ gevnun. ouj ma; sev, Foi`be,

h\lqen ejmoiv, pikrwi `` d∆ ejxevfugevn me tavcei.

oujkevti soi quvw to;n ajlevktora. mhv me sofivzou,

kwfhvn moi stacuvwn ajntididou;~ kalavmhn.

XXVI STATULLIOU FLAKKOU

Ei[ moi swzovmeno~ Polevmwn o}n e[pempon ajnevlqoi

�foinivxein bwmou;~ wJmolovghsa teouv~�.
nu`n q∆ auJtwi ̀̀ Polevmwn ajnaswvzetai: oujkevt∆ ajfi`ktai,

Foi`be, dasu;~ d∆ h{kwn oujkevti sw`o~ ejmoiv.

aujto;~ i[sw~ skiavsai gevnun eu[xato: quevtw aujtov~,

ajntiva tai`sin ejmai`~ ejlpivsin eujxavmeno~.

XXVII STATULLIOU FLAKKOU

Sai`~ i[kelon prou[pempon ejgw; Polevmwna pareiai`~,

h]n e[lqhi , quvsein o[rnin uJposcovmeno~:

ouj devcomai fqoneroi`~, Paiavn, frissonta geneivoi~,

toiouvtou tlhvmwn ei{neken eujxavmeno~.
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XXIV TULLIUS LAUREAS

Should my Polemo come home safe to me
Just as he was when first he went to sea,
Phoebus, I’ll not forget the cockerell
I promised you if everything went well.
If he returns with either more or less
Than he had then, my vows are meaningless.
He’s come back with a beard! If that’s the thing
He prayed for, let him make the offering!

XXV STATYLLIUS FLACCUS

I promised you a cock, Apollo, when
Polemo came home safe to me again.
He came, but not to stay. His cheeks defaced
By fuzz, he fled from me with cruel haste.
No cock for you, Apollo! Would you cheat
Me with stubble in place of cream of wheat?

XXVI STATYLLIUS FLACCUS

If my Polemo came back good as new,
Phoebus, I swore to sacrifice to you.
He’s safe but not himself. Whiskers detract
A lot from his homecoming, that’s a fact—
Whiskers he prayed for! Let him pay the price
Of my vain hopes, and make the sacrifice!

XXVII STATYLLIUS FLACCUS

Seeing Polemo off smooth-cheeked as you,
Phoebus, I pledged to get him back again

One cock. Poor me! he’s not the boy I knew:
His disobliging bristles I disdain.
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oujde; mavthn tivllesqai ajnaivtion o[rnin e[oiken,

h] suntillevsqw, Dhvlie, kai; Polevmwn.

XXVIII NOUMHNIOU TARSEWS

Ku`ro~ kuvriov~ ejsti: tiv moi mevlei, eij para; gravmma;
oujk ajnaginwvskw to;n kalovn, ajlla; blevpw.

XXIX ALKAIOU

Prwvtarco~ kalov~ ejsti, kai; ouj qevlei: ajlla; qelhvsei

u{steron: hJ d∆ w{rh lampavd∆ e[cousa trevcei.

XXX ALKAIOU

ÔH knhvmh, Nivkandre, dasuvnetai: ajlla; fuvlaxai,

mhv se kai; hJ pugh; taujto; paqou`sa lavqhi:

kai; gnwvshi filevonto~ o{sh spavni~. ajll∆ e[ti kai; nu`n

th`~ ajmetaklhvtou frovntison hJlikivh~.

XXXI FANIOU

Nai; Qevmin, ajkrhvtou kai; to; skuvfo~ wi | sesavleumai,

Pavmfile, baio;~ e[cei to;n so;n e[rwta crovno~:

h[dh ga;r kai; mhro;~ uJpo; trivca, kai; gevnu~ hJbai ̀,

kai; Povqo~ eij~ eJtevrhn loipo;n a[gei manivhn.

ajll∆ o{te �soi� spinqh`ro~ e[t∆ i[cnia baia; levleiptai,

feidwlh;n ajpovqou: Kairo;~ “Erwti fivlo~.

XXXII QUMOKLEOUS

Mevmnhi pou, mevmnhi , o{te toi e[po~ iJero;n ei\pon:

”Wrh kavlliston, c∆ w{rh ejlafrovtaton:

w{rhn oujd∆ oJ tavcisto~ ejn aijqevri parfqavsei o[rni~.

nu`n i[de, pavnt∆ ejpi; gh`~ a[nqea seu` kevcutai.
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Why pluck that inoffensive bird in vain?
While you are at it, pluck Polemo too!

XXVIII NUMENIUS OF TARSUS

Cyrus is serious, no open book—
But what do I care as long as I can look?

XXIX ALCAEUS

Protarchus won’t say Yes, but later on
He will—once all the fires of youth are gone.

XXX ALCAEUS

Your legs, Nicander, are becoming hairy;
Take care this doesn’t happen to your ass,

Or you will find your lovers getting very
Scarce. Irrevocably, your youth will pass.

XXXI PHANIAS

By Themis, and this wine which makes me drunk,
Pamphilus, I think your lease on love has shrunk.
Hair on your thighs and on your cheeks suggests
Burgeoning heterosexual interests.
But if there’s one spark left, don’t be a tease!
Love overlooks no opportunities.

XXXII THYMOCLES

“Loveliest,” —remember when I made
That hackneyed observation?—“is the spring,

But swifter than a bird upon the wing.”
Now see how fast your bloom begins to fade.
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XXXIII MELEAGROU

«Hn kalo;~ ÔHravkleito~, o{t∆ h\n potev: nu`n de; par∆ h{bhn

khruvssei povlemon devrri~ sjpisqobavtai~.

ajllav, Poluxenivdh, tavd∆ oJrw`n, mh; gau`ra fruavssou:

e[sti kai; ejn gloutoi`~ fuomevnh Nevmesi~.

XXXIV AU TOMEDONTOS

Pro;~ to;n paidotrivbhn Dhmhvtrion ejcqe;~ ejdeivpnoun,

pavntwn ajnqrwvpwn to;n makaristovtaton.

ei|~ aujtou` katevkeiq∆ uJpokovlpio~, ei|~ uJpe;r w\mon,

ei|~ e[feren to; fagei`n, ei|~ de; piei`n ejdivdou:

hJ tetra;~ hJ perivblepto~. ejgw; paivzwn de; pro;~ aujto;n

fhmi; ÆSu; kai; nuvktwr, fivltate, paidotribei`~;Æ

XXXV DIOKLEOUS

Cai`rev pot∆ oujk eijpovnta prosei`pe ti~: Æ∆All∆ oJ perisso;~

kavllei> nu`n Davmwn oujde; to; cai`re levgei.

h{xei ti~ touvtou crovno~ e[kdiko~: ei\ta dasunqei;~

a[rxhi cai`re levgein oujk ajpokrinomevnoi~.Æ

XXXVI ASKLHPIADOU ADRAMU TTHNOU

Nu`n aijtei`~, o{te lepto;~ uJpo; krotavfoisin i[oulo~

e{rpei kai; mhroi`~ ojxu;~ e[pesti cnovo~:

ei\ta levgei~ Æ ”Hdion ejmoi; tovde.Æ kai; tiv~ a]n ei[poi

kreivssona~ aujcmhra;~ ajstacuvwn kalavma~;

XXXVII DIOSKORIDOU

Pugh;n Swsavrcoio dievplasen ∆Amfipolivtew

muelivnhn paivzwn oJ brotoloigo;~ “Erw~,

Zh`na qevlwn ejreqivxai, oJqouvneka tw`n Ganumhvdou~

mhrw`n oiJ touvtou poulu; melicrovteroi.
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XXXIII MELEAGER

A peach was Heraclitus when—don’t scoff!—
Still Heraclitus; now he’s past his prime

His hairy hide puts all assailants off.
On your cheeks too the curse will come in time.

XXXIV AUTOMEDON

I dined with coach Demetrius yesterday,
The luckiest of men! While one lad lay
Upon his lap, one by his shoulder stood;
One poured the drinks, another served the food.
I joked, “This foursome is a pretty sight!
And do you also coach the boys at night?”

XXXV DIOCLES

Somebody said when snubbed, “Is Damon so
Beautiful he doesn’t say hello?
Time will exact revenge when, bye and bye,
Grown hairy, he greets men who won’t reply.”

XXXVI ASCLEPIADES OF ADRAMYTTIUM

Now you put out, when prickly down appears
Between your legs and underneath your ears.
“That feels so good!” you cry, “Do that again!”
But who prefers dry stubble to whole grain?

XXXVII DIOSCORIDES

Cupid, who loves mankind to tantalize,
Sculpted Sotarchus’ bum for fun in butter,
Provoking Zeus: those buns looked better

Than even Ganymede’s ambrosial thighs.
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XXXVIII RIANOU

»Wraiv soi Cavritev~ te kata; gluku; ceu`an e[laion,

w\ pugav: knwvssein d∆ oujde; gevronta~ ejai `~.

levxon moi tivno~ ejssi; mavkaira tuv, kai; tivna paivdwn

kosmei`~; aJ puga; d∆ ei\pe: ÆMenekravteo~.Æ

XXXIX LDHLON

∆Esbevsqh Nivkandro~, ajpevptato pa`n ajpo; croih`~

a[nqo~, kai; carivtwn loipo;n e[t∆ oujd∆ o[noma,

o}n pri;n ejn ajqanavtoi~ ejnomivzomen. ajlla; fronei`te

mhde;n uJpe;r qnhtouv~, w\ nevoi: eijsi; trivce~.

XL ADHLON

Mh; ∆kduvshi ~, a[nqrwpe, to; claivnion, ajlla; qewvrei

ou{tw~ ajkrolivqou kajme; trovpon xoavnou.

gumnh;n ∆Antifivlou zhtw`n cavrin, wJ~ ejp∆ ajkavnqai~

euJrhvsei~ rJodevan fuomevnhn kavluka.

XLI MELEAGROU

Oujkevti moi Qhvrwn gravfetai kalov~, oujd∆ oJ puraugh;~

privn pote, nu`n d∆ h[dh dalov~, ∆Apollovdoto~.

stevrgw qh`lun e[rwta: dasutrwvglwn de; pivesma

lastauvrwn melevtw poimevsin aijgobavtai~.

XLII DIOSKORIDOU

Blevyon ej~ ÔErmogevnhn plhvrei ceriv, kai; tavca prhvxei~

paidokovrax w|n soi qumo;~ ojneiropolei`,

kai; stugnh;n ojfruvwn luvsei~ tavsin: h]n d∆ aJlieuvhi
ojrfano;n ajgkivstrou kuvmati dou;~ kavlamon,

e{lxei~ ejk limevno~ pollh;n drovson: oujde; ga;r aijdw;~

oujd∆ e[leo~ dapavnwi kovllopi suntrevfetai.
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XXXVIII RHIANUS

Oh, what an ass! so gracefully lubricious
You never even leave old men in peace.

Tell me, what boy do you adorn, delicious
Bottom? The ass replied, “Menecrates.”

XXXIX ANONYMOUS

Nicander’s finished, there is not a trace
Of bloom or loveliness left in a face
I called divine. So, mortal youths, beware
Immortal thoughts; remember pubic hair.

XL ANONYMOUS

Don’t take my clothes off ! View me as a kind
Of statue, draped so almost nothing shows.

If you look for my naked charms, you’ll find
Amid a scratchy bush my rosebud grows.

XLI MELEAGER

No, Theron’s beauty does no longer please
Me, nor Apollodotus’ burnt-out charms.

I like cunt. Let bestial goatherds squeeze
Their hairy little bumboys in their arms!

XLII DIOSCORDES

Do not go empty-handed if you look
To win your heart’s desire, Hermogenes,

And smile again. Be sure to bait your hook
Well, or you will catch nothing. Qualities

Like shame and pity are, poor chickenhawk,
Not natural to such a greedy tease.
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XLIII KALLIMACOU

∆Eqaivrw to; poivhma to; kuklikovn, oujde; keleuvqwi

caivrw ti~ pollou;~ w|de kai; w|de fevrei:

misw` kai; perivfoiton ejrwvmenon, oujd∆ ajpo; krhvnh~

pivnw: sikcaivnw pavnta ta; dhmovsia.

Lusanivh, su; de; naivci kalo;~ kalov~: ajlla; pri;n eijpei`n

tou`to safw`~, hjcw; fhsiv ti~ Æ“Allo~ e[cei.Æ

XLIV GLAUKOU

∆Hn o{te pai`da~ e[peiqe pavlai pote; dw`ra fileu`nta~

o[rtux, kai; rJapth; sfai`ra, kai; ajstravgaloi:

nu`n de; lopa;~ kai; kevrma: ta; paivgnia d∆ oujde;n ejkei`na

ijscuvei. zhtei`t∆ a[llo ti, paidofivlai.

XLV POSEIDIPPOU

Nai; nai; bavllet∆, “Erwte~: ejgw; skopo;~ ei|~ a{ma polloi`~

kei`mai. mh; feishsq∆, a[frone~: h]n ga;r ejme;

nikhvsht∆, ojnomastoi; ejn ajqanavtoisin e[sesqe

toxovtai, wJ~ megavlh~ despovtai ijodovkh~.

XLVI ASKLHPIADOU

Oujk ei[m∆ oujd∆ ejtevwn duvo kei[kosi, kai; kopiw` zw`n

“Wrwte~, ti kako;n tou`to; tiv me flevgete;
h]n ga;r ejgwv ti pavqw, tiv poihvsete; dh`lon, “Erwte~,

wJ~ to; pavro~ paivxesq∆ a[frone~ ajstragavloi~.

XLVII MELEAGROU

Matro;~ e[t∆ ejn kovlpoisin oJ nhvpio~ ojrqrina; paivzwn

ajstragavloi~ toujmo;n pneu`m∆ ejkuvbeusen “Erw~.
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XLIII CALLIMACHUS

Little I care for your popular cyclical poem:
Such thoroughfares I thoroughly despise.

So I detest a boy who makes himself common,
Nor do I drink from public water supplies.

Yes, you are handsome, Lysanias, terribly handsome.
“And someone else’s!” instantly Echo replies.

XLIV GLAUCUS

Where once you could win over grasping boys
With birds and balls and jacks, all that beguiles

Them now is sweets or cash; old-fashioned toys
Don’t work. Find something new, you pedophiles!

XLV POSIDIPUS

Let fly, young Loves! I stand, the single butt
Of all you brats. Don’t spare me! Your success

Will win you fame, not just as marksmen, but
For the impressive weapons you possess.

XLVI ASCLEPIADES

Not twenty-two, yet I find life a stiff
Proposition. Why such hard attacks,

You dizzy darlings? What would you do if
I got hurt? Continue playing jacks?

XLVII MELEAGER

An infant on his mother’s lap Love lay
And in one morning diced my life away.
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XLVIII MELEAGROU

Kei`mai: la;x ejpivbaine kat∆ aujcevno~, a[grie dai`mon.

oijdav se, nai; ma; qeouv~, kai; baru;n o[nta fevrein:

oijda kai; e[mpura tovxa. balw;n d∆ ejp∆ e\mh;n frevna pursouv~,

ouj flevxei~: h[dh pa`sa gavr ejsti tevfrh.

XLIX MELEAGROU

Zwropovtei, duvserw~, kai; sou` flovga ta;n filovpaida

koimavsei lavqa~ dwrodovta~ Brovmio~:

zwropovtei, kai; plh`re~ ajfussavmeno~ skuvfo~ oi[na~,

e[kkrouson stugera;n ejk kradiva~ ojduvnan.

L ASKLHPIADOU

Pi`n∆, ∆Asklhpiavdh: tiv ta; davkrua tau`ta…;; tiv pavscei~;
ouj se; movnon caleph; Kuvpri~ ejlhi?sato,

oujd∆ ejpi; soi; mouvnwi kateqhvxato tovxa kai; ijou;~

pikro;~ “Erw~. tiv zw`n ejn spodihi ` tivqesai;
pivnwmen Bavkcou zwro;n povma: davktulo~ ajwv~:

h\ pavli koimista;n luvcnon ijdei`n mevnomen;
pivnomen ouj ga;r e[rw~: metav toi crovnon oujkevti pouluvn,

scevtlie, th;n makra;n nuvkt∆ ajnapausovmeqa.

LI KALLIMACOU

“Egcei, kai; pavlin eijpev, Dioklevo~: oujd∆ ∆Acelwi ` o~

keivnou tw`n iJerw`n aijsqavnetai kuavqwn.

kalo;~ oJ pai`~, ∆Acelwi ̀ e, livhn kalov~: eij dev ti~ oujci

fhsi;n—ejpistaivmhn mou`no~ ejgw; ta; kalav.

LII MELEAGROU

Ou[rio~ ejmpneuvsa~ nauvtai~ Novto~, w\ dusevrwte~,

h{misuv meu yuca`~ a{rpasen ∆Andravgaqon.
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XLVIII MELEAGER

Yes, kick me when I’m down, you spiteful sprite!
I feel your weight, I feel your fiery dart.
But if you try to set fire to my heart,

You can’t: it is incinerated quite.

XLIX MELEAGER

Drink deep, boy-lover. Bacchus, bringer of
Oblivion, will soothe your hopeless love.
Drink deep, and as you drain the wine-filled bowl
Purge all the bitter anguish from your soul.

L ASCLEPIADES

What’s wrong, Asclepiades? Drink, don’t weep!
Not you alone does cruel Venus keep
In thrall; not you alone is pungent lust
Transfixing. Why lie panting in the dust?
Drink unmixed wine. The east’s just touched with red;
Let’s wait for its lamp to light our way to bed
Once more. Poor, lovelorn wretch, drink deep:
Short is the time before our long, long sleep.

LI CALLIMACHUS

Drinking to Diocles, don’t dilute
The toast that I propose to honour his

Beauty: and if you call that in dispute,
I’ll be the one to say what beauty is!

LII MELEAGER

Borne on a fair south wind, Andragathon
Has sailed away, and half my soul is gone.
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tri;~ mavkare~ na`e~, tri;~ d∆ o[lbia kuvmata pontou,

tetravki d∆ eujdaivmwn paidoforw`n a[nemo~.

ei[q∆ ei[hn delfiv~, i{n∆ ejmoi`~ bastakto;~ ejp∆ w[moi~

porq meuqei;~ ejsivdhi ta;n glukovpaida  JRodon.

LIII MELEAGROU

Eu[fortoi na`e~ pelagivtide~, ai} povron ”Ellh~

plei`te, kalo;n kovlpoi~ dexavmenai Borevhn,

h[n pou ejp∆ hji>ovnwn Kwi van kata; na`son i[dhte

Fanivon eij~ caropo;n derkomenan pelago~,

tou`t∆ e[po~ ajggeivlaite, kalai; neve~, w{~ me komivzei

i{mero~ ouj nauvtan, possi; de; pezopovron.

eij ga;r tou`t∆ ei[poit∆, eo\ tevloi, aujtivka kai; Zeu;~

ou[rio~ uJmetevra~ pneuvsetai eij~ ojqovna~.

LIV MELEAGROU

∆Arnei`tai to;n “Erwta tekei`n hJ Kuvpri~, ijdou`sa

a[llon ejn hji>qevoi~ ”Imeron ∆Antivocon.

ajllav, nevoi, stevrgoite nevon Povqon: h\ ga;r oJ kou`ro~

eu{rhtai kreivsswn ou|to~ “Erwto~ “Erw~.

LV ADHLON, oi  J de ;  ARTEMWNOS

Lhtoi?dh, su; me;n e[sce~ aJlivrruton aujcevna Dhvlou,

kou`re Dio;~ megavlou, qevsfata pa`si levgwn:

Kekropivan d∆ ∆Ecevdhmo~, oJ deuvtero~ ∆Atqivdi Foi`bo~,

w| kalo;n aJbrokovmh~ a[nqo~ e[lamyen “Erw~.

hJ d∆ ajna; ku`m∆ a[rxasa kai; ejn cqoni; patri;~ ∆Aqhvnh

nu`n kavllei douvlhn ÔEllavd∆ uJphgavgeto.

LVI MELEAGROU

Eijkovna me;n Parihn zwogluvfo~ a[nuo∆ “Erwto~

Praxitevlh~, Kuvprido~ pai`da tupwsavmeno~,
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Blessed the ships, the waves themselves are glad,
And fortunate the wind that blows the lad.
I wish I were a dolphin, so astride
My back to Rhodes, sweet boys’ home, he could ride.

LIII MELEAGER

Sea-faring freighters, the next time you sail
The Hellespont with a mild Northern gale,
If on the beach of Cos you chance to see
Phanion gazing at the grey-blue sea,
Say that desire is bringing me there, and
Not by sea, fair ships, but overland,
And straightaway a god-sent wind will blow
And fill your sails, if you will tell her so.

LIV MELEAGER

Venus, denying Cupid is her son,
Finds in Antiochus a better one.
This is the boy to be enamoured of,
Boys, a new love superior to Love.

LV ARTEMON?

Hail, son of Zeus and Leto! Where the seas
Wash Delos you dispense your prophecies.
Your counterpart is Echedemus, whom
Love has illumined with bewitching bloom,
So Athens, mistress of the land and sea
By beauty holds all Greece in slavery.

LVI MELEAGER

Praxiteles once carved a statue of
Venus’ son, the pretty god of love,
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nu`n d∆ oJ qew`n kavllisto~ “Erw~ e[myucon a[galma,

auJto;n ajpeikonivsa~, e[plase Praxitevlhn:

o[fr∆ oJ me;n ejn qnatoi`~, oJ d∆ ejn aijqevri fivltra brabeuvhi ,

gh`~ q∆ a{ma kai; makavrwn skhptroforw`si povqoi.

ojlbivsth Merovpwn iJera; povli~, a} qeovpaida

kaino;n “Erwta nevwn qoevyen uJfagemovna.

LVII MELEAGROU

Praxitevlh~ oJ pavlai zwogluvfo~ aJbro;n a[galma

a[yucon, morfa`~ kwfo;n e[teuxe tuvpon,

pevtron ejneidoforw`n: oJ de; nu`n, e[myuca mageuvwn,

to;n tripanou`rgon “Erwt∆ e[plasen ejn kradivai.

h\ tavca tou[nom∆ e[cei taujto;n movnon, e[rga de; krevssw,

ouj livqon, ajlla; frenw`n pneu`ma metarruqmivsa~.

i{lao~ plavssoi to;n ejmo;n trovpon, o[fra tupwvsa~

ejnto;~ ejmh;n yuch;n nao;n “Erwto~ e[chi .

LVIII RIANOU

H Troizh;n ajgaqh; kourotrovfo~: oujk a]n aJmavrtoi~

aijnhvsa~ paivdwn oujde; to;n uJstavtion.

tovsson d∆ ∆Empedoklh`~ fanerwvtero~, o{sson ejn a[lloi~

a[nqesin eijarinoi`~ kalo;n e[lamye rJovdon.

LIX MELEAGROU

ÔAbrouv~, nai; to;n “Erwta, trevfei Tuvro~: ajlla; Mui?sko~

e[sbesen ejklavmya~ ajstevra~ hjevlio~.

LX MELEAGROU

’Hn ejnivdw Qhvrwna, ta; pavnq∆ oJrw`: h]n de; ta; pavnta

blevyw, tovnde de; mhv, ta[mpalin oujde;n oJrw`.
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Who in his lovely image modelled this
Praxiteles, a living masterpiece,
So one on earth and one in heaven might reign,
Two Loves to deal love-charms to gods and men.
Blest isle of Cos for rearing this new-sprung
God-given Love, ring-leader of the young!

LVII MELEAGER

Praxiteles once from marble sculpted some
Image of beauty, lifeless, stony, dumb.
His modern namesake, by his magic art,
Modelled Love’s lively likeness in my heart.
The name’s the same; his works are more refined:
Instead of marble he transforms the mind.
I wish that he would kindly mould my whole
Nature and build Love’s temple in my soul.

LVIII RHIANUS

Troezen grows sweet boys; you would not err
In praising the most unprepossessing there.
Empedocles with as much more splendour glows,
As does amid spring flowers the gorgeous rose.

LIX MELEAGER

Love, Tyre breeds pretty boys, but as the sun
The stars, Myiscus outshines every one.

LX MELEAGER

When I see Thero I see everything;
But when he’s absent I can’t see a thing.
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LXI ADHLON

“Aqrei: mh; dia; panto;~ o{lan katavthk∆, ∆Arivbaze,

ta;n Knivdon: aJ pevtra qruptomevna fevretai.

LXII ALLO

Matevre~ aiJ Persw`n, kala; me;n kala; tevkna tekesqe:

ajll∆ ∆Arivbazo~ ejmoi; kavllion h] to; kalovn.

LXIII MELEAGROU

Sigw`n ÔHravkleito~ ejn o[mmasi tou`t∆ e[po~ aujda`:

ÆKai; Zhno;~ flevxw pu`r to; keraunobovlon.Æ

nai; mh;n kai; Diovdwro~ ejni; stevrnoi~ tovde fwnei`:

ÆKai; pevtron thvkw crwti; cliainovmenon.Æ

duvstano~, paivdwn o}~ ejdevxato tou` me;n ajp∆ o[sswn

lampavda, tou` de; povqoi~ tufovmenon gluku; pu`r.

LXIV ALKAIOU

Zeu;~ Pivsh~ medevwn, Peiqhvnora, deuvteron ui|a

Kuvprido~, aijpeinwi ̀ stevyon uJpo; Kronivwi :

mhdev moi oijnocovon kulivkwn sevqen aijeto;~ ajrqei;~

mavryai~ ajnti; kalou`, koivrane, Dardanivdou.

eij dev ti Mousavwn toi ejgw; fivlon w[pasa dw`ron,

neuvsai~ moi qeivou paido;~ oJmofrosuvnhn.

LXV MELEAGROU

Eij Zeu;~ kei`no~ e[t∆ ejstivn, oJ kai; Ganumhvdeo~ ajkmh;n

aJrpavxa~, i{n∆ e[chi nevktaro~ oijnocovon,

khjmoi; to;n kalo;n ejsti;n �ejri;� splavgcnoisi Mui?skon

kruvptein, mhv me lavqhi paidi; balw;n ptevruga~.
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LXI ANONYMOUS

Watch out, Aribazus! Don’t seduce
All Cnidus! The very stones are coming loose.

LXII ANONYMOUS

You Persian mothers, what fair boys you bear!
But mine to me seems something more than fair.

LXIII MELEAGER

Dumb Heraclitus signals with his eyes,
“I can ignite the lightning from the skies!”
And Diodorus secretly repeats,
“I melt the stone my body overheats.”
Poor sod, who from the eyes of one takes fire
And scents the other’s smouldering desire!

LXIV ALCAEUS

Zeus, lord of Pisa, crown another son
Of Cypris, Peithenor, born to succeed.

Like an eagle pray don’t grab this one
To pour your drinks instead of Ganymede.

Join me and the godlike boy in unison
If I brought you poetic gifts indeed.

LXV MELEAGER

Is Zeus the same who kidnapped Ganymede
To have his nectar beautifully served?

Pretty Myiscus privately I need
To keep, lest Zeus swoop on him unobserved.
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LXVI ADHLON

Krivnat∆, “Erwte~, oJ pai`~ tivno~ a[xio~. eij me;n ajlhqw`~

ajqanavtwn, ejcevtw: Zani; ga;r ouj mavcomai.

eij dev ti kai; qnatoi`~ uJpoleivpetai, ei[pat∆, “Erwte~,

Dwrovqeo~ tivno~ h\n, kai; tvni nu`n devdotai.

ejn fanerwi ` fwneu`sin: ejmh; cavri~.—ajll∆ ajpocwrei`.

mh; meti pro;~ to; kalo;n kai; su; mavtaia fevrhi .

LXVII ADHLON

To;n kalo;n oujc oJrovw Dionuvsion. a\rav g∆ ajnarqeiv~,

Zeu` pavter, �ajqanavtoi~� deuvtero~ oijnocoei`;
aijetev, to;n cariventa, poti; ptera; pukna; tinavxa~,

pw`~ e[fere~; mhv pou knivsmat∆ o[nuxin e[cei;

LXVIII MELEAGROU

Oujk ejqevlw Carivdamon: oJ ga;r kalo;~ eij~ Diva leuvssei,

wJ~ h[dh nevktar twi ̀ qewi ̀ oijnocow`n:

oujk ejqevlw: tiv dev moi to;n ejpouraniwn basilh`a

a[ntaqlon nivkh~ th`~ ejn e[rwti labei`n;
ajrkou`mai d∆, h]n mou`non oJ pai`~ ajniw;n ej~ “Olumpon,

ejk gh`~ nivptra podw`n davkrua tajma; lavbhi ,

mnamovsunon storgh`~: gluku; d∆ o[mmasi neu`ma divugron

doivh, kaiv ti fivlhm∆ aJrpavsai ajkroqigev~.

ta[lla de; pavnt∆ ejcevtw Zeuv~, wJ~ qevmi~: eij d∆ ejqelhvsoi,

h\ tavca pou khjgw; geuvsomai ajmbrosiva~.

LXIX ADHLON

Zeu`, protevrwi tevrpou Ganumhvdei>: to;n d∆ ejmovn, w\nax,

Devxandron devrkeu thlovqen: ouj fqonevw.

eij de; bivhi to;n kalo;n ajpoivseai, oujkevt∆ ajnektw`~

despovzei~: ajpivtw kai; to; biou`n ejpi; sou`.
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LXVI ANONYMOUS

Who does this boy deserve? Let Love decide!
If fit for the gods, I do not strive with heaven;

Should anything for mortal men abide,
Whose was he then? to whom is he now given?

I won, but Dorotheus took his leave.
Don’t be the next one whom good looks deceive!

LXVII ANONYMOUS

I don’t see pretty Dionysius—
Zeus, for a new pot-boy did you snatch him?

When with swift wings you bore the beauteous
Lad off, I hope your talons did not scratch him!

LXVIII MELEAGER

I don’t want Charidamus. He looks up
To Zeus as if indeed he were his cup-
Bearer. Why take the king of heaven for
Successful sexual competitor?
Sufficient if, Olympus-bound, my sweet
With my terrestrial tears will wash his feet
In memory of my love—and add to this
One melting glance, one superficial kiss.
Let Zeus have all the rest. Should he allow,
I too shall taste ambrosia, somehow.

LXIX ANONYMOUS

Take pleasure, Zeus, in your first catamite
And gaze from afar at mine. I am forgiving.

But if you carry off the boy by might
Your tyranny will make life not worth living.
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LXX MELEAGROU

Sthvsom∆ ejgw; kai; Zhno;~ ejnantivon, ei[ se, Mui?ske,

aJrpavzein ejqevloi nevktaro~ oijnocovon.

kaivtoi pollavki~ aujto;~ ejmoi; tavd∆ e[lexe: ÆTiv tarbei`~;
Æou[ se balw` zhvloi~: oi\da paqw;n ejleei`n.Æ

cwj me;n dh; tavde fhsivn: ejgw; d∆, h]n mui`a parapthi ̀,

tarbw` mh; yeuvsth~ Zeu;~ ejp∆ ejmoi; gevgonen.

LXXI KALLIMACOU

Qessalike; Kleovnike tavlan, tavlan: ouj ma; to;n ojxu;n

h{lion, oujk e[gnwn: scevtlie, pou` gevgona~;
ojsteva soi kai; mou`non e[ti trivce~. h| rJav se daivmwn

ouJmo;~ e[cei, calephi ̀ d∆ h[nteo qeumorivhi ;
evgnwn: Eujxivqeov~ se sunhvrpase: kai; su; ga;r ejlqw;n

to;n kalovn, w\mocqhvr∆, e[blepe~ ajmfotevroi~.

LXXII MELEAGROU

“Hdh me;n gluku;~ o[rqro~: oJ d∆ ejn proquvroisin a[u>pno~

Da`mi~ ajpoyuvcei pneu`ma to; leifqe;n e[ti,

scevtlio~, ÔHravkleiton ijdwvn: e[sth ga;r uJp∆ aujga;~

ojfqalmw`n, blhqei;~ khro;~ ej~ ajnqrakihvn.

ajllav moi e[greo, Da`mi dusavmmore: kaujto;~ “Erwto~

e{lko~ e[cwn ejpi; soi`~ davkrusi dakrucevw.

LXXIII KALLIMACOU

ÔHmisuv meu yuch`~ e[ti to; pnevon, h{misu d∆ oujk oi\d∆

ei[t∆ “Ero~ ei[t∆ ∆Ai?dh~ h{rpase: plh;n ajfanev~.

h| rJav tin∆ ej~ paivdwn pavlin wi [ceto; kai; me;n ajpei`pon

pollavki: ÆTh;n drh`stin mh; uJpodevcesqe, nevoi.Æ

†oukisu divfhsou: ejkei`se ga;r hJ liqovleusto~

keivnh kai; duvserw~ oi\d∆ o{ti pou strevfetai.
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LXX MELEAGER

I shall stand up to Zeus, should he design
To snap Myiscus up to serve his wine.
Zeus often said to me himself, “Afraid
I’ll make you jealous? Sympathy has made
Me merciful.” The antics of this fly*
Alarm me: can an eagle tell a lie?

LXXI CALLIMACHUS

Cleonicus, poor sod, where have you been?
I’d hardly recognize you, sight unseen,
You’re merely skin and bones. Are you obsessed
Like me, a victim of some god’s grim jest?
So Euxitheus took you by surprise,
The rogue who gazed at beauty with both eyes!

LXXII MELEAGER

Sweet dawn already! Sleepless on the porch
Damis expires for Heraclitus, who

Has melted him like wax with eyes that scorch
Like coals. Unlucky Damis, wake! I too

Have been hurt by carrying the torch
For Love, and so I weep because you do.

LXXIII CALLIMACHUS

Half of my soul still breathes, but I don’t know
If Love has rapt the other half away,

Or Death. Gone to some little gigolo?
(I told the lads, “Rebuff the runaway.”)

Look no further: that’s where it would go,
I’m sure, the ne’er-do-well, the débauché.
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LXXIV MELEAGROU

“Hn ti pavqw, Kleovboule, (to; ga;r plevon ejn puri; paivdwn

ballovmeno~ kei`mai leivyanon ejn spodihi ̀:)

livssomai, ajkrhvtwi mevquson, pri;n uJpo; cqovna qevsqai,

kavlpin, ejpigravya~ ÆDw`ron “Erw~ ∆Ai?dhi .Æ

LXXV ASKLHPIADOU

Eij pterav soi prosevkeito, kai; ejn ceri; tovxa kai; ijoiv,

oujk a]n “Erw~ ejgravfh Kuvprido~, ajlla; suv, pai`~.

LXXVI MELEAGROU

Eij mh; tovxon Erw~, mhde; pterav, mhde; farevtran,

mhde; puriblhvtou~ ei\ce povqwn ajkivda~,

oujk, aujto;n to;n ptano;n ejpovmnumai, ou[pot∆ a]n e[gnw~

ejk morfa`~ tiv~ e[fu Zwi?lo~ h] tiv~ “Erw~.

LXXVII ASKLHPIADOU h] POSEIDIPPOU

Eij kaquvperqe lavboi~ cruvsea pterav, kaiv seu ajp∆ w[mwn

teivnoit∆ ajrgurevwn ijodovko~ farevtrh,

kai; staivh~ par∆ “Erwta, fivl∆, ajglaovn, ouj ma; to;n ÔErmh`n,

oujd∆ aujth; Kuvpri~ gnwvsetai o}n tevtoken.

LXXVIII MELEAGROU

Eij clamuvd∆ ei\cen “Erw~, kai; mh; pterav, mhd∆ ejpi; nwvtwn

tovxa te kai; farevtran, ajll∆ ejfovrei pevtason,

naiv, to;n gau`ron e[fhbon ejpovmnumai, ∆Antivoco~ me;n

h\n a]n “Erw~, oJ d∆ “Erw~ ta[mpalin ∆Antivoco~.
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LXXIV MELEAGER

If, Cleobulus, I should expire
Being cast on the juvenile pyre,

As to ashes I burn
Sprinkle wine on my urn

And inscribe it, “ To Death from Desire.”

LXXV ASCLEPIADES

If you had wings, a bow, and arrows too,
I’d not think Cupid Venus’ son, but you.

LXXVI MELEAGER

If Cupid had no bow, no wings, and no
Quiver filled with fiery arrows of

Desire, by looks alone you’d never know
Zoilus from the wingèd god of love.

LXXVII ASCLEPIADES or POSIDIPPUS

If you had golden wings, and from your shoulder
Dangled, dear, a silver arrow-holder,
And you stood next to Love in naked splendour,
Venus would wonder which did she engender.

LXXVIII MELEAGER

If, instead of wings and a bow, Love had
A mantle and a hat with a broad brim,

Antiochus—I swear by the proud lad
Himself !—would look like Love, and Love like him.
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LXXIX ADHLON

∆Antivpatrov~ m∆ ejfivlhs∆ h[dh lhvgonto~ e[rwto~,

kai; pavlin ejk yucrh`~ pu`r ajnevkause tevfrh~:

di;~ de; mih`~ a[kwn e[tucon flogov~. w\ dusevrwte~,

feuvgete, mh; prhvsw tou~ pevla~ aJyavmeno~.

LXXX MELEAGROU

Yuch; dusdavkrute, ti soi to; pepanqe;n “Erwto~

trau`ma dia; splavgcnwn au\i~ ajnaflevgetai;
mhv, mhv, pro;~ se; Diov~, mhv, pro;~ Diov~, w\ filavboule,

kinhvshi ~ tevfrhi pu`r uJpolampovmenon.

aujtivka gavr, lhvqarge kakw`n, pavlin ei[ se fugou`san

lhvyet∆ “Erw~, euJrw;n drapevtin aijkivsetai.

LXXXI MELEAGROU

Yucapavtai dusevrwte~, o{soi flovga ta;n filovpaida

oi[date, tou` pikrou` geusavmenoi mevlito~,

yucro;n u{dwr nifavda, yucrovn, tavco~, a[rti takeivoh~

ejk ciovno~ thi ̀ ∆mhi ` cei`te peri; kradivhi:

h\ ga;r ijdei`n e[tlhn Dionuvsion. ajll∆, oJmovdouloi,

pri;n yau`sai splavgcnwn, pu`r ajp∆ ejmeu` sbevsate.

LXXXII MELEAGROU

“Espeudon to;n “Erwta fugei`n: oJ de; baio;n ajnavya~

fanivon ejk tevfrh~, eu|rev me kruptovmenon:

kuklwvsa~ d∆ ouj tovxa, cero;~ d∆ ajkrwvnuca dissovn,

knivsma puro;~ qrauvsa~, eij~ me; laqw;n e[balen:

ejk de; flovge~ pavnth moi ejpevdramon. w\ bracu fevggo~

lavmyan ejmoi; mevga pu`r, Fanivon, ejn kradivai.
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LXXIX ANONYMOUS

Antipater, when love began to pall,
Kissed me, and from ashes stirred desire.

Twice burnt by the same flame, I warn off all
Poor lovers, lest they touch me and catch fire.

LXXX MELEAGER

Poor tearful spirit, does the dormant pain
Of love within your heart flare up again?
For God’s sake, most irrational of souls,
Do not stir up those smouldering, banked coals!
Oblivious of your woes you got away,
But when Love catches you he’ll make you pay.

LXXXI MELEAGER

Unhappy, self-deceiving lovers who
Have known the bittersweet of boy-love too,
Pour round my heart cold water, quick, which flows,
My fellow slaves, from freshly melted snows.
At Dionysius I dared to gaze:
Before I am consumed put out the blaze.

LXXXII MELEAGER

I tried to fly from Love, who snatched a brand
Out of the coals and found my hiding place.

Bending, not his bow but his small hand,
He flicked a pinch of fire in my face,

Enveloping me in flames. Sweet firebrand,
Now you have made my heart your fireplace.
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LXXXIII MELEAGROU

Ou[ m∆ e[trwsen “Erw~ tovxoi~, ouj lampavd∆ ajnavya~,

wJ~ pavro~, aijqomevnan qh`ken uJpo; kradivai:

suvgkwmon de; Povqoisi fevrwn Kuvprido~ murofegge;~

fanivon, a[kron ejmoi`~ o[mmasi pu`r e[balen:

ejk dev me fevggo~ e[thxe. to; de; bracu; fanivon w[fqh

pu`r yuch`~ thi  ` ∆mhi ̀ kaiovmenon kradivai .

LXXXIV MELEAGROU

“Wnqrwpoi, bwqei`te: to;n ejk pelavgeu~ ejpi; gai`an

a[rti me prwtovploun i[cno~ ejreidovmenon

e{lkei thi ̀d∆ oJ bivaio~ “Erw~: flovga d∆ oi|a profaivnwn

paido;~ ejpevstreyen kavllo~ ejrasto;n ijdei`n.

baivnw d∆ i[cno~ ejp∆ i[cno~, ejn ajevri d∆ hJdu; tupwqe;n

ei\do~ ajfarpavzwn ceivlesin hJdu; filw`.

a|rav ge th;n pikra;n profugw;n a{la, pouluv ti keivnh~

pikrovteron cevrswi ku`ma perw` Kuvprido~;

LXXXV MELEAGROU

Oijnopovtai devxasqe to;n ejk pelavgeu~, a{ma povnton

kai; klw`pa~ profugovnt∆, ejn cqoni; d∆ ojlluvmenon.

a[rti ga;r ejk nhov~ me movnon povda qevnt∆ ejpi; gai`an

ajgreuvsa~ e{lkei thi ̀d∆ oJ bivaio~ “Erw~,

ejnqavd∆ o{pou to;n pai`da diasteivcont∆ ejnovhsa:

aujtomavtoi~ d∆ a[kwn possi; tacu;~ fevromai.

kwmavzw d∆ oujk oi\non uJpo; frevna, pu`r de; gemisqeiv~.

ajlla; fivloi, xei`noi, baio;n ejparkevsate,

ajrkevsat∆, w\ xei`noi, kajme; Xenivou pro;~ “Erwto~

devxasq∆ ojlluvmenon to;n filiva~ iJkevthn.
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LXXXIII MELEAGER

Love did not wound me with his normal dart;
He lit no blazing torch beneath my heart,
But in my eyes infused a fragrant fire,
Companion to disorderly Desire,
Melting me down: a tiny spark to start
This soulful conflagration in my heart!

LXXXIV MELEAGER

Help! I have only to set foot on land,
Having survived my maiden voyage, and
Love drags me here by force and shines his light
On this boy’s beauty: what a lovely sight!
I dog his steps, and grasping for his fair
Imaginary form, I kiss thin air.
Have I escaped the briny deep and found
Bitterer depths of longing on dry ground?

LXXXV MELEAGER

Drunkards, make room for one who, safe ashore,
Escaped the sea, and pirates furthermore,
No sooner disembarked upon dry land
Than Love lays hold of me by brute force and
Drags me to see a certain boy pass by.
And here, averse, like a sleepwalker I
Stagger, not drunk with wine but with desire.
Give me a little help as I expire,
Dear strangers, take me in, a ruined guest,
For Love’s sake honour friendship’s last request.
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LXXXVI MELEAGROU

ÔA Kuvpri~ qhvleia gunaikomanh` flovga bavllei:

a[rsena d∆ aujto;~ “Erw~ i{meron aJniocei`.

poi` rJevyw; poti; pai`d∆ h] matevra; fami; de; kaujta;n

Kuvprin ejrei`n: ÆNikai ̀̀ to; frasu; paidavrion.Æ

LXXXVII ADHLON

Tlh`mon “Erw~, ouj qh`lun ejmoi; povqon, ajllav tin∆ aijei;

dineuvei~ steroph;n kauvmato~ ajrsenikou`.

a[llote ga;r Dhvmwni purouvmeno~, a[llote leuvsswn

∆Ismhnovn, dolicou;~ aije;n e[cw kamavtou~.

ouj mouvnoi~ d∆ ejpi; toi`si dedovrkamen: ajll∆ ejpipavntwn

a[rkusi poulumanh` kanqo;n ejfelkovmeqa.

LXXXVIII ADHLON

Dissoiv me truvcousi kataigivzonte~ e[rwte~,

Eu[mace, kai; dissai`~ ejndevdemai manivai~:

hi | me;n ejp∆ ∆Asavndrou klivnw devma~, hi | de; pavlin moi

ojfqalmo;~ neuvei Thlevfou ojxuvtero~.

tmhvxat∆, ejmoi; tou`f∆ hJduv, kai; eij~ plavstigga dikaivhn

neimavmenoi, klhvrwi tajma; fevresqe mevlh.

LXXXIX ADHLON

Kuvpri, tiv moi trissou;~ ejf∆ e{na skopo;n h[lasa~ ijouv~,

ejn de; mihi ̀ yuchi ̀ trissa; pevphge bevlh;
kai; thi ̀ me;n flevgomai, thi ̀ d∆ e{lkomai: hi || d∆ ajponeuvsw,

distavzw, lavbrwi d∆ ejn puri; pa`~ flevgomai.
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LXXXVI MELEAGER

Lady Venus generates our lust
For females; Cupid pricks desire for males.

Which shall I turn to? Even Venus must
Admit her cheeky little brat prevails.

LXXXVII ANONYMOUS

Brash Love, you make me dizzy! Do I yearn
For women? No, for my own sex I burn.
Enflamed by Damon, every time I see
Ismenus I am plunged in misery.
I stare at others too; my roving eye
Is caught by every boy who passes by.

LXXXVIII ANONYMOUS

Two tempestuous passions having ground
Me down, in double madness I am bound.
As soon as to Asander’s person I
Incline, Telephus’ catches my keen eye.
How nice it would be if they could divide
Me equally, and then let chance decide!

LXXXIX ANONYMOUS

Why, Venus, must you take a triple shot
At me, and lodge three arrows in my soul?

I’m pulled this way and that, and don’t know what
I want; this rabid fire consumes me whole.

41



XC ADHLON

Oujkevt∆ ejrw`. pepavlaika povqoi~ trisivn: ei|~ me;n eJtaivrh~,

ei|~ dev me parqenikh`~, ei|~ dev m∆ e[kause nevou:

kai; kata; pa`n h[lghka. geguvmnasmai mevn, eJtaivrh~

peivqwn ta;~ ejcqra;~ oujde;n e[conti quvra~:

e[strwmai de; kovrh~ ejpi; pastavdo~ aije;n a[u>pno~,

e}n to; poqeinovtaton paidi; fivlhma didouv~.

oi[moi: pw`~ ei[pw pu`r to; trivton; ejk ga;r ejkeivnou

blevmmata kai; kenea;~ ejlpivda~ oi\da movnon.

XCI POLUSTRATOU

Disso;~ “Erw~ ai[qei yuch;n mivan. w\ ta; perissa;

ojfqalmoi; pavnth pavnta katossovmenoi,

ei[dete to;n crusevaisi perivskepton carivtessin

∆Antivocon, liparw`n a[nqemon hji>qevwn.

ajrkeivtw: tiv to;n hJdu;n ejphugavssasqe kai; aJbro;n

Stasikravth, Pafivh~ e[rno~ ijostefavnou;
kaivesqe, truvcesqe, kataflevcqhtev pot∆ h[dh:

oiJ duvo ga;r yuch;n oujk a]n e{loite mivan.

XCII MELEAGROU

«W prodovtai yuch`~, paivdwn kuvne~, aije;n ejn ijxwi `

Kuvprido~ ojfqalmoi; blevmmata criovmenoi,

hJrpavsat∆ a[llon “Erwt∆, a[rne~ luvkon, oi|a korwvnh

skorpivon, wJ~ tevfrh pu`r uJpoqalpovmenon.

dra`q∆ o{ ti kai; bouvlesqe. tiv moi nenotismevna cei`te

davkrua, pro;~ d∆ ÔIkevthn aujtomolei`te tavco~;
ojpta`sq∆ ejn kavllei, tuvfesq∆ uJpokaovmenoi nu`n,

a[kro~ ejpei; yuch`~ ejsti; mavgeiro~ “Erw~.
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XC ANONYMOUS

I’m through with love! Three bad upsets I’ve had:
A courtesan, a maiden, and a lad,
All painful. Long did I besiege the whore’s
Door, which was posted, NO SOLICITORS,
And lying sleepless in a colonnade,
I showered longing kisses on the maid;
Ah, how describe the third? From him, as yet,
Glances and promises are all I get.

XCI POLYSTRATUS

Two loves consume my soul. I, having gone
Everywhere looking for a paragon,
Spotted Antiochus, whose charm enjoys
Preeminence among our golden boys.
That should suffice! Why seek a younger one,
Delicious Stasicrates, Venus’ son?
The pair of you are helpless to control
What you may well destroy, this single soul.

XCII MELEAGER

My eyes give me away, those boy-hounds who
Stick ever to their quarry’s tracks like glue!
As sheep catch wolves, and fuel catches fire,
As birds catch snakes, you’ve caught your new desire.
Do as you please. But why shed tears like rain,
Then run right after Hiketas again?
Go on and baste yourself in his good looks:
Love is the chef of sentimental cooks.
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XCIII RIANOU

OiJ pai`de~ labuvrinqo~ ajnevxodo~: hi || ga;r a]n o[mma

rJivyhi ~, wJ~ ijxwi ` tou`to prosampevcetai.

thi ̀ me;n ga;r Qeovdwro~ a[gei poti; pivona sarko;~

ajkmh;n kai; guivwn a[nqo~ ajkhravsion:

thi ̀ de; Filoklh`o~ cruvseon rJevqo~, o}~ to; kaq∆ u{co~

ouj mevga~, oujranivh d∆ ajmfitevqhle cavri~.

h]n d∆ ejpi; Leptivnew strevyhi~ devma~, oujkevti gui`a

kinhvsei~, ajluvtwi d∆ wJ~ ajdavmanti menei`~

i[cnia kollhqeiv~: toi`on sevla~ o[mmasin ai[qei

kou`ro~ kai; neavtou~ ejk korufh`~ o[nuca~.

caivrete kaloi; pai`de~, ej~ ajkmaivhn de; movloite

h{bhn, kai; leukh;n ajmfievsaisqe kovmhn.

XCIV MELEAGROU

Terpno;~ me;n Diovdwro~, ejn o[mmasi d∆ ÔHravkleito~,

hJdueph;~ de; Divwn, ojsfuvi> d∆ Oujliavdh~.

ajlla; su; me;n yauvoi~ aJpalovcroo~, wi | dev, Filovklei~,

e[mblepe, twi ̀ de; lavlei, to;n de; . . . to; leipovmenon:

wJ~ gnwi ` ~ oi|o~ ejmo;~ novo~ a[fqono~: h]n de; Mui?skwi

livcno~ ejpiblevchi ~, mhkevt∆ i[doi~ to; kalovn.
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XCIII RHIANUS

Boys are an inextricable maze;
Like glue they hold the transitory gaze.
Here Theodorus’ carnal charms attract
You, limbs so round and firm and fully packed;
Here golden-skinned Philocles, who is all
Heavenly grace, although not very tall.
If on Leptinus’ form your eyes you cast,
You cannot budge, your feet will be stuck fast
As adamant; that youngster’s looks are so
Ardent they’ll kindle you from top to toe.
Hail, lovely boys! May you attain your prime,
And live until your hair turns white with time.

XCIV MELEAGER

Diodorus is a living treasure,
Heraclitus always seems on view,

Dion’s conversation gives much pleasure,
So does Uliades’ backside, too!

Stroke the delicate-complexioned boy,
Ogle him you find the prettiest;

Chat up the chatterbox, and then enjoy
The favours of the favoured . . . and all the rest.

You know I do not have a jealous nature,
Philocles, but if you presume to cast

Lecherous glances on Myiscus’ ass, your
Glimpse of beauty might well be your last.
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XCV MELEAGROU

Ei[ se Povqoi stevrgousi, Filovklee~, h{ te murovpnou~

Peiqwv, kai; kavlleu~ ajnqolovgoi Cavrite~,

ajgka;~ e[coi~ Diovdwron, oJ de; gluku;~ ajntivo~ ai [doi

Dwrovqeo~, keivsqw d∆ eij~ govnu Kallikravth~,

ijaivnoi de; Divwn tovd∆ eju?stocon ejn ceri; teivnwn

so;n kevra~, Oujliavdh~ d∆ aujto; periskuqivsai,

doivh d∆ hJdu; fivlhma Fivlwn, Qhvrwn de; lalhvsai,

qlivboi~ d∆ Eujdhvmou titqo;n uJpo; clamuvdi.

eij gavr soi tavde terpna; povroi qeov~, w\ mavkar, oi{an

ajrtuvsei~ paivdwn ÔRwmai>kh;n lopavda.

XCVI ADHLON

Ou[ti mavtan qnatoi`si favti~ toiavde boa`tai,

wJ~ Æouj pavnta qeoi; pa`sin e[dwkan e[cein.Æ

ei\do~ me;n gavr a[mwmon, ejp∆ o[mmasi d∆ aJ perivsamo~

aijdwv~, kai; stevrnoi~ ajmfitevqale cavri~,

oi|si kai; hji>qevsu~ ejpidavmnasai: ajll∆ ejpi; possi;n

oujkevti ta;n aujta;n dw`kan e[cein se cavrin.

plh;n krhpi;~ kruvyei podo;~ i[cnion, wjgaqe; Puvrre,

kavllei> de; sfetevrwi tevryei ajgallovmenon.

XCVII ANTIPATROU

Eujpavlamo~ xanqo;n me;n ejreuvqetai, i\son “Erwti,

mevsfa poti; Krhtw`n poimevna Mhriovnhn:

ejk dev nu Mhriovnew Podaleivrio~ oujkevt∆ ej~ ∆Hw;

nei`tai: i[d∆ wJ~ fqonera; paggenevteira fuvsi~.

eij ga;r twi ̀ tav t∆ e[nerqe tav q∆ uJyovqen i\sa pevloito,

h\n a]n ∆Acillh`o~ fevrtero~ Aijakivdew.
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XCV MELEAGER

Philocles, if Desire, sweet Blandishment,
And the Graces, beauty’s botanists, consent,
Embracing Diodorus may you see
Sweet Dorotheus singing vis-à-vis,
While holding Callicrates on your knee;
May Dion’s little fingers hotly grip
Your horny prick, which Uliades’ strip;
May you share Philo’s kiss and Thero’s talk,
And feel Eudemus up beneath his smock.
If, blessèd man, god granted you such joys,
You’d have arranged a smorgasbord of boys.

XCVI ANONYMOUS

There’s truth in the old adage, that the gods
Do not give everybody the same odds.
Your form is flawless, modesty shines in
Your eyes, a charming bloom is on your skin,
Surpassing other youths. But for your feet,
All this god-given grace would be complete.
But, Pyrrhus, slip your foot into this shoe—
It will embellish and astonish you.

XCVII ANTIPATER

Eupalamas—or Lilyfoot—above
His waistline blushes roseate as Love;
However, dawn does not extend from his
Waist down. How stingy Mother Nature is!
Were his bottom and his top the same,
He’d put Achilles’ bronze physique to shame.
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XCVIII POSEIDIPPOU

To;n Mousw`n tevttiga Povqo~ dhvsa~ ejp∆ ajkavnqai~

koimivzein ejqevlei, pu`r uJpo; pleura; balwvn:

hJ de; pri;n ejn bivbloi~ peponhmevnh a[ll∆ ajqerivzei

yuchv, ajnihrwi ̀ daivmoni memfomevnh.

XCIX ADHLON

∆Hgreuvqhn uJp∆ “Erwto~ oJ mhd∆ o[nar, oujd∆ e[maqon

per a[rsena poimaivnein qermo;n uJpo; kradiva~,

hjgreuvqhn. ajll∆ ou[ me kakw`n povqo~, ajll∆ ajkevraion

suvntrofon aijscuvnhi blevmma kathnqravkisen.

thkevsqw Mousevwn oJ polu;~ povno~: ejn puri; ga;r nou`~

bevblhtai, glukerh`~ a[cqo~ e[cwn ojduvnh~.

C ADHLON

Eij~ oi{wn me povqwn limevna xevnon, w\ Kuvpri, qei`sa

oujk ejleei`~, kaujth; pei`ran e[cousa povnwn;
h\ m∆ ejqevlei~ a[tlhta paqei`n kai; tou`t∆ e[po~ eijpei`n,

ÆTo;n sofo;n ejn Mouvsai~ Kuvpri~ e[trwse movnhÆ;

CI MELEAGROU

Tovn me Povqoi~ a[trwton ujpo; stevrnoisi Mui?sko~

o[mmasi toxeuvsa~, tou`t∆ ejbovhsen e[po~:

ÆTo;n qrasu;n ei|lon ejgwv: to; d∆ ejp∆ ojfruvsi kei`no fruvagma

skhptrofovrou sofiva~ hjnivde possi; patw`.Æ

twi ̀ d∆, o{son ajmpneuvsa~, tovd∆ e[fhn: ÆFivle kou`re, tiv qambei`~;
kaujto;n ajp∆ Oujluvmpou Zh`na kaqei`len “Erw~.Æ

CII KALLIMACOU

ÔWgreuthv~, ∆Epivkude~, ejn ou[resi pavnta lagwo;n

difai , kai; pavsh~ i[cnia dorkalivdo~,
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XCVIII POSIDIPPUS

Binding the poet’s soul with briars, Desire
Tries to relax it over a slow fire,
But the hard-working bookworm still makes light
Of everything but this malicious sprite.

XCIX ANONYMOUS

I’m caught by Love. I never dreamt I’d learn
With ardour for another male to burn.
I’m caught, yet sinful passion played no part:
A pure and modest glance enflamed my heart.
My labour for the Muses—all in vain!
My mind, on fire, is fraught with dulcet pain.

C ANONYMOUS

To what strange port of longings, pitiless
Venus, towards love’s pain, well though you know it,

You’ve brought me, in unbearable distress
To protest, “None but Venus hurt this poet”!

CI MELEAGER

Transfixing with a look my unscathed heart,
Myiscus cried, “I’ve caught the brash upstart!
Behold how underfoot I trample now
The pride of regal wisdom on his brow!”
I gasped, “Dear boy, why should you feel surprise?
Love dragged great Zeus himself down from the skies.”

CII CALLIMACHUS

After each mountain hare the hunstman goes,
Tracking each doe’s footprints through frosts and snows,
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stivbni kai; nifetwi ̀ kecrhmevno~. h]n dev ti~ ei[pni,

ÆTh`, tovde bevblhtai qhrivon,Æ oujk e[laben.

coujmo;~ e[rw~ toiovsde: ta; me;n feuvgonta diwvkein

oi†e, ta; d∆ ejn mevsswi keivmena parpevtatai.

CIII ADHLON

Oi\da filei`n filevonta~: ejpivstamai, h[n m∆ ajdikhi ̀ ti~,

misei`n: ajmfotevrwn eijmi; ga;r oujk ajdahv~.

CIV ADHLON

OuJmo;~ e[rw~ par∆ ejmoi; menevtw movnon: h]n de; pro;~ a[llou~

foithvshi , misw` koino;n e[rwta, Kuvpri.

CV ASKLHPIADOU

Mikro;~ “Erw~ ejk mhtro;~ e[t∆ eujqhvrato~ ajpoptav~,

ejx oi[kwn uJyou` Davmido~ ouj pevtomai:

ajll∆ aujtou`, filevwn te kai; ajzhvlwta filhqeiv~,

ouj polloi`~, eujkra;~ d∆ ei\~ eJni; sumfevromai.

CVI MELEAGROU

’En kalo;n oi\da to; pa`n, e{n moi movnon oi\de to; livcnon

o[mma, Mui?skon oJrai ̀n: ta[lla de; tuflo;~ ejgwv.

pavnta d∆ ejkei`no~ ejmoi; fantavzetai: a\r∆ ejsorw`sin

ojfqalmoi; yuchi ̀ pro~ cavrin, oiJ kovlake~;

CVII ADHLON

To;n kalovn, w\ Cavrite~, Dionuvsion, eij me;n e{loito

tajmav, kai; eij~ w{ra~ au\qi~ a[goite kalovn:

eij d∆ e{teron sterxeie parei;~ ejmev, muvrton e{wlon

ejrrivfqw xhroi`~ furovmenon skubavloi~.
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But any stricken creature he descries
He does not bag. My love, perverse likewise,
Understands how to chase the fleet and shy
Game, but what’s obvious it passes by.

CIII ANONYMOUS

I give back love for love and hate for hate,
Completely ignorant of neither state.

CIV ANONYMOUS

I want my love exclusive. If it strays,
Venus, I hate a love with common ways.

CV ASCLEPIADES

A little Love, I left my mother’s home;
Easily caught, from Damis’ I don’t roam,
Loving, beloved, (rivals I have none),
Commingling not with many but with one.

CVI MELEAGER

Myiscus’ looks are all my avid eyes
Know how to dote on, sightless otherwise.
He’s all my fantasy. Must every glance
Flatter the soul? Must eyes be psychophants?

CVII ANONYMOUS

If comely Dionysius picks me,
May The Graces keep him ever fair!

But should he pass me over heartlessly,
Good riddance to bad rubbish, I declare.

51



52

CVIII DIONUSIOU

Eij me;n ejme; ste[rxei~, ei[h~ ijsovmoiro~, “Akrate,

Civwi , kai; Civou poulu; melicrovtero~:

eij d∆ e{teron krivnai~ ejmevqen plevon, ajmfi; se; baivh

kwvnwy ojxhrwi ̀ tufovmeno~ keravmwi .

CIX MELEAGROU

ÔO trufero;~ Diovdwro~ ej~ hji>fevou~ flovga bavllwn

h[greutai lamuroi`~ o[mmasi Timarivou,

to; glukuvpikron “Erwto~ e[cwn bevlo~. h\ tovde kaino;n

qavmbo~ oJrw`: flevgetai pu`r puri; kaiovmenon.

CX MELEAGROU

“Hstraye gluku; kavllo~: ijdou; flovga~ o[mmasi bavllei.

a\ra keraunomavcan tai`d∆ ajnevdeixen “Erw~;
cai`re Povqwn ajkti`na fevrwn qnatoi`si, Mui?ske,

kai; lavmpoi~ ejpi; gai ̀ purso;~ ejmoi; fivlio~.

CXI ADHLON

Ptano;~ “Erw~, su; de; possi; tacuv~: to; de; kavllo~ oJmoi`on

ajmfotevrwn. tovxoi~, Eu[bie, leipovmeqa.

CXII ADHLON

Eujfamei`te nevoi: to;n “Erwt∆ a[gei ∆Arkesivlao~,

porfurevhi dhvsa~ Kuvprido~ aJrpedovnhi .

CXIII MELEAGROU

Kaujto;~ “Erw~ oJ ptano;~ ejn aijqevri devsmio~ h{lw,

ajgreuqei;~ toi`~ soi`~ o[mmasi, Timavrion.
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CVIII DIONYSIUS

Acrastus, if you care for me, you are
Like unmixed Chian wine, but sweeter still.
If you choose someone else, I hope you will

Turn musty as a jar of vinegar.

CIX MELEAGER

Is tender Diodorus, who turned on
Our youth, transfixed by bittersweet desire,

Enflamed by lickerish Timarion?
A novel marvel: fighting fire with fire.

CX MELEAGER

His eyes flash beauty sweet enough to scorch:
Does Love equip young boys with thunderbolts?
Bringing a sexy gleam to mortal dolts,

Myiscus, shine on earth, my darling torch.

CXI ANONYMOUS

While Love has wings, you’re swift of foot. You’re cute
As well. A pity that you cannot shoot!

CXII ANONYMOUS

Be quiet, lads! Archesilaus to bring
Love here, bound him with Venus’ crimson string.

CXIII MELEAGER

Timarion you snared, by fluttering
Your eyelids, Love, and caught him on the wing.



CXIV MELEAGROU

ÔHou`~ a[ggele, cai`re, Faesfovre, kai; tacu;~ e[lqoi~

”Espero~, h}n ajpavgei~, lavqrio~ au\qi~ a[gwn.

CXV ADHLON

“Akrhton manivhn e[pion: mequvwn mevga muvqoi~

w{plismai pollh;n eij~ oJdo;n ajfrosuvnan.

kwmavsomai: tiv dev moi brontevwn mevlei, h] tiv keraunw`n;
h]n bavllhi , to;n e[rwq∆ o{plon a[trwton e[cwn.

CXVI ADHLON

Kwmavsomai: mequvw ga;r o{lo~ mevga. pai`, lavbe tou`ton

to;n stevfanon, to;n ejmoi`~ davkrusi louovmenon:

makrh;n d∆ oujci; majthn oJdo;n i{xomai: e[sti d∆ ajwri;

kai; skovto~: ajlla; mevga~ fano;~ ejmoi; Qemivswn.

CXVII MELEAGROU

Beblhvsqw kuvbo~: a{pte: poreuvsomai. ∆Hnivde, tovlma,

oijnobarev~. Tivn∆ e[cei~ frontivda; kwmavsomai.

kwmavsomai; Poi`, qumev, trevphi ; Tiv d∆ e[rwti logismov~;
a{pte tavco~. Pou` d∆ hJ provsqe lovgwn melevth;

∆Errifqw sofiva~ oJ polu;~ povno~: e}n movnon oi\da

tou`q∆, o{ti kai; Zhno;~ lh`ma kaqei`len “Erw~.

CXVIII KALLIMACOU

Eij me;n eJkwvn, ∆Arci`n∆, ejpekwvmasa, muria memfou:

eij d∆ ajevkwn h{kw, th;n propevteian o{ra:

a[krhto~ kai; e[rw~ m∆ hjnavgkasan: w|n oJ me;n aujtw`n

ei|lken, oJ d∆ oujk ei[a swvfrona qumo;n e[cein.

ejlqw;n d∆ oujk ejbovhsa, tiv~ h] tivno~, ajll∆ ejfivlhsa

th;n flihvn: eij tou`t∆ e[st∆ ajdivkhm∆, ajdikw`.
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CXIV MELEAGER

Hail, morning star, fair messenger of dawn!
As evening star, bring back the sweet cheat gone.

CXV ANONYMOUS

Having imbibed pure madness, I am made
Tipsy by words, by drunken folly armed.

So what if it thunders on my serenade?
Love’s body armour will keep me unharmed.

CXVI ANONYMOUS

I’ll serenade him absolutely stewed:
“Accept, dear boy, this wreath with tears bedewed.”
Go all that way for nothing? Though the night
Is dark, Themison is my guiding light.

CXVII MELEAGER

That’s settled. Light the lights, I’m on my way.—
Drink makes you bold.—Why worry? I’ll go pay
Him court.—Your wit’s astray.—Does love allow
Reason? Lights, quick !—Where is your logic now?
Forget the quest for wisdom! All I know,
Is, Love brought Zeus’ lofty spirit low.

CXVIII CALLIMACHUS

Scold me, Archinus, for my headstrong wooing,
Or call your magnetism my undoing.
Strong drink moved me, and love, which drew my soul,
While drinking robbed me of all self-control.
I kissed your door but did not shout my name
Or yours. If that’s a crime, I am to blame.
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CXIX MELEAGROU

Oi[sw, nai; ma; sev, Bavkce, to; so;n qravso~: aJgevo, kwvmwn

a[rce: qeo;~ qnata;n aJniocei` kradivan:

ejn puri; gennaqei;~ stevrgei~ flovga ta;n ejn e[rwti,

kai; me pavlin dhvsa~ to;n so;n a[gei~ iJkevthn.

h\ prodovta~ ka[pisto~ e[fu~: tea; d∆ o[rgia kruvptein

aujdw`n, ejkfaivnein tajma; su; nu`n ejqevlei~.

CXX POSEIDIPPOU

Eujoplw`, kai; pro;~ se; machvsomai, oujd∆ ajperou`mai

qnhto;~ ejwvn: su; d∆, “Erw~, mhkevti moi provsage.

h[n me lavbhi ~ mequvont∆, a[pag∆ e[kdoton: a[cri de; nhvfw,

to;n parataxavmenon pro;~ se; logismo;n e[cw.

CXXI RIANOU

«H rJav nuv toi, Kleovnike, di∆ ajtrapitoi`o kiovnti

steinh`~ h[nthsan tai; liparai; Cavrite~:

kaiv se poti; rJodevaisin ejphcuvnanto cevressin,

kou`re; pepoivhsai d∆ hJlivko~ ejssi; cavri~.

thlovqi moi mavla cai`re: puro;~ d∆ oujk ajsfage;~ ajsson

e{rpein aujhrhvn, a\ fivlo~, ajnqevrika.

CXXII MELEAGROU

«W Cavrite~, to;n kalo;n ∆Aristagovrhn ejsidou`sai

ajntivon, eij~ trufera;~ hjgkalivsasqe cevra~:

ou{neka kai; morfai ` bavllei flovga, kai; glukumuqei`

kaivria, kai; sigw`n o[mmasi terpna; lalei`.

thlovqi moi plavzoito. tiv de; plevon; wJ~ ga;r ∆Oluvmpon

Zeu;~ nevon oi\den oJ pai`~ makra; keraunobolei`n.
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CXIX MELEAGER

I’ll tolerate your rudeness, Bacchus. Start
The party, god that rules the human heart.
Born from the fire, you love love’s flame; enchain
Me as your faithful follower again.
Perfidiously you tell me to conceal
Your mysteries, yet mine you would reveal.

CXX POSIDIPPUS

I’ll take up arms and never will say die,
Mere mortal though I am. Love, stay your hand!

While you may capture me when drunk, when I
Am sober, I have reason at command.

CXXI RHIANUS

Traipsing some narow pathway did the Graces,
Cleonicus, meet you with shining faces,
And take you in their rosy-armed embrace
Making of you an honorary Grace?
I’ll keep my distance, thank you: tinder near
A fire would be in jeopardy, my dear.

CXXII MELEAGER

Staring Aristagoras in the face,
The Graces clasped him in a fond embrace,
His beauty blazes now, his talk is sweet,
When mute his smiling eyes are indiscreet.
I wish he’d go away! But what’s the use?
He throws his thunderbolts as far as Zeus.
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CXXIII ADHLON

Pugmhi ̀ nikhsanta to;n ∆Antiklevou~ Menevcarmon

lhmnivskoi~ malakoi`~ ejstefavnwsa devka,

kai; trissw`~ ejfivlhsa pefurmevnon ai{mati pollwi `:

ajll∆ ejmoi; h\n smuvrnh~ kei`no melicrovteron.

CXXIV ADHLON, oiJ de;  ARTEMWNOS

Lavqrh paptaivnonta para; flih;n ∆Ecevdhmon

lavqrio~ ajkrhvbhn to;n carivent∆ e[kusa.

deimaivnwn kai; gavr moi ejnuvpnio~ h\lqe farevtrhn

aijtaivwn kai; dou;~ wi [cet∆ ajlektruovna~,

a[llote meidiovwn, oJte; d∆ ouj fivlo~. ajlla; melissevwn

ejsmou` kai; knivdh~ kai; puro;~ hJyavmeqa;

CXXV MELEAGROU

ÔHduv tiv moi dia; nukto;~ ejnuvpnion aJbra; gelw`nto~

ojktwkaidekevtou~ paido;~ e[t∆ ejn clamuvdi

h[gag∆ “Erw~ uJpo; clai`nan: ejgw; d∆ aJpalwi ̀ peri; crwti;

stevrna balw;n kenea;~ ejlpivda~ ejdrepovman.

kaiv m∆ e[ti nu`n qavlpei mnhvmh~ povqo~: o[mmasi d∆ u{pnon

ajgreuth;n pthnou` favsmato~ aije;n e[cw.

w\ duvserw~ yuchv, pau`saiv pote kai; di∆ ojneivrwn

eijdwvloi~ kavlleu~ kwfa; cliainomevnh.

CXXVI MELEAGROU

«Hrktaiv meu kradiva~ yauvein povno~: h| ga;r ajluvwn

ajkronucei; tauvtan e[knis∆ oJ qermo;~ “Erw~:

ei\pe de; meidhvsa~: Æ”Exei~ pavli to; gluku; trau`ma,

w\ duvserw~, lavbrwi kaiovmeno~ mevliti.Æ

ejx ou| dh; nevon e[rno~ ejn hji>qevoi~ Diovfanton

leuvsswn ou[te fugei`n ou[te mevnein duvnamai.
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CXXIII ANONYMOUS

I crowned young Menecharmus, when he gained
The title, with the wreath of victory,

And kissed him, too, though he was all blood-stained:
That blood seemed sweeter than perfume to me!

CXXIV ARTEMON?

Seeing young Echedemus sneak a peek
Outdoors, I slyly kissed the little sneak.
Then, dressed like Cupid, in a dream he shocks
Me with the present of two fighting cocks.
Now smiling, now unfriendly. Did I seize
Fire or a thistle or a swarm of bees?

CXXV MELEAGER

Love brought between my sheets a laughing lad
One night. Eighteen years old, he was half-clad,
Like a young boy: what a sweet dream! I pressed
Smooth flesh in desperation to my breast.
Warmed by that lustful memory, I keep
Before my eyes phantasmagoric sleep.
When will my lovesick soul in dreams refrain
From chafing beauty’s images in vain?

CXXVI MELEAGER

Now I have just begun to feel the pain:
Hot, errant Love has scratched my heart again.
Smirking he said, “Poor lover, you will bear
The sentimental brand of sweet despair.”
Nor can I, when amongst the boyish band
I spot young Diophantes, stir or stand.
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CXXVII MELEAGROU

Eijnovdion steivconta mesambrino;n ei\don “Alexin,

a[rti kovman karpw`n keiromevnou qevreo~.

diplai` d∆ ajkti`nev~ me katevflegon: aiJ me;n “Erwto~,

paido;~ ajp∆ ojfqalmw`n, aiJ de; par∆ hjelivou.

ajll∆ a}~ me;n nu;x au\qi~ ejkoivmisen: a}~ d∆ ejn ojneivroi~

ei[dwlon morfh`~ ma`llon ajneflovgisen.

lusivpono~ d∆ eJtevroi~ ejp∆ ejmoi; povnon u{pno~ e[teuxen

e[mpnoun pu`r yuchi ̀ kavllo~ ajpeikonivsa~.

CXXVIII MELEAGROU

Aijpolikai; suvrigge~, ejn ou[resi mhkevti Davfnin

fwnei`t∆, aijgibavthi Pani; carizovmenai:

mhde; su; to;n stefqevnta, luvrh, Foivboio profh`ti,

davfnhi parqenivhi mevlf∆ ÔUavkinqon e[ti.

h\n ga;r o{t∆ h\n Davfni~ me;n ejn ou[resi soi;d∆ ÔUavkinqo~

terpnov~: nu`n de; Povqwn skh`ptra Divwn ejcevtw.

CXXIX ARATOU

∆Argei`o~ Filoklh`~ “Argei Ækalov~:Æ ai} de; Korivnqou

sth`lai, kai; Megarevwn taujto; bow`si tavqoi:

gevgraptai kai; mevcri loetrw`n ∆Amfiaravou,

wJ~ kalov~. ajll∆ ojlivgon: gravmmasi leipovmeqa:

twi ̀d∆ ouj ga;r pevtrai ejpimavrture~, ajlla; ÔRihno;~

aujto;~ ijdwvn: eJtevrou d∆ ejsti; perissovtero~.

CXXX ADHLON

Ei\pa, kai; au\ pavlin ei\pa: ÆKalov~, kalov~:Æ ajll∆ e[ti fhvsw,

wJ~ kalov~, wJ~ carivei~ o[mmasi Dwsivqeo~.
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CXXVII MELEAGER

I saw Alexis strolling down the road
One noon, when Summer’s locks were cropped. He glowed
So twin beams dazzled me, the sexy ones
His boyish eyes emitted, and the sun’s;
But while the solar rays were quenched by night,
In dreams the form of beauty still burnt bright.
Sleep, kind to others, proved to me unkind,
Etching this incandescence in my mind.

CXXVIII MELEAGER

No longer shall the hillsides shrill with an
Air to Daphnis flattering randy Pan;
Nor can the lyre, Apollo’s mouthpiece, praise
Hyacinth garlanded with virgin bays.
Daphnis, the mountain nymphs’ delight, is gone,
And Hyacinth, Apollo’s paragon;
So now let Dion wield desire’s baton.

CXXIX ARATUS

The stones of Argos praise their native son,
Fair Philocles, whose far-famed name is one
Scrawled in the baths of Amphiaraus, too.
His namesake won’t be worsted by a few
Inscriptions! No graffitti spread his fame,
But those who’ve seen him in the flesh proclaim
He outstrips anyone of the same name.

CXXX ANONYMOUS

Again and again I’ve said and still repeat,
“Pretty Dositheus’ eyes are sweet.”
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ouj druov~, oujd∆ ejlavth~ ejcaravxamen, oujd∆ ejpi; toivcou

tou`t∆ e[po~: ajll∆ ejn ejmhi ` kau`sen “Erw~ kradivai .

eij dev ti~ ouj fhvsei, mh; teivqeo. nai; ma; sev, dai`mon,

yeuvdet∆: ejgw; d∆ oJ levgwn tajtreke;~ oi\da movno~.

CXXXI POSEIDIPPOU

’A Kuvpron, a{ te Kuvqhra, kai; a} Mivlhton ejpoicnei`~

kai; kalo;n Surivh~ iJppokrovtou davpedon,

e[lqoi~ i{lao~ Kallistivwi , h} to;n ejrasth;n

oujdev pot∆ oijkeivwn w\sen ajpo; proquvrwn.

CXXXII MELEAGROU

Ou[ soi tau`t∆ ejbovwn, yuchv; ÆNai; Kuvprin, aJlwvsei,

w\ duvserw~, ijxwi ` pukna; prosiptamevnh:Æ

oujk ejbovwn; ei|levn se pavgh. tiv mavthn ejni; desmoi`~

spaivrei~; aujto;~ “Erw~ ta; pterav sou devdeken,

kai; s∆ ejpi; pu`r e[sthse, muvroi~ d∆ e[rrane lipovpnoun,

dw`ke de; diywvshi davkrua qerma; piei`n.

CXXXII MELEAGROU

«A yuchv baruvmocqe, su; d∆ a[rti me;n ejk puro;~ ai[qhi ,

a[rti d∆ ajnayuvcei~, pneu`m∆ ajnalexamevnh.

tiv klaivei~; to;n a[tegkton o{t∆ ejn kovlpoisin “Erwta

e[trefe~, oujk hi [dei~ wJ~ ejpi; soi; trevfeto;
oujk hi [dei~; nu`n gnw`qi kalw`n a[llagma trofeivwn,

pu`r a{ma kai; yucra;n dexamevnh ciovna.

aujth; tau`q∆ ei{lou: fevre to;n povnon. a[xia pavscei~

w|n e[dra~, ojptwi ` kaiomevnh mevliti.

CXXXIII MELEAGROU

Diyw`n wJ~ ejfivlhsa qevreu~ aJpalovcroa pai`da,

ei\pa tovt∆ aujcmhra;n divyan ajpoprofugwvn:
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These words, inscribed upon no oak or pine
Or wall, Love branded on this heart of mine.
Believe no one who tells you otherwise;
Only I know the truth, and I’ll swear he lies.

CXXXI POSIDIPPUS

Lady who frequents Miletus, Cyprus and Cythera
And the beautiful ground of horsey Syria,
Kindly visit Callistion, the sort of whore
Who never turned a frequent visitor from her door.

CXXXII MELEAGER

Did I not warn my soul, “You will get caught,
Flitting too often to that risky spot?”
Too late; the trap is sprung. In vain you gasp
Now Love has your pin-feathers in his grasp
And spits you on the fire, and as you sink,
Bastes you with scent, and gives you tears to drink.

CXXXII  A MELEAGER

Belaboured soul, now almost burnt to death,
And now reviving as you catch your breath,
Why weep? You took hard-hearted Love to nurse,
Never guessing he would prove a curse?
The wage of your good nursing now you know,
Receiving for it fire and frigid snow.
You asked for it, and got your just deserts,
Once burnt, apprised how Love’s hot honey hurts.

CXXXIII MELEAGER

I thirsted in the summertime to kiss
A silken lad, and, satisfied, said this:
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ÆZeu` pavter, a\ra fivlhma to; nektavreon Ganumhvdeu~

pivnei~, kai; tovde soi ceivlesin oijnocoei;̀
kai; ga;r ejgw; to;n kalo;n ejn hji>qevoisi filhvsa~

∆Antivocon, yuch`~ hJdu; pevpwka mevli.Æ

CXXXIV KALLIMACOU

”Elko~ e[cwn oJ xei`no~ ejlavnqanen: wJ~ ajnihro;n

pneu`ma dia; sthqevwn, ei\de~, ajnhgavgeto,

to; trivton hJnivk∆ e[pine: ta; de; rJovda fulloboleu`nta

twjndro;~ ajpo; stefavnwn pavnt∆ ejgevnonto camaiv.

w[pthtai mevga dhv ti: ma; daivmona~, oujk ajpo; rJusmou`

eijkavzw: fwro;~ d∆ i[cnia fw;r e[maqon.

CXXXV ASKLHPIADOU

Oi\no~ e[rwto~ e[legco~: ejrai ̀n ajrneuvmenon hJmi`n

h[tasan aiJ pollai; Nikagovrhn propovsei~.

kai; ga;r ejdavkrusen kai; ejnuvstase, kaiv ti kathfe;~

e[blepe, cwj sfigcqei;~ oujk e[mene stevfano~.

CXXXVI ADHLON

“Orniqe~ yivquroi, tiv kekravgate; mhv m∆ ajnia`te,

to;n truferhi ̀ paido;~ sarki; cliainovmenon,

eJzovmenai petavloisin ajhdovne~: eu|de lavlhqron

qh`lu gevno~, devomai, meivnat∆ ejf∆ hJsucivh~.

CXXXVII MELEAGROU

∆Orqrobova~, dusevrwti kakavggele, nu`n, trisavlaste,

ejnnuvcio~ kravzei~ pleurotuph` kevladon,

gau`ro~ uJpe;r koivta~, o{te moi bracu; tou`t∆ e[ti nukto;~

zhi ̀ to; filei`n, ejp∆ ejmai`~ d∆ aJdu; gelai ̀~ ojduvnai~.

a{de fivla qrepth`ri cavri~; nai; to;n baqu;n o[rqron,

e[scata ghruvshi tau`ta ta; pikra; mevlh.
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“Such is the kiss that Zeus like nectar sips
From Ganymede’s intoxicating lips.
Kissing Antiochus, fair for his age,
My soul imbibed a honeyed beverage.”

CXXXIV CALLIMACHUS

Our quest conceals a wound we never guessed:
Look how he heaves a sigh, as if distressed,
With his third drink. The roses he was crowned
With all have shed their petals on the ground.
There’s something troubling him, and my belief
Is sound: it takes a thief to catch a thief.

CXXXV ASCLEPIADES

One test of love is wine. When he denied
His love, a glass proved Nicagoras lied:
He looked downcast, and bowed his head, and cried,
And round his brow the garland came untied.

CXXXVI ANONYMOUS

Twittering birds, why vex me with your gabble
While I am basking in a fleshy boy’s

Charms. Go to sleep, please, nightingales, don’t babble
Among the leaves like women. Stop that noise!

CXXXVII MELEAGER

To lovers, chanticleer, you bring bad news
At dawn. Now when the lovelong night’s so brief

Why are you making this ear-splitting noise,
Crowing above my bed to mock my grief

Tonight? What gratitude for your upbringing!
This dawn will hear the last of your harsh singing.
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CXXXVIII MNASALKOU

“Ampele, mhvpote fuvlla camai; speuvdousa balevsqai

deivdia~ eJspevrion Pleiavda duomevnan;
mei`non ejp∆ ∆Antilevonti pesei`n uJpo; ti;n gluku;n u{pnon,

ej~ tovte, toi`~ kaloi`~ pavnta carizomevna.

CXXXIX KALLIMACOU

“Esti ti, nai; to;n Pa`na, kekrummevnon, e[sti ti tauvthi ,

nai; ma; Diwvnuson, pu`r uJpo; thi ̀ spodihi `:

ouj qarsevw. mh; dhv me perivpleke: pollavki lhvqei

toi`con uJpotrwvgwn hJsuvcio~ potamov~.

twi ̀ kai; nu`n deivdoika, Menevxene, mhv me pareisdu;~

ou|to~ oJ †seigarnh~ eij~ to;n e[rwta bavlhi .

CXL ADHLON

To;n kalo;n wJ~ ijdovman ∆Arcevstraton, ouj ma; to;n ÔErma`n,

ouj kalo;n aujto;n e[fan: ouj ga;r a[gan ejdovkei.

ei\pa, kai; aJ Nevmesiv~ me sunavrpase, keujqu;~ ejkeivman

ejn puriv, pai`~ d∆ ejp∆ ejmoi; Zeu;~ ejkeraunobovlei.

to;n pai`d∆ iJlasovmesq∆, h] ta;n qeovn; ajlla; qeou` moi

e[stin oJ pai`~ krevsswn: cairevtw aJ Nevmesi~.

CXLI MELEAGROU

∆Efqevgxw, nai; Kuvprin, a} mh; qeov~, w\ mevga tolma`n

qume; maqwvn: Qhvrwn soi; kalo;~ oujk ejfavnh:

soi; kalo;~ oujk ejfavnh Qhvrwn: ajll∆ aujto;~ uJpevsth~,

oujde; Dio;~ pthvxa~ pu`r to; keraunobovlon.

toigavr, ijdouv, to;n provsqe lavlon prou[qhken ijdevsqai

dei`gma qrasustomivh~ hJ baruvfrwn Nevmesi~.
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CXXXVIII MNASALCAS

In fear of Fall, why, grapevine, do you keep
Your leaves till the Pleiades sink in the West,

With Antileon dreamily asleep
Beneath you? Gratify the prettiest.

CXXXIX CALLIMACHUS

By Pan and Dionysus! there is flame
Concealed beneath these ashes all the same.
I’ve lost my nerve; don’t hug me! Often small
Still streams unnoticed undermine a wall;
I fear the dumb insinuations of
Menexenus are prodding me to love.

CXL ANONYMOUS

One look at Archestratus and I said,
“His looks are not exceptional.” To teach me,

Nemesis took and threw me on a bed
Of coals, where Zeus’s thunderbolts could reach me.

Which, boy or goddess, should I satisfy?
The boy is better. Nemesis, goodbye!

CXLI MELEAGER

You uttered what no deity would dare,
Audacious critic: “Thero isn’t fair.”
Not fair to you, perhaps! You’ve no excuse,
Uncowed by all the thunderbolts of Zeus.
Grave Nemesis now ridicules your chatter
To reprimand bad manners and no matter.
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CXLII RIANOU

∆Ixwi ` Dexiovniko~ uJpo; clwrhi ̀ platanivstwi

kovssufon ajgreuvsa~, ei|le kata; pteruvgwn:

cwj me;n ajnastenavcwn ajpekwvkuen iJero;~ o[rni~.

ajll∆ ejgwv, w\ fivl∆ “Erw~, kai; qalerai; Cavrite~,

ei[hn kai; kivclh kai; kovssufa~, wJ~ a]n ejkeivnou

ejn ceri; kai; fqoggh;n kai; gluku; davkru bavlw.

CXLIII ADHLON

ÔErmh`, toxeuqei;~ ejxevspase pikro;n �oji>sto;n�
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ejfhvbwi .

Khjgw; th;n aujthvn, xei`ne, lelogca tuvchn.

∆Allav m∆ ∆Apollofavnou~ truvcei povqo~. «W filaveqle,

e[fqasa~: eij~ e}n pu`r oiJ duv∆ ejnhlavmeqa.

CXLIV MELEAGROU

Tiv klaivei~, frenolhi stav; tiv d∆ a[gria tovxa kai; ijou;~

e[rriya~, difuh` tarso;n ajnei;~ pteruvgwn;
h\ rJav ge kai; se; Mui?sko~ oJ duvsmaco~ o[mmasin ai[qei;

wJ~ movli~ oi| e[dra~ provsqe paqw;n e[maqe~.

CXLV ADHLON

Pauvete, paidofivlai, keneo;n povnon: i[scete movcqwn,

duvsfrone~: ajprhvktoi~ ejlpivsi mainovmeqa.

i\son ejpi; yafarh;n ajntlei`n a{la, kajpo; Libuvssh~

yavmmou ajriqmhth;n ajrtiavsai yekavda,

i\son kai; paivdwn stevrgein povqon, oi|~ to; kenauce;~

kavllo~ ejni; cqonivoi~ hJduv t∆ ejn ajqanavtoi~.

devrkesq∆ eij~ ejme; pavnte~: oJ ga;r pavro~ eij~ keno;n hJmw`n

movcqo~ ejpi; xhroi`~ ejkkevcut∆ aijgialoi`~.
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CXLII RHIANUS

Beneath a plane tree Dexionicus,
Catching a blackbird, held it by the wing;

The sacred bird complained and made a fuss.
Dear Love, you blooming Graces, let me sing

As thrush or blackbird, in that youngster’s grasp
And pour forth mawkish tears at my last gasp.

CXLIII ANONYMOUS

“Hermes, one struck by boy-love tried to pluck
The sharp barb out.”

“I had no better luck.”
“Apollophanes wastes me with desire.”
“You first, we’ve both been thrown on the same fire.”

CXLIV MELEAGER

Thief of hearts, why jettison your cruel
Arrows and bow and, weeping, fold your wings?

Invincible Myiscus’ looks must fuel
Repentance for your previous philanderings.

CXLV ANONYMOUS

Unhappy paederasts, cease your inane
Exertions! All our hopes are mad. As vain
As dredging up sea-water on dry land
Or numbering the grains of desert sand
Is a yen for boys, whose indiscreet
Charms are to mortals and immortals sweet.
Just look at me! My efforts heretofore
Have all been emptied on the arid shore.
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CXLVI RIANOU

∆Agreuvsa~ to;n nebro;n ajpwvlesa, cwj me;n ajnatla;~

muriva, kai; sthvsa~ divktua kai; stavlika~,

su;n keneai`~ ceivressin ajpevrcomai: oiJ d∆ ajmovghtoi

tajma; fevrousin, “Erw~: oi|~ su; gevnoio baruv~.

CXLVII MELEAGROU

”Arpastai: tiv~ tovsson ejnaicmavsai a[grio~ ei[h;
ti;~ tovso~ ajnta`rai kai; pro;~ “Erwta mavchn;

a{pte tavco~ peuvka~. kaivtoi ktuvpo~: ÔHliodwvra~.

bai`ne pavlin stevrnwn ejnto;~ ejmw`n, kradivh.

CXLVIII KALLIMACOU

Oi\d∆ o{ti mou plouvtou keneai; cevre~: ajllav, Mevnippe,

mh; levge, pro;~ Carivtwn, toujmo;n o[neiron ejmoiv.

ajlgevw th;n dia; panto;~ e[po~ tovde pikro;n ajkouvw

naiv, fivle, tw`n para; sou` tou`t∆ ajnerastovtaton.

CXLIX KALLIMACOU

ÆLhfqhvshi , perivfeuge, Menevkrate~:Æ ei\pa Panhvmou

eijkavdi, kai; Lwvou thi ̀—tivni; thi ̀ dekavthi
h\lqen oJ bou`~ uJp∆ a[rotron eJkouvsio~. eu\g∆ ejmo;~ ÔErma`~,

eu\g∆ ejmov~: ouj para; ta;~ ei[kosi memfovmeqa.

CL KALLIMACOU

ÔW~ ajgaqa;n Poluvfamo~ ajneuvrato ta;n ejpaoida;n

twjramevnwi : nai; Ga`n, oujk ajmaqh;~ oJ Kuvklwy.

aiJ Moi`sai to;n e[rwta katiscnaivnonti, Fivlippe:

h\ panake;~ pavntwn favrmakon aJ sofiva.
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CXLVI RHIANUS

As soon as I had trapped I lost the kid;
I’d staked out snares and laboured to deploy them,

But came off empty-handed. Those who did
No work take what is mine—may Love destroy them!

CXLVII MELEAGER

Kidnapped! Who would have the nerve to try it?
Against Love who is so bold to campaign?

Hurry, light the lamps! A footstep? Quiet!
My heart, get back inside my breast again!

CXLVIII CALLIMACHUS

I know I am not wealthy, Menippus;
Don’t tell me what I perfectly recall.

I’m pained by your constant acrimonious
Words, the most unloving thrusts of all.

CXLIX CALLIMACHUS

Last month Menecrates, you know I joked
You would be caught although you ran away?

This month the bull calf ’s eager to be yoked,
But I shall not complain of the delay.

CL CALLIMACHUS

How excellent the love-charm Polyphemus
Invented! That cyclops was no ignoramus.
The Muses starve desire into submission,
And wisdom is a general physician.
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tou`to, dokevw, caj limo;~ e[cei movnon ej~ ta; ponhra;

twjgaqovn, ejkkovptei ta;n filovpaida novson.

e[sq∆ aJmi`n cajkasta;~ ajfeideva pro;~ to;n “Erwta.

tou`t∆ ei\pai ÆKeivreu ta; pterav, paidavrion:

oujd∆ o{son ajttavragovn se dedoivkame~Æ: aiJ ga;r ejpwi dai;

oi[koi tw` calepw` trauvmato~ ajmfovterai.

CLI ADHLON

Ei[ tinav pou paivdwn ejratwvtaton a[nqo~ e[conta

ei\de~, ajdistavktw~ ei\de~ ∆Apollovdoton.

eij d∆ ejsidwvn, w\ xei`ne, puriflevktoisi povqoisin

oujk ejdavmh~, pavntw~ h] qeo;~ h] livqo~ ei\.

CLII ADHLON

Mavgnh~ ÔHravkleito~, ejmoi; povqo~, ou[ti sivdhron

pevtrwi , pneu`ma d∆ ejmo;n kavllei ejfelkovmeno~.

CLIII ASKLHPIADOU

Provsqe moi ∆Arceavdh~ ejqlivbeto: nu`n de; tavlainan

oujd∆ o{sson paivzwn eij~ e[m∆ ejpistrevfetai.

oujd∆ oJ melicro;~ “Erw~ ajei; glukuv~: ajll∆ ajnihvsa~

pollavki~ hJdivwn givnet∆ ejrw`si qeov~.

CLIV MELEAGROU

ÔHdu;~ oJ pai`~, kai; tou[nom∆ ejmoi; glukuv~ ejsti Mui?sko~

kai; carivei~: tivn∆ e[cw mh; oujci; filei`n provfasin;
kalo;~ gavr, nai; Kuvprin, o{lo~ kalov~: eij d∆ ajnihrov~,

oi\de to; pikro;n “Erw~ sugkeravsai mevliti.
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There’s this to recommend the pangs of hunger,
Philip: they cure sick hankerings for younger
Boys. To the love god I pronounce this spell, “Oh
Ho, your wings are clipped, my little fellow!
I don’t fear you one bit. At home I have,
For Love’s infected wound, two kinds of salve.”

CLI ANONYMOUS

When you beheld the sexiest of blooming
Boys, Apollodotus you were shown;

If you weren’t overwhelmed by all-consuming
Lust, a god you must be, or a stone.

CLII ANONYMOUS

Attractive Heraclitus is my own
Magnet, not drawing iron like a stone,
But my soul by his loveliness alone.

CLIII ASCLEPIADES

Once Archeades used to rub against
Me, now when playing games he doesn’t nod.

Love’s not all honeydew. When he torments
Us Love becomes an even sweeter god.

CLIV MELEAGER

Myiscus’ name is charming, too, which leaves me
No reason for not falling at his feet.

He’s beautiful all over. When he grieves me,
Love interweaves the bitter with the sweet.
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CLV ADHLON

a. Mhv m∆ ei[phi ~ pavlin w|de. b. Tiv d∆ ai[tio~; aujto;~ e[pemye.

a. Deuvteron ou\n fhvsei~;; b. Deuvteron. ei\pen: “Iqi.

ajll∆ e[rceu, mh; mevlle. mevnousiv se. a. Prw`ton ejkeivnou~

euJrhvsw, ch[xw: to; trivton oi\da pavlai.

CLVI ADHLON

Eijarinwi ̀ ceimw`ni paneijkelo~, w\ Diovdwre,

ouJmo;~ e[rw~, ajsafei` krinovmeno~ pelavgei:

kai; pote; me;n faivnei~ polu;n uJetovn, a[llote d∆ au\te

eu[dio~, aJbra; gelw`n d∆ o[mmasin ejkkevcusai.

tufla; d∆, o{pw~ nauhgo;~ ejn oi[dmati, kumata metrw`n

dineu`mai, megavlwi ceivmati plazovmeno~.

ajllav moi h] filivh~ e[kqe~ skopo;n h] pavli mivsou~,

wJ~ eijdw` potevrwi kuvmati nhcovmeqa.

CLVII MELEAGROU

Kuvpri~ ejmoi; nauvklhro~, “Erw~ d∆ oi[aka fulavssei

a[kron e[cwn yuch`~ ejn ceri; phdavlion:

ceimaivnei d∆ oJ baru;~ pneuvsa~ Povqo~, ou{neka dh; nu`n

pamfuvlwi paivdwn nhvcomai ejn pelavgei.

CLVIII MELEAGROU

Soiv me Povqwn devspoina qeh; povre, soi me, Qeovklei~,

aJbropevdilo~ “Erw~ gumno;n uJpestovresen,

xei`non ejpi; xeivnh~, damavsa~ ajluvtoisi calinoi`~:

iJmeivrw de; tucei`n ajklinevo~ filiva~.
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CLV ANONYMOUS

[Boy] Don’t speak to me like that again!
[Go-between] No, no,

Only someone sent me . . . Don’t be vexed.
[Boy] That’s the second time!

[Go-between] He told me, ‘Go!’
Come on, they’re waiting for you. Why so slow?

[Boy] We’ll see who’s waiting. I know what comes next.

CLVI ANONYMOUS

My love, Diodorus, is like a spring
Storm, of the fluid sea’s engendering.
You imitate a thundercloud, then after
The weather clears, your eyes brim with soft laughter.
Like a castaway who counts the steep
Waves, I am tempest-tossed upon the deep;
Give me, that I may know in which direction
To swim, marks of aversion or affection.

CLVII MELEAGER

My skipper’s Venus, Cupid mans the helm,
Holding my spirit’s rudder in his hand;

Desire blows hard enough to overwhelm
Me, breasting a sea of boys from every land.

CLVIII MELEAGER

To you, Theocles, Mistress Venus gave
Me. Stretched out at your feet, a naked slave,
An outcast, I was tamed by Love’s tight grip.
I’d like a less abject relationship,
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ajlla; su; to;n stevrgont∆ ajpanaivneai, oujdev se qevlgei

ouj crovno~, ouj xunh`~ suvmbola swfrosuvnh~.

i{laq∆, a[nax, i{lhqi: se; ga;r qeo;n w{rise Daivmwn:

ejn soiv moi zwh`~ peivrata kai; qanavtou.

CLIX MELEAGROU

En soi; tajmav, Mui?ske, bivou prumnhvsi∆ ajnh`ptai:

ejn soi; kai; yuch`~ pneu`ma to; leifqe;n e[ti.

nai; ga;r dh; ta; sa;, kou`re, ta; kai; kwfoi`si laleu`nta

o[mmata, kai; ma; to; so;n faidro;n ejpiskuvnion,

h[n moi sunnefe;~ o[mma bavlhi ~ potev, cei`ma devdorka:

h{n d∆ iJlaro;n blevyhi ~, hJdu; tevqhlen e[ar.

CLX ADHLON

Qarsalevw~ trhcei`an uJpo; splavgcnoisin ajnivhn

oi[sw, kai; caleph`~ desmo;n ajluktopevdh~.

ouj ga;r pw, Nivkandre, bola;~ ejdavhmen “Erwto~

nu`n movnon, ajlla; povqwn pollavki~ hJyavmeqa.

kai; su; mevn, ∆Adrhvsteia, kakh`~ ajntavxia boulh`~

ti`sai, kai; makavrwn pikrotavth Nevmesi~.

CLXI ASKLHPIADOU

Dovrkion hJ filevfhbo~ ejpivstatai, wJ~ aJpalo;~ pai`~,

e{sqai pandhvmou Kuvprido~ wjku; bevlo~,

i{meron ajstravptousa kat∆ o[mmato~, hjd∆ uJpe;r w[mwn

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

su;n petavswi gumno;n mhro;n e[faine clamuv~.
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But you rebuff my overtures, unmoved
By how far our relations have improved.
Have pity, lord! For god made you divine:
The means of life and death are yours, not mine.

CLIX MELEAGER

To you, Myiscus, my whole soul is tied,
And all the life and breath in me beside,
For by your eyes that speak, I don’t know how,
To deaf and dumb, and by your shining brow,
Your gloomy glance or laughing look can bring
The chill of winter or the flowers of spring.

CLX ANONYMOUS

Bravely shall I endure my inner pain,
The bondage of this irritating chain;
It’s not the first time I have learned Love’s ire,
Nicander: often have I felt desire.
May Nemesis exact harsh recompense,
Implacably, for his malevolence.

CLXI ASCLEPIADES

Youth-loving Dorcion knows how to shoot
Swift darts of vulgar Venus from her eyes,

Dazzling with desire, just like some cute
Boy with his cap and smock and naked thighs.
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CLXII ASKLHPIADOU

Ou[pw toxoforw`n oujd∆ a[grio~, ajlla; neogno;~

ouJmo;~ “Erw~ para; th;n Kuvprin uJpostrevfetai,

devlton e[cwn crusevhn: ta; Filokravteo~ de; Diauvlou

traulivzei yuch`~ fivltra kat∆ ∆Antigevnou~.

CLXIII ASKLHPIADOU

Eu|ren “Erw~ ti; kalwi ̀ mivxei kalovn, oujci; mavragdon

cruswi `, o} mhvt∆ ajnqei`, mhvte gevnoit∆ ejn i[swi ,

oujd∆ ejlevfant∆ ejbevnwi , leukwi ̀ mevlan, ajlla; Klevandron

Eujbiovtw, Peiqou`~ a[nqea kai; Filivh~.

CLXIV MELEAGROU

ÔHdu; me;n ajkrhvtwi keravsai gluku; na`ma melissw`n:

hJdu; de; paidofilei` kaujto;n ejovnta kalovn,

oi|a to;n aJbrokovmhn stevrgei Kleovboulon “Alexi~:

ajqavnaton touvtw Kuvprido~ oijnovmeli.

CLXV MELEAGROU

Leukanqh;~ Kleovboulo~: oJ d∆ ajntiva tou`de melivcrou~

Swvpoli~, oiJ dissoi; Kuvprido~ ajnqofovroi.

tou[nekav moi paivdwn e{petai povqo~: oiJ ga;r “Erwte~

ejk leukou` plevxai fasiv me kai; mevlano~.

CLXVI ASKLHPIADOU

Tou`q∆ o{ tiv moi loipo;n yuch`~, o{ ti dhv pot∆, “Erwte~,

tou`tov g∆ e[cein pro;~ qew`n hJsucivhn a[fete:

h] mh; dh; tovxoi~ e[ti bavlletev m∆, ajlla; keraunoi`~:

nai; pavntw~ tevfrhn qevsqe me kajnqrakihvn.

naiv, naiv, bavllet∆, “Erwte~: ejnesklhkw;~ ga;r ajnivai~,

ejx uJmevwn tou`t∆ ou\n, ei[ gev ti, bouvlom∆ e[cein.
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CLXII ASCLEPIADES

While not yet armed and dangerous, my love,
An infant, comes to Venus holding these

Tablets of gold, and lisps the love-charms of
Philocrates that psyched Antigenes.

CLXIII ASCLEPIADES

Love has devised a winning combination—
Not emerald with gold, which glitters less,

Nor ebony with ivory. Solicitation
Shows Eubolus Cleander’s friendliness.

CLXIV MELEAGER

Honey-flavoured wine’s as savorous
As boy-love when oneself is under-age.

Alexis’ love for sleek Cleobulus
Is Venus’ sweet, immortal beverage.

CLXV MELEAGER

Cleobulus’ candid blossoms opposite
Sopolis’ honey-coloured bloom excite

Lust for these flower-boys. They say Love knit
Me, Meleager, out of black and white.

CLXVI ASCLEPIADES

If of my soul there’s still some tiny piece
Left, Loves, please do let it rest in peace,
Or, not with arrows but with lightning-flashes,
Reduce me totally to smoking ashes.
Yes, strike me down, exhausted and distressed:
Grant me, if nothing more, this last request.
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CLXVII MELEAGROU

Ceimevrion me;n pneu`ma: fevrei d∆ ejpi; soiv me, Mui?ske,

aJrpasto;n kwvmoi~ oJ glukuvdakru~ “Erw~.

ceimaivnei de; baru;~ pneuvsa~ Povqo~, ajllav m∆ ej~ o{rmon

devxai, to;n nauvthn Kuvprido~ ejn pelavgei.

CLXVIII POSEIDIPPOU

Nannou`~ kai; Luvdh~ ejpivcei duvo, kai; fileravstou

Mimnevrmou, kai; tou` swvfrono~ ∆Antimavcou:

sugkevrason to;n pevmpton ejmou`: to;n d∆ e{kton eJkavstou,

ÔHliovdwr∆, ei[pa~, o{sti~ ejrw`n e[tucen:

e{bdomon ÔHsiovdou, to;n d∆ o[gdoon ei\pon ÔOmhvrou,

to;n d∆ e[naton Mousw`n, Mnhmosuvnh~ devkaton.

mesto;n uJpe;r ceivlou~ pivomai, Kuvpri: ta[lla d∆ “Erwte~

nhvfont∆ oijnwqevnt∆ oujci; livhn a[carin.

CLXIX DIOSKORIDOU

∆Exevfugon, Qeovdwre, to; so;n bavro~. ajll∆ o{son ei[pa~

Æ∆Exevfugon to;n ejmo;n daivmona pikrovtaton,Æ

pikrovterov~ me katevscen. ∆Aristokravtei de; latreuvwn

muriva, despovsunon kai; trivton ejkdevcomai.

CLXX DIOSKORIDOU

Spondh; kai; libanwtev, kai; oiJ krhth`ri migevnte~

daivmone~, oi} filivh~ tevrmat∆ ejmh`~ e[cete,

uJmeva~, w\ semnoiv, martuvromai, ou}~ oJ melivcrw~

kou`ro~ ∆Aqhvnaio~ pavnta~ ejpwmovsato.
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CLXVII MELEAGER

Myiscus, despite this wintry wind I’m swept
Away by Love’s sweet tears to pay you court.

Desire is like a hurricane. Accept
This loving mariner into your port.

CLXVIII POSIDIPPUS

To Nanno and to Lydé, that makes two
Cups; to Mimnermus, sympathetic to
Lovers, and prudish Antimachus too.
The fifth’s for me, the sixth in honour of
Anyone who ever fell in love.
Hesiod, seven, Homer, eight, and then
The Muses, nine, and Memory makes ten.
I drain the brimming bowl to Love, a lad
Who, drunk or sober, doesn’t look too bad.

CLXIX DIOSCORIDES

I thought I had escaped my worst oppressor,
Theodore, when I threw off your weight.

Aristocrates proved a worse successor,
And now my third slavemaster I await.

CLXX DIOSCORIDES

By frankincense and by libations I
Swear, and the potations that decide

The limits of our friendship, dread gods by
Whom dusky Athenaeus testified.
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CLXXI DIOSKORIDOU

To;n kalovn, wJ~ e[labe~, komivsai~ pavliprov~ me qewro;n

Eujfragovrhn, ajnevmwn prhu?tate Zevfure,

eij~ ojlivgwn teivna~ mhnw`n mevtron: wJ~ kai; oJ mikro;~

murieth;~ kevkritai twi ̀ filevonti crovno~.

CLXXII EUHNOU

Eij misei`n povno~ ejstiv, filei`n povno~, ejk duvo lugrw`n

aiJrou`mai crhsth`~ e{lko~ e[cein ojduvnh~.

CLXXIII FILODHMOU

Dhmwv me kteivnei kai; Qevrmion: hJ me;n eJtaivrh,

Dhmonovh d∆ ou[pw Kuvprin ejpistamevnh.

kai; th`~ me;n yauvw: th`~ d∆ ouj qevmi~. ouj ma; sev, Kuvpri,

oujk oi\d∆ h}n eijpei`n dei` me poqeinotevrhn.

Dhmavrion levxw th;n parqevnon: ouj ga;r e{toima

bouvlomai, ajlla; poqw` pa`n to; fulassovmenon.

CLXXIV FRONTWNOS

Mevcri tivno~ polemei`~ m∆, w\ fivltate Ku`re; tiv poiei`~;
to;n so;n Kambuvshn oujk ejleei`~; levge moi.

mh; givnou Mh`do~: Savka~ ga;r e[shi meta; mikrovn,

kai; se poihvsousin tai; trivce~ ∆Astuavghn.

CLXXV STRATWNOS

“H mh; zhlotuvpei douvloi~ ejpi; paisi;n eJtaivrou~,

h] mh; qhluprepei`~ oijnocovou~ pavrece.

tiv~ ga;r ajnh;r ej~ ejrwt∆ adamavntino~; h] tiv~ ajteirh;~

oi[nwi ; tiv~ de; kalou;~ ouj periverga blevpei;
zwvntwn e[rga tavd∆ ejstivn: o{pou d∆ oujk eijsi;n e[rwte~

oujde; mevqai, Diofw`n, h]n ejqevlhi ~, a[piqi:
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CLXXI DIOSCORIDES

Zephyr, bring beautiful Euphragoras
Back, whom you took away not long ago

On pilgrimage. For lovers short months pass
Like a milenium, but twice as slow.

CLXXII EVENUS

Since hating’s a bore and loving is a bore,
I like the nicer of two boredoms more.

CLXXIII PHILODEMUS

Demo and Thermion slay me: one’s a whore
Whereas the other doesn’t know the score.
I fondle one, the other I may not;
I don’t know which one I desire more!
The virgin, I’ll say; for I don’t long for what
Is handy, but what is arduously got.

CLXXIV FRONTO

How much longer, Cyrus, will you fight us
Off? You should be nice to older men.

Soon you’ll get Harry, so do not play Titus
Now, for you will not be stuck-up then.

CLXXV STRATO

If you don’t want your cronies leering at
Your slaveboys, pick them less effeminate.
What man of adamant resists the joys
Of love and wine and quizzing pretty boys?
They’re part of living. But to some place with no
Drinking or sex, if that’s your crotchet, go:
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kajkei` Teiresivhn h] Tavntalon ej~ povton e{lke,

to;n me;n ejp∆ oujde;n ijdei`n, to;n d∆ ejpi; mou`non ijdei`n.

CLXXVI STRATWNOS

Stugno;~ dh; tiv, Mevnippe, kateskevpasai mevcri pevzh~,

oJ pri;n ejp∆ ijgnuvh~ lw`po~ ajnelkovmeno~;
h] tiv kavtw kuvya~ me parevdrame~, oujde; proseipwvn;

oi\da tiv me kruvptei~: h[luqon a}~ e[legon.

CLXXVII STRATWNOS

ÔEsperivhn Moi`riv~ me, kaq∆ h}n uJgiaivnomen w{rhn,

oujk oi\d†∆ ei[te safw`~, ei[t∆ o[nar, hjspavsato.

h[dh ga;r ta; me;n a[lla mavl∆ ajtrekevw~ ejnovhsa,

cwjkovsa moi prosevfh, cwjkovs∆ ejpunqavneto:

eij dev me kai; pefivlhke tekmaivromai: eij ga;r ajlhqev~,

pw`~ ajpoqeiwqei;~ plavzom∆ ejpicqovnio~;

CLXXVIII STRATWNOS

∆Exeflevghn, o{te Qeu`di~ ejlavmpeto paisi;n ejn a[lloi~,

oi|o~ ejpantevllwn ajstravsin hjevlio~.

tou[nek∆ e[ti flevgomai kai; nu`n, o{te nukti; lacnou`tai:

duovmeno~ gavr, o{mw~ h{liov~ ejstin e[ti.

CLXXIX STRATWNOS

“Wmosav soi, Kronivdh, mhpwvpote, mhd∆ ejmoi; aujtwi `

ejxeipei`n o{ ti moi Qeu`di~ e[eipe labei`n.

yuch; d∆ hJ dusavpisto~ ajgallomevnh pepovthtai

hjevri, kai; stevxai tajgaqo;n ouj duvnatai:

ajll∆ ejrevw, suvggnwqi suv moi, kei`no~ de; pevpeistai.

Zeu` pavter, ajgnwvstou tiv~ cavri~ eujtucivh~;

84



Tiresias and Tantalus meet there,
One cannot see, and one can only stare.

CLXXVI STRATO

Menippus, why go shrouded to your feet?
You used to hike your robe up to your thighs.

Why hang your head in silence when we meet?
Your prickly privates come as no surprise.

CLXXVII STRATO

Last night Moiris, when we said goodnight—
Really, or was I dreaming?—squeezed me tight.
Everything else I perfectly recall,
What he asked me, what he said, and all.
I guess he kissed me; but, if that is so,
Why, raised to heaven, linger here below?

CLXXVIII STRATO

Theudnis turned me on, all other bright
Stellar boys his rising sun outshone;

He’s still a sun, though in decline: each night
More hirsute, nonetheless he turns me on.

CLXXIX STRATO

I swore I’d never tell a soul a thing
(Not even myself ) of Theudnis’ offering.
But my rebellious soul could not refuse
In exultation spreading the good news.
In a word—forgive me—he put out.
What use is luck you cannot brag about?
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CLXXX STRATWNOS

Kau`mav m∆ e[cei mevga dhv ti: su; d∆, w\ pai`, pauveo lepto;n

hjevri dineuvwn ejggu;~ ejmei`o livnon.

a[llo ti pu`r ejmou` e[ndon e[cw kuavqoisin ajnafqevn,

kai; peri; shi ` rJiphi `` ma`llon ejgeirovmenon.

CLXXXI STRATWNOS

Yeudeva muqivzousi, Qeovklee~, wJ~ ajgaqai; me;n

aiJ Cavrite~, trissai; d∆ eijsi; kat∆ ∆Orcomenovn:

pentavki ga;r devka sei`o periskirtw`si provswpa,

toxobovloi, yucevwn a{rpage~ ajllotrivwn.

CLXXXII STRATWNOS

Tau`tav me nu`n ta; perissa; filei`~, o{t∆ e[rwto~ ajpevsbh

pursov~, o{t∆ oujd∆ a[llw~ hJdu;n e[cw se fivlon.

mevmnhmai ga;r ejkei`na ta; duvsmaca: plh;n e[ti, Davfni,

ojye; mevn, ajll∆ ejcevtw kai; metavno a tovpon.

CLXXXIII STRATWNOS

Tiv~ cavri~, ÔHliovdwre, filhvmasin, ei[ me lavbroisin

ceivlesi mt; filevei~ ajntibiazovmeno~,

ajll∆ ejp∆ a[kroi~ ajsavleuta memukovsin, oi|a kat∆ oi[kou~

kai; divca sou` me filei` plavsma to; khrovcuton;

CLXXXIV STRATWNOS

Mh; speuvshi ~ Menevdhmon eJlei`n dovlwi , ajll∆ ejpivneuson

ojfruvsi, kai; fanerw`~ aujto;~ ejrei`: ÆProvage.Æ

ouj ga;r ajnavblhsi~: fqavnei dev te kai; to;n a[gonta:

oujd∆ ajmavrh~, potamou` d∆ ejsti;n eJtoimovtero~.
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CLXXX STRATO

I feel a trifle warm. You with the fine
Napkin, boy, stop waving it about.

The fire in me was kindled by the wine
You served; your fanning will not put it out.

CLXXXI STRATO

It is a pious fable that the Graces
Number three, Theocles, and are kind;

How many graceful marksmen guard your face’s
Graces, the soul-destroyers of mankind?

CLXXXII STRATO

Don’t waste your kisses, Daphnis! Love’s last ember
Is quenched, and I shall call you my sweetheart

No longer. Your resistance I remember:
Is it too late now for a change of heart?

CLXXXIII STRATO

Heliodorus, what’s a kiss unless
With avid lips you thrust yourself on me?

Instead you peck my cheek, emotionless,
As if you were a waxen effigy.

CLXXXIV STRATO

With Menedemus all you need to do
Is wink; he’ll tell you plainly, “Go ahead!”

Without demur. He’s way ahead of you,
Wide open as a ditch—or riverbed?
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CLXXXV STRATWNOS

Tou;~ sobarou;~ touvtou~ kai; tou;~ periporfuroshvmou~

pai`da~, o{sou~ hJmei`~ ouj prosefievmeqa,

w{sper su`ka pevtraisin ejp∆ ajkrolovfoisi pevpeira

e[sqousin gu`pe~, Divfile, kai; kovrake~.

CLXXXVI STRATWNOS

“Acri tivno~ tauvthn th;n ojfruva th;n uJperopton,

Mevntor, thrhvsei~, mhde; to; cai`re levgwn,

wJ~ mevllwn aijw`na mevnein nevo~, h] dia; panto;~

ojrcei`sqai purivchn; kai; to; tevlo~ provblepe.

h{xei soi pwvgwn, kako;n e[scaton, ajlla; mevgiston:

kai; tovt∆ ejpignwvshi tiv spavni~ ejsti; fivlwn.

CLXXXVII STRATWNOS

Pw`~ ajnaginwvskein, Dionuvsie, pai`da didavxei~,

mhde; metekbh`nai fqovggon ejpistavmeno~;
ejk nhvth~ metevbh~ ou{tw~ tacu;~ eij~ baruvcordon

fqovggon, ajp∆ ijscnotavth~ eij~ tavsin ojgkotavthn.

plh;n ouj baskaivnw: melevta movnon: ajmfotevrou~ de;

krouvwn, toi`~ fqoneroi`~ Lavmbda kai; “Alfa levge.

CLXXXVIII STRATWNOS

Ei[ se filw`n ajdikw` kai; tou`to dokei`~ u{brin ei\nai,

th;n aujth;n kovlasin kai; su; fivlei me labwvn.

CLXXXIX STRATWNOS

Tiv~ se katestefavnwse rJovdoi~ o{lon; eij me;n ejrasthv~,

a\ mavkar: eij d∆ oJ pathvr, o[mmata kaujto;~ e[cei.
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CLXXXV STRATO

Such airy-fairy boys, with purple edges
On their robes, are hard to get as those

Ripe figs that grow high up on rocky ledges,
Which vultures gobble, Diphilus, and crows.

CLXXXVI STRATO

Mentor, how long will you continue so
Conceited you won’t even say hello,
Proposing in the Pyrrhic dance to spend
An endless youth? Look rather to your end.
Face hair will cause you terminal distress;
You’ll learn the meaning, then, of friendlessness.

CLXXXVII STRATO

How teach a boy that fundamental skill,
Sight-reading, when your voice is changing still?
From shrill soprano to gruff bass you swoop
So quickly, from a whisper to a whoop.
But study harder, show the envious
Active and passive, Dionysius.

CLXXXVIII STRATO

If when I kiss you you consider this
Outrageous, make my penalty a kiss.

CLXXXIX STRATO

Who crowned you with this rosy wreath? Some kind
Admirer? Your father? Well, he isn’t blind.
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CXC STRATWNOS

“Olbio~ oJ gravya~ se, kai; o[lbio~ ou|to~ oJ kavllei

twi ̀ swi ̀ nika`sqai khro;~ ejpistavmeno~.

qripo;~ ejgw; kai; suvrma terhdovno~ ei[qe genoivmhn,

wJ~ ajnaphdhvsa~ ta; xuvla tau`ta favgw.

CXCI STRATWNOS

Oujk ejcqe;~ pai`~ h\sqa; kai; oujd∆ o[nar ou|to~ oJ pwvgwn

h[luqe: pw`~ ajnevbh tou`to to; daimovnion,

kai; trici; pavnt∆ ejkavluye ta; pri;n kalav; feu`, tiv to; fau`ma;
ejcqe;~ Trwi?lo~ w[n, pw`~ ejgevnou Privamo~;

CXCII STRATWNOS

Ouj tevrpousi kovmai me, perissovteroiv te kivkinnoi,

tevcnh~, ouj fuvsew~ e[rga didaskovmenoi:

ajlla; palaistrivtou paido;~ rJuvpo~ oJ yafarivth~,

kai; croih; melevwn sarki; lipainomevnh.

hJdu;~ ajkallwvpisto~ ejmo;~ povqo~: hJ de; goh`ti~

morfh; qhlutevrh~ e[rgon e[cei Pafivh~.

CXCIII STRATWNOS

Oujde; Smurnai`ai Nemevsei~ o{ ti soi; ∆pilevgousin,

∆Artemivdwre, noei`~: ÆMhde;n uJpe;r to; mevtron.Æ

ajll∆ ou{tw~ uJpevropta kai; a[gria koujde; prevponta

kwmwi dwi ` fqevgghi , pavnq∆ uJpokrinovmeno~.

mnhsqhvshi touvtwn, uJperhvfane: kai; su; filhvsei~,

kai; kwmwi dhvsei~ th;n ∆Apokleiomevnhn.

CXCIV STRATWNOS

Eij Zeu;~ ejk gaivh~ qnhtou;~ e[ti pai`da~ ej~ ai[qrhn

h{rpazen, glukerou` nevktaro~ oijnocovou~,
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CXC STRATO

Happy the artist and the medium
Which by your loveliness were overcome!
I wish I were a woodworm, feeding on
The board on which your likeness has been drawn.

CXCI STRATO

Just yesterday a boy, till this damned beard,
Undreamt of, suddenly appeared somehow,

Hiding with hair your former beauty. Weird
How one who was Troilus then is Priam now!

CXCII STRATO

Long hair, abundant artificial curls
Give me no pleasure: they belong on girls.
No, give me boys all sweaty from the gym,
Glistening with oil on every limb.
I like sex unembellished, scenting in
Glamour a whiff of something feminine.

CXCIII STRATO

Ignoring Nemesis, whose strictures stress,
Artemidorus, “Nothing in excess”,
You act more arrogant and boorish than
The most uncouth, loud-mouthed comedian.
Remember this, proud lad, when you are crossed
In love, and must perform Love’s Labour’s Lost.

CXCIV STRATO

If Zeus still snatched up mortal boys on high
To serve delicious nectar in the sky,
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aijeto;~ a]n pteruvgessin ∆Agrivppan to;n kalo;n hJmw`n

h[dh pro;~ makavrwn h\ge dihkoniva~.

nai; ma; se; gavr, Kronivdh, kovsmou pavter, h]n ejsa-qrhvshi ~,

to;n Fruvgion yevxei~ aujtivka Dardanivdhn.

CXCV STRATWNOS

“Anqesin ouj tovssoisi filozevfuroi cloavousi

leimw`ne~, pukinai`~ ei[aro~ ajglai?ai~,

o{ssou~ eujgenevta~, Dionuvsie, pai`da~ ajqrhvsei~,

ceirw`n Kuprogenou`~ plavsmata kai Carivtwn.

e[xoca d∆ ejn touvtoi~ Milhvsio~ hjnivde qavllei,

wJ~ rJovdon eujovdmoi~ lampovmenon petavloi~.

ajll∆ oujk oi\den i[sw~, ejk kauvmato~ wJ~ kalo;n a[nqo~,

ou{tw th;n w{rhn ejk trico;~ ojllumevnhn.

CXCVI STRATWNOS

∆Ofqalmou;~ spinqh`ra~ e[cei~, feovmorfe Luki`ne,

ma`llon d∆ ajkti`na~, devspota, pursobovlou~.

ajntwpo;~ blevyai baio;n crovnon ouj duvnamaiv soi:

ou{tw~ ajstravptei~ o[mmasin ajmfotevroi~.

CXCVII STRATWNOS

ÆKairo;n gnw`qiÆ sofw`n tw`n eJptav ti~, ei\pe, Fivlippe:

pavnta ga;r ajkmavzont∆ ejsti;n ejrastovtera:

kai; sivkuo~ prw`tov~ pou ejp∆ ajndhvroisin oJraqei;~

tivmio~, ei\ta suw`n brw`ma pepainovmeno~.

CXCVIII STRATWNOS

ÔHlikivh~ fivlo~ eijmi; kai; oujdevna pai`da protavssw,

pro;~ to;: kalo;n krivnwn: a[llo ga;r a[llo~ e[cei.
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By now a pinioned eagle would have pressed
My darling into service with the blest.
But let the ruler of the world take heed:
Agrippa will eclipse his Ganymede.

CXCV STRATO

There are no breezy meadows blossoming
So densely with the splendours of the spring
As, Dionysius, you’ll see acclaimed
Boys here by Venus and the Graces framed.
Milesius, outstanding among those,
Flourishes like a fragrant, lustrous rose,
Oblivious, perhaps, that as a fair
Flower wilts in the heat, his prime hangs by a hair.

CXCVI STRATO

Your sparkling eyes, Lycinus, what divine
Beauties! Call them rather fiery rays.

I cannot, facing you, sustain with mine
Momentarily your blazing gaze.

CXCVII STRATO

Which of the sages said, “Know the right time,”
Philip? All things are choicest at their prime.
A green cucumber is praiseworthy till
Overripe, when it becomes pig swill.

CXCVIII STRATO

A friend of youth, I have no youth in mind,
For each has beauties, of a different kind.
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CXCIX STRATWNOS

“Arkion h[dh moi povsio~ mevtron: eujstaqivh ga;r

luvetai h{ te frenw`n h{ te dia; stovmato~.

cwj luvcno~ e[scistai diduvmhn flovga, kai; di;~ ajriqmevw,

pollavki peiravzwn, tou;~ ajnakeklimevnou~.

h[dh d∆ oujkevti mou`non ejp∆ oijnocovon sesovbhmai,

ajlla; pavrwra blevpw khjpi; to;n uJdrocovon.

CC STRATWNOS

Misw` dusperivlhpta filhvmata, kai; macimwvdei~

fwnav~, kai; sqenarh;n ejk cero;~ ajntivqesin:

kai; mh;n kai; tovn, o{t∆ ejsti;n ejn ajgkavsin, eujqu; qevlonta

kai; parevconta cuvdhn, ouj pavnu dhv ti qevlw:

ajlla; to;n ejk touvtwn ajmfoi`n mevson, oi|on ejkei`non

to;n kai; mh; parevcein eijdovta kai; parevcein.

CCI STRATWNOS

Eij mh; nu`n Kleovniko~ ejleuvsetai, oujkevt∆ ejkei`non

devxom∆ ejgw; melavqroi~, ouj ma; to;n—oujk ojmovsw.

eij ga;r o[neiron ijdw;n oujk h[luqen, ei\ta pareivh

au[rion, ouj para; th;n shvmeron ojlluvmeqa.

CCII STRATWNOS

Pthno;~ “Erw~ a[gagevn me di∆ hjevro~, hJnivka, Da`mi,

gravmma so;n ei\don, o{ moi deu`ro molei`n s∆ e[legen:

rJivmfa d∆ ajpo; Smuvrnh~ ejpi; Savrdia~: e[dramen a[n moi

u{steron eij Zhvth~ e[trecen, h] Kavlai>~.

CCIII STRATWNOS

Oujk ejqevlonta filei`~ me, filw` d∆ ejgw; oujk ejqevlonta

eu[kolo~ h]n feuvgw, duvskolo~ h]n ejpavgw.
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CXCIX STRATO

I’ve had enough to drink; my heart and soul
As well as tongue are losing self-control.
The lamp flame bifurcates; I multiply
The dinner guests by two each time I try.
Not only shaken up by the wine-waiter,
I ogle too the boy who pours the water.

CC STRATO

I loathe a boy who won’t be hugged and kissed,
Raises his voice and hits me with his fist,
Nor do I wish the wanton willingness
Of one who in my arms at once says, Yes.
I like one in between who seems to know
The secret of saying at once Yes and No.

CCI STRATO

If pretty soon the rogue does not appear,
I swear Cleonicus may stay away.

Why swear? He had a dream, but he’ll be here
Tomorrow. We’ll survive another day.

CCII STRATO

As soon as I saw your letter, Damis, saying
That you were coming, Love blew me so fast

From Smyrna to Sardis, that the winds, relaying
Each other, surely would have come in last.

CCIII STRATO

You kiss me against my will, as I do you,
Pleasant when spurned, unpleasant when I woo.
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CCIV STRATWNOS

ÆCruvsea calkeivwnÆ nu`n ei[pate: Ædo;~ lavbeÆ paivzei

Swsiavda~ oJ kalov~, kai; Dioklh`~ oJ dasuv~.

tiv~ kavluka~ sunevkrine bavtwi , tiv~ su`ka muvkhsin;
a[rna galaktopagh` tiv~ sunevkrine boi?;

oi|a divdw~, ajlovgiste, kai; e[mpalin oi|a komivzhi :

ou{tw Tudeivdh~ Glau`kon ejdwrodovkei.

CCV STRATWNOS

Pai`~ ti~ o{lw~ aJpalo;~ tou` geivtono~ oujk ojlivgw~ me

knivzei: pro;~ to; qevlein d∆ oujk ajmuvhta gelai ``:

ouj pleu`n d∆ ejsti;n ejtw`n duvo kai; devka. nu`n ajfuvlaktoi

o[mfake~: h]n d∆ ajkmavshi , frouvria kai; skovlope~.

CCVI STRATWNOS

a. ‘Hn touvtwi †fwnhi ``~, to; mevson lavbe, kai; kataklivna~!

zeuvgnue, kai; prwsa~ provspese, kai; kavtece.

b. Ouj fronevei~, Diovfante: movli~ duvnamai ga;r e[gwge

tau`ta poiei`n: paivdwn d∆ hJ pavlh e[sq∆ eJtevra.

moclou` kai; mevne, Ku`ri, kai; ejmbavllonto~ ajnavscou:

prw`ton summeletai ̀̀n h] meletai ``n maqevtw.

CCVII STRATWNOS

∆Ecqe;~ louovmeno~ Dioklh`~ ajnenhvnoce sauvran

ejk th`~ ejmbavsew~ th;n ∆Anaduomevnhn.

tauvthn ei[ ti~ e[deixen ∆Alexavndrwi tot∆ ejn “Idhi ,

ta;~ trei`~ a]n tauvth~ prokatevkrine qeav~.

CCVIII STRATWNOS

Eujtucev~, ouj fqonevw, biblivdion: h\ rJav s∆ ajnagnou;~

pai`~ ti~ ajnaqlivyei, pro;~ ta; gevneia tiqeiv~:
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CCIV STRATO

Were downy Diocles to trade his ass
For Sosiades’, he’d get gold for brass,
Roses for brambles, figs for toadstools, or
A lamb for an ox. And what did you get for
Your favours, foolish boy? The pleasures had
By hairy heroes in the Iliad !

CCV STRATO

The kid next door exites me, with his bold,
Enticing glances and precocious snigger—

Although he is no more than twelve years old!
Green fruit grows free. He’ll be locked up when bigger!

CCVI STRATO

A. To start with, grapple your opponent round
The waist, bestride and pin him to the ground.
B. You’re mad! For that I’m hardly competent,
Wrestling with boys is something different.
Withstand my onslaught, Cyris, hold your own!
Let’s practice together what you do alone.

CCVII STRATO

Yesterday in the bath Diocles’ penis
Rose from the water like The Birth of Venus.
On Ida, if he’d sprung this same surprise,
Paris would have given it the prize.

CCVIII STRATO

I do not, little book, begrudge your luck,
Should any adolescent reader tuck
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h] truferoi`~ sfivgxei peri; ceivlesin, h] kata; mhrw`n

eijlhvsei droserw`n, w\ makaristovtaton:

pollavki foithvsei~ uJpokovlpion, h] para; divfrou~

blhqe;n tolmhvsei~ kei`na qigei`n ajfovbw~.

polla; d∆ ejn hjremivhi prolalhvsei~: ajll∆ uJpe;r hJmw`n,

cartavrion, devomai, puknovterovn ti lavlei.

CCIX STRATWNOS

Mhvte livhn stugno;~ parakevkliso, mhvte kathfhv~,

Divfile, mhd∆ ei[h~ paidivon ejx ajgevlh~.

e[stw pou prouvnika filhvmata, kai; ta; pro; e[rgwn

paivgnia, plhktismoiv, knivsma, fivlhma, lovgo~.

CCX STRATWNOS

Trei`~ ajrivqmei tou;~ pavnta~ uJpe;r levco~, w|n duvo drw`sin,

kai; duvo pavscousin. qau`ma dokw` ti levgein.

kai; mh;n ouj yeu`do~: dusi;n ei|~ mevsso~ ga;r uJpourgei`

tevrtwn ejxovpiqen, provsqe de; terpovmeno~.

CCXI STRATWNOS

Eij me;n e[fu~ ajmuvhto~ ajkmh;n uJpe;r ou| s∆ e[ti peivqw,

ojrqw`~ a]n deivsai~, deino;n i[sw~ dokevwn.

eij dev se despotikh; koith pepoivhke tecnivthn,

tiv fqonevei~ dou`nai, taujto; labwvn, eJtevrwi ;
o}~ me;n ga;r kalevsa~ ejpi; to; crevo~, ei\t∆ ajpoluvsa~,

eu{dei kuvrio~ w[n, mhde; lovgou metadouv~:

a[llh d∆ e[nqa trufhv: paivxei~ i[sa, koina; lalhvsei~,

ta[lla d∆ ejrwthqei;~ koujk ejpitassovmeno~.

CCXII STRATWNOS

Aijai` moi: ti pavlin dedakrumenon, h] ti kathfev~,

paidivon; ei\pon aJplw`~: mhd∆ ojduvna: tiv qevlei~;
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You under his chin, or nibble you, or press
You with his hairless thighs—what happiness!
How often you would sidle next his heart,
Or, dropped on a seat, dare touch a certain part!
You speak to him in private frequently,
Slim volume; now and then please speak of me.

CCIX STRATO

Don’t lie there at my side inert and glum,
Diphilus, like a kid who’s gone astray.

What about some kisses, cuddles, some
Pillow talk and amorous foreplay?

CCX STRATO

Three in one bed: while two are being done
Two are doing them. Resolve this riddle.
Strange but true: the fellow in the middle

In front and in behind is having fun.

CCXI STRATO

Were you a novice I’d tried to persuade
To vice, you might be right to be afraid;
But since your master’s bed taught you a lot,
Why not treat someone else to what you’ve got?
Called to your post, your duty done, without
A word, your sleepy master throws you out.
But here are other pleasures, free speech and
Fun by solicitation not command.

CCXII STRATO

What now, my pet, depressed, in tears again?
What do you want? Don’t torture me! Speak plain.
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th;n cevra moi koivlhn prosenhvnoca~: wJ~ ajpovlwla:

misqo;n i[sw~ aijtei`~: tou`t∆ e[maqe~ de; povqen;
oujkevti soi kopth`~ fivliai plavke~ oujde; melicra;

shvsama, kai; karuvwn paivgnio~ eujstocivh:

ajll∆ h[dh pro;~ kevrdo~ e[cei~ frevna~. wJ~ oJ didavxa~

teqnavtw: oi|n mou paidivon hjfavniken.

CCXIII STRATWNOS

Twi ̀ toivcwi kevklika~ th;n ojsfuva th;n periblepton,

Ku`ri: tiv peiravzei~ to;n livqon; ouj duvnatai.

CCXIV STRATWNOS

Dov~ moi, kai; lavbe calkovn. ejrei`~ o{ti ÆPlouvsiov~ eijmi:Æ

dwvrhsai toivnun th;n cavrin, wJ~ basileuv~.

CCXV STRATWNOS

Nu`n e[ar ei\, metevpeita qevro~: ka[peita tiv mevllei~

Ku`ri~; bouvleusai, kai; kalavmh ga;r e[shi .

CCXVI STRATWNOS

Nu`n ojrqhv, katavrate, kai; eu[tono~, hJnivka mhdevn:

hJnivka d∆ h\n ejcqev~, oujde;n o{lw~ ajnevpnei~.

CCXVII STRATWNOS

“Hdh ejpi; stratih`~ oJrmai ̀̀~, e[ti pai`~ ajdah;~ w]n

kai; truferov~. tiv poiei`~, ou|to~, o{ra: metavqou.

oi[moi: tiv~ s∆ ajnevpeise labei`n dovru: tiv~ ceri; pevlthn;
tiv~ kruvyai tauvthn th;n kefalh;n kovruqi;

w\ makaristo;~ ejkei`no~, o{ti~ potev, kaino;~ ∆Acilleu;~

toivwi ejni; klisivhi terpovmeno~ Patrovklwi .
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You hold your palm out! I’m disgusted at
Your asking payment. Where did you learn that?
Seed cakes and conkers will not make you merry
Now, that your mind has grown so mercenary.
I curse the customer with his perverse
Lessons who made my little rascal worse!

CCXIII STRATO

Against a wall you lean your fundament,
Cyris. Why tempt the stone? It’s impotent.

CCXIV STRATO

You’d say, “I’m rich!”, if you sold me the thing
I crave. Now grant it freely, like a king.

CCXV STRATO

Now Spring, you will be Summer soon. Recall,
Cyris, how you’ll be stubble in the Fall.

CCXVI STRATO

In solitude, you prick, you lift your head,
Who yesterday in company played dead.

CCXVII STRATO

You’re off to join the army? Such a nice
Mama’s boy should think about it twice.
Who prompted you to wear a helmet, wield
A spear and hide your head behind a shield?
Lucky that new Achilles who will spend
Time in his tent with such a bossom friend!
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CCXVIII STRATWNOS

Mevcri tivno~ se gelw`nta movnon, mhde;n de; lalou`nta

oi[somen; ei\pon aJplw`~ tau`ta suv, Pasivfile.

aijtw`, kai; su; gelai ``~: pavlin aijtw`, koujk ajpokrinvhi:

dakruvw, su; gelai ̀̀̀~. bavrbare, tou`to gevlw~;

CCXIX STRATWNOS

Kai; misqou;~ aijtei`te, didavskaloi; wJ~ ajcavristoi

ejstev: tiv gavr; to; blevpein paidiva mikro;n i[sw~;
kai; touvtoisi lalei`n, ajspazomevnou~ te filh`sai;

tou`to movnon crusw`n a[xion oujc eJkatovn;
pempevtw, ei[ ti~ e[cei kala; paidiva: kajme; fileivtw,

misqo;n kai; par∆ ejmou` lambanevtw tiv qevlei.

CCXX STRATWNOS

Oujci; to; pu`r klevya~ devdesai, kakovboule Promhqeu`,

ajll∆ o{ti to;n phlo;n tou` Dio;~ hjfavnisa~.

plavttwn ajnqrwvpou~, e[bale~ trivca~: e[nqen oJ deino;~

pwvgwn, kai; knhvmh paisi; dasunomevnh.

ei\tav se dardavptei Dio;~ aijetov~, o}~ Ganumhvdhn

h{rpas∆: oJ ga;r pwvgwn kai; Diov~ ejst∆ ojduvnh.

CCXXI STRATWNOS

Stei`ce pro;~ aijqevra di`on, ajpevrceo pai`da komivzwn,

aijetev, ta;~ difuei`~ ejkpetavsa~ ptevruga~,

stei`ce to;n aJbro;n e[cwn Ganumhvdea, mhde; meqeivh~

to;n Dio;~ hJdivstwn oijnocovon kulivkwn:

feivdeo d∆ aiJmavxai kou`ron gamywvnuci tarswi `,

mh; Zeu;~ ajlghvshi , tou`to barunovmeno~.
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CCXVIII STRATO

Tell me, Pasiphilus, how long must I
Endure your laughter and your vapid chatter?

I ask, you laugh; again, and no reply.
You laugh at my tears, which are no laughing matter.

CCXIX STRATO

Ungrateful teachers, you want money, too?
Isn’t the sight of boys enough for you?
Is chatting up and greeting your young scholars
With a kiss not worth a hundred dollars?
If you have winning kids, send them to me;
And if they’ll kiss me they can name their fee.

CCXX STRATO

Prometheus, for spiriting away
Fire are you bound, or marring mortal clay?
You gave boys body hairs, the horrid basis
Of fuzzy shanks and, what’s worse, fuzzy faces.
Therefore you feed the eagle that once bore
Off Ganymede. Zeus too finds beards a bore.

CCXXI STRATO

O eagle, flap your widespread wings and fly
Conveying Ganymede to Zeus’s sky.
Grip tight the tender youth and don’t let fall
The server of his sweetest drinks of all.
Be careful you don’t scratch him with your claws,
Or Zeus will be annoyed, and with just cause.
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CCXXII STRATWNOS

Eujkaivrw~ pote; paidotrivbh~, lei`on prodidavskwn,

eij~ to; govnu gnavmya~, mevsson ejpaidotrivbei,

thi ` ceri; tou;~ kovkkou~ ejpafwvmeno~. ajlla; tucaivw~

tou` paido;~ crhi vzwn, h\lqen oJ despovsuno~:

o}~ de; tavco~ toi`~ possi;n uJpozwvsa~ ajnevklinen

u{ption, ejmplevxa~ thi ` ceri; th;n favruga.

ajll∆ oujk w]n ajpavlaisto~ oJ despovsuno~ proseveipen:

ÆPau`sai: pnigivzei~,Æ fhsiv, Æto; paidavrion.Æ

CCXXIII STRATWNOS

Terpno;n o{lw~ to; provswpon ejmoi; prosiovnto~ ajparkei`:

oujkevti d∆ ejxovpiqen kai; pariovnta blevpw.

ou{tw ga;r kai; a[galma qeou` kai; nho;n oJrw`men

ajntivon, ouj pavntw~ kai; to;n ojpisqovdomon.

CCXXIV STRATWNOS

Eij~ ajgaqh;n sunevbhmen ajtarpitovn, h}n ajpo; prwvth~

fravzeu o{pw~ e[stai, Divfile, kai; monivmh.

a[mfw ga;r pthnovn ti lelovgcamen: e[sti me;n ejn soi;

kavllo~, e[rw~ d∆ ejn ejmoiv: kaivria d∆ ajmfovtera.

a[rti me;n aJrmosqevnta mevnei crovnon: eij d∆ ajfuvlakta

mivmneton ajllhvlwn, wi [cet∆ ajpoptavmena.

CCXXV STRATWNOS

Oujdevpot∆ hjelivou favo~ o[rqrion ajntevllonto~

mivsgesqai tauvrwi crh; flogoventa kuvna,

mhv pote karpolovcou Dhmhvtero~ uJgranqeivsh~,

brevxhi ~ th;n lasivhn ÔHraklevou~ a[locon.
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CCXXII STRATO

A wrestling coach who’d bent a hairless lad
Over his knee, to stroke his midriff, had
Him by the nuts, when, seeking the little guy,
The head of the establishment chanced by.
The trainer flipped his pupil on his back,
Bestrode him, and put his hands around his neck,
Quickly. His boss, who knew a trick or two,
Said, “Squeezing the kid a little hard, aren’t you?”

CCXXIII STRATO

A boy looks so charming as he faces you,
You don’t gaze at his backside as you pass;

As in a temple when we face a statue
We seldom bother to inspect its ass.

CCXXIV STRATO

Together down the primrose path we go,
And, Diphilus, take care to keep it so.
We both boast high-flown qualities: you glory
In beauty, I in love—each transitory:
A little while in tandem lingering,
Once they forget each other they take wing.

CCXXV STRATO

At cock crow there is never any need
To do it doggy style or milk the bull,

Or to besprinkle with your liquid seed
Your Ganymede’s pubescent patch of wool.
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CCXXVI STRATWNOS

Pavnnuca mudaloventa pefurmevno~ o[mmata klauqmwi ̀

a[grupnon ajmpauvw qumo;n ajdhmonivhi ,

h{ me kat∆ ou\n ejdavmassen ajpozeucqevnto~ eJtaivrou,

mou`non ejpeiv me lipw;n eij~ ijdivhn “Efeson

cqizo;~ e[bh Qeovdwro~: o}~ eij pavli mh; tacu;~ e[lqoi,

oujkevti mounolecei`~ koi`ta~ ajnexovmeqa.

CCXXVII STRATWNOS

“Hn tina kai; paridei`n ejqevlw kalo;n ajntisunantw`n,

baio;n o{son paraba;~ eujqu; metastrevfomai.

CCXXVIII STRATWNOS

Pai`da me;n hjlitovmhnon ej~ a[frona kairo;n aJmartei`n,

twi ̀ peivqonti fevrei plei`on u{brisma fivlwi .

h[dh d∆ ejn neovthti parhvlika paidika; pavscein,

twi ̀ parevconti pavlin tou`to di;~ aijscrovteron.

e[sti d∆ o{t∆ ajmfotevroi~ to; me;n oujkevti, Moi`ri, to; d∆ ou[pw

ajprepev~, oi\�n ejgw; kai; su; to; nu`n e[comen.

CCXXIX STRATWNOS

ÔW~ ajgaqh; qeov~ ejsti, di∆ h{n uJpo; kovlpon, “Alexi,

ptuvomen, uJsterovpoun aJzovmenoi Nevmesin.

h}n su; metercomevnhn oujk e[blepe~, ajll∆ ejnovmize~

e{xein to; fqonero;n kavllo~ ajeicrovnion.

nu`n de; to; me;n diovlwlen: ejlhvluqe d∆ hJ tricavlepto~

daivmwn: coij qevrape~ nu`n se parercomeqa.
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CCXXVI STRATO

All night long I wipe my weeping eyes
And soothe my sleepless soul that wakes and cries
For Theodore, my friend who went away
And left me all alone here yesterday.
He swore he’d soon be back; if he is late,
I can not long continue celibate.

CCXXVII STRATO

Although I will not meet a cute boy’s eye,
I turn around as soon as I pass by.

CCXXVIII STRATO

If any minor foolishly consents
We blame the corrupter of his innocence.
But once a youth has outgrown child’s play, it
Is twice as shameful for him to submit.
But there’s a time when it’s not yet too late
Moeris, or too soon, to celebrate.

CCXXIX STRATO

How good, Alexis, is that Nemesis,
To check whose dread advance we spit like this!
You did not see her coming, thinking your
Invidious beauty yours for evermore,
Since ruined by harsh hairs. And that is why
We, once your followers, now pass you by.
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CCXXX KALLIMACOU

To;n to; kalo;n melaneu`nta Qeovkriton, eij me;n e[m∆ e[cqei,

tetravki misoivh~: eij de; filei`, filevoi~:

naivci pro;~ eujcaivtew Ganumhvdeo~, oujravnie Zeu`,

kai; su; pot∆ hjravsqh~. oujkevti makra; levgw.

CCXXXI STRATWNOS

Eujkleivdhi filevonti path;r qavnen: a\ mavkar aijei,

kai; pri;n ej~ o{tti fevloi crhsto;n e[cwn patevra

kai; nu`n eu[frona nekrovn. ejgw; d∆ e[ti lavqria paivzw:

feu` moivrh~ te kakh`~ kai; patro;~ ajqanavtou.

CCXXXII SKUQINOU

∆Orqo;n nu`n e{sthka~ ajnwvnumon oujde; maraivnhi ,

ejntevtasai d∆ wJ~ a]n mhv pote pausovmenon:

ajll∆ o{te moi Nemeshno;~ o{lon parevklinen eJautovn,

pavnta didou;~ a} qevlw, nekro;n ajpekrevmaso.

teivneo, kai; rJhvssou, kai; davkrue: pavnta mataivw~,

oujc e{xei~ e[leon ceiro;~ ajf∆ hJmetevrh~.

CCXXXIII FRONTWNOS

Th;n ajkmh;n Qhsauro;n e[cein, kwmwi dev, nomivzei~,

oujk eijdw;~ aujth;n Favsmato~ ojxutevrhn.

poihvsei s∆ oJ crovno~ Misouvmenon, ei\ta Gewrgovn,

kai; tovte masteuvsei~ th;n Perikeiromevnhn.

CCXXXIV STRATWNOS

Eij kavllei kaucai ``, givnwsc∆ o{ti kai; rJovdon ajnqei`:

ajlla; maranqe;n a[fnw su;n koprivoi~ ejrivfh.

a[nqo~ ga;r kai; kavllo~ i{son crovnon ejsti; lacovnta:

tau`ta d∆ ojmh` fqonevwn ejxemavrane crovno~.
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CCXXX CALLIMACHUS

If, Zeus in heaven! dark Theocritus
Dislikes me, judge him twice as odious.
But if he cares for me, befriend him. Need
I cite your love for fair-haired Ganymede?

CCXXXI STRATO

Euclid in love is lucky. His dad died.
In life this kindly corpse indulged whatever

His son desired. Still I am doomed to hide
My pleasures—my old man will live forever.

CCXXXII SCYTHINUS

Erect you stand now, thingamajig, as if
You’d never quit, so vigorous and stiff.
When Nemesenus snuggled up in bed,
Indulging my every whim, you hung your head.
Now swollen fit to burst you weep in vain:
My hand will not take mercy on your pain.

CCXXXIII FRONTO

The role of your lifetime was My Secret Garden,
You thought, but it is Gone with the Wind now, boy.

After Stand by Me, you’ll play Flesh Gordon,
And soon you’ll be rehearsing Midnight Cowboy.

CCXXXIV STRATO

You vaunt your beauty; you know roses flower,
Wither, and are thrown out on the midden.

Beauty and bloom which share a given hour
By grasping time are equally hag-ridden.
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CCXXXV STRATWNOS

Eij me;n ghravskei to; kalovn, metavdo~, pri;n ajpevlqhi :

eij de; mevnei, tiv fobhi ` tou`q∆ o} menei` didovnai;

CCXXXVI STRATWNOS

Eujnou`cov~ ti~ e[cei kala; paidiva: pro;~ tivna crh`sin;
kai; touvtoisi blavbhn oujc oJsivhn parevcei.

o[ntw~ wJ~ oJ kuvwn favtnhi rJovda, mwra; d∆ uJlaktw`n

ou[q∆ auJtwi ̀ parevcei tajgaqovn, ou[q∆ eJtevrwi .

CCXXXVII STRATWNOS

Cai`re suv, misopovnhre peplasmevne, cai`re, bavnause

oJ prwi vhn ojmovsa~ mhkevti mh; didovnai.

mhkevti nu`n ojmovshi ~. e[gnwka gavr, oujdev me lhvqei~:

oi\da to; pou`, kai; pw`~, kai; tivni, kai; to; povsou.

CCXXXVIII STRATWNOS

∆Allhvloi~ parevcousin ajmoibadivhn ajpovlausin

oiJ kuvneoi pw`loi meirakieuovmenoi:

ajmfalla;x de; oiJ aujtoi; ajpovstrofa nwtobatou`ntai,

to; drai ̀̀n kai; to; paqei`n ajntiperainovmenoi.

ouj pleonektei`tai d∆ oujd∆ a{tero~: a[llote me;n ga;r

i{statai oJ prodidou;~ a[llot∆ o[pisqe pavlin.

tou`t∆ ejsti;n pavntw~ to; prooivmion: eij~ ga;r ajmoibhvn,

wJ~ levgetai, knhvqein oi\den o[no~ to;n o[non.

CCXXXIX STRATWNOS

Pevnt∆ aijtei`~, devka dwvsw: ejeivkosi d∆ †ajntiva e{xei~.

ajrkei` soi crusou`~; h[rkese kai; Danavhi .
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CCXXXV STRATO

If beauty spoils, share it before it’s spent;
If not, why fear to give what’s permanent?

CCXXXVI STRATO

A eunuch has cute slaveboys. What’s the use?
Can he subject them to profane abuse?
A dog in the manger, barking to annoy,
He spoils for others what he can’t enjoy.

CCXXXVII STRATO

Fuck off, you hypocrite, you little lout!
You swore that nevermore would you put out.
Don’t swear again; I’m not deceived by you:
I know with whom, where, how—for how much, too.

CCXXXVIII STRATO

In their erotic play with one another
Puppies give and take a lot of pleasure:

Reciprocally mounted by each other,
They screw as they are screwed, measure for measure.

The underdog—for no one is left out—
Immediately to the rear will pass.

So in the proverb: turn and turn about,
It’s said, it takes an ass to scratch an ass.

CCXXXIX STRATO

You ask for five, I’ll give you ten, or twenty.
Is gold enough? For Danae it was plenty.
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CCXL STRATWNOS

“Hdh moi poliai; me;n ejpi; krotavfoisin e[qeirai,

kai; pevo~ ejn mhroi`~ ajrgo;n ajpokrevmatai:

o[rcei~ d∆ a[prhktoi, calepo;n dev me gh`ra~ iJkavnei.

oi[moi: pugivzein oi\da, kai; ouj duvnamai.

CCXLI STRATWNOS

“Agkistron pepovhka~, e[cei~ ijcqu;n ejmev, tevknon:

e{lke m∆ o{pou bouvlei: mh; trevce, mhv se fuvgw.

CCXLII STRATWNOS

Prwvhn th;n sau;ran rJododavktulon, “Alkim∆, e[deixa~:

nu`n aujth;n h[dh kai; rJodovphcun e[cei~.

CCXLIII STRATWNOS

Ei[ me to; pugivzein ajpolwvleke, kai; dia; tou`to

†ejktrevfomai podagrw`n, Zeu`, kreavgran me povei.

CCXLIV STRATWNOS

“Hn ejsivdw tina; leukovn, ajpovllumai: h]n dev melivcroun,

kaivomai: h]n xanqo;n d∆, eujqu;~ o{lo~ levlumai.

CCXLV STRATWNOS

Pa`n a[logon zw`on binei` movnon: oiJ logikoi; de;

tw`n a[llwn zwvwn tou`t∆ e[comen to; plevon,

pugivzein euJrovnte~. o{soi de; gunaixi; kratou`ntai,

tw`n ajlovgwn zwvwn oujde;n e[cousi plevon.
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CCXL STRATO

Already on my head the hairs grow white,
Between my thighs my doodle dangles too;

My balls are useless. Old age looms in sight.
Though I know how, I can no longer screw.

CCXLI STRATO

You’ve baited your hook and caught me, child. You may
Tug as you like, but don’t run, or I’ll get away.

CCXLII STRATO

Your rosy fingered prick that used to charm
Us, Alcimus, is now a rosy arm.

CCXLIII STRATO

Ass-fucking ruined me and made me limp:
Though gouty, good God forbid I should go limp!

CCXLIV STRATO

A milk-white boy undoes me at first sight;
A honey-coloured lad sets me alight;
A golden boy, however, melts me quite.

CCXLV STRATO

Dumb brutes only fuck; we clever human
Beings, in this superior at least,

Invented buggery. The slaves of women
Have no more sophistication than a beast.
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CCXLVI STRATWNOS

Zeu`go~ ajdelfeiw`n me filei`. oujk oi\da tivn∆ aujtw`n

despovsunon krivnw: tou;~ duvo ga;r filevw.

cwj me;n ajposteivcei, oJ d∆ ejpevrcetai: e[sti de; tou` me;n

kavlliston to; parovn, tou` de; to; leipovmenon.

CCXLVII STRATWNOS

Oi|on ejpi; Troivhi pot∆ ajpo; Krhvth~, Qeovdwre,

∆Idomeneu;~ qeravpont∆ h[gage Mhriovnhn,

toi`on e[cw se fivlon peridevxion. h\ ga;r ejkei`no~

a[lla me;n h\n qeravpwn, a[lla d∆ eJtairovsuno~:

kai; su; ta; me;n biovtoio panhvmero~ e[rga tevlei moi:

nu`n dev ge peirw`men, nai; Diva, Mhriovnhn.

CCXLVIII STRATWNOS

Tiv~ duvnatai gnw`nai to;n ejrwvmenon eij parakmavzei,

pavnta sunw;n aujtwi ` mhd∆ ajpoleipovmeno~;
tiv~ duvnat∆ oujk ajrevsai th;n shvmeron, ejcqe;~ ajrevskwn;

eij d∆ ajrevsei, tiv paqw;n au[rion oujk ajrevsei;

CCXLIX STRATWNOS

Boupoivhte mevlissa, pevqen mevli toujmo;n ijdou`sa

paido;~ ejf∆ uJalevhn o[yin uJperpevtasai;
ouj pauvshi bombeu`sa, kai; ajnqolovgoisi qevlousa

possi;n ejfavyasqai crwto;~ ajkhrotavtou;
e[rr∆ ejpi; sou;~ melivpaida~ o{poi potev, drapevti, sivm-blou~,

mhv se davkw: khjgw; kevntron e[rwto~ e[cw.

CCL STRATWNOS

Nuktorinh;n ejpivkwmo~ ijw;n metadovrpion w{rhn

a[rna luvko~ qurevtroi~ eu|ron ejfestaovta,
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CCXLVI STRATO

Twins love me, and I do not know which brother
To choose as overlord, for both I love.
They come and go. I judge the absence of

One equal to the presence of the other.

CCXLVII STRATO

As Idomeneus brought from Crete to Troy
Meriones to be his serving-boy,
I have a helpmeet, Theodore, in you,
Like him a servant and a playmate too.
Perform your household duties every day;
At night at squire and master let us play.

CCXLVIII STRATO

Having your boy beside you all the time
How can you tell if he is past his prime?
Who, pleasing yesterday, will not today?
And if today, why not the following day?

CCXLIX STRATO

Spying my honey, bully boy bee, why
Straight to his slick face in a bee line fly?
Buzz off ! Stop trying to massage his sweet,
Unblemished skin with sticky little feet.
Go home to your honeyed boy-hive, flighty thing,
Or I’ll sting you, with my erotic sting.

CCL STRATO

As I set out carousing one night late,
A lucky wolf, I found a lambkin at my gate,
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uiJo;n ∆Aristodivkou tou` geivtono~: o}n periplecqei;~

ejxefivloun o{rkoi~ polla; carizovmeno~.

nu`n d∆ aujtwi ̀ tiv fevrwn dwrhvsomai; ou[t∆ ajpavth~ ga;r

a[xio~, ÔEsperivh~ ou[t∆ ejpiorkosuvnh~.

CCLI STRATWNOS

Provsqe me;n ajntiprovswpa filhvmata kai; ta; pro; peivra~

ei[comen: h\~ ga;r ajkmhvn, Divfile, paidavrion.

nu`n dev se tw`n o[pifen gounavzomai, ouj pareovntwn

u{steron: e[stw ga;r pavnta kaq∆ hJlikivhn.

CCLII STRATWNOS

∆Emprhvsw se, quvrh, thi ` lampavdi, kai; to;n e[noikon

sumflevxa~ mequvwn, eujqu;~ a[peimi fugav~,

kai; plwvsa~ ∆Adriano;n ejp∆ oi[nopa povnton, ajlhvth~

fwlhvsw ge quvrai~ nukto;~ ajnoigomevnai~.

CCLIII STRATWNOS

Dexiterh;n ojlivgon do;~ ejpi; crovnon, oujc i{na pauvshi ~

(kei[ m∆ oJ kalo;~ cleuvhn e[sce) coroitupivh~.

ajll∆, eij mh; pleurhi ` parekevklito patro;~ ajkaivrw~,

oujk a]n dhv me mavthn ei\de mequskovmenon.

CCLIV STRATWNOS

∆Ek poivou naou`, povqen oJ stovlo~ ou|to~ ∆Erwvtwn,

pavnta katastivlbwn; a[ndre~, ajmaura; blevpw.

tiv~ touvtwn dou`lo~, tiv~ ejleuvqero~; ouj duvnam∆ eijpei`n.

a[nqrwpo~ touvtwn kuvrio~; ouj duvnatai.

eij d∆ ejstivn, meivzwn pollwi ̀ Diov~, o}~ Ganumhvdhn

e[sce movnw~, qeo;~ w]n phlivko~: o}~ povsou~;
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My neighbour’s son. I kissed and hugged him tight,
And promised him plenty in my heart’s delight.
What shall I give him? He’s too sweet to cheat,
Or hoodwink with slick, Italianate deceit.

CCLI STRATO

Foreplay and kisses face to face we had
When, Diphilus, you were a little lad;
‘Behind and out of mind’, I now assuage,
Kneeling, my passing passion. Act your age.

CCLII STRATO

I’ll burn the door down with a fiery brand
And roast the boy inside. Then I’ll take flight

Over the wine-dark Adriatic and
Watch at some door that opens up at night.

CCLIII STRATO

Give me a hand, but not to stop me, friend,
Cavorting. Were that cheeky boy not tied
Unfortunately to his father’s side,

He wouldn’t find me tipsy to no end.

CCLIV STRATO

Out of what shrine, bedazzling my sight,
Issues this band of Loves diffusing light?
Which is a slave and which a gentleman?
Their lord can hardly be a mortal man,
Greater than Zeus, for while Zeus hasn’t any
Catamite but Ganymede, he has so many!
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CCLV STRATWNOS

Oujd∆ aujth s∆ hJ levxi~, ajkoinwvnhte, didavskei,

ejx ejtuvmou fwnh`~ rJhvmasin eJlkomevnh;
pa`~ filovpai~ levgetai, Dionuvsie, kouj filobouvpai~.

pro;~ tou`t∆ ajnteipei`n mhv ti pavlin duvnasai;
Puvqi∆ ajgwnoqetw`, su; d∆ ∆Oluvmpia: cou]~ ajpobavllwn

ejkkrivnw, touvtou~ eij~ to;n ajgw`na devchi .

CCLVI MELEAGROU

Pagkarpovn soi, Kuvpri, kaqhvrmose, ceiri; trughvsa~

paivdwn a[nqo~, “Erw~ yucapavthn stevfanon.

ejn me;n ga;r krivnon hJdu; katevplexen Diovdwron,

ejn d∆ ∆Asklhpiavdhn, to; gluku; leukovi>on.

nai; mh;n ÔHravkleiton ejpevpleken, wJ~ ajp∆ ajkavnqh~

†eij~ rJovdon,1 oijnavnqh d∆ w{~ ti~ e[qalle Divwn:

crusavnqh de; kovmaisi krovkon Qhvrwna sunh`yen:

ejn d∆ e[bal∆ eJrpuvllou klwnivon Oujliavdhn,

aJbrokovmhn de; Mui?skon, ajeiqale;~ e[rno~ ejlaivh~:

iJmertou;~ d∆ ∆Arevtou klw`na~ ajpedrevpeto.

ojlbivsth nhvswn iJera; Tuvro~, h} to; murovpnoun

a[lso~ e[cei paivdwn Kuvprido~ ajnqofovron.

CCLVIII STRATWNOS

«H tavca ti~ metovpisqe kluvwn ejma; paivgnia tau`ta.

pavnta~ ejmou;~ dovxei tou;~ ejn e[rwti povnou~:

a[lla d∆ ejgw;n a[lloisin ajei; filovpaisi caravssw

gravmmat∆, ejpeiv ti~ ejmoi; tou`t∆ ejnevdwke qeov~.
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CCLV STRATO

You maverick, what language should explain
The derivation of the word makes plain:
Boy-lovers, Dionysius, love boys—
You can’t deny it—not great hobblehoys.
After I referee the Pythian
Games, you umpire the Olympian:
The failed contestants I once sent away
You welcome as competitors today.

CCLVI MELEAGER

For Venus Love arranged a rich bouquet,
Of boys, hand-picked to steal the heart away,
And next to Diodorus’ lily set
Asclepiades’ sweet, white violet,
Let Heraclitus’ thorny rose entwine
Dion like a blossom on the vine,
Shy Uliades’ sprig of thyme beside
Resplendent Theron’s saffron crocus hide;
And evergreen Myiscus’ olive sprout
Aretus’ lovely greenery tricks out.
O blessèd Tyre that boasts the perfumed grove
Of Venus where the cult of boy-love throve!

CCLVIII STRATO

Some reader of this child’s play in another
Age may think these heart-throbs all were mine.

For writing different epigrams for other
Lovers of boys my talent was divine.
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CCLVII MELEAGROU

ÔA puvmaton kampth`ra kataggevllousa korwniv~,

eJrkou`ro~ graptai`~ pistotavta selivsin,

fami; to;n ejk pavntwn hjqroismevnon eij~ e{na movcqon

uJmnoqeta`n buvblwi tai ``d∆ ejnelixavmenon

ejktelevsai Melevagron, ajeivmnhston de; Dioklei`

a[nqesi sumplevxai mousopovlon stevfanon.

ou\la 

eujmaqiva~.                                     d∆ ejgw; 

tevrmasin                                              kamfqei`sa 

i{drumai                                   drakonteivoi~ 

suvnqrono~                                  i[sa 

nwvtoi~,

ANTHOLOGIA PALATINA, BOOK XI,  

XLVIII ANAKREONTOS

To;n a[rguron toreuvsa~

Hfaistev moi poivhson

panoplivan me;n oujciv,

pothvrion de; koi`lon

o{son duvnhi bavqunon.

poivei dev moi kat∆ aujtou`

mhd∆ a[stra, mhd∆ aJmavxa~,

mh; stugno;n ∆Wrivwna,

ajll∆ ajmpevlou~ clowvsa~,

kai; bovtrua~ gelw`nta~,

su;n twi ` kalwi ` Luaivwi .
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CCLVII MELEAGER

As colophon that underlines The End,
Designed these written columns to defend,
I say first Meleager undertook
To gather many poets in one book,
Completing a verse garland twined from these
Memorable flowers for Diocles.

Coiled
wit. like

of a
terminus serpent
the on

state, myself
in here I sit

ANTHOLOGIA PALATINA ,  BOOK XI,  

XLVIII ANACREON

Hephaestus, silversmith,
Do not fashion me
Some warlike panoply,
But a hollow cup
Deep as it can be.
And decorate it with
No constellated stars
Or hateful armoured cars,
But a blooming vine
With bunches beaming up
At the bonny god of wine.
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