Poem 1: Latin TII

Catullus .
Poem 3, "Upon the Death of Lesbia's Sparrow”

—. is a long syllable (by nature or position) (?w" beats)
* ss a short syllable (one beat)

~ isa syliabie that may be e.:,?her' Icng or shor*‘r
/ is a foot division

This poem is written in a meter called “hendecasyllabic” (11-syliable) or “Phalacean”
Here is the ritythm pattern for each line:

L ";m/_“éa*/__%/ /7 a

Practice the rhythm using *dum” for long and "dah” for short syllables.

"Upon the Death of Lesbia's Sparrow"

LI,

et quaﬁfum est hommum venustigrum!
Passer- nior%us es?*ﬂxeae bueiiae A
passer, deliciae meae puellae,

quem pliis illa oculis suts amébat’; 5
nam mellftus erat, suamque norat
ipsam tam bene quam puella matrem;
nec sesg a gremid jllius movébat,

sed, circumsiliens modo hue mods jlidc,
ad solam dominam yisque pipildbat, 10
QuT nunc it per iter tenebricsum

e, unde negant redife quemquarn.

At vobis male sit, maloe tenebrae

OrcT, quag omnia bella dévordtis:




“On the Death of Lesbid's Sparrow” {continued)

Tam bellum mihi passerem gbstulistis
Vae factum malel Vae miselle passer!
Tu8 nunc operd meae puelioe

flendd turgiduli rubent ocellf

15

On the Death of Lesbia'’s Sparrow

Oh mourn, ye Romeos and Juliets,

And all ye cool young men that hang around;
This sparrow, who lies dead, belongs o her -
This sparrow was my darling girl's delight.
She loved it deeply ~ more than her very ayes,
Because it was so sweet, This sparrow knew
Its mistress like my darting knew her mum.
The sparrow never left my darling’s side,
But, hopping up and down around her Jap,
Would tweet at her ~ 2 comfort in her pain.
Well, now it tweets its way along the road

To Hell, a place which no-one can escape.

So damn you, all ye ghastly shades of Dis
Which eat up all the cool stuff in the world;
You stole from me the coolest ever bird,
What evil have you done to this poor bird?

- Iblame you for the tears, and for the grief,

Because my darling's evesikins are red.

LITERAL TRANSLATION

Mourn, oh Venuses and Cupids

And however much there is of rather charming men:
The sparrow of my girl is dead,

The sparrow, my girl's delight,

Whom she loved more than her OWR very eves -
For it was honey sweet, and knew its very own

As well as a girl knows her mother,

It used not to move itself from her lap,

But hopping around, now here, now there,

Used to chirp constantly to its sole mistress:

Who now goes along that gloomy journey

From which they'do hot say that anyone returns.
But may there be to you badness, evil shades

Of Orcus, which devour everything beautiful;

You have stolen from me such a beautiful sparrow,
Oh evil deed! Oh poor little sparrow] '

Now, by vour doing, the litte swollen eyes

Of my girl grow red from weeping,



Poem 2: Latin ITT

Horace
Ode ITL.2 “In Praise of the Manly Life"

__is a long syllable (by nature or position) (two beats)
___is avery long syllable (three beats)

* is g short syliable (one beat)

~ is a syllable that may be either long or short

/ isa foot division ~

// is an extra peuse {one beat)

This poetn is written in a meter called the “Alcaic Strophe” Here is the rhythm
pattern for each stanza:

~f _/m*’;/_*/ /!
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Practice the fhy*rhm using “dum” for long and “dah" for short syllables.
“In Praise of the Manly Life"

Angustam amicg pauperiem patl
robustus Geri militid puer
condiscat, et Parthos ferocis

Vexet equés metuendus hasta,

Vitamque sub ci'i“v“‘éig'}' trepidis agat 5
in ré"ﬁﬁ"s‘f{:'IHsthJex moenibus hostidis..
matrona bellantis tyranit”

priéspiciens et adulfa virgd




"In Praise of the Manly Life” (continued)

suspiret (Eheu!) ME rudis agminum
sponsus lacessat régius asperum *10
tacty leBnem, quem cruenta

per medias rapit ra caedés.

e, v P -T:
Dulce et decorurwsf pré patria mor
Mors et fugacem persequitur virum,

nec parcit imbellis iuventae 15

o

poplitibus timiddque tergs, , . .

Let the boy toughened by military service
learn how to make bitterest hardship his friend
and as a horseman, with fearfiy] lance,

go to vex the insolent Parthians,

L]

spending his iife in the open, in the heart

of dangerous action. And seeing him, from

the enemy’s walls, let the warring

tyrant’s wife, and her grown-up daughter, sigh:

‘Ah, don’t let the inexperienced lover
provoke the lion that’s dangerous to touch,
whom a desire for blood sends raging
so swifily through the core of destruction.

It’s sweet and fitting to die for one’s country.
Yet death chases after the soldier who runs,
and it won’t spare the cowardly back

or the limbs, of peace-loving young men.. ..




Vergil R Latin ITI; Poem 3
Aeneid TI.270-282,289 " e e

4;:

__isa iong syliceble {(by nature or position) (two baa*rs}
is a short syllable (one beat) ' | : :
~ is a syllable that may be-either Iong or short «
/ is a foot division

X X can be either two short or one fong syllable

*

This poem is written in a meter called “"Dactylic Hexameter." Here is the rhythm pattern. Each
line consists of six feet. The first four feet can be any combination of either dactyis {__ * *)or

spondees { __ __ ). The fifth foot must bea dactyl, and the last foot can be either o spondee or a
trochee { __*).

e A / * K ’[ ¥ o / W / *'k/ ~

Practice the rhythm using "dura” for fong and "dah" for short sytubles.

ey .,
 F T

Vergil's Aeneid: ﬁeneass%ftmbn qf'ﬁigc?gr q *‘ ,

In somnis, ecce, ante ocuios maest}ssxmus Hector o 270
visus adesse mihi, 1argosqug_9ffundere flétis,

raptitus bigis, ut quondam&terque cruentd

pulvere, perque pedés traiectus IGra tument8s.

Ei mihi, qualis erat, quantum mutitus ab illd

Hectore, qui redit exuvias indiitus Achilli, 275
vel Danaum Phrygibs laculatus puppibus ignés,

squilentem barbaxp‘_) et concrétds sanguine crinés

vulneraqu,ei“}i,iia gerens, quae circum plitima miirGs

accepit patrids. Ultrd fléns ipse vidébar

compelidre viru;.ajet maestis exprOmere voce: 280
“0 lux Dardaniae, spés O fidissima Teucrum,

Guae tantae tenufre morae?, . "~

“Heu, fuge, nate deae, téquwis,” att, “ripe flammis.” 289



In my dreams, behold, before my eyes, Hector, most mournful,
seems to be present to me, and to pour out many'tears,
‘snétched i;y the chariot, as formerly, and blackened with gory
dust, the reins having p'icrced through his swoﬂen feet.

Ah, mel Howhe ldokedi How much changed from that 5
Hector, who returned, clothed in the spoils of Achilles, |
or who hurled the Phrygian fire into the ships of the Greeks,
wearing a filthy beard and his hair clotted with blood,

and those many, many wounds, which he received around

his native walls. Moreover, weeping, I myself seemed

to address the hero and to utter these mournful words:

“Oh, light of Troy! Oh, most trusted hope of the Trojans,
What great obstacles have delayed you?. .

“Alas, flee, son of a goddess;” he said, “and snatch yourself from these flames.”




