Poem I: AP Latin

Catullus
Poem 31: "An Invitation to Verona”
— is a long syllable (by ‘nature or position){(two beats)
* s a short syliable (one beat)
~ is a syllaba anceps which may be either long or short
/ is a foot division
This poem is written in a meter called “hendecasylliabic” (11-syllable) or “Phalacean.”
Here is the rhythm pattern for each line:

N A e Sl o~

Practice the rhythm using "duh” for short syllables and "dum" for long ones. Try to hold
the long syllables twice as long as the short ones. The rhythm sort of resembles the
rhythm in the song, "Hail to the Chief."

* An Invitation to Verona"

Poétae tenerd, med soddlt,

[y

Velim Caecilid, papyre, dicds
Veéranam veniat, Novi relinquéns
Comi moenia Lariumque litus.
Nam quasdam volo cogitationés
amict accipiat sui me‘fqué.
Qudre, s7 sapiet, viam vordbit,

quamvis candida miliés puella
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euntem revocet, maniisque colld
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ambas iniciéns roget mordri.

[y
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(uae nunc, sT mihi véra ndntiantur,

ot
(a8

Illum déperit impotente amére.



Narm qud tempore légit incohdtam 13

Dindym1 dominam, ex ed miseilae 14
ignés interiorem edunt medullam. 15
Ignasco tibi, Sapphicd puella 16
Milsa doctior; est enim venusté 17
Magna Caecilié incohata Mater. 18

I ask you, papyrus page, to tell

the gentle poet, my friend Caecilius,

to come to Verona, leaving the walls

of Novum Comum and the shore of Larius:

for I wish him to receive certain thoughts

of a friend of his and mine.

Wherefore if he is wise he will devour the way with haste
though his fair lady should call him back

a thousand times, and throwing both her arms
round his neck beg him to delay.

She now, if a true tale is brought to me,

dotes on him with passionate love.

For since she read the beginning of his

"Lady of Dindymus," ever since then, poor girl,
the fires have been wasting her inmost marrow.
I can feel the maiden more scholarly

than the Sapphic muse; for Caecilius has indeed
made a lovely beginning to his "Magna Mater."



Horace

. Odes 1.22, "The Pure Life"

Poem 2: AP Latin

—_is a [ong syllable (by nature or position)(two beats)

*

is a short syllable (one beat)

~ is a syllaba anceps which may be either long or short

/ is a foot division
// is acaesura

This poem is written in " Sapphic” meter. Here is the rhythm pattern:
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“Integer Vitae: The Pure Life”

Integer vitae scelerisque pirus
non eget Mauris iaculis neque arci
nec vengnafls gravida sagitiis,

Fusce, pharefra,

sive per Syriis iter aestuosas
sive factrus per inhospitdlem
Caucasum vel quae loca fabuldsus

lambit Hydaspes.
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Namqgue mé silva lupus in Sabing,
dum meam cantd Lalagén et ultrd
terminum ciris vagor expeditis

fdgit inermem,

qudle portentum neque militdris
Daunias 1Gt7s alit aesculétis
nec Iubae tellls generat, lednum

arida niitrix.

Péne me pigris ubi ndlla camprs
arbor aestivd recredtur aurd,

quod latus mundt nebulae malusque

Luppiter urget:

pdne sub currd nimium propingut
s6lis in terrd domibus negatd
dulce ridentem Lalagén amabs,

dulce loguentem.
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Integer Vitae,

No need of Moorish archer's craft

To guard the pure and stainiess liver;
He wants not, Fuscus, poisan'd shaft
To store his guiver,

Whether he traverse Libyan shoais,

Or Caucasus, forlorn and horrent,

Or lands where far Hydaspes rolls

His fabled torrent.

A wolf, while roaming trouble-free

In Sabine wood, as fancy led me,
Unarm'd I sang my Lalage,

Beheld, and fled me,

Dire monster! in her broad vak woods
Fierce Daunia fosters none such other,
Nor Juba's land, of lion broods

The thirsty mother.,

Place me where on the ice-bound plain
No tree is cheer'd by summer breezes,
Where Jove descends in slesty rain

Or sullen freezes;

Place me where naone can live for heat,
‘Neath Phoebus’ very chariot plant me,
That smile so sweet, that volce so sweet,
Shall still enchant me,



The man who is upright in life and free of sin
has no need of Moorish spears or a bow

or a guiver heavy with poisoned

arrows, Fuscus,

whether he's about to embark on a journey
through the hot Syrtes or the barren
Caucasus or the places which the Hydaspes
(famous in story) washes.

For in the Sabine forest, as I'm singing

of Lalage and wandering beyond my boundary
marker {(without a care in the world), a wolf
runs away from me|, although I'm] unarmed,

such a manster as warlike Apulia
doesn't produce in its broad oak forests
and Juba’'s land {dry nurse of lions)
doesn't spawn,

Put me in barren fields where no tree
- is refreshed by a summer breeze,

a corner of the world which clouds and
- bad weather oppresses;

put me beneath the chariot of the
too-close sun, in a land bereft of houses;
" [still] love Lalage, who laughs sweetly
and speaks sweetly.



Poem 3: AP Latin
Vergil
Aeneid, Book VI: Lines 450-471, "Aeneas Greets Dido in the Underworld”

—. is along syllable (by nature or position){two beats)
* is a short syllable {one beat)

~ is a syllaba anceps which may be either long or short
/ is a foot division

This poem is written in dactylic hexameter. Each line has six feet. Each of the first four feet can
be either a dacty! (_**)or aspondee ( __ __). The fifth foot must be a dactyl, and the last
foot can be either a spondee or a trochee ( ___ ~ ). Here is the rhythm pattern:

ok * & ® K * %

.. .Inter guds Phoenissa, recéns & vulnere, Dids
errdbat silv@ in magnd; quam Tréius héras

ut primum i0xtd stetit agnovitque per umbras
obsciiram, qudlem primd qui surgere ménse

aut videt aut vidisse putat per nabila ldnam,
demisit lacrimas dulcique adfatus amére est:
“Infelix Didé, verus mihi nintius ergd

vénerat exstinctam ferréque extréma seclitam?
Faneris heu tibi causa fui? Per sidera iGrd

per superos et sT qua fidés tellire sub ima est,
invitus, réginag, tud dé litore cesst,

Sed mé iussa deum, quae nunc has ire per umbras,



per loca senta sitl cdgunt noctemque profundam,
imperiis &gére suls; nec crédere quivi

hunc tantum tibi mé discessi ferre doldrem.

Siste gradum téque aspecti né subtrahe nostrs.

Quem fugis? Extrémum fatd quod t& adloguor hoc est.
Talibus Aengas ardentem et torva fuentem

ienibat dictis animum lacrimdsque ciebat.

IHa sold fixds oculds dversa tenébat

nec magis inceptd vultum sermone movétur

quam sT ddra silex aut stet Marpésia cautés.

Here Tyrian Dido, too, her wound unhealed,
Roamed through a mighty wood. The Trgian's eyes
Beheld her near him through the murky gloom,

As when, in her young month and crescent pale,
One sees th' o'er-clouded moon, or thinks he sees.
Down dropped his fears, and thus he fondly spoke:
“0 suffering Dido! Were those tidings true

That thou didst fling thee on the fatal steei?

Thy death, ah mel | dealt it. But { swear

By stars above us, by the powers in Heaven,

Or whatsoever cath ye dead believe,

That not by choice | fled thy shores, 0 Queent
Divine decrees compeiled me, even as now
Among these ghosts | pass, and thread my way
Along this gulf of night and loathsome land.

How could | deem my cruel taking leave

Would bring thee af the last to all this woe?

0, stay! Why shun me? Wherefore haste away?
Our last farewelll Our doomt [ speak it now!”
Thus, though she glared with flerce, relentless gaze,
Aaeneas, with fond words and tearful plea,

Would soothe her angry soul. But on the ground
She fixed averted eyes. For all he spoke

Moved her no more than if her frowning brow
Were changeless flint or carved in Parian stone.



