Juvenalis From the Satires.
Moralists without Morals
Our arms indeed we have pushed beyond Juverna's shores, to the new-conquered
Orcades and the short-nighted Britons; but the things which we do in our victorious city
will never be done by the men whom we have conquered. And yet they say that one
Zalaces, an Armenian more effeminate than any of our youth, has yielded to the ardour of
a Tribune! Just see what evil communications do! He came as a hostage: but here boys
are turned into men. Give them a long sojourn in our city, and lovers will never fail them.
They will throw away their trousers and their knives, their bridles and their whips, and carry
back to Artaxata the manners of our Roman youth.
A tale of a turbot.
"A mighty presage hast thou, O Emperor! of a great and glorious victory. Some King
will be thy captive; or Arviragus will be hurled from his British chariot. The brute is
foreign-born: dost thou not see the prickles bristling upon his back?" Nothing remained for
Fabricius but to tell the turbot's age and birthplace.
"What then do you advise?" quoth the Emperor. "Shall we cut it up?" "Nay, nay," rejoins
Montanus; "let that indignity be spared him. Let a deep vessel be provided to gather his
huge dimensions within its slender walls; some great and unforeseen Prometheus is
destined for the dish! Haste, haste, with clay and wheel! but from this day forth, O Caesar,
let potters always attend upon thy camp!" This proposal, so worthy of the man, gained the
day. Well known to him were the old debauches of the Imperial Court, which Nero carried
on to midnight till a second hunger came and veins were heated with hot Falernian. No
one in my time had more skill in the eating art than he. He could tell at the first bite
whether an oyster had been bred at Circeii, or on the Lucrine rocks, or on the beds of
Rutupiae; one glance would tell him the native shore of a sea-urchin.
The Council rises, and the councillors are dismissed: men whom the mighty Emperor
had dragged in terror and hot haste to his Alban castle, as though to give them news of the
Chatti, or the savage Sycambri, or as though an alarming despatch had arrived on wings
of speed from some remote quarter of the earth.
The Ways of Women
Do the concerns of a private household and the doings of Eppia affect you? Then look
at those who rival the Gods, and hear what Claudius endured. As soon as his wife

perceived that her husband was asleep, this august harlot was shameless enough to
prefer a common mat to the imperial couch. Assuming a night-cowl, and attended by a
single maid, she issued forth; then, having concealed her raven locks under a lightcoloured peruque, she took her place in a brothel reeking with long-used coverlets.
Entering an empty cell reserved for herself, she there took her stand, under the feigned
name of Lycisca, her nipples bare and gilded, and exposed to view the womb that bore
thee, O nobly-born Britannicus! Here she graciously received all comers, asking from
each his fee; and when at length the keeper dismissed the rest, she remained to the very
last before closing her cell, and with passion still raging hot within her went sorrowfully
away. Then exhausted but unsatisfied, with soiled cheeks, and begrimed with the smoke
of lamps, she took back to the imperial pillow all the odours of the stews.
The Ways of Women
If you are not to love the woman betrothed and united to you in due form, what reason
have you for marrying? Why waste the supper, and the wedding cakes to be given to the
well-filled guests when the company is slipping away----to say nothing of the first night's
gift of a salver rich with glittering gold inscribed with Dacian or Germanic victories? If you
are honestly uxorious, and devoted to one woman, then bow your head and submit your
neck to the yoke. Never will you find a woman who spares the man who loves her; for
though she be herself aflame, she delights to torment and plunder him. So the better the
man, the more desirable he be as a husband, the less good will he get out of his wife. No
present will you ever make if your wife forbids; nothing will you ever sell if she objects;
nothing will you buy without her consent. She will arrange your friendships for you; she will
turn your now-aged friend from the door which saw the beginnings of his beard. Panders
and trainers can make their wills as they please, as also can the gentlemen of the arena;
but you will have to write down among your heirs more than one rival of your own.
Learning and Letters Unprofitable
On Caesar alone hang all the hopes and prospects of the learned; he alone in these
days of ours has cast a favouring glance upon the sorrowing Muses----at a time when
poets of name and fame thought of hiring baths at Gabii, or bakehouses in Rome, while
others felt no shame in becoming public criers, and starving Clio herself, bidding adieu to
the vales of Aganippe, was flitting to the auction rooms. For if you see no prospect of
earning a groat within the Muses' grove, you had better put up with Machaera's name and
profits and join in the battle of the sale-room, selling to the crowd winejars, tripods, bookcases and cupboards----the Alcithoe of Paccius, the Thebes or the Tereus of Faustus!

How much better that than to say before a judge "I saw" what you did not see! Leave that
to the Knights of Asia, of Bithynia and Cappadocia----gentry that were imported barefooted from New Gaul!
Trust in eloquence, indeed? Why, no one would give Cicero himself two hundred pence
nowadays unless a huge ring were blazing on his finger. The first thing that a litigant looks
to is, Have you eight slaves and a dozen retainers? Have you a litter to wait on you, and
gowned citizens to walk before you? That is why Paulus used to hire a sardonyx ring; that
is why he earned a higher fee than Gallus or Basilus. When is eloquence ever found
beneath a shabby coat? When does Basilus get the chance of producing in court a
weeping mother? Who would listen to him, however well he spoke? Better go to Gaul or to
Africa, that nursing mother of lawyers, if you would make a living by your tongue!
Stemmata quid Faciunt?
Who is it whom I admonish thus? It is to you, Rubellius Blandus, that I speak. You are
puffed up with the lofty pedigree of the Drusi, as though you had done something to make
you noble, and to be conceived by one glorying in the blood of Iulus, rather than by one
who weaves for hire under the windy rampart. "You others are dirt," you say; "the very
scum of our populace; not one of you can point to his father's birthplace; but I am one of
the Cecropidae!" Long life to you! May you long enjoy the glories of your birth! And yet
among the lowest rabble you will find a Roman, who has eloquence, one who will plead
the cause of the unlettered noble; you must go to the toga-clad herd for a man to untie the
knots and riddles of the law. From them will come the brave young soldier who marches to
the Euphrates, or to the eagles that guard the conquered Batavians, while you are nothing
but a Cecropid, the image of a limbless Hermes! For in no respect but one have you the
advantage over him: his head is of marble, while yours is a living effigy!
Stemmata quid Faciunt?
Very different in days of old were the wailings of our allies and the harm inflicted on
them by losses, when they had been newly conquered and were wealthy still. Their
houses then were all well-stored; they had piles of money, with Spartan mantles and Coan
purples; beside the paintings of Parrhasius, and the statues of Myron, stood the living
ivories of Phidias; everywhere the works of Polyclitus were to be seen; few tables were
without a Mentor. But after that came now a Dolabella, now an Antonius, and now a
sacrilegious Verres, loading big ships with secret spoils, peace-trophies more numerous
than those of war. Nowadays, on capturing a farm, you may rob our allies of a few yoke of
oxen, or a few mares, with the sire of the herd; or of the household gods themselves, if

there be a good statue left, or a single Deity in his little shrine; such are the best and
choicest things to be got now. You despise perchance, and deservedly, the unwarlike
Rhodian and the scented Corinthian: what harm will their resined youths do you, or the
smooth legs of the entire breed? But keep clear of rugged Spain, avoid the land of Gaul
and the Dalmatian shore; spare, too, those harvesters who fill the belly of a city that has
no leisure save for the Circus and the play: what great profit can you reap from outrages
upon Libyans, seeing that Marius has so lately stripped Africa to the skin? Beware above
all things to do no wrong to men who are at once brave and miserable. You may take from
them all the gold and silver that they have; but plundered though they be, they will still
have their arms; they will still have their shields and their swords, their javelins and
helmets.
Stemmata quid Faciunt?
Where can be found, O Catiline, nobler ancestors than thine, or than thine, Cethegus?
Yet you plot a night attack, you prepare to give our houses and temples to the flames as
though you were the sons of trousered Gauls, or sprung from the Senones, daring deeds
that deserved the shirt of torture. But our Consul is awake, and beats back your hosts.
Born at Arpinum, of ignoble blood, a municipal knight new to Rome, he posts helmeted
men at every point to guard the affrighted citizens, and is alert on every hill. Thus within
the walls his toga won for him as much name and honour as Octavius gained by battle in
Leucas ; as much as Octavius won by his blood-dripping sword on the plains of Thessaly ;
but then Rome was yet free when she styled him the Parent and Father of his country!
Another son of Arpinum used to work for hire upon the Volscian hills, toiling behind a
plough not his own; after that, a centurion's knotty staff would be broken over his head if
his pick were slow and sluggish in the trench. Yet it is he who faces the Cimbri, and the
mightiest perils; alone he saves the trembling city. And so when the ravens, who had
never before seen such huge carcasses, flew down upon the slaughtered Cimbri, his highborn colleague is decorated with the second bay.
The Vanity of Human Wishes
In all the lands that stretch from Gades to the Ganges and the Morn, there are but few
who can distinguish true blessings from their opposites, putting aside the mists of error.
For when does Reason direct our desires or our fears? What project do we form so
auspiciously that we do not repent us of our effort and of the granted wish? Whole
households have been destroyed by the compliant Gods in answer to the masters'
prayers; in camp and city alike we ask for things that will be our ruin. Many a man has met

death from the rushing flood of his own eloquence; others from the strength and wondrous
thews in which they have trusted. More still have been ruined by money too carefully
amassed, and by fortunes that surpass all patrimonies by as much as the British whale
exceeds the dolphin. It was for this that in the dire days Nero ordered Longinus and the
great gardens of the over-wealthy Seneca to be put under siege; for this was it that the
noble Palace of the Laterani was beset by an entire cohort; it is but seldom that soldiers
find their way into a garret!
The Terrors of a Guilty Conscience
manufacturers and sellers of poison, and the man who should be cast into the sea
inside an ox's hide, with whom a luckless destiny encloses a harmless ape. What a mere
fraction these of the crimes which Gallicus, the guardian of our city, has to listen to from
dawn to eve! If you would know what mankind is like, that one court-house will suffice;
spend a few days in it, and when you come out, dare to call yourself unfortunate. Who
marvels at a swollen throat in the Alps? or in Meroe at a woman's breast bigger than her
sturdy babe? Who is amazed to see a German with blue eyes and yellow hair, twisting his
greasy curls into a horn? We marvel not, clearly because this one nature is common to
them all. The Pygmy warrior marches forth in his tiny arms to encounter the sudden swoop
and clamorous cloud of Thracian birds; but soon, no match for his foe, he is snatched up
by the savage crane and borne in his crooked talons through the air. If you saw this in our
own country, you would shake with laughter; but in that land, where the whole host is only
one foot high, though like battles are witnessed every day, no one laughs! "What? Is there
to be no punishment for that perjured soul and his impious fraud?" Well, suppose him to
have been hurried off in heavy chains, and slain (what more could anger ask?) at our good
pleasure; yet your loss still remains, your deposit will not be saved; and the smallest drop
of blood from that headless body will bring you hatred along with your consolation. "O! but
vengeance is good, sweeter than life itself." Yes; so say the ignorant, whose passionate
hearts you may see ablaze at the slightest cause, sometimes for no cause at all; any
occasion, indeed, however small it be, suffices for their wrath. But so will not Chrysippus
say, or the gentle Thales, or the old man who dwelt near sweet Hymettus, who would
have given to his accuser no drop of the hemlock-draught which was administered to him
in that cruel bondage. Benign Philosophy, by degrees, strips from us most of our vices,
and all our mistakes; it is she that first teaches us the right. For vengeance is always the
delight of a little, weak, and petty mind; of which you may straightway draw proof from
this----that no one so rejoices in vengeance as a woman.
No Teaching like that of Example

Such were the maxims which those ancients taught the young; but now, when autumn
days are over, the father rouses his sleeping son after midnight with a shout: "Awake, boy,
and take your tablets; scribble away and get up your cases; read through the red-lettered
laws of our forefathers, or send in a petition for a centurion's vine-staff. See that Laelius
notes your uncombed head and hairy nostrils, and admires your broad shoulders; destroy
the huts of the Moors and the forts of the Brigantes, that your sixtieth year may bring you
the eagle that will make you rich. Or if you are too lazy to endure the weary labours of the
camp, if the sound of horn and trumpet melts your soul within you, buy something that you
can sell at half as much again; feel no disgust at a trade that must be banished to the other
side of the Tiber; make no distinction between hides and unguents: the smell of gain is
good whatever the thing from which it comes. Let this maxim be ever on your lips, a saying
worthy of the Gods, and of Jove himself if he turned poet: 'No matter whence the money
comes, but money you must have.'" These are the lessons taught by skinny old nurses to
little boys before they can walk; this is what every girl learns before her ABC!
An Egyptian Atrocity
The Vascones, fame tells us, once prolonged their lives by such food as this; but their
case was different. Unkindly fortune had brought on them the last dire extremity of war, the
famine of a long siege. In a plight like that of the people just named, resorting to such food
deserves our pity, inasmuch as not till they had consumed every herb, every living thing,
and everything else to which the pangs of an empty belly drove them----not till their very
enemies pitied their pale, lean and wasted limbs----did hunger make them tear the limbs of
other men, being ready to feed even upon their own. What man, what God, would withhold
a pardon from bellies which had suffered such dire straits, and which might look to be
forgiven by the Manes of those whose bodies they were devouring? To us, indeed, Zeno
gives better teaching, for he permits some things, though not indeed all things, to be done
for the saving of life; but how could a Cantabrian be a Stoic, and that too in the days of old
Metellus? To-day the whole world has its Greek and its Roman Athens; eloquent Gaul
has trained the pleaders of Britain, and distant Thule talks of hiring a rhetorician. Yet the
people I have named were a noble people; and the people of Zacynthos, their equals in
bravery and honour, their more than equals in calamity, offer a like excuse. But Egypt is
more savage than the Maeotid altar; for if we may hold the poet's tales as true, the
foundress of that accursed Tauric rite does but slay her victims; they have nought further
or more terrible than the knife to fear. But what calamity drove these Egyptians to the
deed? What extremity of hunger, what beleaguering army, compelled them to so

monstrous and infamous a crime? Were the land of Memphis to run dry, could they do
aught else than this to shame the Nile for being loth to rise? No dread Cimbrians or
Britons, no savage Scythians or monstrous Agathyrsians, ever raged so furiously as this
unwarlike and worthless rabble that hoists tiny sails on crockery ships, and plies puny oars
on boats of painted earthenware! No penalty can you devise for such a crime, no fit
punishment for a people in whose minds rage and hunger are like and equal things. When
Nature gave tears to man, she proclaimed that he was tender-hearted; and tenderness is
the best quality in man. She therefore bids us weep for the misery of a friend upon his trial,
or when a ward whose streaming cheeks and girlish locks raise a doubt as to his sex
brings a defrauder into court. It is at Nature's behest that we weep when we meet the bier
of a full-grown maiden, or when the earth closes over a babe too young for the funeral
pyre. For what good man, what man worthy of the mystic torch, and such as the priest of
Ceres would wish him to be, believes that any human woes concern him not? It is this that
separates us from the dumb herd; and it is for this that we alone have had allotted to us a
nature worthy of reverence, capable of divine things, fit to acquire and practise the arts of
life, and that we have drawn from on high that gift of feeling which is lacking to the beasts
that grovel with eyes upon the ground. To them in the beginning of the world our common
maker gave only life; to us he gave souls as well, that fellow-feeling might bid us ask or
proffer aid, gather scattered dwellers into a people, desert the primeval groves and woods
inhabited by our forefathers, build houses for ourselves, with others adjacent to our own,
that a neighbour's threshold from the confidence that comes of union, might give us
peaceful slumbers; shield with arms a fallen citizen, or one staggering from a grievous
wound, give battle signals by a common trumpet, and seek protection inside the same city
walls, and behind gates fastened by a single key.
Extracts from Martial
Martial TO QUINTUS OVIDIUS.
You, Quintus Ovidius, who are about to visit the Caledonian Britons, and the green
Tethys, and father Ocean; will you then resign Numa's hills, and the comfort of Nomentan
retreats? and does the country, and your own fireside, fail to retain you in your old age?
You defer enjoyment, but Atropos does not at the same time lay aside her spindle, and
every passing hour is placed to your account. You show by performing a kindness to a
dear friend (and who would not praise such conduct?) that a sacred regard to your word is
clearer to you than life. But may you at length be restored to your Sabine estate, long to
remain there, and remember yourself among your friends!

Martial ON HIS OWN WRITINGS.
It is not the idle people of the city only that delight in my Muse, nor is it alone to listless
ears that these verses are addressed, but my book is thumbed amid Getic frosts, near
martial standards, by the stern centurion; and even Britain is said to sing my verses. Yet
of what advantage is it to me? My purse benefits nothing by my reputation. What immortal
pages could I not have written and what wars could I not have sung to the Pierian trumpet,
if, when the kind deities gave a second Augustus 2 to the earth, they had likewise given to
you, O Rome, a second Maecenas.
Martial ON LYDIA.
Lydia is as widely developed as the rump of a bronze equestrian statue, as the swift
hoop that resounds with its tinkling rings, as the wheel so often struck from the extended
springboard , as a worn-out shoe drenched by muddy water, as the wide-meshed net that
lies in wait for wandering thrushes, as an awning that does not belly to the wind in
Pompey's theatre, as a bracelet that has slipped from the arm of a consumptive catamite,
as a pillow widowed of its Leuconian stuffing, as the aged breeches of a pauper Briton,
and as the foul throat of a pelican of Ravenna . This woman I am said to have embraced in
a marine fishpond; I don't know; I think I embraced the fishpond itself.
Martial ON CLAUDIA RUFINA.
Although born among the woad-stained Britons, how fully has Claudia Rufina the
intelligence of the Roman people! What beauty is hers! The matrons of Italy might take her
for a Roman; those of Attica for an Athenian. The gods have kindly ordered that she
proves fruitful to her revered husband, and that, while yet young, she may hope for sonsin-law and daughters-in-law! May heaven grant her ever to rejoice in one single husband,
and to exult in being the mother of three children.
Martial TO ROME, IN PRAISE OF TRAJAN.
Rome, goddess of the earth and its people, to whom there is nothing equal, nothing
second, when she was recently computing with joy the long series of years destined for
the life of Trajan, and saw in our great leader so much bravery, youth, and martial ardour,
Rome, I say, glorying in such a ruler, exclaimed: "You princes of the Parthians, you
leaders of the Scythians, you Thracians, Sarmatians, Getae, and Britons, approach, I can
show you a Caesar."
Martial A BASKET.
I, a barbarian basket, came from the painted Britons; but now Rome claims me for her
own.

