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PUBLISHERS’ NOTE

This edition of The Satyricon of Petromius Arbiter is
adapted from the excellent idiomatic translation of Mr,
W. C. Firebaugh, originally issued in 1922. All changes or

emendations varying from the original text are solely the
responsibility of the publishers.






Essay on Petronsus *
By
CuArLEs WHIBLEY

THE twin enemies of wit—Prudery and Pedantry—have
for centuries obscured the proper understanding of Petro-
nius. A chance passage in Tacitus, with the superfluous
confusion of a name, long since convinced the scholar that
the Sasiricon was a pamphlet designed for the castigation of
Nero, and, when resemblance was lacking, a twisted in-
genuity caught ghimpses of the dashing Emperor in a com-
mon ruffler, a grizzled poet, in the obscene extravagant
Trimalchio himself. And while the Pedant was busy tor-
turing a masterpiece out of shape, the Prude averted his
eyes in horror lest a spark of brilliant impurity should dazzle
him into blindness. But the fear of the Prude is as ground-
less as the conjecture of the Pedant. The Sasiricon takes
note neither of history nor of morals; it is as remote from
ethics as from familiarity. It bids avaunt both the hungry
persons, whose inappeasable maw is always avid of moral
sustenance, and the sorry scholars, who would leave no jest
without its commentary. Petronius, in brief, speaks only to
the sincere and the well-disposed; he says no word to those
miscreants who would overwhelm wit and gaiety with an
infamous suspicion.

The Satiricon has one restraining motive: entertainment

1Macmillan and Co, London E. P. Dutton & Co,, New York.
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viii ESSAY ON PETRONIUS

within the bounds of art. To other fetters it is as resentful
as the winds or sea. Not even the learned Teuton, who
discovered its controlling subject to be the wrath of Priapus,
was justified of his wit. Ingenious as is the fancy, it still
lays too heavy a chain upon this wayward, irresponsible
Odyssey. No more can be said than that the work of Pe-
tronius is a prose epic, the epic (1f you will) of the beggar-
student. Though we know it only in fragments, we are
confident that its end was as gay a hazard as its beginning:
it opened as its author chose, it closed in obedience to the
same imaginative will. The bland childhood of the world
thrilled at the epic as Homer knew it: the austere nobility
of men who were half gods, and of gods who were wholly
men, delighted the temper of those too simple to take other
than a large view. Even Virgil, with a more conscious art,
captured an audience of worshippers, but with him died the
love of grandiose types and giant machinery. An age which
was curious and introspective demanded an observation which
was more precise, more personal, and Petronius, choosing
prose for his medum, a prose which ‘was lightened by in-
comparable interludes of verse, threw a gossamer bridge
from the old world to the new. Call it what you will—epic
or romance—set over it whatever deity satisfies your whim—
Fortuna or Priapus—the Satsricon is the gayest, the most
Light-hearted invention which ever revolutionised the taste
and the aspiration of an epoch.

Its heroes are beggars all, beggars draggle-tailed and out-
at-elbows. No worse ruffians than the immortal trio—En-
colpios, Ascyltos, and Giton—ever took to the highway.
They knew neither finery nor self-respect; to-morrow’s
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goal was as far from them as a hfe’s ambition. They wan-
dered under the sun, or sought the discreet encouragement
of the stars with that easy conscience which comes of unde-
tected villainy. Home was as strange to them as a change
of linen; they journeyed from inn to inn; and they were
lucky if, after an evening’s debauch, they found their rest-
ing-place, or escaped a brawl and a beatng. When En-
colpios lost himself in the market-place of some nameless
city, he provoked a beldame to laughter with the polite ques-
tion: “Do you know where I have found a lodging for the
night?” And after the memorable feast at the house of
their patron, Trimalchio, fuddled with wine and luxury,
they would have lost their unaccustomed way had not the
cunning Giton blazed the posts which should lead to their
retreat, Oftentimes, too, when they crawled back from some
masterpiece of wickedness, they knew no rest but fisticuffs.
“Are you drunk or runaways?” asked the landlord on a
celebrated occasion, and there followed a frantic duel be-
tween an earthen jar and a wooden candlestick. No trick
of gain, no weapon of offence came amiss to the miscreants;
and thus they robbed and fought through the breadth and
length of Southern Italy. When they had money they sewed
it into the seams of a threadbare tunic, and when they had
none they made not the smallest scruple of theft.

Nowhere did they encounter a luckier adventure than at
the nocturnal market. They had had the ill-luck to lose
their whole fortune in a wood, that fortune which was
stitched 1nto an ancient garment. But, 1n revenge, they had
stolen, these beggar-students, an elegant and valuable man-
tle. No sooner had they entered the forum, under the safe-
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guard of night, than they met a ruffian with their lost tunic
on his back, and, creeping behind the thief, they presently
discovered that their little hoard lurked safe within the
seams. Encolpios, himself red-handed, was for having the
law of the offender; but Ascyltos, who more prudently trem-
bled at the sight of a policeman, gave his vote for strategy.
“Let us buy back the treasure,” said he, “rather than em-
broil ourselves in a troublesome suit.” But unhappily two
small pieces alone were left in the locker, and these were
destined for the purchase of pulse, that hunger might be
deferred another day. So there was naught for it but the
sale of the stolen mantle. Straightway they displayed their
treasure to the admiration of the crowd- but it was instantly
recognised and the ominous shout of “Thieves! thieves!”
was raised. The brazen adventurers flung down their prize,
and avowed themselves willing to take in exchange the bat-
tered tunic. Thereupon a brace of hungry lawyers inter-
vened, urging the sequestration of tunic and mantle, but a
scoundrel who hung about the courts clung to the more splen-
did garment, and our adventurers managed to smuggle the
ragged tunic to their lodging.

Thus they.wander the world up and down, blatant and
unashamed. There is no disaster but falls upon their back;
yet they make light of all things with an imperturbable
serenity, and leap lightly from crime to crime. They ac-
count no dishonour too heavy to be borne; they are flogged
and outraged at every turn; but the chance of a meal orof a
full pocket heartens them at once, and they are quick indeed
to forget an insult. Careless as they are, indifferent as they
profess themselves to the misery of the morrow, ill-luck
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pursues them with a persistent and tireless devotion. When
to escape from a present evil they go on shipboard, it is
not surprising that they find themselves face to face with
Lichas and Tryphzna, the prime authors of their misfortune.
No disguise is effectual against their enemies. They shave
their heads and eyebrows, only to disturb the superstition
of a seasick passenger, who denounces them for the unlawful
act of clipping their hair, when the winds and waves are at
variance. Instantly Lycas recognises them by their voices,
and heaven knows what would have been the embroilment,
had not shipwreck interrupted a thousand threats of suicide,
reconciliation and revenge.

And who are they, these marvellous beggars, whom Pe-
tronjus bade to tramp from Cumz to Naples, and then trans-
ported over sea to the hapless Crotona? Blackguards and
scholars all, First there is Encolpius, upon whose tongue the
narrative is hung, a scoundrel apt for any cheat, for any
effrontery. He is the cleverest and pluckiest of a craven
cew. His villainy is checked by no scruple of conscience or
tradition. His virtue—if he ever knew it—is torn, like his
coat, into ribbons. His life has been passed in many a dis-
honest shift; once he was a gladiator (so says his friend),
but he escaped from the arena, and thereafter murdered his
host, who had shown him naught save kindness. What won-
der is it, then, that he finds himself a fugitive and an outlaw
in a far city of Magna Grecia? What wonder is it that his
chosen companions are the victims of nameless vice and un-
utterable crime? Once, in his sordid career, this pillager of
temples, this breaker of friendly houses, sits and deplores his
fate in an access of genuine remorse. But it is not his wicked-
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ness that irks him: upon that he would smile and smile and
be content. He regrets only that he is deserted by the
exccrable Giton, and presently, buckling his sword at his side,
he rushes into the street intent upon vengeance. No sooner,
however, is he abroad than a soldier confronts him, demand-
ing the name of his legion and his centurion. And the
ready lie that leaps to Encolpius’ lips might have saved him
had he not been shod like a2 Greek. “Do the soldiers wear
shoes in your army?” asks the guardian of the peace, bidding
the ragamuffin lay down his arms. And Encolpius, who
dares as much as any man this side cowardice, sorrowfully
obeys. For even under the happiest circumstances he is a
miracle of poltroonery. When Habinnas, the freedman,
enters Trimalchio’s banqueting hall, Encolpius takes him for
2 prztor, and shudders, in his cups, at the imagined majesty
of law. At sight of the infamous Quartilla he turns colder
than a winter in Gaul, and there is no adventure from which
he emerges without a beating. In fact he is flogged as
soundly and as often as the fool 1n a comedy, nor dare he
ever resent the perpetual dusting of his threadbare jacket.
It was not his to complain. “Ego vapulo tantum?” is doubt-
less his amiable comment upon each fresh outrage, since
there 1s no emergency which he does not fit with a classical
allusion.

For this scoundrel Ascyltos is a fit companion. A run-
away slave, too, he has stained his hands with countless crimes,
and seeks a discreet oblivion in a wandering life. A bully,
as well as a coward, he shares the fears, and the vices, of his
friend; he, too, trembles at the approach of authority; nor
is he ever so happy as when he may sponge a dinner. In
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evil-doing he knows neither scruple nor hesitation so long
as he can pit strategy against force, and when he takes the
road with Encolpius he recks as little of his villainy as of
his rags. These rapscallions, then, with the infamous Giton,
are the real heroes of the Satiricon, and thus the beggar-
students make their first entrance upon the stage of hterature.
They would steal in the morning, that at night they might
prate the more fluently of poetry and eloquence. No mis-
chief makes them unmindful of their erudition. “We are
men of culture,” says Encolpwus with pride, forgetting for
an instant his ragged tunic. They pack their discourse with
quip and quotation, tags from Virgil are ever at their tongue-
tip; and when Encolpius straps the miscreant Giton beneath
his bed, he 1s reminded perforce of Ulysses under the belly
of the Cyclops’ ram. As they loaf in the market-place of
some strange aty, or wander in search of plunder along the
highway, they will join company with the first-comer, if
only he vaunt his learning or profess a pretty taste in poetry.

Thus it is they encountered Agamemnon, the type of the
cunning and voluble rhetorician. At the outset he dazzles
them with a trite harangue upon the decay of forensic elo-
quence, and concludes with a foolish coph of verses in the
Lucilian manner. But if his knowledge is skin-deep, his vil-
lainy reaches his very marrow. In rascality he is a match for
his companions, in subtlety he is easily superior; above all, is
he an adept in the art of dining at the rich man’ table. He
it is, in effect, who brings his ragged companions to the ban-
quet of Trimalchio, and he follows with complete success
the twin trades of toady and of bore. Far more amusing
and even less reputable is Eumolpus, the ancient poet, whom
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Encolpius surprises in a picture gallery. His rags proclaim
him no friend of the rich, but he has a settled confidence in
his own genius, and in season or out he will still recite his
intolerable and interminable verses. Poverty and the weight
of years have neither broken his spirit nor impaired his
gaiety. Not even the fear of death avails to check his
volubility; he composes amud the rattle of the storm, and
no sooner do they take the road after shipwreck than he
begins to declaim his celebrated epic The Civil War. But
no man may live by poetry alone, and at Crotona Eumolpus
discovers a brilliant industry in the deception of the legacy-
hunters. Now, in that remote city both learning and hon-
esty were held in the lightest esteem. For it was peopled
only by the rich who had money to leave, and by the greedy
poor who would prey upon inheritances. By a humorous
fancy none but the childless were permitted to enter the
theatre or to assume a public office. In this realm of comic
opera nobody was more at home than Eumolpus. Posing
for the carcase, he clamorously invited the attentions of the
crows, and for a while the carcase got the better of the bar-
gam. But though his stratagem gave him a welcome taste
of magnificence, misfortune and death overwhelmed him at
last, and none would have been readier to declare his dis-
comfiture the proper fortune of war than this braggart
poetaster.

With such characters, how should the romance satisfy the
sensbility of the Prude? You might as reasonably demand
that Encolpius should masquerade 1n a tie-wig and buckle-
shoes as expect the manners of South Kensington in this dis-
sipated Odyssey. A French critic in an admirable phrase
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once praised the “serene unmorality” of Petronius, and the
most scrupulous can do no more than confess that the author
of the Satiricon did not twist his creatures to suit the standard
of the law. Why should he, when the policeman was their
hourly dread? No, he bade them wander through a dis-
tant colony, rags on their back and a jest on their tongue,
troubled only by the fear of hunger and the gaol. Villon
is of their company: gladly would they have cracked a
quart with him, gladly would they have replied to his verses
with ballades of their own. The heroes of picaresque ro-
mance—Gil Blas and Guzman and Lazarillo—are their
sworn brethren, and so enduring is the type of the beggar-
student that you may meet Encolpius to-day without sur-
prise or misunderstanding.

He haunts the bars of the Strand, or hides him in the
dismal alleys of Gray’s Inn Road. One there was (one of
how many!) who, after a brilliant career at the University,
found the highway his natural home, and forthwith deserted
the groves of learning for the common hedgerow of ad-
venture. The racecourse knew him, and the pavement of
London; blacklegs and touts were his chosen companions;
now and again he would appear among his old associates,
and enjoy a taste of Trimalchio’s banquet, complaining the
while that the money spent on his appetite might have been
better employed in the backing of horses. Though long
since he forgot he was a gentleman, he always remembered
that he was a scholar, and, despite his drunken blackguard-
ism, he still took refuge in Horace from the grime and
squalor of his favourite career. Not long since he was dis-
covered in a cellar, hungry and dishevelled; a tallow candle



xvi ESSAY ON PETRONIUS

crammed into a beer-bottle was his only light; yet so reck-
less was his irresponsibility that he forgot his pinched belly
and his ragged coat, and sat on the stone floor, reciting Virgil
to another of his profession. Thus, if you doubt the essen-
tial truth of Petronius, you may see his grim comedy enacted
every day, and the reflection is forced upon you that En-
colpius will roam the streets so long as poetry keeps her
devotees, and scholarship throws a glamour over idle penury.

Petronius, then, who has been accused of satirising Nero,
says no word of Courts or of the great world. He writes
as though politics were an extinct science, as though he
deemed the earth the ruffler’s proper inheritance, Yet in
revenge, his most brilliant episode is a parody of magnif-
icence. The Banguet of Trimalchio is, to be sure, the re-
verse of the medal, but nowhere in literature has vulgar
display been treated with so gemal a humor. So long as
print and paper can confer immortality, so long Trimalchio
will remain the supreme type of the Beggar on Horseback.
The machinery is admirable: the wooden hen sitting upon
paste eggs, each of which contains a stuffed ortolan; the
Signs of the Zodiac, with their proper dishes; the huge boar,
out of which flies.a flock of birds—these are inventions in
futile extravagance, which correspond completely to the
freedman’s pompous views of luxury. But far better even
than the machinery are the host and hostess. To have drawn
two such characters in an age preoccupied with the abstract
and the impersonal was a triumph of art, and Petronius has
no cause to haggle for his sovereignty.

The very entrance of Trimalchio is a masterpiece: no
sooner are you presented with the sketch of the bald man
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playing tennis and the mob of long-haired boys than you are
convinced of the author’s quick wit and vivid imagination.
Trimalchio’s, indeed, is the heroism of wealth; he would
as soon pick up a ball which had fallen to the ground as use
a silver dish which the clumsiness of a slave has permitted
to touch the dust. No wonder he has a timepiece in his hall,
and a trumpeter to remind him of the flight of time. His
wine is superb. Does not a contemporary label remind the
connoisseur that 1t 1s Opimian Falernian bottled a hundred
years ago? The beggar-students could not have found a
house better suited to their extravagant taste; their greed
renders them easily obsequious; and at the reatal of Trimal-
chio’s grandeur their hungry mouths gape wider and wider.
He owns as much land as a kite can fly over; he buys noth-
ing, since everything is grown at home; he recks neither of
expense nor distance; he sends to Attica that he may im-
prove his bees, and the seeds from which hs mushrooms
are grown were fetched from the Indies. As he cannot
recognise one-tenth of his slaves, so he knows neither the
boundaries nor the names of his vast possessions, and he is
consumed with anger when a slave announces a newly ac-
quired and unadvertised estate.

His arrogance is as boundless as his wealth, and he treats
his guests with a fine mixture of patronage and effrontery.
“Be merry,” says he complacently, “once I was no better
off than you, but by my own industry I am what I am.”
He reserves the place of honour for himself, tells the poor
devils who gorge at his table that, though they are less dis-
tingwshed than yesterday’s party, they are drinking better
wine, and only permuts the conversation to grow friendly
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or casual when it suits his royal fancy. Of wit he has not a
touch, but he lightens the gloom with flashes of boorish
humour, and his table-talk is a perfect epitome of slavish
intelligence. Above all, he delights in verbal puns, and it
is his most brilliant sally to call his carver “Carpe,” that one
word may be both summons and command. The Signs of
the Zodiac provoke him to a profound dissertation, and not
without a sense of fun he declares that under the Archer
are born the cross-eyed scoundrels who stare at the cabbage
and steal the bacon. Of the arts he has but a poor opinion,
confessing that he cares for nothing but acrobats and trum-
peters, and he further avows that, though he did once buy
a company of comedans, he only allowed them to play
Punch and Judy. At the same time he would be patron of
literature, and he brags for his friends’ benefit that he has
two libraries, the one of Greek books, the other of Latin.
He has even studied declamation, and pertinently asks
Agamemnon the subject of the day’s controversy. “A poor
man and a rich were once at enmity,” begins Agamemnon,
whereupon Trimalchio, rising to the very summit of his
colossal impudence, asks: “What is a poor man?” His taste
for poetry has persiiaded him to confuse history and legend.
He places Hanntbal at the siege of Troy, and with the
splendid ignorance of a self-neglected man he confuses
Medea with Cassandra, and never dreams for a moment that
the ruffians, whose momentary admuration he purchases with
a meal, are laughing in their sleeves.

Not content with these experiments, he reates some verses
of his own composition, compares Cicero and Publs 1n a
lucid criticism, and presently, at a most convenient pause,
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discusses which, after literature, are the most difficult profes-
sions. These he pronounces with a pompous security to be
medicine and money-changing—medicine, because the doc-
tor can look inside us, and money-changing, because the pro-
fessor can see bronze through the silver. As the wine goes
round, the monumental arrogance of Trimalchio recerves its
last embellishment. Believing himself almost divine, the
freedman has his will read, and even recites his own epitaph,
wherein he is described as one who never listened to a
philosopher. Happily Habinnas, the maker of tombstones,
is present, and he can take for the thousandth time the last
dying commands of his patron. But the scene of aggrandize-
ment is disturbed by a quarrel which breaks out suddenly
between Trimalchio and his consort, who throws the last
words of abuse in her lord’s face, and receives by way of
guerdon 2 cup flung at her head and the very lees of obloquy.
Finally, Trimalchio devises the supreme pumishment, which
shall be commensurate with her offence. “Habinnas,” he
says, “do not put this woman’s statue upon my tomb.”
And, as though that misery were insufficient, “Take care,”
he adds, “that she be not permitted to kiss my corpse!”
Nor even here shall you find the ciimax of monstrous
stupidity. No sooner is the proper vengeance designed
Fortunata than Trimalchio contrives another masterpiece of
vanity. He rehearses with a perfect realism his own funeral.
Lying in state, he bids the trumpeters blow, and exacts from
his friends a tribute of interested praise., But the trumpeters
blow to such purpose that the watchmen burst into the
house, fearing a fire, and in the confusion the drunken beg-
gars make their escape, to pursue with a gay heart and a
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tempered magnificence their ancient professions of vagabond-
age and thievery.

The portrait of Trimalchio is a triumph of realism. Yet
none the less, 1t is of heroical proportions. Its grandeur and
loftiness are, at least, as remarkable as its pitiless veracity.
Here, in fact, is a new element in literature: truth cast in a
large and epic mould You laugh at the freedman’s ex-
travagance, but your laughter lags behind your admiration,
and you feel that you are confronted by the inverse of
some vast deity. Tortunata, on the other hand, is more inti-
mate and more modern. She is burnt into the page with a
grotesque certainty that suggests an etching by Goya, and
being less heroically designed, she is more personal, more
Living than Trimalchio himself. He is the luck of the house-
hold, she the brain. She counts her money by the bushel,
and nothing escapes her that concerns her lord or his posses-
sions. Qbscure as she is, and 1ll-born, she rules him with a
word, and if she says it is dark at noonday, he lights the
lamp. But his faith puts no check on her loyalty, and no
drop of water moistens her lips until the household is at
peace. She counts the silver, she divides the broken meats
among the slavesy and then, and not till then, will she sit
down to dinner, or believe herself the equal of her husband.
Yet, in her hours of ease, she is not without accomplish-
ments; she will dance the cordax, that marvel of impropriety,
against the whole world, and she has a perfect talent for
scurrtlity. When Habinnas and his horrible wife Scintilla
arrive at Trimalchio’s feast from a funeral, Fortunata is
nowhere to be seen. Forthwith the slaves are bidden to call
her, and four times her name is shouted. She enters in all
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her squalid finery, wiping her hands on the handkerchief
round her neck, her slippers are laced with gold, and corded
buskins show beneath her gown, which is cherry-coloured and
girdled with green. Forthwith she mumbles affectionately
to Scintilla, and the good-humoured ladies brag to each other
of their vulgar finery.

Fortunata, indeed, 1s etched by a master, and at the ban-
quet none of the guests fall far below the quality of their
hosts. In the absence of Trimalchio they exchange the stock
phrases of an impoverished intelligence with a genius of
persistence that cannot be matched outside the Polite Con-
versatron. They send across the table an endless fire of
proverbs and catchwords. They pack their discourse full of
the gags of the tavern, as though they were actors prepar-
ing for the Saturnalia or a Christmas pantomime. They
anticipate Sam Weller with a “better luck next time, as the
yokel said when he lost his speckled pig.” They slip in a
quip or a quirk, alive from the street, at the briefest inter-
ruption of wit. They are magnificent, worthless, obscene;
but they are never dull, and an evening spent in the black-
guard society of these beggar-students passes in a flash of
merriment. You meet them with pleasure, you leave them
with regret, and only when the author of their being tempts
you to curiosity about himself.

For Petronus is as secret as Shakespeare, as impersonal
as Flaubert. If he has crammed his book with the fruits
of a liberal experience, he has resolutely suppressed himself.
Whether or no he be the Petronius of the Annals 1s uncertain
and indifferent. Most assuredly the author of the Satiricon
would have hated the brutality of Tigellinus and despised
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the taste of Nero, that Imperial Amateur. But history is
silent, and conjecture is 2 mule. Wherefore we know him
only as the writer of an imcomparable romance, which has
no other motive than amusement, and no better virtues than
gaiety and lightheartedness. The masterpiece, as we have it
to-day, is but a collection of fragments, but its composition
is not impaired by incompleteness, and there is scarce a frag-
ment which is not perfect in itself. For Petronius had the
true genius of the story-teller: his openings are as direct as
if silhouetted in black upon a white sheet. Before all the
ancients, he had a sense of background; he knew precisely
what space his figures would occupy; and he never permitted
a wanton exaggeration or a purposeless perversion. The
material of his romance was the squalid Iife of his age, by
land and by sea, by day and by night, in the close town and
under the large air of heaven. He was a very prince of
intelligence; he understood as acutely as he observed, and
nothing escaped either mind or eye. His courage, more-
over, was equal to his understanding: he never shrank from
laying violent hands upon truth; he turned life inside out
with a very passion of fearlessness.

‘The first amorig the ancients to cultivate the gift of curious
characterisation, he invented a set of personages, who are
not only types but living men. He handled the sorcery and
superstition of his age with a skill which not even Apuleius
might excel, and for all his levity he knew how to strike
the reader with horror. Moreover, he was an adept at the
Milesian Fable, a haunting form of literature which eludes
the most diligent research; and the Story of the Ephesian
Widow, which even Jeremy Taylor does not disdain to
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quote, is the very model of its kind, and withal the perfec-
tion of ironic humour, Nor does this complete the tale of
his perfections: he was as accomplished a critic as antiquity
can show. His parody of Lucan is a dissertation upon the
art of poetry; the reflections which precede 1t are a miracle
of insight; and what praise need you bestow upon the man
who first discovered in Horace a “curiosa felicitas”?

Who was he? What was he? Whence came he? These
questions must remain for ever without an answer. One
thing only is certain, he was a gentleman, and incomparably
aristocratic. He stood a creator, high above the puppets of
his creation, and in nothing does he show his greatness so
admirably as in the serene aloofness of his temperament.
One Petronius, surnamed Arbster Elegantiarum, broke two
Murrhine vases envied by an Emperor, and when, driven
to suicide, he opened a vein, he stopped the blood, so long
as the converse of his friends was an entertainment., The
author of the Sasyricon was capable of both these actions,
and an age is rich indeed that produced two such heroes.
But no more may be said save that he revealed himself a
classic and the friend of tradition. In the very act to in-
vent 2 new literature, he quoted Virgil and Horace with an
admirable devotion; he wrote a prose so pure and simple
that even the flashes of slang and popular speech wherewith
it is illuminated do not interrupt its high tranquillity, We
may yet discover another fragment of his priceless work:
we are never likely to pierce the mystery of his being. But
we are content to look upon him as a great gentleman, and to
acknowledge that under his auspices we would rather dine
with Trimalchio and his rapscallions than with Lucullus
himself.
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Or the many masterpieces which classical antiquity has
bequeathed to modern times, few have attained, at intervals,
to such popularity; few have so gripped the interest of
scholars and men of letters, as has this scintillating miscel-
lany known as the Safyricon, ascribed by tradition to that
Petronius who, at the court of Nero, acted as arbiter of
elegance and dictator of fashion. The flashing wit, the
masterly touches which bring out the characters with all the
detail of a fine old copper etching; the marvelous use of
realism by this, its first prophet; the sure knowledge of the
perspective and background best adapted to each episode;
the racy style, so smooth, so elegant, so simple when the
educated are speaking, beguile the reader and blind him, at
first, to the many discrepancies and incoherences with which
the text, as we have it, is marred. The more one concen-
trates upon this author, the more apparent these faults be-
come and the more oné regrets the lacunz in the text. Not-
withstanding numerous articles which deal with this work——
some from the pens of the most profound scholars—its
author is still shrouded in the mists of uncertainty and con-
jecture. He is as impersonal as Shakespeare, as aloof as
Flaubert, 1n the opinion of Charles Whibley, and, it may be
added, as genial as Rabelars; an emgmatic genmus whose
secret will never be laid bare with the resources at our pres-
ent command. As I am not writing for scholars, I do not
intend going very deeply into the labyrinth of critical con-

.
xxiv
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troversy which surrounds the author and the work, but 1
shall deal with a few of the questions which, if properly
understood, will enhance the value of the Satyricom, and
contribute, in some degree, to a better understanding of the
author. For the sake of convenience the questions discussed
in this introduction will be arranged in the following
order:—
1. The Saryricon.
2. The Author.
a. His Character.
b. His purpose in Writing.
c. Time in which the Action is placed.
d. Localization of the Principal Episode.
3. Realism.
Influence of the Sazyricon upon the Literature of the
World.
4. The Forgeries.

I

Tue Sarvricon. Heinsius and Scaliger derive the word
from the Greek, whence comes our English word satyr, but
Casaubon, Dacier and Spanheim derive it from the Latin
“satura,”’ a plate filled with different kinds of food, and
they refer to Porphyrion’s “multis et variis rebus hoc carmen
refertum est.”

The text, as we possess it, may be divided into three
divisions. the first and last relate the adventures of En-
colpius and his companions; the second, which is a digression,
describes the Dinner of Trimalchio. That the work was
originally divided into books, we had long known from
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ancient glossaries, and we learn, from the title of the
Traguriensian manuscript, that the fragments therein con-
tained are excerpts from the fifteenth and sixteenth books.
An interpolation of Fulgentius (Paris 7975) attributes to
Book Fourteen the scene related in Chapter 20 of the work
as we have 1t, and the glossary of St. Benedict Floriacenss
cites the passage “sed video te totum in illa hazrere, qua
Troix halosin ostendit” (Chapter 89), as from Book Fifteen.
As there is no reason to suppose that the chapters intervening
between the end of the Cena (Chapter 79) and Chapter 89
are out of place, it follows that this passage may have be-
longed to Book Sixteen, or even Seventeen, but that it could
not have belonged to Book Fifteen. From the interpolation
of Fulgentius we may hazard the opinion that the be-
ginning of the fragments, as we possess them (Chapters 1 to
26), form part of Book Fourteen. The Dinner of Tri-
malchio probably formed a complete book, fifteen, and the
continuation of the adventures of Encolpius down to his
meeting with Eumolpus (end of Chapter 140), Book Six-
teen. The discomfiture of Eumolpus should have closed
this book but not.the entire work, as the exit of the two prin-
cipal characters is not fixed at the time our fragments come
to an end. The original work, then, would probably have
exceeded Tom Jomes in length.

II

THE AUTHOR. 2.—“Not often,” says Studer (Rheinisches
Museum, 1843), “has there been so much dispute about the
author, the times, the character and the purpose of a writ-
ing of antiquity as about the fragments of the Sazyricon of
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Petronius.” The discovery and publication of the Trau
manuscript brought about a literary controversy which has
had few parallels, and which has not entirely died out to
this day, although the best authorities ascribe the work to
Caius Petronius, the Arbiter Elegantiarum at the court of
Nero. “The question as to the date of the narrative of the
adventures of Encolpius and his boon companions must be
regarded as settled,” says Theodor Mommsen (Hermes,
1878); “this narrative is unsurpassed in originality and mas-
tery of treatment among the writings of Roman literature.
Nor does any one doubt the identity of its author and the
Arbiter Elegantiarum of Nero, whose end Tacitus relates.”

b.—His principal object in writing the work was to amuse,
but, in amusing, he also intended to pillory the aristocracy,
and his wit is as keen as the point of a rapier; but, when we
bear in mind the fact that he was an ancient, we will find
that his cynicism is not cruel, in him there is none of the
malignity of Aristophanes; there 1s rather the attitude of
the refined patrician who is always under the necessity of
facing those things which he holds most in contempt, the
supreme artist who suffers from the multitude of bill-
boards, so to speak, who lashes the posters but holds in pity-
ing contempt those who know so little of true art that they
mistake those posters for the genuine article. Niebuhr’s
estimate of his character is so just and free from prejudice,
and proceeds from a mind which, in itself, was so pure and
wholesome, that I will quote it:—

“All great dramatic poets are endowed with the power of
creating beings who seem to act and speak with perfect
independence, so that the poet is nothing more than the re-
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lator of what takes place. When Goethe had conceived
Faust and Marguente, Mephistopheles and Wagner, they
moved and had their being without any exercise of his will.
But in the peculiar power which Petronius exercises, in its
application to every scene, to every individual character, in
everything, noble or mean, which he undertakes, I know
of but one who 1s fully equal to the Roman, and that is
Diderot. Trimalchio and Agamemnon might have spoken
for Petronius, and the nephew Rameau and the parson
Papin for Diderot, in every condition and on every occaston
inexhaustibly, out of their own nature, just so the purest and
noblest souls, whose kind was, after all, not entirely extinct
in their day.

“Diderot and a contemporary, related to him n spirit,
Count Gaspar Gozzi, are marked with the same cynicism
which disfigures the Roman, their age, like his, had become
shameless. But as the two former were 1n their heart noble,
upright, and benevolent men, and as in the writings of
Diderot genuine virtue and a tenderness unknown to his con-
temporaries breathe, so the peculiarity of such a genius can,
as it seems, be gwven to a noble and elevated being only.
The deep contempt for prevailling immorality which nat-
urally leads to cynicism, and a heart which beats for every-
thing great and glorious,—virtues which then had no ex-
istence,—speak from the pages of the Roman in a language
intelligible to every susceptible heart.”

c—Beck, in his paper, “The Age of Petromus Arbiter,”
concluded that the author lived and wrote between the year
6 A.D. and 34 A. D., but he overlooked the possibility that
the author might have lived a few years later, written of
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conditions as they were in his own times, and yet laid the
action of his novel a few years before. Mommsen and
Haley place the time under Augustus, Buecheler, about 36-7
A.D,, and Friedlaender under Nero.

d.—La Porte du Theil places the scene at Naples because
of the fact the city in which our heroes met Agamemnon
must have been of some considerable size because neither
Encolpius nor Ascyltos could find their way back to their
inn, when once they had left it, because both were tired out
from tramping around in search of it and because Giton had
been so impressed with this danger that he took the precau-
tion to mark the pillars with chalk in order that they might
not be lost a second time. The Gulf of Naples is the only
bit of coastline which fits the needs of the novel, hence the
city must be Naples. The fact that neither of the characters
knew the city proves that they had been recent arrivals, and
this furnishes a clue, vague though 1t is, to what may have
gone before.

Haley, Harvard Studies in Classical Philology, Vol. 11,
makes out a very strong case for Puteoli, and his theory of
the old town and the new town 1s as mgenious as it 1s able.
Haley also has Trimalchio 1n his favor, as has also La Porte
du Theil. “I saw the sibyl at Cuma,” says Trimalchio.
Now if the scene of the dinner is actually at Cuma this
sounds very peculiar; it might even be a gloss added by some
copyist whose knowledge was not equal to his industry. On
the other hand, suppose Trimalchio is speaking of something
so commonplace in his locality that the second term has
become a generic, then the difficulty disappears. We to-day,
even though standing upon the very spot in Melos where
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the Venus was unearthed, would still refer to her as the
Venus de Melos. Friedlaender, in bracketing Cumes, has
not taken this sufficiently into consideration. Mommsen, in
an excellent paper (Hermes, 1878), has laid the scene at
Cumz. His logic is almost unanswerable, and the con-
sensus of opinion is in favor of the latter town.

II1

REALISM. Realism, as we are concerned with it, may be
defined as the hterary effect produced by the marshaling of
details 1n their exactitude for the purpose of bringing out
character. The fact that they may be ugly and vulgar, or
the reverse, makes not the shightest difference. ‘The modern
realist contemplates the inammate things which surround
us with peculiar complassance, and 1t is right that he should,
as these things exert upon us a constant and secret influence.,
The workings of the human mind, 1n complex civilizations,
are by no means simple, they are involved and varied. our
thoughts, our feelings, our wills, associate themselves with
an infinite number of sensations and images which play one
upon the other, and which individualize, in some measure,
every action we commut, and stamp it. The merit of our
modern realists lies in the fact that they have studied the
things which surround us and our relations to them, and
thus have they been able to make their creations conform
to human experience. The ancients gave little attention to
this; the man, with them, was the important thing, the
environment the unimportant. There are, of course, ex-
ceptions; the interview between Ulysses and Nausicaa is
probably the most striking. From the standpoint of environ-
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ment, Petronius, in the greater portion of his work, is an
ancient; but one exception there is, and it is as brilliant as it
is important. The entire episode, in which Trimalchio fig-
ures, offers an incredible abundance of details. The descrip-
tions are exhaustive and minute, but the author’s prime pur-
pose was not description, it was to bring out the characters,
it was to pillory the Roman aristocracy, it was to amuse!
Cicero, in his prosecution of Verres, had shown up this
aristocracy in all its brutality and greed; it remained for the
author of the Cena to hold its absurdity up to the light of
day, to lash an extravagance which, though utterly un-
bridled, was yet unable to exhaust the looted accumulations
of years of political double dealing and malfeasance in office.
Trimalchio’s introduction is a masterstroke, the porter at the
door 1s another, the effect of the wine upon the women,
their jealousy lest either’s husband should seem more hiberal,
their appraisal of each other’s jewelry, Scintilla’s remark
anent the finesse of Habinnas® servant in the mere matter of
pandering, the blear-eyed and black-toothed slave, teasing a
little bitch disgustingly fat, offering her pieces of bread and
when, from sheer inability, she refuses to eat, cramming it
down her throat, the effect of the alcohol upon Trimalchio,
the little old lady girded round with a filthy apron, wearing
clogs which were not mates, dragging in a huge dog on a
chain, the incomparable humor in the passage in which
Hesus, desperately seasick, sees that which makes him be-
lieve that even worse misfortunes are in store for him:
these details are masterpieces of realism. The description of
the night-prowling shyster lawyer, whose forehead is
covered with sebaceous wens, is the very acme of propriety;
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our first meeting with the poet Eumolpus is a beautiful
study in background and perspective. Nineteen centuries
have gone their way since this novel was written, but if
we look about us we will be able to recognize, under the
veneer of civilization, the originals of the Sazyricon and we
will find that here, i a little corner of the Roman world,
all humanity was held in miniature. Petronius must be
credited with the great merit of having introduced realism
into the novel. By an inspiration of genius, he saw that the
framework of frivolous and licentious novels could be en-
Iarged until it took in contemporary custom and environ-
ment. It 1s that which assures for him an eminent place, not
in Roman literature alone, but in the literature of the world.

a. INTLUENCE OF THE Salyricom UPON LITERATURE.
The vagrant heroes of Petronius are the originals from
whom, directly or indirectly, later authors drew that inspira-
tion which resulted in the great mass of picaresque fiction;
but, great as this is, it is not to this that the Sazyrscon owes
its powerful influence upon the literature of the world. It
is to the author’s recognition of the importance of environ-
ment, of the vital réle of inanimate surroundings as 2 means
for bringing out character, and imbuing his episodes and the
actions of his characters with an air of reality and with those
impulses and actions which are common to human experience,
that his influence is due. By this, the Roman created a new
style of writing and inaugurated a class of literature which
was without parallel untid the time of Apuleius and, in a
lesser degree, of Lucian. This class of literature, though
modified essentially from age to age in keeping with the
dictates of moral purity or bigotry, innocent or otherwise,
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has come to be the very stuff of which literary success in
fiction is made. One may write a successful book without
a thread of romance; one cannot write a successful romance
without some knowledge of realism; the more intimate the
knowledge, the better the book, and it is frequently to this
that the failure of a novel is due, although the eritic might
be at a loss to explain it. Petronwus lies behind Tristram
Shandy, his influence can be detected in Smollett, and even
Fielding paid tribute to him.

FORGERIES OF PETRONIUS. From the very nature of the
writings of such an author as Petronius, it is evident that the
gaps in the text would have a marked tendency to stimulate
the curiosity of literary forgers and to tempt their sagacity,
literary or otherwise. The recovery of the Trimalchionian
episode, and the subsequent pamphleteering, would by no
means eradicate this “cacoéthes emendand1.”

When, circa 1650, the library of the unfortunate Nicolas
Cippico yielded up the Trau fragment, the news of this
discovery spread far and wide, and about twelve years later
Statileo, in response to the repeated requests of the Venetian
ambassador, Pietro Basadonna, made with his own hand a
copy of the MS., which he sent to Basadonna. The am-
bassador, in turn, permitted this MS. to be printed by one
Frambotti, a printer endowed with more industry than
critical acumen, and the resultant textual conflation had much
to do with the pamphlet war which followed. Had this
Paduan printer followed the expliat directions which he re-
ceived, and printed exactly what was given him, much good
paper might have been saved and a very interesting chapter
in the history of literary forgery would probably never have
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been written. The pamphlet war did not die out until
Bleau, in 1670-71, printed his exact reproduction of the
Trau manuscript and the corrections introduced by that
licentiousness of emendation of which we have spoken,

In October, 1690, Frangois Nodot, a French soldier of
fortune, 2 commissary officer who combined belles lettres
and philosophy with his official duties, wrote to Charpentier,
President of the Academy of France, calling his attention to
a copy of a manuscript which he (Nodot) possessed, and
which came into his hands in the following manner: one Du
Pin, a French officer detailed to service with Austria, had
been present at the sack of Belgrade in 1688. That this
Du Pin had, while there, made the acquaintance of a cer-
tain Greek renegade, having, as a matter of fact, stayed in
the house of this renegade. The Greek’s father, a man of
some learning, had by some means come into possession of
the MS., and Du Pin, in going through some of the books in
the house, had come across it. He had experienced the
utmost difficulty in deciphering the letters, and finally, driven
by curiosity, had retained a copyist and had it copied out.
That this Du Pin.had this copy in his house at Frankfort,
and that he had given Nodot to understand that if he
(Nodot) came to Frankfort, he would be permitted to see
this copy. That owing to the exigencies of military service,
Nodot had been unable to go n person to Frankfort, and
he had therefore availed himself of the friendly in-
terest and services of 2 certain merchant of Frankfort, who
had volunteered to find an amanuensis, have a copy made,
and send it to Nodot This was done, and Nodot concludes
his letter to Charpentier by requesting the latter to lay the
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result before the Academy and ask for their blessing and
approval. These Nodotian Supplements were accepted as
authentic by the Academies of Arles and Nimes, as well as
by Charpentier. In a short time, however, the voices of
scholarly skeptics began to be heard in the land, and accurate
and unbiased criticism laid bare the fraud. The Latinity
was attacked and exception taken to Silver Age prose in
which was found a French police regulation which required
newly arrived travelers to regster their names in the book
of a police officer of an Italian village of the first century.
Although they are still retained in the text by some editors,
this is done to give some measure of continuity to an other-
wise interrupted narrative, but they can only serve to distort
the author and obscure whatever view of him the reader
might otherwise have reached. They are generally printed
between brackets or in different type.

In 1768 another and far abler forger saw the light of
day. José Marchena, a Spaniard of Jewish extraction, was
destined for an ecclesiastical career. He received an excel-
lent education which served to fortify a natural bent toward
languages and historical criticism. In his early youth he
showed a marked preference for uncanonical purswits and
heretical doctrines, and before he had reached his thirtieth
year prudence counseled him to prevent the consequences
of his heresy and avoid the too-pressing Inquisition by a
timely flight into France. He arrived there in time to
throw himself into the fight for liberty, and 1n 1800 we
find him at Basle attached to the staff of General Moreau.
While there he is said to have amused himself and some of
his cronies by writing notes on what Davenport would have
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called “Forbidden Subjects,” and, as a means of publishing
his erotic lucubrations, he constructed this fragment, which
brings in those topics on which he had enlarged. He
translated the fragment into French, attached his notes, and
issued the book. There is another story to the effect that
he had been reprimanded by Moreau for having written a
loose song and that he exculpated himself by assuring the
general that it was but a2 new fragment of Petronius which
he had translated. Two days later he had the fragment
ready to prove his contention. This is the account given
by his Spanish biographer.

In his preface, dedicated to the Army of the Rhine, he
states that he found the fragment in 2 manuscript of the
work of St. Gennaduus on the Duties of Priests, probably of
the eleventh century. A close examination revealed the fact
that 1t was a palimpsest which, after treatment, permitted the
restoration of this fragment. It is supposed to supply the
gap in Chapter 26 after the word “verberabant.”

Its obscenity outrivals that of the preceding text, and the
grammar, style, and curiosa felscitas Petroniana make 1t an
almost perfect imrtation. There is no internal evidence of
forgery. If the text 1s closely scrutinized it will be seen
that it is composed of words and expressions taken from
various parts of the Satyricon, “and that in every line it has
exactly the Petronian turn of phrase.”

“Not only is the original edition unprocurable,” to quote
again from Mr, Gaselee’s invaluable bibliography, “but the
reprint at Soleure (Brussels), 1865, consisted of only 120
copies, and is hard to find. The most accessible place for
English readers is in Bohn’s translation, in which, however,
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only the Latin text is given; and the notes were a2 most im-
portant part of the original work.”

These notes, humorously and perhaps sarcastically ascribed
to Lallemand, Sanctz Theologiz Doctor, “are six in num-
ber (all on various forms of vice); and show great knowl-
edge, classical and sociological, of unsavory subjects. Now
that the book is too rare to do us any harm, we may admit
that the pastiche was not only highly amusing, but showed
a perverse cleverness amounting almost to genius.”

Marchena died at Madrid in great poverty in 1821, A
contemporary has described him as being rather short and
heavy set 1n figure, of great frontal development, and vain
beyond belief. He considered himself invincible where
women were concerned. He had a peculiar predilection in
the choice of animal pets and was an object of fear and
curiosity to the townspeople. His forgery muight have been
completely successful had he not acknowledged 1t himself
within two or three years after the publication of his
brochure, The fragment will remain a permanent tribute
to the excellence of his scholarship, but it is his “Ode to
Christ Crucified” which has made him more generally known,
and it is one of the ironies of fate that caused this deformed
giant of sarcasm to compose a poem of such tender and
touching piety.

Very little is known about Don Joe Antonio Gonzalez de
Salas, whose connecting passages, with the exception of one
which is irrelevant, are here included. The learned editors
of the Spanish encyclopedia naively preface their brief sketch
with the following assertion: “no tenemos noticias de su
vida.” De Salas was born in 1588 and died in 1654. His
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edition of Petronius was first issued in 1629 and re-issued
in 1643 with a copper-plate of the Editor. The Paris edi-
tion, from which he says he supplied certain deficiencies in
the text, is unknown to bibliographs and is supposed to be
fictitious.

To distinguish the spurious passages, as a point of interest,
in the present edition, the forgeries of Nodot are printed
within round brackets, the forgery of Marchena within
square brackets, and the additions of De Salas 1n italics.

W. C. F.
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The Satyricon
of
Petronius Arbiter

Chapter the First

(It has been so long since I promised you the story of
my adventures, that I have decided to make good my
word to-day; and, seeing that we have thus fortunately
met, fot to discuss scientific matters alone, but also to en-
liven our jolly conversation with witty stories. Fabricius
Veiento has already spoken very cleverly on the errors
committed 1n the name of religion, and shown how
priests, animated by an hypocritical mania for prophecy,
boldly expound mysteries which are too often such to them-
selves, But) are our rhetoricians tormented by another
species of Furies when they cry, “I received these wounds
while fighting for the public liberty, I lost this eye i your
defense- give me a guide who will lead me to my children,
my limbs are hamstrung and will not hold me up!”? Even
these heroics could be endured if they made easier the road
to eloquence, but as 1t 1s, their sole gain from this ferment
of matter and empty discord of words is, that when they
step into the Forum, they think they have been carried 1nto
another world. And it 1s my conviction that the schools are
responsible for the gross foolishness of our young men, be-
cause, in them, they see or hear nothing at all of the affairs

41
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of everyday life, but only pirates standing in chains upon
the shore, tyrants scribbling edicts in which sons are ordered
to behead their own fathers; responses from oracles, de-
livered in time of pestilence, ordering the immolation of
three or more virgins; every word a honied drop, every
period sprinkled with poppy-seed and sesame,

Chapter the Second

Tuose who are brought up on such a diet can no
more attain to wisdom than a kitchen scullion can attain
to a keen sense of smell or avoid stinking of the grease.
With your indulgence, I will speak out: you—teachers
—are chiefly responsible for the decay of oratory. With
your well-modulated and empty tones you have so
labored for rhetorical effect that the body of your speech
has lost its vigor and died. Young men did not learn set
speeches in the days when Sophocles and Euripides
were searching for words in which to express themselves.
In the days when Pindar and the nine lyric poets feared to
attempt Homeric verse there was no private tutor to stifle
budding gentus. I need not aite the poets for evidence, for
1 do not find that either Plato or Demosthenes was given to
this kind of exercise. A dignified and, if I may say it, a
chaste style, is neither elaborate nor loaded with ornament;
it rises supreme by its own natural purity. This windy and
high-sounding bombast, a recent immigrant to Athens, from
Asia, touched with its breath the aspiring minds of youth,
with the effect of some pestilential planet, and as soon as the
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tradition of the past was broken, eloquence halted and was
stricken dumb. Since that, who has attained to the sublimity
of Thucydides, who rivaled the fame of Hyperides? Not
a single poem has glowed with a healthy color, but all of
them, as though nourished on the same diet, lacked the
strength to live to old age. Painting also suffered the same
fate when the presumption of the Egyptians “commercial-
ized” that incomparable art. (I was holding forth along
these lines one day, when Agamemnon came up to us and
scanned with a curious eye a person to whom the audience
was listening so closely.)

Chapter the Third

He would not permit me to declaim longer in the
portico than he himself had sweat in the school, but ex-
claimed, “Your sentiments do not reflect the public taste,
young man, and you are a lover of common sense, which
1s still more unusual. For that reason, I will not de-
ceive you as to the secrets of my profession. The teach-
ers who must gibber with lunatics, are by no means to
blame for these exercises. Unless they spoke in accordance
with the dictates of their young pupils, they would, as
Cicero remarks, be left alone in the schools! And, as de-
signing parasites, when they seek invitations to the tables
of the rich, have in mund nothing except what will, in their
opmion, be most acceptable to their audience—for in no
other way can they secure their ends, save by setting snares
for the ears—so it is with the teachers of rhetoric, they might
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be compared with the fisherman, who, unless he baits his
hook with what he knows is most appetizing to the lttle
fish, may wait all day upon some rock, without the hope of

a catch.

Chapter the Fourth

“WHAT, then, is there to do? The parents who are
unwilling to permit their children to undergo a course
of training under strict discipline, are the ones who de-
serve the raproof. In the first place, everything they
possess, including the children, is devoted to ambition.
Then, that their wishes may the more quickly be real-
1zed, they drive these unripe scholars into the forum, and
the profession of eloquence, than which none 1s consid-
ered nobler, devolves upon boys who are still in the act
of being born! 1f, however, they would permit a graded
course of study to be prescribed, in order that studious boys
might ripen their minds by diligent reading, balance their
judgment by precepts of wisdom, correct thewr compositions
with an unsparing pen, hear at length what they ought to
imitate, and be convinced that nothing can be sublime when
it is designed to catch the fancy of boys, then the grand style
of oratory would immedately recover the weight and
splendor of its majesty. Now the boys play in the schools,
the young men are laughed at in the forum, and, a worse
symptom than either, no one, in his old age, will confess
the errors he was taught in his schooldays. But that you
may not imagine that 1 disapprove of a jingle in the Lucilian
manner, I will deliver my opinions in verse,—
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Chapter the Fifeh

“The man who emerges with fame, from the school of stern art,
Whose mind gropes for lofty 1deals, to bring them to light,
Must first, under ngid frugality, study his part,

Nor yearn for the courts of proud princes who frown in their
might:

Nor scheme with the riff-raff, a chient in order to dine,

Nor can he with evil companions his wit drown 1n wine:

Nor sit, as a hireling, applauding an actor’s grimace.

But, whether the fortress of arms-bearing Tritonis smile

Upon him, or land which the Spartan colonials grace,

Or home of the sirens, with poetry let him beguile

The years of young manhood, and at the M:zoman spring

His fortunate soul drink 1ts fill. Then, when later, the lore

Of Socrates’ school he has mastered, the reins let him fling,

And brandish the weapons that mghty Demosthenes bore.

Then, steeped 1n the culture and music of Greece, let his taste

Be ripened and mellowed by all the great writers of Rome.

At first, let hin haunt not the courts; let his pages be graced

By ninging and rhythmic cffusions composed 1n s home:

Next, banquets and wars be his theme, sung n soulstirring chant,

In eloquent words such as undaunted Cicero chose.

Come ! Gird up thy soul! Inspiration will then force a vent

And rush in a flood from a heart that is loved by thc muse!”

Chapter the Sixth

I was listening so attentively to this speech that I did
not notice the flight of Ascyltos, and while I was pacing
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the gardens, engulfed in this flood-tide of rhetoric, 2
large crowd of students came out upon the portico, hav-
ing, it would seem, just listened to an extemporaneous
declamation, of I know not whom, the speaker of which
had taken exceptions to the speech of Agamemnon.
While, therefore, the young men were making fun of the
sentiments of this last speaker, and criticizing the arrange-
ment of the whole speech, I seized the opportunity and went
after Ascyltos, on the run; but, as I nesther held strictly to
the road, nor knew where the inn was located, wherever I
went, I kept coming back to the same place, until worn out
with running, and long since dripping with sweat, I ap-
proached a certain little old woman who sold countrv vege-
tables.

Chapter the Seventh

“Prrasg, mother,” 1 wheedled, “you don’t know where
I lodge, do you?” Delighted with such humorous af-
fability, “What’s the reason I don’t?” she replied, and
getting upon her feet, she commenced to walk ahead
of me. I took her for a prophetess until, when presently
we came to a more obscure quarter, the affable old lady
pushed aside a crazy-quilt and remarked, “Here’s where
you ought to live,” and when I denied that I recog-
mzed the house, I saw more men prowling stealthily be-
tween the rows of name-boards and naked prostitutes. Too
late I realized that I had been led into a brothel. After
cursing the wiles of the old hag, I covered my head and
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commenced to run through the middle of the nighthouse
to the exit opposite, when, lo and behold! whom should I
meet on the very threshold but Ascyltos himself, as tired
as I was, and almost dead; you would have thought that
he had been brought by the selfsame little old hag! I
smiled at that, greeted him cordially, and asked him what
he was doing in such a scandalous place.

Chapter the Eighth

WirinG away the sweat with his hands, he replied,
“If you only knew what I have gone through!” “What
was 1t?” I demanded. “A most respectable looking per-
son came up to me,” he made reply, “while I was wan-
dering all over the town and could not find where I had
left my inn, and very graciously offered to guide me. He
led me through some very dark and crooked alleys, to
this place, and commenced to beg me to comply with his
demands. A prostitute had already vacated her cell for an as,
and he had laid hands upon me, and, but for the fact that
I was the stronger, I would have been compelled to take
my medicine.” (While Ascyltos was telling me of his bad
luck, who should come up again but this same very respect-
able looking person, in company with a woman not at all bad
looking, and, looking at Ascyltos, he requested him to enter
the house, assuring him that there was nothing to fear. . . .
The woman, on her part, urged me very persistently to ac-
company her, so we followed the couple, at last, and were
conducted between the rows of name-boards, where we saw,
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in cells, many persons of each sex amusing themsclves in
such a manner) that it seemed to me that every one of them
must have been drinking satyrion. (On catching sight of us,
they attempted to seduce us with vulgar wantonness, and
one wretch assaulted Ascyltos, and, having thrown him down,
attempted to gore him from above. I succored the sufferer
immediately, however,) and having joined forces, we defied
the troublesome wretch. (Ascyltos ran out of the house
and took to his heels, leaving me as the object of their vile
attacks, but the crowd finding me the stronger in body and
purpose, let me go unharmed.)

Chapter the Ninth

(Arrer having tramped nearly all over the city,) 1
caught sight of Giton, as though through a fog, stand-
ing at the end of the street, (on the very threshold of
the inn,) and I hastened to the same place When I
inquired whether my “brother” had prepared anything
for breakfast, the boy sat down upon the bed and wiped
away the trickhing tears with his thumb. I was greatly
disturbed by such conduct on the part of my “brother,”
and demanded to be told what had happened  After
I had mingled threats and entreaties, he answered slowly
and against his will, “That brother or comrade of
yours rushed into the room a little while ago and com-
menced to attack me by force. When I screamed, he gritted
out—if you’re a Lucretia, you’ve found your Tarqun!”
When I heard this, I shook my fists in Ascyltos® face, “What
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have you to say for yourself,” I snarled, “you rutting pathic
harlot, whose very breath is infected?” Ascyltos pretended
to bristle up and, shaking his fists more boldly still, he
roared “Won’t you keep quiet, you filthy gladiator, you
who escaped from the criminal’s cage in the amphitheater to
which you were condemned (for the murder of your host)?
Won’t you hold your tongue, you nocturnal assassin, who
never entered the lists with a decent woman in your life?
Was I not a ‘brother’ to you in the pleasure-garden, in the
same sense as that 1n which this boy now is in this lodging-
house?” “You sneaked away from the master’s lecture,”
I objected.

Chapter the Tenth

“WraTt should I have done, you triple fool, when I
was dying of hunger? I suppose I should have listened
to opimons as much to the purpose as the tinkle of broken
glass or the interpretation of dreams. By Hercules, you
are much more deserving of censure than I, you who will
flatter a poet so as to get an invitation to dinner!” Then
we laughed ourselves out of a most disgraceful quarrel, and
approached more peaceably whatever remained to be done.
But the remembrance of that injury recurred to my mind
and, “Ascyltos,” I said, “I know we shall not be able to
agree, so let us divide our little packs of common stock and
try to defeat our poverty by our individual efforts. Both
you and I know letters, but that I may not stand in the way
of any undertaking of yours, I will take up some other pro-



50 THE SATYRICON OF

fession Otherwise, a thousand trifles will bring us into
daily collision and furnish cause for gossip through the
whole town.” Ascyltos made no objection to this, but merely
remarked, “As we, in our capacity of scholars, have accepted
an invitation to dmnner, for this date, let us not lose our
night. Since it seems to be the graceful thing to do, I will
look out for another lodging and another ‘brother,’ to-
morrow.” “Deferred pleasures are a long time coming,”
I sighed. It was lust that made this separation so hasty, for
I had, for a long time, wished to be rid of a troublesome
chaperon, so that I could resume my old relations. (Bearing
this affront with difficulty, Ascyltos rushed from the room,
without uttering a word. Such a headlong outburst augured
badly, for I well knew his ungovernable temper and his un-
bridled passion. On this account, I followed him out, de-
sirous of fathoming his designs and of preventing their
consequences, but he hid himself skillfully from my eyes,
and all in vain, I searched for him for a long time.)

Chapter the Eleventh

AFTER having had the whole town under my eyes, 1
returned to the little room and, having embraced the boy
in the closest of embraces which were mine in good faith,
and enjoyed the effect of our happy vows, in which I
might be envied. Nor had all the ceremonies been com-
pleted, when Ascyltos stole stealthily up to the outside
of the door, and, violently wrenching off the bars, burst
in upon me, playing with my “brother.” He filled the
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little room with his laughter and hand-clapping, “What
are you up to now, most sanctimonious ‘brother’?” he
jeered. “What’s going on here?” Nor did he confine him-
self to words, but, pulling the strap off his bag, he began
to lash me very thoroughly, interjecting sarcasms the while,
“This is the way you would share with your comrade, is it!”
(The unexpectedness of the thing compelled me to endure
the blows in silence and to put up with the abuse, so I
smiled at my calamity, and very prudently, too, as other-
wise I should have been put to the necessity of fighting with
a rival. My pretended good humor soothed his anger, and
at last Ascyltos smiled as well. “See here, Encolpius,” he
said, “are you so engrossed with your debaucheries that you
do not realize that our money is gone, and that what we have
left 1s of no value? In the summer, times are bad in the
city. The country 1s luckier, let’s go and visit our friends.”
Necessity compelled the approval of this plan, and the
repression of any sense of injury as well, so, loading Giton
with our packs, we left the aity and hastened to the country-
seat of Lycurgus, 2 Roman knight. Inasmuch as Ascyltos
had formerly served him in the capacity of “brother,” he re-
ceived us royally, and the company there assembled, rendered
our stay still more delightful. In the first place, there was
Tryphzna, a most beautiful woman, who had come in com-
pany with Lycas, the master of a vessel and owner of estates
near the seashore. Although Lycurgus kept a frugal table,
the pleasures we enjoyed in this most enchanting spot cannot
be described in words. Of course you know that Venus
joined us all up, as quickly as possible. The lovely
Tryphzna pleased my taste, and listened willingly to my
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vows, but hardly had I had time to enjoy her when Lycas,
in a towering rage because his preserve had been secretly in-
vaded, demanded that I indemnify him for her. She was
an old flame of his, so he broached the subject of an ex-
change of favors. Burning with desire, he pressed his suit,
but Tryphzna possessed my heart, and 1 said Lycas nay.
By refusal, however, he was only made more ardent, fol-
lowed me everywhere, entered my room at night, and, after
his entreaties had met with contempt, he had recourse to
violence against me, at which 1 yelled so lustily that I
aroused the entire household, and, by the help of Lycurgus,
I was delivered from the troublesome assault and escaped.
At last, perceiving that the house of Lycurgus was not
suitable to the prosecution of his design, he attempted to
persuade me to seek his hospitality, and when his suggestion
was refused, he made use of Tryph=zna’s influence over me.
She besought me to comply with Lycas’ plans, and she did
this all the more readily as by that she hoped to gain more
liberty of action.

With affairs in this posture, I followed my love, but
Lycurgus, who had renewed his old relations with Ascyltos,
would not permit him to leave, so it was decided that he
should remain with Lycurgus, but that we would accompany
Lycas. Nevertheless, we had it understood among ourselves
that whenever the opportumity presented itself, we would
each pilfer whatever we could lay hands upon, for the better-
ment of the common stock. Lycas was highly delighted
with my acceptance of his nvitation and hastened our de-
parture, so, bidding our friends good-bye, we arrived at his
place on the very same day. Lycas had so arranged matters
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that, on the journey, he sat beside me, while Tryphzna was
next to Giton, the reason for this being his knowledge of
the woman’s notorious inconstancy; nor was he deceived, for
she immediately fell in love with the boy, and I easily per-
ceived it. In addition, Lycas took the trouble of calling my
attention to the situation, and laid stress upon the truth of
what we saw. On this account, I received his advances more
graciously, at which he was overjoyed. He was certain that
contempt would be engendered from the inconstancy of my
“sister,” with the result that, being piqued at Tryphzna,
I would all the more freely like him. Now this was the
state of affairs at the house of Lycas, Tryphzna was des-
perately in love with Giton, Giton’s whole soul was aflame
for her, neither of them was pleasing sight to my eyes, and
Liycas, studying to please me, arranged novel entertainments
each day, which Dorts, his lovely wife, seconded to the best
of her ability, and so gracefully that she soon expelled
Tryphzna from my heart. A wink of the eye acquainted
Doris of my passion, a coquettish glance informed me of
the state of her heart, and this silent language anticipating
the office of the tongue, secretly expressed that longing of
our souls which we had both experienced at the same instant.
The jealousy of Lycas, already well-known to me, was the
cause of my silence, but love itself revealed to the wife the
designs which Lycas had upon me. At our first opportunity
of exchanging confidences, she revealed to me what she had
discovered and I candidly confessed, telling her of the cold-
ness with which I had always met his various advances. The
far-sighted woman remarked that it would be necessary
for us to use our wits. It turned out that her advice was
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sound, for I soon found out that complacency to the one
meant possession of the other. Giton, in the meantime, was
recruiting his exhausted strength, and Tryphana turned her
attention to me, but meeting with a repulse, she flounced out
in a rage. The next thing this burning harlot did was to
discover my commerce with both husband and wife. As
for wantonness with me, she flung that aside, as by it she
lost nothing, but she fell upon the secret gratifications of
Doris and made them known to Lycas, who, his jealousy
proving stronger than his lust, took steps to get revenge.
Doris, however, forewarned by Tryphzna’s maid, looked
out for squalls and held aloof from any secret assignations.
When I became aware of all this, I heartily cursed the
perfidy of Tryphzna and the ungrateful soul of Lycas, and
made up my mind to be gone. Fortune favored me, as it
turned out, for a vessel sacred to Isis and laden with prize-
money had, only the day before, run upon the rocks in the
vianity., After holding a consultation with Giton, at which
he gladly gave consent to my plan, as Tryphzna wvisibly
neglected him after having sapped his witality, we hastened
to the seashore early or the following morning, and boarded
the wreck, a thing easy of accomplishment as the watchmen,
who were in the pay of Lycas, knew us well. But they were
so attentive to us that there was no opportunity of stealing
a thing until, having left Giton with them, I craftily slipped
out of sight and sneaked aft where the statue of Isis stood,
and despoiled it of a valuable mantle and a silver sistrum.
From the master’s cabin, I also pilfered other valuable
trifles and, stealthily shiding down a rope, went ashore.
Giton was the only one who saw me and he evaded the
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watchmen and slipped away after me. I showed him the
plunder, when he joined me, and we decided to post with all
speed to Ascyltos, but we did not arrive at the home of
Lycurgus until the following day. In a few words I told
Ascyltos of the robbery, when he jomned us, and of our
unfortunate love-affairs as well. He was for prepossessing
the mind of Lycurgus in our favor, naming the increasing
wantonness of Lycas as the cause of our secret and sudden
change of habitation. When Lycurgus had heard everything,
he swore that he would always be a tower of strength be-
tween us and our enemies. Until Tryphna and Doris were
awake and out, our flight remamned undiscovered, for we
paid them the homage of a daily attendance at the morning
toilette. When our unwonted absence was noted, Lycas
sent out runners to comb the seashore, for he suspected
that we had been to the wreck, but he was still unaware of
the robbery, which was yet unknown because the stern of
the wreck was lying away from the beach, and the master
had not, as yet, gone back aboard. Lycas flew into a towering
rage when our flight was established for certain, and railed
bitterly at Doris, whom he considered as the moving factor
in it. Of the hard words and the beating he gave her 1
will say nothing, for the particulars are not known to me,
but I will affirm that Trypheena, who was the sole cause of
the unpleasantness, persuaded Lycas to hunt for his fugitives
in the house of Lycurgus, which was our most probable
sanctuary. She volunteered to accompany him in person,
so that she could load us with the abuse which we deserved
at her hands. They set out on the following day and ar-
rived at the estate of Lycurgus, but we were not there, for
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he had taken us to 2 neighboring town to attend the feast
of Hercules, which was there being celebrated. As soon as
they found out about this, they hastened to take to the road
and ran right into us in the portico of the temple. At sight
of them, we were greatly put out, and Lycas held forth
violently to Lycurgus, upon the subject of our flight, but he
was met with raised eyebrows and such a scowling forehead
that I plucked up courage and, in a loud voice, passed judg-
ment upon his base attempts and assaults upon me, not in the
house of Lycurgus alone, but even under his own roof;
and as for the meddling Tryph=na, she recerved her just
deserts, for, at great length, I described her moral turpitude
to the crowd, our altercation had caused a mob to collect,
and, to give weight to my argument, I pointed to limber-
hamed Giton, exhausted, as it were, and to myself, reduced
almost to skin and bones by that harlot.

So humiliated were our enemies by the guffaws of the
mob, that in gloomy ill-humor they beat a retreat to plot
revenge. As they perceived that we had prepossessed the
mind of Lycurgus i our favor, they decided to await his
return, at his estate, in-order that they might wean him away
from his misapprehension  As the solemmties did not draw
to a close until late at mght, we could not reach Lycurgus’
country place, so he conducted us to a villa of his, situated
near the half-way pont of the journey, and, leaving us to
sleep there until the next day, he set off for his estate for
the purpose of transacting some business. Upon his arrival,
he found Lycas and Tryphana awaiting him, and they stated
their case so diplomatically that they prevailed upon him to
deliver us into their hands. Lycurgus, cruel by nature and
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incapable of keeping his word, was by this time striving to
hit upon the best method of betraying us, and to that end
he persuaded Lycas to go for help, while he himself re-
turned to the villa and had us put under guard. To the
villa he came, and greeted us with a scowl as black as any
Lycas himself had ever achieved; clenching his fists again and
again, he charged us with having lied about Lycas, and
turning Ascyltos out, he gave orders that we were to be
kept confined to the room in which we had retired to rest.

Nor would he hear a2 word in our defense, from Ascyltos,
but, taking the latter with him, he returned to his estate,
reiterating his orders relative to our confinement, which was
to last until his return.

On the way back Ascyltos vainly essayed to break down
Lycurgus’ determination, but neither prayers nor caresses,
nor even tears could move him. Thereupon my “brother”
conceived the design of freeing us from our chains, and,
antagonized by the stubbornness of Lycurgus, he positively
refused to remain with him, and through this he was 1n a
better position to carry out the plan which he had thought
out. When the entire household was buried in its first sleep,
Ascyltos loaded our little packs upon his back and shipped
out through a breach in the wall, which he had previously
noted, arriving at the villa with the dawn. He gained en-
trance without opposition and found his way to our room,
which the guards had taken the precaution to bar. It was
easy to force an entrance, as the fastening was made of
wood, which same he pried off with a piece of wron. The
fall of the lock roused us, for we were snoring away, in
spite of our unfortunate situation. On account of the long
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vigil, the guard was in such a deep sleep that we alone
were wakened by the crashing fall of the lock, and Ascyltos,
coming in, told us in a few words what he had done for us:
but as far as that goes, not many were necessary. We were
hurriedly dressing, when I was seized with the notion of
killing the guard and stripping the place. This plan I
confided to Ascyltos, who approved of the looting, but
ponted out a more desirable solution without bloodshed:
knowing all the crooks and turns, as he did, he led us to a
store-room which he opened. We gathered up all that was
of value and sallied forth while it was yet early in the
morning. Shunming the public roads, we could not rest
until we believed ourselves safe from pursuit. Ascyltos,
when he had caught his breath, gloatingly exulted of the
pleasure which the looting of a wvilla belonging to Lycurgus,
a superlatively avaricious man, afforded him: he complained,
with justice of his parsimony, affirming that he himself had
received no reward for his knightly services, that he had
been kept at a dry table and on a skimpy ration of food.
(This Lycurgus was so stingy that he denied himself even
the necessities of Life, his immense wealth to the contrary
notwithstanding.)

‘The tortured Tantalus stll stands, to parch in his shifting pool,
And starve, when fruit sways just beyond his grasp-

The image of the muser rich, when his avaricious soul
Robs him of food and drink, in Plenty’s clasp.

(Ascyltos was for going to Naples that same day, but I pro-
tested the imprudence of going to any place where they
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would be on the lookout for us. “Let’s absent ourselves, for
a while, and travel in the country. We were well supplied
with means.” This advice took his fancy and we set out for
a part of the country noted for the beauty of its estates, and
where not a few of our acquaintances were enjoying the
sports of the season. Scarcely had we covered half the dis-
tance, however, before 1t began to pour down rain by the
bucketful, compelling us to run for the nearest village.
Upon entering the mn, we noticed many other wayfarers,
who had put up there to escape the storm. The jam pre-
vented our being watched, and at the same time made it
easter for us to pry about with curious eyes, on the alert for
something to appropriate. Ascyltos, unseen by any one,
picked up off the ground a httle pouch in which he found
some gold pieces. We were overjoyed with this auspicious
beginning, but, fearing that some one would miss the gold,
we stealthily shipped out by the back door. A slave, who
was saddling a horse in the courtyard, suddenly left his
work and went into the house, as if he had forgotten some-
thing, and while he was gone I appropriated a superb mantle
which was tied fast to the saddle, by untying the thongs,
then, utilizing a row of outbuildings for cover, we made off
into the nearest wood When we had reached the depths
of the grove, where we were in safety, we thoroughly dis-
cussed the surest method of secreting our gold, so that we
would neither be accused of robbery nor robbed ourselves,
and we finally decided to sew it into the hem of a ragged
tunic, which I threw over my shoulders, after having turned
the mantle over to Ascyltos for safekeeping; we then made
ready to start for the city via the unfrequented roads. We
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were just about to emerge from the shelter of the wood
when we heard, from somewhere on our left, “They can’t
get away, they came into this wood; let’s spread out and
beat, and they will easily be caught!” On hearing this, we
were thrown into such a terrible fright that Ascyltos and
Giton dashed away atyward, through the underbrush, and
I retreated 1n such a hurry that the precious tumc slipped
off my shoulders without my knowing 1t. At last, completely
fagged out, and unable to take another step, I lay down
under a tree, and there I first became aware of the loss of
the tunic. Chagrin restored my strength and I leaped to my
feet to look for the treasure, and for a long time I beat
around 1n vain. Worn out with work and vexation, I forced
my way into the thickest part of the grove and remamed
there for four mortal hours, but at last, bored to extinction
by the horrible solitude, I sought 2 way out. As I went
ahead, I caught sight of a peasant; then I had need of all
my nerve, and it did not fail me. Marching boldly up to
him, I asked my way to the aty, complaiming that I had
been lost in the wood for several hours. Seeing my condi-
tion, he took pity upon me, for I was covered with mud
and paler than death, and asked me whether I had seen
any one in the place. “Not a soul,” I replied, whereupon
he kindly conducted me to the high road, where he met two
of his companions, who informed him that they had beaten
along every path in the forest without having found any-
thing except a tunic, which they showed him. As may be read-
ily supposed, I did not have the audaaty to claim it though
well aware of its value, and my chagrin became almost in-
supportable as I vented many a groaning curse over my lost
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treasure. The peasants paid no attention to me, and I was
gradually left behind, as my weakness increased my pace
decreased. For this reason, it was late when I reached the
city, and entering the inn, beheld Ascyltos, stretched out,
half dead, upon a cot. Too far gone to utter a single
syllable, I threw myself upon another. Ascyltos became
greatly exated at not seeing the tunic which he had entrusted
to me, demanding it insistently, but I was so weak that my
voice refused its office and I permitted the apathy of my
eyes to answer his demand, then, by and by, regaining my
strength httle by little, I related the whole affair to Ascyltos,
in every detal. He thought that I was joking, and al-
though my testimony was fortified by a copious flood of
tears, it could easily be seen that he remained unconvinced,
behieving that I wanted to cheat him out of the gold. Giton,
who was standing by during all this, was as downcast as
myself, and the suffering of the lad only served to increase
my own vexation, but the thing which bothered me most
of all, was the painstaking search which was being made for
us; I told Ascyltos of this, but he only laughed it off, as
he had so happily extricated himself from the scrape. He
was convinced that, as we were unknown and as no one had
seen us, we were forced to go abroad and sell some of our
plunder.)

Chapter the Twelfeh

TwiLicut was falling as we entered the market-place,
in which we noticed a quantity of things for sale, not any
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of much value, 1t is true, but such as could be disposed of
to the best advantage when the semi-darkness would
serve to hide their doubtful omgin. As we had brought
our stolen mantle, we proceeded to make use of so favor-
able an opportunity, and, in a secluded spot, displayed 2
corner of it, hoping the splendid garment would attract
some purchaser. Nor was it long before a certain peas-
ant, whose face was familiar to my eyes, came up, ac-
companied by a young woman, and began to examine the
garment very closely. Ascyltos, in turn, cast a glance at
the shoulders of our rustic customer, and was instantly
struck dumb with astonishment. Nor could 1 myself look
upon this man without some emotion, for he seemed to be
the 1dentical person who had picked up the ragged tunic in
the lonely wood, and, as a matter of fact, he was! Ascyltos,
afraid to believe the evidence of his own eyes for fear of
doing something rash, approached the man, as a prospective
buyer, took the hem of the tunic from the rustic’s shoul-
ders, and felt it thoroughly.

Chaopter the Thirteenth

On wonderful stroke of Fortune! The peasant had not
yet laid his meddling hands upon the seams, but was
scornfully offering the thing for sale, as though it had
been the leavings of some beggar. When Ascyltos had
assured himself that the hoard was intact, and had
taken note of the social status of the seller, he led me a
little aside from the crowd and said, “Do you know,
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‘brother,” that the treasure about which I was so worked
up has come back to us? That 1s the little tunic, and it
seems that the gold pieces are still untouched. What ought
we to do, and how shall we make good our claim?”
I was overjoyed, not so much at seeing our booty, as I was
for the reason that Fortune had released me from a very
ugly suspicion. I was opposed to doing anything by devious
methods, thinking that should he prove unwilling to restore
to the proper owner an article not his own, it ought to come
to a civil action and a judgment secured.

Chapter the Fourteenth

Nor so Ascyltos, who was afraid of the law, and de-
murred, “Who knows us here? Who will place any cred-
ence in anything we say? It seems to me that 1t would be
better to buy, ours though it is, and we know it, and recover
the treasure at small cost, rather than to engage in a doubtful
lawsuit.”

Of what avail are any laws, where money rules alone,
Where Poverty can never win its cases?

Detractors of the times, who bear the Cynic’s scrip, are known
To often sell the truth, and keep therr faces!

So Justice 1s at public auction bought,
The kmght gives judgment as Gold says he ought.

But, with the exception of a two-as piece with which we had
intended purchasing peas and lupines, there was nothing to
hand; so, for fear our loot should escape us in the interim,
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we resolved to appraise the mantle at less, and, through a
small sacrifice, secure a greater profit. Accordingly, we
spread 1t out, and the young woman of the covered head,
who was standing by the peasant’s side, narrowly inspected
the markings, seized the hem with both hands, and screamed
“Thieves!” at the top of her voice. We were greatly dis-
concerted at this and, for fear that inactivity on our part
should seem to lend color to her charges, we laid hold of
the dirty ragged tunic, in our turn, and shouted with equal
spite, that this was our property which they had in therr
possession; but our cases were by no means on an equality,
and the hucksters who had crowded around us at the uproar,
laughed at our spiteful claim, and very naturally, too, since
one side laid claim to a very valuable mantle, while the
other demanded a rag which was not worth a good patch.

Chapter the Fifteenth

Ascyrros, when he had secured sience, adroitly put a
stop to their laughter by exclaiming, “We can see that each
puts the greater value upon his own property. Let them
return our tunic to us, and take back their mantle!” This
exchange was satisfactory enough to the peasant and the
young woman, but some mght-prowling shyster lawyers,
who wished to get possession of the mantle for therr own
profit, demanded that both articles be deposited with
them, and the judge could look into the case on the mor-
row, for it would appear that the ownership of the
articles was not so much to the point as was the suspicion
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of robbery that attached to both sides. The question of
sequestration arose, and one of the hucksters, I do not
remember which, but he was bald, and his forehead was
covered with sebaceous wens, and he sometimes did odd
jobs for the lawyers, seized the mantle and vowed that
HE would see to it that it was produced at the proper
time and place, but it was easily apparent that he desired
nothing but that the garment should be deposited with
thieves, and vansh; thinking that we would be afraid to
appear as claimants for fear of being charged with crime.
As far as we were concerned, we were as willing as he,
and Fortune aided the cause of each of us, for the peasant,
infuriated at our demand that his rags be shown in public,
threw the tunic in Ascyltos’ face, released us from respon-
sibility, and demanded that the mantle, which was the
only object of litigation, be sequestered. As we thought
we had recovered our treasure, we returned hurriedly
to the inn, and fasteming the door, we had a good
laugh at the shrewdness of the hucksters, and not less so,
at that of our enemies, for by it, they had returned our
money to us. (While we were unstitching the tunic to get
at the gold pieces, we overheard some one quizzing the inn-
keeper as to what kind of people those were, who had
just entered his house. Alarmed at this inquiry, I went
down, when the questioner had gone, to find out what was
the matter, and learned that the prator’s lictor, whose duty
1t was to see that the names of strangers were entered 1n his
rolls, had seen two people come into the inn, whose names
were not yet entered, and that was the reason that he had
made inquiry as to their names and means of support. Mine
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host furnished this information 1n such an offhand manner,
that 1 became suspicious as to our entire safety 1n his house,
so, 1n order to avoid arrest, we decided to go out, and not
to return home until after dark, and we sallied forth, leaving
the management of dinner to Giton. As 1t suited our pur-
pose to avoid the public streets, we strolled through the
more unfrequented parts of the city, and just at dusk we
met two women in stolas, 1n a lonely spot, and they were
by no means homely. Walking softly, we followed them
to a temple which they entered, and from which we could
hear a curious humming, which resembled the sound of
voices issuing from the depths of a cavern. Curosity im-
pelled us also to enter the temple; there we caught sight of
many women, who resembled Bacchantes, each of whom
brandished 1n her right hand a phallic emblem. We were
not permitted to see more, for as their eyes fell upon us,
they raised such a hubbub that the vault of the temple
trembled. They attempted to lay hands upon us, but we
ran back to our inn, as fast as we could go.

Chapter the Sixteenth

WE had just disposed of the supper prepared by Giton,
when there came a timud rapping at the door. We turned
pale. “Who 1s there?” we asked. “Open and you will find
out,” came the answer While we were speaking, the
bar fell down of its own accord, the doors flew open and
admitted our visitor. She was the selfsame young lady
of the covered head who had but a little while before
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stood by the peasant’s side. “So you thought,” said she,
tthat you could make a fool of me, did you? I am Quar-
tilla’s handma:d- Quartilla, whose rites you interrupted
in the shrine. She has come to the inn, in person, and
begs permission to speak with you. Don’t be alarmed!
She neither blames your mistake nor does she demand pun-
ishment, on the contrary, she wonders what god has brought
such well-bred young gentlemen into her neighborhood!”

Chapter the Seventeenth

WEe were still holding our tongues and refraining from
any expression of opinion, when the lady herself entered
the room, attended by a little girl. Seating herself upon
the bed, she wept for a long time. Not even then did
we interject a single word, but waited, all attention, for
what was to follow these well-ordered tears, and this show
of grief. When the diplomatic thunderstorm had passed
over, she withdrew her haughty head from her mantle
and, ringing her hands until the jomnts cracked, “What is
the meaning of such audaaty?” she demanded, “where
did you learn such tricks? They are worthy of putting to
shame the assurance of all the robbers of the past! 1
pity vou, so help me the god of truth, I do; for no one
can look with impunity upon that which it is unlawful
for him to see. In our neighborhood, there are so
many gods, that it is easier to meet one than it is to find
a man! But do not think that I was actuated by any de-
sire for revenge, when 1 came here: 1 am more moved by
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your age than I am by my own injury, for it is my belief
that youthful imprudence led you into committing 2
sacrilegious crime. That very mght, I tossed so violently in
the throes of a dangerous chill, that I was afraid I had
contracted a tertian ague, and 1n my dreams, I prayed for
a medicine. I was ordered to seek you out, and to arrest the
progress of the disease by means of an expedient to be sug-
gested by your wonderful penetration! The cure does not
matter so much, however, for a deeper grief gnaws at my
vitals and drags me down, almost to the very doors of
death ttself. T am afraid that, with the careless impulsive-
ness of youth, you may divuige to the common herd, what
you witnessed in the shrine of Priapus, and reveal the
rites of the gods to the rabble. On thss account, I stretch
out my suppliant hands to your knees, and beg and pray
that you do not make a mockery and a joke of our nocturnal
rites, nor lay bare the secrets of so many years, into which
scarcely a thousand persons are initiated.”

Chapter the Esghteenth

THE tears poured forth agam, after this appeal, and,
shaken by deep sobs, she buried her whole face and breast 1n
my bed, and I, moved by pity and by apprehension, begged
her to be of good cheer and to make herself perfectly easy as
to both of those issues, for not only would we not betray any
secrets to the rabble, but we would also second divine provi-
dence, at any peril to ourselves, if any god had indicated to
her any cure for her tertian ague. The woman cheered up at
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this promise, and smothered me with kisses, from tears she
passed to laughter, and fell to running her fingers through
the long hair that hung down about my ears. “I will declare
a truce with you,” she said, “and withdraw my complaint.
But had you been unwilling to administer the medicine which
I seek, I had a troop n readiness for the morrow, which
would have exacted satisfaction for my injury and repara-
tion for my dignity!

To be flouted 15 disgraceful, but to dictate terms, sublime:
Pleased am I to choose what course I will,

Even sages will retort an insult at the proper time,
Victor most 1s he who does not kill.”

Then she suddenly clapped her hands, and broke into such
a peal of laughter that we were alarmed. The maid, who
had been the first to arrive, did likewnse, on one side of us,
as also did the little girl who had entered with the madame
herself.

Chapter the Nincteenth

THEe whole place was filled with mocking laughter, and we,
who could see no reason for such a change of front, stared
blankly at each other and then at the women. (Then Quar-
tilla spoke up, finally,) “I gave orders that no mortal man
should be admutted into this inn, this day, so that I could re-
ceive the treatment for my ague without interruption!” As-
cyltos was, for the moment, struck dumb by this admission of
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Quartila’s, and I turned colder than a Gallic winter, and
could not utter a word; but the personnel of the company
relieved me from the fear that the worst might yet be to
come, for they were only three young women, too weak to
attempt any violence aganst us, who were of the male sex,
at least, even if we had nothing else of the man about us, and
this was an asset. Then, too, we were girded higher, and 1
had so arranged matters that if it came to a fight, I would
engage Quartilla myself, Ascyltos the maid, and Giton the
girl. (While I was turning over this plan 1n my mind,
Quartilla came to close quarters, to recetve the treatment for
her ague, but having her hopes disappointed, she flounced
out in a rage, and, returning in a little while, she had us
overpowercd by some unknown vagabonds, and gave orders
for us to be carried away to a splendid palace.) Then our
determination gave place to astomishment, and death, sure
and certain, began to obscure the eyes of suffering.

Chapter the Twentieth

“Pray, madame,” I groaned, “4f you have anything worse
m store, bring it on quickly for we have not commuitted a
crime so heinous as to ment death by torture.” The maid,
whose name was Psyche, quickly spread a blanket upon the
floor and sought to secure excitement by caressing me, who
was already a thousand times colder than death. Ascyltos,
well aware by now of the danger of dipping into the secrets
of others, covered his head with his mantle. (In the mean-
time,) the matd took two nbbons from her bosom and bound



PETRONIUS ARBITER 71

our feet with one and our hands with the other. (Finding
myself trussed up in this fashion, I remarked, “You will not
be able to cure your mustress’ ague in this manner!”
“Granted,” the maid replied, “but I have other and surer
remedies at hand,” she brought me a vessel full of satyrion
as she said this, and so cheerfully did she gossip about its vir-
tues that I drank down nearly all of the hiquor, and because
Ascyltos had but a moment before rejected her advances,
she sprinkled the dregs upon his back, without his knowing
it.) When this repartee had drawn to a close, Ascyltos
exclaimed, “Don’t I deserve a drink?” Given away by my
laughter, the maid clapped her hands and cried, “I put one
by you, young man, did you drink so much all by yourself?”
“What’s that you say?”, Quartilla chimed in, “Did En-
colpius drink all the satyrion there was in the house?”, and
she laughed delightfully until her sides shook. Finally
not even Giton himself could resist a smile, especially when
the little girl caught him around the neck and showered
innumerable kisses upon him, and he not at all averse to it.

Chapter the Twenty-firse

We would have cried aloud in our misery but there
was no one to give us any help, and whenever 1 attempted
to shout, “Help! all honest citizens,” Psyche would prick
my cheeks with her hairpin, and the little girl would intimi-
date Ascyltos with a brush dipped in satyrion. Then a
catamite appeared, clad in a myrtle-colored frieze robe,
and girded round with a2 belt. One minute he nearly
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gored us to death with his writhing, and the next, he be-
fouled us so with his stinking kisses that Quartilla, with
her robe tucked up, held up her whalebone wand and
ordered him to give the unhappy wretches quarter. Both
of us then took a most solemn oath that so dread a
secret should perish with us. Several wrestling instructors
appeared and refreshed us, worn out as we were, by 2 massage
with pure o, and when our fatigue had abated, we again
donned our dining clothes and were escorted to the next
roam, in which were placed three couches, and where all
the essentials necessary to a splendid banquet were laid out
in all their richness. We took our places, as requested, and
began with a wonderful first course. We were all but
submerged in Falerman wine. When several other courses
had followed, and we were endeavoring to keep awake
Quartilla exclaimed, “How dare you think of going to sleep
when you know that the vigil of Priapus 1s to be kept?”

Chapter the Twenty-second

Worn out by all his troubles, Ascyltos commenced to nod,
and the maid, whom he had shghted, and of course insulted,
smeared lampblack all over his face, and painted his lips and
shoulders with vermilion, while he drowsed. Completely
exhausted by so many untoward adventures, I, too, was en-
joying the shortest of naps, the whole household, within and
without, was doing the same, some were lying here and there
asleep at our feet, other leaned against the walls, and some
even slept head to head upon the threshold itself: the lamps,
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failing because of a lack of oil; shed a feeble and flickering
light, when two Syrians, bent upon stealing an amphora of
wine, entered the dining-room. While they were greedily
pawing among the silver, they pulled the amphora in two,
upsetting the table with all the silver plate, and a cup,
which had flown pretty high, cut the head of the maid, who
was drowsing upon a couch. She screamed at that, thereby
betraying the thieves and wakening some of the drunkards.
The Syrians, who had come for plunder, seeing that they
were about to be detected, were so quick to throw themselves
down beside a couch and commence to snore as if they had
been asleep for a long time, that you would have thought
they belonged there. The butler had gotten up and poured
oul 1n the flickering lamps by this time, and the boys, hav-
ing rubbed their eyes open, had returned to their duty, when
in came a female cymbal player and the crashing brass
awoke everybody.

Chapter the Twenty-third

Tue banquet began all over again, and Quartilla chal-
lenged us to a drinking-bout, the crash of the cymbals
lending ardor to her revel. A catamite appeared, the stalest
of all mankind, well worthy of that house. Heaving a
sigh, he wrung his hands until the jomnts cracked, and
spouted out the following verses,

“Thither, hither quickly gather, pathic companions boon;
Artfully stretch forth your Iimbs and on with the dance and play!
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Twinkling feet and supple thighs and agile buttocks in tune,
Hands well skilled 1n raising passions, Delian Eunuchs gay!”

When he had finished his poetry, he slobbered a most evil-
smelling kiss upon me, and then, climbing upon my couch,
he proceeded with all lis might and main to embrace me
violently. 1 resisted to the limit of my strength. Gummy
streams poured down his sweating forehead, and there was
so much chalk in the wrinkles of his cheeks that you might
have mustaken his face for a roofless wall, from which the
plaster was crumbling 1n a ram.

Chapter the Twenty-fourth

Driven to the last extremity, I could no longer
keep back the tears, “Madame,” 1 burst out, “is this
the night-cap which you ordered served to me?”
Clapping her hands softly she cried out, “Oh, you
witty rogue, you are a fountain of repartee, but you
never knew before, that 2 catamite was called a (k) night-
cap, now did you?” Then, fearing my companion would
come off better than I, “Madame,” 1 said, “I leave it to
your sense of fairness- 1s Ascyltos to be the only one in this
dining-room who keeps holiday?” “Fair enough,” conceded
Quartilla, “let Ascyltos have his (k) night-cap too!” On
hearing that, the catamite left me, and, having betook him-
self to my comrade, nearly drove him to distraction with his
embraces. Giton was standing between us and splitting his
sides with laughter when Quartilla noticed him, and actuated
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by the liveliest curiosity, she asked whose boy he was, and
upon my answering that he was my “brother,” “Why has
he not kissed me then?” she demanded. Calling him to her,
she pressed a kiss upon his mouth, then putting her arms
around him, she took hold of him, who was as yet so un-
developed. “This,” she remarked, “shall serve me very well
to-morrow, as a whet to my appetite, but to-day I’ll take no
common fare after choice fish!”

Chapter the Twenty-fifth

Sug was still talking when Psyche, who was giggling,
came to her side and whispered something in her
ear, what it was, I did not catch. “By all means”
ejaculated Quartilla, “a brilliant idea! Why shouldn’t
our pretty little Pannychis acquire experience when
the opportunity 1s so favorable?” A little girl, pretty
enough, too, was led in at once; she looked to be not over
seven years of age, and she was the same one who had
before accompanied Quartilla to our room. Amudst universal
applause, and 1n response to the demands of all, they made
ready to perform the nuptial rites. I was completely out of
countenance, and insisted that a boy such as Giton was en-
tirely unfitted for such a part, and moreover, that the child
was not of an age at which she could understand what such
things meant. “Is that so,”” Quartilla scoffed, “is she any
younger than I was, when I first understood these matters?
Juno my patroness curse me if I can remember the time
when I ever was innocent, for I diverted myself even as
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a child: then as the years passed, I played with bigger boys,
until at last I reached my present age” As I feared that
Giton might run greater nsk if I were absent, I got up to
take part 1n the ceremony.

Chapter the Twentysixth

Psvcue had already enveloped the child’s head in
the bridal-vell, the catamite, holding a torch, led the
procession of drunken women which followed, they
were clapping therr hands. Quartilla, spurred on by
the wantonness of the others, seized hold of Giton
and drew him into the room. There was no doubt
of the boy’s perfect willingness to go, nor was the girl at
all alarmed. When they were finally shut in, we seated our-
selves outside the door of the room, and Quartilla applied
a curious eye to a chink, purposely made, watching their
childish playing. She then drew me gently over to her
side that I might share the spectacle with her, and when
we both attempted to peep our faces were pressed agamnst
cach other, whenever she was not engrossed in the per-
formance, she screwed up her lips to meet mine, and pecked
at me continually, with furtive kisses. [A thunderous ham-
mering was heard at the door, while all this was going on,
and every one wondered what this unexpected interruption
could mean, when we saw a soldier, one of the mght-watch,
enter with a drawn sword 1n his hand, and surrounded by a
crowd of young rowdies. He glared about him with savage
eyes and blustering mien, and, catching sight of Quartilla,
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presently, “What’s up now, you shameless woman,” he
bawled, “what do you mean by making game of me with
lying promses. But you won’t get off unpumshed! You
and that lover of yours are going to find out that I’m a
man!” At the soldier’s orders, his companion bound Quar-
tilla and myself together, mouth to mouth, breast to breast,
and not without a great deal of laughter. In the meantime,
the satyrion which I had drunk only a little while before,
spurred every nerve and I began to gore Quartilla im-
petuously, and she reciprocated in the game. The rowdies
laughed themsclves sick, so moved were they by that
ludicrous scene. While this was going on, Pannychis, un-
accustomed at her tender years to the pastime of Venus,
raised an outcry and attracted the attention of the soldier,
by this unexpected howl of consternation, for this slip of
a girl was being attacked. Aroused by what he saw, the
soldier rushed upon them, seizing Pannychis, then Giton,
then both of them together, in a crushing embrace. At this
instant, an old woman, the very same who had tricked me
on that day when I was hunting for our lodging, came to
the aid of Pannychis, as though she had dropped from the
clouds. With loud cries, she rushed into the house, swearing
that a gang of footpads was prowling about the neighborhood
and the people invoked the help of “All honest men,” in
vain, for the members of the night-watch were either asleep,
or intent upon some carouse, as they were nowhere to be
found. Greatly terrified at this, the soldier rushed head-
long from Quartilla’s house. His companions followed
after him, freeing Pannychis from impending danger and
relieving the rest of us from our fear.] (I was so weary
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of Quartilla, that I began to meditate means of escape. I
made my intentions known to Ascyltos, who, as he wished
to rid himself of the importunities of Psyche, was delighted;
had not Giton been shut up in the bridal-chamber, the plan
would have presented no difficulties, but we wished to take
him with us, and out of the way of the viciousness of these
prostitutes We were anxiously engaged in debating this
very point, when Pannychis fell down and dragged Giton
with her. He was not hurt, but the girl gave her head a
slight bump, and raised such a clamor that Quartilla, in a
terrible fright, rushed headlong into the room, giving us
the opportunity of making off. We did not tarry, but flew
back to our inn where,) throwing ourselves upon the bed,
we passed the remainder of the night without fear. (Sally-
ing forth next day, we came upon two of our kidnappers,
one of whom Ascyltos savagely attacked the moment he set
eyes upon him, and, after having thrashed and seriously
wounded him, he ran to my aid against the other. He de-
fended himself so stoutly, however, that he wounded us both,
slightly, and escaped unscathed.) The third day had now
dawned, the date set for the free dinner (at Trimalchio’s,)
but battered as we were, flight seemed more to our taste than
quiet, so (we hastened to our nn and, as our wounds turned
out to be trifling, we dressed them with vinegar and oil,
and went to bed. The ruffian whom we had done for, was
still lying upon the ground and we feared detection) Af-
fairs were at this pass, and we were framing melancholy
excuses with which to evade the coming revel, when a slave
of Agamemnon’s burst in upon our trembling conclave and
said, “Don’t you know with whom your engagement is to-
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day? The exquisite Trimalchio, who keeps a clock and a
liveried bugler in his dining-room, so that he can tell, in-
stantly, how much of his life has run out!” Forgotten all
our troubles at that, we dressed hurriedly and ordered
Giton, who had very willingly performed his servile office,
to follow us to the bath,

Chapter the Twenty-seventh

Havine put on our clothes, in the meantime, we com-
menced to stroll around and soon, the better to amuse our-
selves, approached the circle of nlayers, all of a sudden we
caught sight of a bald-headed old fellow, ngged out in 2
russet-colored tunic, playing ball with some long-haired boys.
It was not so much the boys, who attracted our attention,
although they might well have merited it, as it was the
spectacle afforded by this beslippered paterfamilias playing
with a green ball. If one but touched the ground, he never
stooped for 1t to put it back in play; for a slave stood by with
a bagful from which the players were supplied. We noted
other innovations as well, for two eunuchs were stationed at
opposite sides of the ring, one of whom held a silver pot, the
other counted the balls, not those which bounced back and
forth from hand to hand, in play, but those which fell to the
ground. While we were marveling at this display of refine-
ment, Menelaus rushed up, “He is the one with whom you
will rest upon your elbows,” he panted, “what you see
now, 15 only a prelude to the dinner.” Menelaus had
scarcely ceased speaking when Trimalchio snapped his
fingers; the eunuch, hearing the signal, held the pot for him
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while he still continued playing. After relieving himself
he called for water to wash his hands, barely moistened his
fingers, and dried them upon a boy’s head.

Chapter the Twenty-esghth

To go into details would take too long. We entered the
bath, finally, and after sweating for a minute or two in the
warm room, we passed through 1nto the cold water, but short
as was the trme, Trimalchio had already been sprinkled with
perfume and was being rubbed down, not with linen towels,
however, but with cloths made from the finest wool. Mean-
while, three masseurs were guzzling Falerman under his
eves, and when they spilled a great deal of it in their
brawling, Trimalchio declared they were pouring a libation
to his Gentus. He was then wrapped 1n a coarse scarlet wrap-
rascal, and placed 1n a Litter  Four runners, whose liveries
were decorated with metal plates, preceded him, as also did a
wheel-chair 1n which rode his favorite, a withered, blear-eyed
slave, even more repulsive looking than his master. A sing-
ing boy approached. the head of his Iitter, as he was being
carried along, and played upon small pipes the whole way,
just as 1f he were communicating some secret to his master’s
ear. Marveling greatly, we followed, and met Agamem-
non at the outer door, to the post of which was fastened a
small tablet bearing this inseription:

NO SLAVE TO LEAVE THE PREMISES WITHOUT
PERMISSION FROM THE MASTER. PENALTY
ONE HUNDRED LASHES.
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In the vestibule stood the porter, clad in green and girded
with a cherry-colored belt, shelling peas into a silver dish.
Above the threshold was suspended a golden cage, from
which a black-and-white magpie greeted the visitors.

Chapter the Twenty-ninth

I aLmost fell backwards and broke my legs while staring
at all this, for to the left, as we entered, not far from the
porter’s alcove, an enormous dog upon a chain, was painted
upon the wall, and above him this inscription, in capitals:

BEWARE THE DOG

My companions laughed, but I plucked up my courage and
did not hesitate, but went on and examined the entire wall.
There was a scene 1n a slave market, the tablets hanging
from the slaves’ necks, and Trimalchio himself, wearing his
hair long, holding a caduceus in his hand, entering Rome,
led by the hand of Minerva. Then agan the painstaking
artist had depicted him casting up accounts, and still again,
bemng appointed steward; everything being explained by
inscriptions. Where the walls gave way to the portico,
Mercury was shown lifting him up by the chin, to a tribunal
placed on high. Near by stood Fortune with her horn of
plenty, and the three Fates, spinning golden flax. I also
took note of a group of runners, 1n the portico, taking their
excrcise under the eye of an instructor, and in one corner
was a large cabiret, in which was a very small shrine con-
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taining silver Lares, a2 marble Venus, and 2 golden casket
by no means small, which held, so they told us, the first
shavings of Trimalchio’s beard. 1 asked the hall-porter
what pictures were in the middle hall. “The Ihad and the
Odyssey,” he replied, “and the gladiatorial games given
under Lznas.” There was no time in which to examine

them all.

Chapter the Thirtieth

We had now come to the dining-room, at the entrance to
which sat a factor, recerving accounts, and, what gave me
cause for astomishment, rods and axes were fixed to the door-
posts, superimposed, as 1t were, upon the bronze beak of a
ship, whereon was inscribed-

TO GAIUS POMPEIUS TRIMALCHIO
AUGUSTAL SEVIR FROM CINNAMUS
HIS STEWARD

A double lamp, suspended from the ceiling, hung beneath
the mscription, and a tablet was fixed to each door-post;
one, if my memory serves me, was mnscribed,

ON DECEMBER THIRTIETH AND
THIRTY-FIRST
OUR
GAIUS DINES OUT

the other bore a painting of the moon 1n her phases, and the
seven planets, and the days which were lucky and those
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which were unlucky, distinguished by distinctive studs. We
had had enough of these novelties and started to enter the
dining-room when a slave, detailed to this duty, cried out,
“Right foot first.” Naturally, we were afraid that some
of us might break some rule of conduct and cross the threshold
the wrong way; nevertheless, we started out, stepping off
together with the right foot, when all of a sudden a slave,
who had been stripped, threw himself at our feet, and com-
menced begging us to save him from punishment, as 1t was
no serious offense for which he was in jeopardy; the
steward’s clothing had been stolen from him in the baths,
and the whole value could scarcely amount to ten sesterces.
So we drew back our night feet and intervened with the
steward, who was counting gold pieces in the hall, begging
him to remut the slave’s punishment. Putting a haughty
face on the matter, “It’s not the loss I mind so much,” he
said, “as it is the carelessness of this worthless rascal. He
lost my dinner clothes, given me on my birthday they were,
by a certain client, Tyrian purple too, but it had been washed
once already. But what does it amount to} I make you a
present of the scoundrell”

Chapter the Thirty-firse

WE felt deeply obligated by this great condescension, and
the same slave for whom we had nterceded rushed up to us
as we entered the dining-room, and to our astonishment,
kissed us thick and fast, voicing his thanks for our kindness.
“Youwll know in a minute whom you did a favor for,” he
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confided, “the master’s wine is the thanks of a grateful
butler!” At length we reclined, and slave boys from
Alexandria poured water cooled with snow upon our hands,
while others following, attended to our feet and removed the
hangnails with wonderful dexterity, nor were they silent
even during this disagreeable operation, but they all kept
singing at their work. I was desirous of finding out whether
the whole household could sing, so I ordered a drink; a boy
near at hand instantly repeated my order 1n a singsong voice
fully as shrill,; and whichever one you accosted did the same.
You would not imagine that this was the dining-room of a
private gentleman, but rather, that 1t was an exhibition of
pantomimes. A very nviting relish was brought on, for by
now all the couches were occupied save only that of Trimal-
chio, for whom, after a new custom, the chief place was re-
served. On the tray stood a donkey made of Corinthian
bronze, bearing panniers contaiming olives, white 1n one and
black in the other. Two platters flanked the figure, on the
margins of which were engraved Trimalchio’s name and the
weight of the silver in each. Dormice sprinkled with poppy-
seed and honey were served on little bridges soldered fast
to the platter, and hot sausages on a silver gridiron, under-
neath of which were damson plums and pomegranate seeds.

Chapter the Thirty-second

WE were in the midst of these delicacies when, to the
sound of music, Trimalchio himself was carried in and bol-
stered up n a nest of small cushions, which forced a smicker
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from the less wary. A shaven poll protruded from a scarlet
mantle, and around his neck, already muffled with heavy
clothing, he had tucked a napkin having a broad purple stripe
and a fringe that hung down all around. On the little finger
of his left hand he wore a massive gilt ring, and on the first
joint of the next finger, a smaller one which seemed to me to
be of pure gold, but as a matter of fact it had iron stars
soldered on all around it. And then, for fear all of his finery
would not be displayed, he bared his right arm, adorned with
a golden arm-band and an ivory circlet clasped with a pate of
shining metal.

Chapter the Thirty-third

Picking his teeth with a silver quill, “Friends,” said he,
it was not convenient for me to come into the diming-room,
just yet, but for fear my absence should cause you any incon-
venence, I gave over my own pleasure: permit me, however,
to finish my game.” A slave followed with a terebinth table
and crystal dice, and I noted one piece of luxury that was
superlative, for instead of black-and-white pieces, he used
gold and silver coins. He kept up a continual flow of various
coarse expressions. We were still dallying with the relishes
when a tray was brought in, on which was a basket containing
a wooden hen with her wings rounded and spread out as if
she were brooding. Two slaves instantly approached, and to
the accompaniment of music, commenced to feel around 1n
the straw. They pulled out some pea-hen’s eggs, which they
distributed among the diners. Turning his head, Trimalchio
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saw what was going on. “Friends,” he remarked, “I ordered
pea-hen’s eggs set under the hen, but I’'m afraid they’re
addled, by Hercules, I am- let’s try them anyhow, and sec if
they’re still fit to suck.” We picked up our spoons, each of
which weighed not less than half a pound, and punctured
the shells, which were made of flour and dough, and as a
matter of fact, I very nearly threw mine away for 1t seemed
to me that a chick had formed already, but upon hearing an
old experienced guest vow, “There must be something good
here,” 1 broke open the shell with my hand and discovered
a fine fat fig-pecker, imbedded in a yolk seasoned with

pepper.

Chapter the Thirty-fourth

Havine finished his game, Trimalchio was served with a
helping of everything and was announcing in a loud voice his
willingness to join any one 1n a second cup of honted wine,
when, to a floursh of music, the relishes were suddenly
whisked away by a singing chorus, but a small dish happened
to fall to the floor, in the scurry, and a slave picked 1t up.
Seeing this, Trimalchio ordered that the boy be pumshed by
a box on the ear, and made him throw 1t down again, a jani-
tor followed with his broom and swept the silver dish away
among the litter. Next followed two long-haired Ethio-
pians, carrying small leather bottles, such as are commonly
seen 1n the hands of those who sprinkle sand in the arena, and
poured wine upon our hands, for no one offered us water.
When complimented upon these elegant extras, the host cried
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out, “Mars loves a fair fight; and so I ordered each one a
separate table- that way these stinking slaves won’t make us
so hot with their crowding.” Some glass bottles carefully
scaled with gypsum were brought in at that instant; a label
bearing this inscription was fastened to the neck of each one:

OPIMIAN FALERNIAN
ONE HUNDRED YEARS OLD

While we were studying the labels, Trimalchio clapped his
hands and cried, “Ah me! To think that wine lives longer
than poor Ittle man. Let’s fill ’em up! There’s life in
wine and this is the real Opimian, you can take my word for
that. I offered no such vintage yesterday, though my guests
were far more respectable.” We were tippling away and
extolling all these elegant devices, when a slave brought
in a silver skeleton, so contrived that the joints and movable
vertebrae could be turned in any direction. He threw it
down upon the table a time or two, and its mobile articulation

caused 1t to assume grotesque attitudes, whereupon Trimal-
chio chimed in:

“Poor man 1s nothing 1n the scheme of things
And Orcus grips us and to Hades flings
Our bones! This skeleton before us here
Is as important as we ever were!

Let’s live then while we may and hife 15 dead.”
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Chapter the Thirty-fifth

THE applause was followed by a course which, by its
oddity, drew every eye, but 1t did not come up to our expecta-
tions. There was a arcular tray around which were displayed
the signs of the zodmac, and upon each sign the caterer had
placed the food best in keeping with it Ram’s vetches on
Aries, a piece of beef on Taurus, kidneys and lamb’s fry on
Gemny, a crown on Cancer, the womb of an unfarrowed sow
on Virgo, an African fig on Leo, on Libra a balance, one pan
of which held a tart and the other a cake, 2 small seafish on
Scorpio, a bull’s eye on Sagittarius, a sea lobster on Capri-
cornus, a goose on Aquartus and two mullets on Pisces. In
the middle lay a piece of cut sod upon which rested a honey-
comb with the grass arranged around 1t. An Egyptian slave
passed bread around from a silver oven and, 1n a most dis-
cordant voice twisted out a song 1n the manner of the mime
in the musical farce called Laserpitium.  Seeing that we were
rather depressed at the prospect of busying ourselves with
such vile fare, Trimalchio urged us to fall to. “Let us fall to,
gentlemen, I beg of you, this 1s only the sauce!”

Chapter the Thirty-sixth

WHILE he was speaking, four dancers ran n to the time
of the music, and removed the upper part of the tray,
Beneath, on what seemed to be another tray, we caught sight
of stuffed capons and sows’ bellies, and in the muddle, a hare
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equipped with wings to resemble Pegasus. At the corners of
the tray we also noted four figures of Marsyasand from their
bladders spouted a highly spiced sauce upon fish which were
swimming about as if in a tide-race. All of us echoed the
applause which was started by the servants, and fell to upon
these exqusite delicacies, with a laugh. “Carver,” cried
Trimalchio, no less delighted with the artifice practised upon
us, and the carver appeared immediately. Timing his strokes
to the beat of the music he cut up the meat in such a fashion
as to lead you to think that a gladiator was fighting from a
chariot to the accompaniment of a water-organ. Every now
and then Trimalchio would repeat “Carver, carver,” in a low
voice, until 1 finally came to the conclusion that some joke
was meant 1 repeating a word so frequently, so I did not
scruple to question him who rechined above me. As he had
often experienced byplay of this sort he explained, “You
see that fellow who is carving the meat, don’t you? Well,
his name is Carver. Whenever Trimalchio says Carver,
carve her, by the same word, he both calls and commands!”

Chapter the Thirty-seventh

I couwrp eat no more, so I turned to my whilom informant
to learn as much as I could and sought to draw him out with
far-fetched gossip. I inquired who that woman could be who
was scurrying about hither and yon in such a fashion. “She’s
called Fortunata,” he rephed. “She’s the wife of Tri-
malchio, and she measures her money by the peck. And only
a little while ago, what was she! May your genius pardon
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me, but you would not have been willing to take a crust of
bread from her hand. Now, without rhyme or reason, she’s
in the seventh heaven and 1s Trimalchio’s factotum, so much
so that he would believe her 1f she told him it was dark when
it was broad dayhght! As for him, he don’t know how rich
he is, but this harlot keeps an eye on everything and where
you least expect to find her, you’re sure to run into her.
She’s temperate, sober, full of good advice, and has many
good qualities, but she has a scolding tongue, a very magpie
on a sofa, those she likes, she likes, but those she dislikes,
she dislikes! Trimalchio himself has estates as broad as
the flight of 2 kite 1s long, and piles of money. There’s
more silver plate lying in his steward’s office than other
men have in therr whole fortunes! And as for slaves, damn
me if I believe a tenth of them knows the master by sight.
The truth 1s, that these stand-a-gapes are so much in awe
of him, that any one of them would step into a fresh dung-
hill without ever knowing 1t, at a mere nod from him!

Chapter the Thirty-cighth

“ANp don’t you get the idea that he buys anything; every-
thing 1s produced at home, wool, pitch, pepper, if you asked
for hen’s milk you would get it. Because he wanted his wool
to rival other things in quality, he bought rams at Tarentum
and sent ’em into his flocks. He had bees brought from At-
tica so he could produce Attic honey at home, and, as a side
issue, so he could improve the native bees by crossing with the
Greek. He even wrote to India for mushroom seed one day,
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and he hasn’t a single mule that wasn’t sired by a wild ass.
Do you see all those cushions? Not a single one but what is
stuffed with either purple or scarlet wool! He hasn’t any-
thing to worry about! Look out how you criticize those
other fellow-freedmen-friends of his, they’re all well heeled.
See the fellow reclining at the bottom of the end couch?
He’s worth his 800,000 any day, and he rose from nothing!
Only a short while ago he had to carry faggots on his own
back. I don’t know how true it 1s, but they say that he
snatched off an Incubo’s hat and found a treasure! For
my part, I don’t envy any man anything that was given him
by a god. He still carries the marks of his box on the ear,
and he isn’t wishing himself any bad luck! He posted this
notice, only the other day:

CAIUS POMPONIUS DIOGENES HAS
PURCHASED A HOUSE

THIS GARRET FOR RENT AFTER
THE KALENDS OF JULY.

What do you think of the fellow in the freedman’s place?
He has a good front, too, hasn’t he? And he has a right
to. He saw his fortune multiphied tenfold, but he lost
heavily through speculation at the last. 1 don’t think he
can call his very hair his own, and it 1s no fault of his either,
by Hercules, 1t isn’t. There’s no better fellow anywhere:
his rascally freedmen cheated him out of everything. You
know very well how it is, everybody’s business is nobody’s
business, and once let business affairs start to go wrong, your
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friends will stand from under! Look at the fix he’s in, and
think what a fine trade he had! He used to be an under-
taker. He dined like a king, boars roasted whole 1n their
shaggy hides, bakers® pastries, birds, cooks and bakerst More
wine was spilled under hss table than another has 1n his wine
cellar. His hife was hike a drug-dream, not like an ordinary
mortal’s. When his affairs commenced to go wrong, and
he was afraid his creditors would guess that he was bankrupt,
he advertised an auction and this was his placard:

JULIUS PROCULUS WILL SELL AT
AUCTION HIS SUPERFLUOUS
FURNITURE.?”

Chapter the Thirty-ninth

TrimaLcHIO broke 1n upon this entertaining gossip, for
the course had been removed and the guests, happy with
wine, had started a general conversation lying back upon his
couch, “You ought to make this wine go down pleasantly,”
he said, “the fish must have something to swim in. But I say,
vou didn’t think I°d be satisfied with any such dinner as you
saw on the top of that tray? ‘Is Ulysses no better known?’
Well, well, we shouldn’t forget our culture, even at dinner.
May the bones of my patron rest in peace, he wanted me to
become a2 man among men. No one can show me anything
new, and that little tray has proved it This heaven where
the gods live turns into as many different signs, and some-
times 1into the ram: therefore, whoever 1s born under that
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sign will own many flocks and much wool, a hard head, a
shameless brow, and a sharp horn. A great many school-
teachers and rambunctious butters-in are born under that
sign.” We applauded the wonderful penetration of our as-
trologer and he ran on, “Then the whole heaven turns into a
bull-calf and the kickers and herdsmen, and those who see to
it that their own bellies are full, come into the world. Teams
of horses and oxen are born under the twins, and well-hung
wenches and those who besoil both sides of the wall. I was
born under the crab and therefore stand on many legs and
own much property on land and sea, for the crab is as much
at home in one as he is on the other. For that reason, I
put nothing on that sign for fear of weighing down my own
destiny. Bulldozers and gluttons are born under the lion,
and women and fugitives and chain-gangs are born under the
virgin. Butchers and perfumers are born under the balance,
and all who think that it is their business to straighten things
out. Poisoners and assassins are born under the scorpion.
Cross-eyed people who look at the vegetables and sneak away
with the bacon, are born under the archer. Horny-handed
sons of toil are born under Capricorn. Bartenders and pump-
kin-heads are born under the water-carrier. Caterers and
rhetoricians are born under the fishes: and so the world turns
round, just hke a mill, and something bad always comes
to the top, and men are either being born or else they’re
dying. As to the sod and the honeycomb in the middle, for
I never do anything without a reason, Mother Earth is in
the center, round as an egg, and all that is good is found in
her, just like it is in 2 honeycomb.”



94 THE SATYRICON OF

Chapter the Fortieth

“Bravo!” we yelled, and, with hands uplifted to the ceil-
ing, we swore that such fellows as Hipparchus and Aratus
were not to be compared with him. At length some slaves
came 1n who spread upon the couches some coverlets upon
which were embroidered nets and hunters stalking their game
with boar-spears, and all the paraphernalia of the chase We
knew not what to look for next, until a hideous uproar com-
menced, just outside the dining-room door, and some Spartan
hounds commenced to run around the table all of a sudden.
A tray followed them, upon which was served a wild boar of
immense size, wearing a liberty cap upon 1its head, and from
1ts tusks hung two little baskets of woven palm fiber, one of
which contained Syrian dates, the other, Theban. Around it
hung Iittle suckling pigs made from pastry, sigmfying that
this was a brood-sow with her pigs at suck. It turned out that
these were souvenirs intended to be taken home. When 1t
came to carving the boar, our old friend Carver, who had
carved the capons, did not appear, but in his place, a great
bearded giant, with bands around his legs, and wearing a
short hunting cape in which a design was woven. Drawing
his hunting-knife, he plunged it fiercely into the boar’s side,
and some thrushes flew out of the gash; fowlers, ready
with their rods, caught them 1n a moment, as they fluttered
around the room and Trimalchio ordered one to each guest,
remarking, “Notice what fine acorns this forest-bred boar
fed on,” and as he spoke, some slaves removed the little
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baskets from the tusks and divided the Syrian and Theban
dates equally among the diners,

Chapter the Forty-firse

GETTING 2 moment to myself, in the meantime, I began to
speculate as to why the boar had come with a hiberty cap upon
his head. After exhausting my invention with a thousand
foolish guesses, I made bold to put the riddle which teased
me to my old informant, “Why, sure,” he replied, “even
your slave could explain that; there’s no riddle, everything’s
as plain as day! This boar made his first bow as the last
course of yesterday’s dinner and was dismissed by the guests,
so to-day, he comes back as a freedman!” I damned my
stupidity and refrained from asking any more questions for
fear I might leave the impression that I had never dined
among decent people before. While we were speaking, a
handsome boy, crowned with vine leaves and ivy, passed
grapes around, 1n a Little basket, and impersonated Bacchus-
happy, Bacchus-drunk, and Bacchus-dreaming, reating, n
the meantime, his master’s verses, 1n 2 shrill voice. Trimal-
chio turned to him and said, “Dicnisus, be thou Liber,?
whereupon the boy immediately snatched the cap from the
boar’s head, and put 1t upon his own. At that Trimalchio
added, “You can’t deny that my father’s middle name was
Liber!” We applauded Trimalchio’s conceit heartily, and
kissed the boy as he went around. Trimalchio retired to the
close-stool, after this course, and we, having freedom of ac-
tion with the tyrant away, began to draw the other guests out.
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After calling for a bowl of wine, Dama spoke up, “A day’s
nothing at all: it’s night before you can turn around, so you
can’t do better than to go right to the diming-room from your
bed. It’s been so cold that I can hardly get warm n a bath,
but a hot drink’s as good as an overcoat: I’ve had some long
pegs, and between you and me, I'm a bit groggy, the booze
has gone to my head.”

Chapter the Forty-second

Here Seleucus took up the tale, “I don’t bathe every
day,” he confided, “a bath uses you up like a fuller: water’s
got teeth and your strength wastes away a hittle every day;
but when I’ve downed a pot of mead, I tell the cold to go to
Avernus! I couldn’t bathe to-day anyway, because I was at
a funeral, dandy fellow, he was too, good old Chrysanthus
slipped his wind! Why, only the other day he said ‘Good
morning’ to me, and I almost think I’m talking to him now!
Gawd’s truth, we’re only blown-up bladders strutting around,
we’re less than flies, for they have some good in them, but
we’re only bubbles. And supposing he had not kept to such 2
low diet! Why, not a drop of water or a crumb of bread so
much as passed his lips for five days, and yet he joined the
majonity! Too many doctors did away with him, or rather,
his time had come, for a doctor’s not good for anything ex-
cept for a consolation to your mind! He was well carried
out, anyhow, 1n the very bed he slept 1n during his Lifetime,
And he was covered with a splendid pall. the mourning was
tastefully managed, he had freed some slaves, even though
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his wife was sparing with her tears: and what if he hadn’t
treated her so welll But when you come to women, women
all belong to the kite species: no one ought to waste a good
turn upon one of them, it’s just like throwing 1t down a
welll An old love’s like a cancer!”

Chapter the Forty-third

HE was becoming very tiresome, and Phileros cried out,
“Let’s think about the living! He has what was coming to
him, he lived respectably, and respectably he died. What’s
he got to kick about! He made his pile from an as, and
would pick a quadrans out of a dunghill with his teeth, any
old time. And he grew richer and richer, of course: just like
a honeycomb. I expect that he left all of a hundred thou-
sand, by Hercules, I do! All 1n cold cash, too, but I’ve
eaten dog’s tongue and must speak the truth* he was foul-
mouthed, had a ready tongue, he was a trouble maker and
no man. Now his brother was a good fellow, a friend to
his friend, free-handed, and he kept a liberal table. He
picked a loser at the start, but his first vintage set him upon
his legs, for he sold his wine at the figure he demanded,
and what made him hold his head higher still, he came into
a legacy from which he stole more than had been left to
him. Then that fool friend of yours, n a fit of anger at
his brother, willed his property away to some bastard or
other, who he was, I don’t know, but when a man runs
away from his own kin, he has a long way to go! And
what’s more, he had some slaves who were ear-specialists at
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the keyhole, and they did him a lot of harm, for a man
won’t prosper when he believes, on the spot, every tale
that he hears, a man in business, especially  Still, he had a
good time as long as he lived for happy’s the fellow who
gets the gift, not the one 1t was meant for. He sure was
fortune’s son! Lead turned to gold in his hands. It’s easy
enough when everything squares up and runs on schedule.
How old would you think he was? Seventy and over, but
he was as tough as horn, carried his age well, and was as
black as a crow I knew the fellow for years and years,
and he was a lecher to the very last I don’t believe that
even the dog in his house escaped his attentions, by Hercules,
I don’t; and what a lover he was! Saw a virgin in every one
he met! Not that I blame him though, for it’s all he could
take with him.”

Chapter the Forty-fourth

PuiLeros had his say and Ganymede exclaimed, “You
gabble away about things that don’t concern heaven or earth:
and none of you cares how the price of grain pinches. I
couldn’t even get a mouthful of bread to-day, by Hercules, I
couldn’t, how the drought does hang on! We’ve had famne
for a year. If the damned Zdiles would only get what’s
coming to them, they graft with the bakers and other such
scoundrels! That’s the way 1t always 1s, the poor devils are
out of luck, but the jaws of the capitalists are always keeping
the saturnalia. If only we had such lion-hearted sports as we
had when I first came from Asia! That was the Iife! If the
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flour was not the very best, they would beat up those belly-
robbing grafters till they looked like Jupiter had been at
them. How well I remember Safinius, he lived near the old
arch, when I wasa boy. For a man, he was one hot proposi-
tion! Wherever he went, the ground smoked! But he was
square, dependable, a friend to a friend, you could safely
play mora with him, 1n the dark. But how he did peel them
in the town hall: he spoke no parables, not he! He did every-
thing straight from the shoulder and his voice roared like a
trumpet, in the forum. He never sweat nor spat. I don’t
know, but I think he had a strain of the Astatic in him. And
how cvil and friendly-like he was, in returning every one’s
greeting, called us all by name, just Iike he was one of us]
And so provistons wete cheap as dirt, in those days. The
loaf you got for an as, you couldn’t eat, not even if some
one helped you, but you see them no bigger than a bull’s
eye now, and the hell of it is that things are getting worse
every day, this colony grows backwards like a calf’s taill
Why do we have to put up with an ZAdile here, who’s not
worth three Caunian figs and who thinks more of an as than
of our lives® He has a good time at home, and his daly
income’s more than another man’s fortune. 1 happen to
know where he got a thousand gold pieces. If we had any
guts, he’d not be so damned well pleased with himself!
Nowadays, men are lions at home and foxes abroad. What
gets me is, that I’ve already eaten my old clothes, and if
this high cost of living keeps on, I’Il have to sell my cot-
tages! What’s going to happen to this town, if neither gods
nor men take pity on it? May I never have any luck if 1
don’t believe all this comes from the gods! For no one
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believes that heaven is heaven, no one keeps a fast, no one
cares 2 hang about Jupiter: they all shut their eyes and count
up their own profits. In the old days, the married women,
in their stolas, climbed the hill in their bare feet, pure in
heart, and with their hair unbound, and prayed to Jupiter
for rain! And it would pour down in bucketfuls then or
never, and they’d all come home, wet as drowned rats. But
the gods all have the gout, now, because we are not re-
ligious; and so our fields are burning up!'”

Chapter the Forty-fifeth

“Don’t be so down 1n the mouth,” chimed 1n Echion, the
ragman, “if it wasn’t that it’d be something else, as the
farmer said, when he lost his spotted pig. If a thing don’
happen to-day, 1t may to-morrow. That’s the way life jogs
along. You couldn’ name a better country, by Hercules,
you couldn’t, if only the men had any bramns. She’s 1n hot
water right now, but she ain’t the only one. We oughtn’t to
be so particular, heaven’s as far away everywhere else. If you
were somewhere else, you’d swear that pigs walked around
here already roasted. Think of what’s coming! We’ll soon
have a fine gladiator show to last for three days, no traming-
school pupils, most of them will be freedmen. Our Titus
has a hot head and plenty of guts and 1t will go to a finish.
Pm well acquainted with him, and he’ll not stand for any
frame-ups. It will be cold steel in the best style, no run-
ning away, the shambles will be in the middle of the amphi-
theater where all the crowd can see. And what’s more, he
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has the coin, for he came into thirty million when his father
had the bad luck to die. He could blow in four hundred
thousand and his fortune never feel it, but his name would
Live forever. He has some dwarfs already, and a woman
to fight from a chariot. Then, there’s Glyco’s steward, he
was caught red-handed with Glyco’s wife. You’ll see some
battle between jealous husbands and favored lovers. Any-
how, that cheap passion of a Glyco condemned his steward
to the beasts and only published his own shame. How
could the slave go wrong when he only obeyed orders? It
would have been better 1f that slut, for that’s all she is,
had been tossed by the bull, but a fellow has to beat the
saddle when he can’t beat the jackass. How could Glyco
ever imagine that a sprig of Hermogenes planting could
turn out well? Why, Hermogenes could trim the claws of
a flying hawk, and no snake ever hatched out a rope yet!
And look at Glyco! He’s smoked himself out in fine shape,
and as long as he lives, he’ll carry that stan! No one but
the devil himself can wipe that out, but chickens always
come home to roost. My nose tells me that Mammeaa will
set out a spread: two bits apiece for me and mine! And
he’ll nick Norbanus out of his political pull if he does; you
all know that 1t’s to his interest to hump himself to get the
best of him. And honestly, what did that fellow ever do
for us’> He exhibited some two-cent gladiators that were
so near dead they’d have fallen flat if you blew your breath
at them, I’ve seen better thugs sent aganst wild beasts!
And the cavalry he killed looked about as much like the
real thing as the horsemen on the lamps, you would have
taken them for dunghill cocks! One plug had about as
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much action as a jackass with 2 pack-saddle, another was
club-footed, and a third who had to take the place of one
that was killed, was as good as dead, and hamstrung into the
bargain. There was only one that had any pep, and he was
a Thracian, but he only fought when we egged him on. The
whole crowd was flogged afterwards. How the mob did yell
“Lay it on!® They were nothing but runaways. And at
that, he had the nerve to say, “I’ve given you a show.”
“And I’ve applauded,” I answered, “count 1t up and you’ll
find that I gave more than I got! One hand washes the
other.”

Chapter the Forty-sixth

“AcaMEMNON, your looks seem to say, “What’s this bore-
some nut trymng to hand us?’ Well, I’m talking because you,
who can talk book-foolishness, won’t. You don’t belong to
our bunch, so you laugh in your sleeve at the way us poor
people talk, but we know that you’re only a fool with a lot of
learning. Well, what of it? Some day I’ll get you to come
to my country place and take a look at my little estate. We’ll
have fresh eggs and spring chicken to chew on when we get
there; it will be all right even if the weather has kept things
back this year. We’ll find enough to satisfy us, and my kid
will soon grow up to be a pupil of yours, he can divide up to
four, now, and yowll have a little servant at your side, if
he lives. When he has a minute to himself, he never takes
his eyes from his tablets, he’s smart too, and has the right
kind of stuff in him, even if he is crazy about birds. I’ve
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had to kill three of his linnets already, I told him that a
weasel had gotten them, but he’s found another hobby, now
he paints all the time. He’s left the marks of his heels on
his Greek already, and is doing pretty well with his Latin,
although his master’s too easy with him, won’t make him
stick to one thing. He comes to me to get me to give him
something to write when his master don’t want to work.
Then there’s another tutor, too, no scholar, but very pains-
taking, though, he can teach you more than he knows him-
self. He comes to the house on holidays and s always satis-
fied with whatever you pay him. Some Iittle time ago, I
bought the kid some law books; I want him to have a smat-
tering of the law for home use. There’s bread in that!
As for literature, he’s got enough of that in him already,
if he beguns to kick, I’ve concluded that I’l make him learn
some trade, the barber’s, say, or the auctioneer’s, or even the
lawyer’s. That’s one thing no one but the devil can do
him out of! ‘Believe what your daddy says, Primigenius,’
I din into his ears every day, ‘whenever you learn a thing,
it’s yours. Look at Phileros the attorney, he’d not be keep-
ing the wolf from the door now, if he hadn’t studied. It’s
not long since he had to carry his wares on his back and
peddle them, but he can put up a front with Norbanus him-
sclf now! Learning’s a fine thing, and a trade won’t
starve,” »

Chapter the Forty-sewventh

TwADDLE of this sort was being bandied about when Tri-
malchio came in, mopping his forehead and washing his
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hands in perfume, he said, after a short pause, “Pardon me,
gentlemen, but my stomach’s been on strike for the past few
days and the doctors disagreed about the cause. But pome-
granate rind and pitch steeped in vinegar have helped me,
and I hope that my belly will get on its good behavior, for
sometimes there’s such a rumbling in my guts that you'd
think a bellowing bull was 1n there. So if any one wants to
do his business, there’s no call to be bashful about it. None
of us was born solid! I don’t know of any worse torment
than having to hold 1t in, 1t’s the one thing Jupiter himself
can’t hold in  So you’re laughing, are you, Fortunata? Why,
youw’re always keeping me awake at mght yourself. I never
objected yet to any one in my dinmg-room relieving himself
when he wanted to, and the doctors forbid our holding 1t in.
Everything’s ready outside, 1f the call’s more serious, water,
close-stool, and anything else you'll need. Believe me, when
this rising vapor gets to the bram, 1t puts the whole body on
the bum. Many a one I’ve known to kick 1n just because he
wouldn’t own up to the truth.” We thanked him for his
kindness and consideration, and hid our laughter by drink-
ing more and oftener. , We had not realized that, as yet, we
were only in the muddle of the entertainment, with a hill
still ahead, as the saying goes. The tables were cleared
off to the beat of music, and three white hogs, muzzled, and
wearing bells, were brought into the dining-room. The
announcer informed us that one was a two-year-old, an-
other three, and the third just turned six. I had an idea
that some rope-dancers had come in and that the hogs would
perform tricks, just as they do for the crowd on the streets,
but Trimalchio dispelled this illusion by asking, “Which one
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will you have served up immediately, for dinner? Any
country cook can manage a dunghill cock, 2 Pentheus hash,
or little things like that, but my cooks are well used to serv-
ing up calves boiled whole, in their cauldrons!” Then he
ordered a cook to be called in, at once, and without awaiting
our pleasure, he directed that the oldest be butchered, and
demanded, 1n a loud voice, “What division do you belong
to?” When the fellow made answer that he was from the
fortieth, “Were you bought, or born upon my estates?”
Trimalchio continued; “Neither,” replied the cook, “I was
left to you by Pansa’s will.” “See to it that thss is properly
done,” Trimalchio warned, “or I’ll have you transferred
to the division of messengers!” and the cook, bearing his
master’s warning in mund, departed for the kitchen with the
next course in tow.

Chapter the Forty-cighth

TriMALCHIO threatening face relaxed and he turned to
us, “If the wine don’t please you,” he said, “I’ll change 1t,
you ought to do justice to 1t by drinking it. I don’t have to
buy 1t, thanks to the gods. Everything here that makes your
mouths water, was produced on one of my country places
which I’ve never yet seen, but they tell me 1t’s down Terra~
cna and Tarentum way. I’ve got a notton to add Sicily to my
other Iittle holdings, so 1n case I want to go to Africa, I’ll be
able to sail along my own coasts. But tell me the subject of
your speech to-day, Agamemnon, for, though I don’t plead
cases myself, I studied literature for home use, and for fear
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you should think I don’t care about learning, let me inform
you that I have three libraries, one Greek and the others
Latin. Grve me the outline of your speech if you like me.”
“A poor man and a rich man were enemies,” Agamemnon be-
gan, when “What’s a poor man?” Trimalchio broke in. “Well
put,” Agamemnon conceded and went into details upon
some problem or other, what 1t was I do not know. Tri-
malchio instantly rendered the following verdict, “If that’s
the case, there’s nothing to dispute about, 1f it’s not the case,
it don’t amount to anything anyhow.” These flashes of wit,
and others equally scint:illating, we loudly applauded, and
he went on, “Tell me, my dearest Agamemnon, do you re-
member the twelve labors of Hercules or the story of
Ulysses, how the Cyclops threw his thumb out of joint with
a pig-headed crowbar? When I was a boy, I used to read
those stories 1n Homer. And then, there’s the Sibyl- with
my own eyes I saw her, at Cumz, hanging up in a jar; and
whenever the boys would say to her ‘Sibyl, Sibyl, what would
you?? she would answer ‘I would die.?

Chapter the Forty-ninth

Berore he had run out of wind, a tray upon which was an
enormous hog, was placed upon the table, almost filling it up.
We began to wonder at the dispatch with which it had been
prepared and swore that no cock could have been served up in
so short a time; moreover, this hog seemed to us far bigger
than the boar had been. Trimalchio scrutinized it closely and
“What the hell,” he suddenly bawled out, “this hog hain’t
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been gutted, has it? No, it hain’t, by Hercules, it hain’t!
Call that cook! Call that cock in here immediately!® When
the crestfallen cook stood at the table and owned up that he
had forgotten to bowel him, “So you forgot, did you?” Tri-
malchio shouted, “You’d think he’d only left out a bit of pep-
per and cummin, wouldn’t you? Off with his clothes!” The
cook was stripped without delay, and stood with hanging
head, between two torturers. We all began to make excuses
for him, at this, saying, “Lattle things like that are bound to
happen once in a while, let us prevail upon you to let him
off; if he ever does such a thing again, not a one of us
will have a word to say in his behalf.” But for my part, I
was mercilessly angry and could not help leaning over to-
wards Agamemnon and whispering in his ear, “It is easily
seen that this fellow is criminally careless, is it not? How
could any one forget to draw a hog? If he had served me a
fish in that fashion I wouldn’t overlook it, by Hercules, I
wouldn’t.” But that was not Trimalchio’s way: his face re-
laxed into good humor and he said, “Since your memory’s
so short, you can put him right here before our eyes!”
The cook put on his tunic, snatched up a carving knife, with
a trembling hand, and slashed the hog’s belly in several
places. Sausages and meat-puddings, widening the aper-
tures, by their own weight, immediately tumbled out.

Chapter the Fiftieth

Tue whole household burst into unanimous applause at
this, “Hurrah for Gaius,” they shouted. As for the cook, he
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was given a drink and a silver crown and a cup on a salver of
Corinthian bronze. Seeing that Agamemnon was eyeing the
platter closely, Trimalchio remarked, “I’m the only one that
can show the real Corinthian!” I thought that, in his usual
purse-proud manner, he was going to boast that his bronzes
were all imported from Corinth, but he did even better by
saying, “Wouldn’t you like to know how it is that I’'m the
only one that can show the real Corinthian? Well, it’s be-
cause the bronze worker I patromize 1s named Cornthus, and
what’s Corinthian unless it’s what a Corinthus makes? And
so you won’t think I’m a blockhead, I’m going to show you
that I’'m well-acquainted with how Corinthian first came into
the world When Troy was taken, Hannibal, who was a very
foxy fellow, and a great rascal into the bargain, piled all
the gold and silver and bronze statues in one pile and set
‘em afire, melting these different metals into one: then the
metal workers took their pick and made bowls and dessert
dishes and statuettes as well. That’s how Corinthian was
born; neither one nor the other, but an amalgam of all.
But I prefer glass, if you don’t mind my saying so; it don’t
stink, and if it didn’t break, I’d rather have it than gold,
but it’s cheap and common now.

Chapter the Fifty-firse

“Bur there was an artisan, once upon a time, who made a
glass vial that couldn’t be broken. On that account he was
admitted to Ceesar with his gift; then he dashed it upon the
floor, when Czsar handed it back to him. The Emperor was
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greatly startled, but the artisan picked the vial up off the
pavement, and it was dented, just like a brass bowl" would
have been! He took a little hammer out of his tunic and
beat out the dent without any trouble. When he had done
that, he thought he would soon be in Jupiter’s heaven, and
more especially when Cesar said to him, ‘Is there any one
else who knows how to make this malleable glass? Think
now!” And when he denied that any one else knew the
secret, Cesar ordered his head chopped off, because if this
should get out, we would think no more of gold than we
would of dirt.

Chapter the Fifty-second

“Anp when it comes to silver, I’'m a connoisseur; I have
goblets as big as wine-jars, a hundred of ’em more or less,
with engraving that shows how Cassandra killed her sons, and
the dead boys are lying so naturally that you’d think ’em
alive. I own a thousand bowls which Mummius left to my
patron, where Dzdalus 1s shown shutting Niobe up 1n the
Trojan horse, and I also have cups engraved with the gladia-
torial contests of Hermeros and Petraites- they’re all heavy,
too I wouldn’t sell my taste in these matters for any
money!” A slave dropped a cup while he was running on in
this fashion. Glaring at him, Trimalchio said, “Go hang
yourself, since you’re so careless.” The boy’s lip quivered
and he immediately commenced to beg for mercy. “Why do
you pray to me?” Trimalchio demanded, at this: “I don’t
intend to be harsh with you, I’m only warning you agamst
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being so awkward.” Finally, however, we got him to give
the boy a pardon and no sooner had this been done than the
slave started running around the room crymng, “Out with
the water and in with the wine!” We all paid tribute to
this joke, but Agamemnon in particular, for he well knew
what strings to pull in order to secure another invitation to
dinner. Tickled by our flattery, and mellowed by the wine,
Trimalchio was just about drunk, “Why hasn’t one of you
asked my Fortunata to dance?” he demanded, “There’s no
one can do a better cancan, believe me,” and he himself
raised his arms above his head and favored us with an im-
personation of Syrus the actor; the whole household chant-

ing:

Oh bravo
Oh bravissimo

in chorus, and he would have danced out into the middle
of the room before us all, had not Fortunata whispered in
his ear, telling him, I suppose, that such low buffoonery
was not 1n keeping .with his dignity. But nothing could be
so changeable as his humor, for one minute he stood in
awe of Fortunata, but his natural propensities would break
out the next.

Chapter the Fifty-third

Bur his passion for dancing was interrupted at this
stage by a stenographer who read aloud, as if he
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were reading the public records, “On the seventh of
the Kalends of July, on Trimalchio’s estates near Cume,
were born thirty boys and forty girls: five hundred
pecks of wheat were taken from the threshing floors and
stored in the granaries five hundred oxen were put to
yoke- the slave Mithridates was crucified on the same date
for cursing the genius of our master, Gaius: on said date
ten mullion sesterces were returned to the vaults as no sound
investment could be found- on said date, a fire broke out in
the gardens at Pompei, said fire originating in the house of
Nasta, the baihiff.” “What’s that?” demanded Trimalchio,
“When were the gardens at Pompen bought for me?”
“Why, last year,” answered the stenographer, “for that rea-
son the item has not appeared in the accounts.” Trimal-
chio flew into a rage at this, “If PPm not told within six
months, of any real estate that’s bought for me,” he shouted,
“] forbid it’s being carried to my account at all!” Next,
the edicts of his zdiles were read aloud, and the wills of
some of his foresters in which Trimalchio was disinherited
by a codicil, then the names of his bailiffs, and that of a
freedwoman who had been repudiated by a night watch-
man, after she had been caught with a bath attendant, that
of a porter banished to Baiz, a steward who was standing
trial, and lastly the report of a decision rendered, in the
matter of a lawswit between some valets. When this was
over with, some rope dancers came in and a very boresome
fool stood holding a ladder, ordering his boy to dance from
rung to rung, and finally at the top, all this to the music
of popular airs, then the boy was compelled to jump through
blazing hoops while grasping a huge wine jar with his teeth,
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Trimalchio was the only one who was much impressed by
these tricks, remarking that it was a thankless calling and
adding that in all the world, there were just two things
which could give him acute pleasure, rope-dancers and horn
blowers; all other entertanments were nothing but non-
sense. “I bought a company of comedians,” he went on,
“but I preferred for them to put on Atellane farces, and I
ordered my flute-player to play Latin airs only.”

Chapter the Fifty-fourth

WauiLe our noble Gawus was still talking away, the boy
slipped and fell, alighting upon Trimalchio’s arm.
The whole household cried out, as did also the
guests, not that they bore such a coarse fellow any
good-will, they would gladly have seen his neck broken,
but because such an unlucky ending to the dinner
might make 1t necessary for them to go into mourning over a
total stranger. As for Trimalchio, he groaned heavily and
bent over his arnr as though it had been injured: doctors
flocked around him, and Fortunata was among the very first,
her hair was streaming and she held a cup 1n her hand and
screamed out her grief and unhappiness. As for the boy
who had fallen, he was crawhng at our feet, imploring par-
don. I was uneasy for fear his prayers would lead up to
some ridiculous theatrical climax, for I had not yet been
able to forget that cook who had forgotten to bowel that
hog, and so, for this reason, 1 began to scan the whole dining-
room very closely, to see 1f an automaton would come out
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throygh the wall; and all the more so as a slave was beaten
for having bound up his master’s bruised arm in white wool
instead of purple. Nor was my suspicion unjustified, for
in place of punishment, Trimalchio ordered that the boy
be freed, so that no one could say that so exalted a personage
had been injured by a slave.

Chapter the Fifty-fifeh

We applauded his action and engaged in a discussion
upon the mstability of human affairs, in which many took
sides. “A good reason,” declared Trimalchio, “why such
an occasion shouldn’t slip by without an epigram.” He
called for his tablets, at once, and after racking his brains
for a little while, he got off the following:

The unexpected will turn up;
Our whole lives fortune bungles up.
Falernian, boy, hand round the cup.

This epigram led up to a discussion of the poets, and for a
long time, the greatest praise was bestowed upon Mopsus
the Thracian, until Trimalchio broke in with “Professor, 1
wish you’d tell me how you’d compare Cicero and Publus.
I’m of the optnion that the first was the more eloquent, but
that the last moralizes more beautifully, for what can excel
these lines?

Insatiable luxury crumbles the walls of war;
Yo satiate gluttony, peacocks 1n coops are brought
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Arrayed in gold plumage like Babylon tapestry nich.

Numidian guinea-fowls, capons, all perish for thee*

And even the wandering stork, welcome guest that he is, ?

‘The emblem of sacred matermity, slender of leg

And gloctoring exile from winter, herald of spring,

Stll, finds his last nest 1n the—cauldron of gluttony base,

India surrenders her pearls, and what mean they to thee?

That thy wife decked with sea-spoils adorning her breast and her
head

On the couch of a stranger lies ifting adulterous legs?

The emerald green, the glass bauble, what mean they to thee?

Or the fire of the ruby? Except that pure chastity shine

From the depth of the jewels in garments of woven wind clad

Our brides might as well take their stand, their game naked to
stalk,

As seck 1t 1n gossamer tissuc transparent as air.

Chapter the Fifry-sixth

“What should we say was the hardest calling, after
Iiterature?” he asked. “That of the doctor or that of the
money-changer, I would say. the doctor, because he has
to know what poor devils have got in their insides,
and when the fever’s due but I hate them like the
devil, for my part, because they’re always ordering me
on a diet of duck soup. and the money-changer’s, because
he’s got to be able to see the silver through the copper plat-
ing. When we come to the dumb beasts, the oxen and sheep
are the hardest worked, the oxen, thanks to whose labor
we have bread to chew on, the sheep, because their wool
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tricks us out so fine. It’s the greatest outrage under the sun
for people to eat mutton and then wear a tunic. Then
there’s the bee, in my opinion, they’re divine insects because
they puke honey, though there are folks that claim that they
bring it from Jupiter, and that’s the reason they sting, too,
for wherever you find a sweet, you’ll find a bitter, too.” He
was just putting the philosophers out of business when lot-
tery tickets were passed around in a cup. A slave boy as-
signed to that duty read aloud the names of the souvenirs:
“Silver S-ham,” a ham was brought in with some silver
vinegar cruets on top of 1it; “Cervical,”* a piece of the
cervix * of a sheep was brought in, “Serisapia® and Con-
tumelia,” * we were given must wafers and an apple ® and a
phallus; ° “Porri * and Persica,” and he showed us a whip
and a kmfe, “Passeres ® and a Fly-trap,” the answer was
raisins * and Attic honey, “Cenatoria ** and Forensia,” ** he
handed out a piece of meat ** and a note-book, ** “Canale **
and Pedale,” ' a hare and a slipper were brought out,
“Lamphrey ** and a letter,” he held up a mouse " and a
frog,'® tied together, and a bundle of beets.® We laughed
long and loud; there were a thousand of these jokes, more
or less, which have now escaped my memory.

Chapter the Fifty-seventh

Butr Ascyltos threw off all restraint and ndiculed
everything, throwing up his hands, he laughed until

1something soft for the neck 2neck 3after wit ¢insult S melon.
Scontus 7leeks 8sparrows Puva passa 10a dinner toga 1! busmess
dress. 12 suggestive for dinner 12 suggestive of business 14 chased by a dog.
1B'pertunmg to the foot 1°murena, "mus. 28rana 19the Greek letter
eta.
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the tears ran down his cheeks. At last, one of Tri-
malchio’s fellow-freedmen, the one who had the place
next to me, flew nto a rage, “What’'s the joke,
sheeps-head,” he bawled, “Don’t our host’s swell enter-
tainment swit you? You're richer than he 1s, I sup-
pose, and used to dimng better! As I hope the
guardian <t of this house will be on my side, 1’d have
stopped his bleating long ago 1if I’d been sitting next to him.
He" 2 peach, he 1s, laughing at others, some vagabond or
other from who knows-where, some mght-pad who’s not
worth his own water just let me make a ring around him and
he wouldn’ know where to run to! I ain’t easy riled, no,
by Hercules, I amn’t, but worms breed 1n tender flesh. Look
at him laugh!  What the hell’s he got to laugh at? Is his
family so damned finc-hared?  So you’re a Roman kmight!
Well, ’'m a king’s son!  How’s 1t come that you’ve been
a slave, you'll a<k because T put myself nto service because
P’d rather be a Roman atizen than a tax-paying provinaal.
And now T hope that my hfe will be such that no one can
jeer at me  I’m a man among men! I take my stroll bare-
headed and owe no man a copper cent 1 never had a sum-
mons 1n my hfe and no onc ever said to me, in the forum,
pay me whit you owe me  I’ve bought a few acres and
saved up 1 few dollars and 1 feed twenty bellies and a dog.
I ransomed my bedfellow <o no one could wipe his hands
on her bosom, a thowand dinars 1t cost me, too. I was
chostn priest of Augustus without paying the fee, and 1
hope that I won't need to blush 1n my grave after I’'m
dead  But you’re so busy that you can’t look behind you,
you can spot a louse on some one else, all right, but you
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can’t see the tick on yourself. You're the only one that
thinks we’re so funny, look at your professor, he’s older than
you are, and we’re good enough for him, but you’re only a
brat with the milk still in your nose and all you can prattle
18 ‘ma2’ or ‘mu,’ you’re only a clay pot, a piece of leather
sozked 1n water, softer and slipperier, but none the better
for that. You’ve got more coin than we have, have you?
Then eat two breakfasts and two dinners a day. I’d rather
have my reputation than riches, for my part, and before I
make an end of this—who ever dunned me twice? Inall the
forty years 1 was in service, no one could tell whether I
was free or a slave. I was only a long-haired boy when I
came to this colony and the town house was not built then.
I did my best to please my master and he was a digniferous
and majestical gentleman whose nail-parings were worth
more than your whole carcass. I had enemies 1n his house,
too, who would have been glad to trip me up, but 1 swam
the flood, thanks to his kindness. Those are the things that
try your mettle, for 1t’s as easy to be born a gentleman as to
say, ‘Come here.” Well, what are you gaping at now, like 2
billy-goat in a vetch-field?”

Chapter the Fifty-eighth

Grron, who had been standing at my feet, and
who had for some time been holding in his laugh-
ter, burst into an uproarious guffaw, at this last fig-
ure of speech, and when Ascyltos’ adversary heard it,
he turned his abuse upon the boy. “What’s so funny, you
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curly-headed onion,” he bellowed, “are the saturnalia here,
I’d like to know? Is it December now? When did you pay
your twentieth? What’s this to you, you gallows-bird, you
crow’s meat? I'll call the anger of Jupiter down on you
and that master of yours, who don’t keep you in better
order. If I didn’t respect my fellow-freedmen, I’d give
you what 1s coming to you right here on the spot, as I hope
to get my belly full of bread, I would. We’ll get along
well enough, but those that can’t control you are fools, like
master like man’s a true saying. I can hardly hold myself
m and I’m not hot-headed by nature, but once let me get a
start and I don’t care two cents for my own mother. All
right, I’ll catch you in the street, you rat, you toadstool.
May I never grow an inch up or down if I don’t push your
master into a dunghill, and Pl give you the same meducine,
I will, by Hercules, I will; no matter if you call down
Olympian Jupiter himself! I’ll take care of your eight-inch
ringlets and your two-cent master into the bargain. I’ll have
my teeth into you, either you'll cut out the laughing, or
I don’t know myself. Yes, even if you had a golden beard.
T’ll bring the wrath ‘of Mimnerva down on you and on the
fellow that first made a come-here out of you. No, I never
learned geometry or criticism or other foolishness like that,
but I know my capital letters and I can divide any figure by
a hundred, be 1t in ases, pounds or sesterces. Let’s have a
show-down, you and I will make a little bet, here’s my
coin; yowll soon find out that your father’s money was
wasted on your education, even if you do know a little
rhetoric  How’s this—what part of us am I’ I come far,
I come wide, now guess me! D’ll give you another. What
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part of us runs but never moves from its place’ What part
of us grows but always grows less® But you scurry around
and are as flustered and fidgeted as a mouse in 2 pot. Shut
up and don’t annoy your betters, who don’t even know that
you’ve been born. Don’t think that I’m impressed by those
boxwood armlets that you did your mistress out of. Occupo
will back me! Let’s go into the forum and borrow money,
then youw’ll see whether this iron ring means credit! Bah!
A draggled fox 1s a fine sight, ain’t it? I hope I never
get rich and die decently so that the people will swear by
my death, i1f I don’t hound you everywhere with my toga
turned inside out. And the fellow that taught you such
manners did a good job too, a chattering ape, all right, no
schoolmaster. We were better taught. ‘Is everything in its
place?> The master would ask; go straight home and don’t
stop and stare at everything and don’t be impudent to your
elders. Don’t lotter along looking mn at the shops. Nao
second raters came out of that school. I’m what you see
me and I thank the gods it’s all due to my own cleverness.”

Chapter the Fiftyninth

AscyLTos was just starting in to answer this in-
dictment when Trimalchio, who was delighted with
his fellow-freedman’s tirade, broke in, “Cut out the
bickering and let’s have things pleasant here. Let up
on the young fellow, Hermeros, he’s hot-blooded, so you
ought to be more reasonable. The loser’s always the win-
ner in arguments of this kind. And as for you, even when
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you were a young punk you used to go ‘Co-co co-co,’ like
a hen after a rooster, but you had no pep. Let’s get to
better business and start the fun all over again and watch
the Homerists.” A troupe filed in, immediately, and clashed
spears against shields Trimalchio sat himself up on his
cushion and intoned in Latin, from a book, while the actors,
in accordance with their conceited custom, recited their
parts in the Greek language. There came a pause, presently,
and “You don’t any of you know the plot of the skit they’re
putting on, do you?” he asked, “Diomedes and Ganymede
were two brothers, and Helen was their sister Iphigenia, to
Achilles, for a wife: this palmed off a doe on Diana, in her
place, so Homer tells how the Trojans and Parentines fought
among themselves. Of course Agamemnon was victorious,
and gave his daughter Iphigenia, to Achilles, for a2 wife:
This caused Ajax to go mad, and he’ll soon make the whole
thing plain to you.” The Homerists raised a shout, as soon
as Trimalchio had done speaking, and, as the whole famihia
stepped back, a boiled calf with a helmet on its head was
brought 1n on an enormous platter. Ajax followed and
rushed upon it with drawn sword, as if he were insane; he
made passes with the flat, and again with the edge, and then,
collecting the slices, he skewered them, and, much to our
astonishment, presented them to us on the point of his sword.

Chapter the Sixtieth

Bur we were not given long in which to admire
the elegance of such service, for all of a sudden
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the ceiling commenced to creak and then the whole
dining-room shook. I leaped to my feet, in consternation,
for fear some rope-walker would fall down, and the rest
of the company raised their faces, wondering as much as I
what new prodigy was to be announced from on high. Then
lo and behold! the ceiling panels parted and an enormous
hoop, which appeared to have been knocked off a huge cask,
was lowered from the dome above; its perimeter was hung
with golden chaplets and jars of alabaster filled with per-
fume. We were asked to accept these articles as souvenirs.
When my glance returned to the table, I noticed that a dish
containing cakes had been placed upon it, and in the middle
and image of Priapus, made by the baker, and he held apples
of all varieties and bunches of grapes against his breast, in
the conventional manner. We applied ourselves whole-
heartedly to this dessert and our joviality was suddenly re-
vived by a fresh diversion, for, at the slightest pressure, all
the cakes and fruits would squirt a saffron sauce upon us, and
even spurted unpleasantly into our faces. Being convinced
that these perfumed dainties had some religious significance,
we arose in a body and shouted, “Hurrah for the Emperor,
the father of his country!” However, as we perceived that
even after this act of veneration the others continued help-
ing themselves, we filled our napkins with the apples. I
was especially keen on this, for I thought I could never put
enough good things into Giton’s lap. Three slaves entered,
in the meantime, dressed in white tunics well tucked up, and
two of them placed Lares, with amulets hanging from their
necks, upon the table, while the third carried round 2 bowl
of wine and cried, “May the gods be propitious!” One
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was called Cerdo (business), Trimalchio informed us, the
other Lucrio (luck), and the third Felicio (profit), and,
when all the rest had kissed a true likeness of Trimalchio,
we were ashamed to pass 1t by.

Chapter the Sixty-firse

AFrTerR they had all wished each other sound minds
and good health, Trimalchio turned to Niceros, “You
used to be better company at dmner,” he remarked,
“and I don’t know why you should be dumb to-
day, with never a word to say If you wish to make me
happy, tell about that experience you had, I beg of you.”
Delighted at the affability of his friend, “I hope 1 lose all
my luck 1f I’m not tickled to death at the humor I see you
in,” Niceros replied, “All right, let’s go the limit for a good
time, though I’m afraid these scholars’ll laugh at me, but
I’ll tell my tale and they can go as far as they like. What
t’hell do I care who laughs? It’s better to be laughed at
than laughed down” These words spake the hero, and
began the following tale: “We lived in a narrow street in
the house Gavilla now owns, when I was a slave. There,
by the will of the gods, I fell in love with the wife of
Terentius, the innkeeper, you knew Melissa of Tarentum,
that pretty round-cheeked little wench. It was no carnal
passion, so hear me, Hercules, it wasn’t, I was not in love
with her physical charms. No, 1t was because she was such
a good sport. I never asked her for a thing and had her
deny me, if she had an as, I had half: I trusted her with
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everything I had and never was done out of anything. Her
husband up and died on the place, one day, so I tried every
way I could to get to her, for you know friends ought to
show up when any one’s in a pinch.

Chapter the Sixty-second

“IT so happened that our master had gone to Capua
to attend to some odds and ends of business and I
seized the opportunity, and persuaded a guest of the
house to accompany me as far as the fifth milestone. He
was a soldier, and as brave as the very devil. We set out
about cock-crow, the moon was shining as bright as midday,
and came to where the tombstones are. My man stepped
aside among them, but I sat down, singing, and com-
menced to count them up. When I looked around for my
companion, he had stripped himself and piled his clothes
by the side of the road. My heart was in my mouth, and
I sat there while he watered a ring around them and was
suddenly turned into a wolf! Now don’t think I’m joking,
I wouldn’t lie for any amount of money, but as I was say-
ing, he commenced to howl after he was turned into 2 wolf,
and ran away mto the forest. I didn’t know where I was,
for a minute or two, then I went to his clothes, to pick them
up, and damned 1f they hadn’t turned to stone! Was ever
any one nearer dead from fright than me? Then I whipped
out my sword and cut every shadow along the road, to bits,
till T came to the house of my mistress. 1 looked like a
ghost, when I went in, and I nearly slipped my wind. The
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sweat was pouring down my crotch, my eyes were staring,
and I could hardly be brought around. My Melissa won-
dered why I was out so late, “Oh, 1f you’d only come sooner,”
she said, “you could have helped us. a wolf broke into the
folds and attacked the sheep, bleeding them like a butcher:
But he didn’t get the laugh on me, even if he did get away,
for one of the slaves ran his neck through with a spear!”
I couldn’t keep my eyes shut any longer when I heard that,
and as soon as it grew light, I rushed back to our Gaius’
house like an innkeeper beaten out of his bill, and when I
came to the place where the clothes had been turned into
stone, there was nothing but a pool of blood! And more-
over, when I got home, my soldier was lying in bed, like an
oX, and a doctor was dressing his neck! I knew then that he
was a werewolf, and after that, I couldn’t have eaten a
cumb of bread with him, no, not if you had killed me,
Others can think what they please about this, but as for me,
I hope your geniuses will all get after me if I Lie.”

Chapter the Sixty-third

WEe were all dumb with astonishment, when “I take your
story for granted,” said Trimalchio, “and if you’ll believe
me, my hair stood on end, and all the more, because I know
that Niceros never talks nonsense: He’s always level-headed,
not a bit gossipy. And now I’ll tell you a hair-raiser, myself,
though I’'m like a jackass on a slippery pavement, compared
to him. When I was a long-haired boy, for I Iived a Chian
life from my youth up, my master’s minion died. He was
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a jewel, so hear me Hercules, he was, perfect in every facet:
While his sorrow-stricken mother was bewailing his loss, and
the rest of us were lamenting with her, the witches suddenly
commenced to screech so loud that you would have thought a
hare was being run down by the hounds! At that time, we
had a Cappadocian slave, tall, very bold, and he had muscle
too, he could hold a mad bull in the air! He wrapped a
mantle around his left arm, boldly rushed out of doors with
drawn sword, and ran 2 woman through the middle about
here, no harm to what I touch., We heard a scream, but as
a matter of fact, for I won’t lie to you, we didn’t catch sight
of the witches themselves. Our simpleton came back pres-
ently, and threw himself upon the bed: His whole body was
black and blue, as if he had been flogged with whips, and of
course the reason of that was she had touched him with
her evil hand! We shut the door and returned to our busi~
ness, but when the mother put her arms around the body of
her son, it turned out that it was only a straw bolster, no
heart, no guts, nothing! Of course the witches had swooped
down upon the lad and put the straw changeling in his
place! Believe me or not, suit yourselves, but I say that
there are women that know too much, and night-hags, too,
and they turn everything upside down! And as for the
Jong-hared booby, he never got back his own natural color
and he dred, raving mad, a few days later.”

Chapter the Sixty-foureth

Twuoucn we wondered greatly, we believed none the less
implicitly and, kissing the table, we besought the night-hags
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to attend to their own affairs while we were returning home
from dinner. As far as I was concerned, the lamps already
seemed to burn double and the whole dining-room was going
round, when “See here, Plocamus,” Trimalchio spoke up,
“haven’t you anything to tell us? You haven’t entertained
us at all, have you? And you used to be fine company, al-
ways ready to oblige with a recitation or a song. The gods
bless us, how the green figs have fallen!” “True for you,”
the fellow answered, “since I’ve got the gout my sporting
days are over; but in the good old times when I was a young
spark, I nearly sang myself into a consumption. How I used
to dance! And take my part 1n a farce, or hold up my end in
the barber shops! Who could hold a candle to me except,
of course, the one and only Apelles?” He then put his
hand to his mouth and hissed out some foul gibberish or
other, and said afterwards that it was Greek. Trimalchio
himself then favored us with an impersonation of a man
blowing a trumpet, and when he had finished, he looked
around for his minion, whom he called Creesus, a blear-
eyed slave whose teeth were very disagreeably discolored.
He was playing with a lttle black bitch, disgustingly fat,
wrapping her up 1n a leek-green scarf and teasing her with
a half-loaf of bread which he had put on the couch; and
when from sheer nausea, she refused it, he crammed it
down her throat. This sight put Trimalchio in mind of his
own dog and he ordered Scylax, “The guardian of his house
and home,” to be brought ;n. An enormous dog was im-
mediately led 1n upon a chain and, obeying a kick from the
porter, it lay down beside the table. Thereupon Trimalchio
remarked, as he threw 1t a piece of white bread, “No one
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in all my house loves me better than Scylax.” Enraged at
Trimalchio’s praising Scylax so warmly, the slave put the
bitch down upon the floor and sicked her on to fight. Scylax,
as might have been expected from such a dog, made the
whole room ring with his hideous barking and nearly
shook the life out of the little bitch which the slave called
Pearl. Nor did the uproar end in a dog fight, a
candelabrum was upset upon the table, breaking the glasses
and spattering some of the guests with hot oil. As Tri-
malchio did not wish to seem concerned at the loss, he kissed
the boy and ordered him to climb upon his own back. The
slave did not hesitate but, mounting his rocking-horse, he
beat Trimalchio’s shoulders with his open palms, yelling
with laughter, “Buck! Buck! How many fingers do I hold
up!” When Trimalchio had, in a measure, regamed his
composure, which took but a little while, he ordered that
a huge vessel be filled with mixed wine, and that drinks be
served to all the slaves sitting around our feet, adding as
an afterthought, “If any one refuses to drink, pour it on his
head- business 1s bustness, but now’s the time for fun.”

Chapter the Sixty-fifth

THe dainties that followed this display of affability were
of such a nature that, if any reliance 1s to be placed in my
word, the very mention of them makes me sick at the stom-
ach. Instead of thrushes, fattened chickens were served, one
to each of us, and goose eggs with pastry caps on them, which
same Trimalchio earnestly entreated us to eat, informing us
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that the chickens had all been boned. Just at that instant,
however, a lictor knocked at the dining-room door, and a
reveler, clad 1n white vestments, entered, followed by a large
retinue, Startled at such pomp, I thought that the Prztor
had arrived, so I put my bare feet upon the floor and started
to get up, but Agamemnon laughed at my anxiety and said,
“Keep your seat, you idiot, 1t’s only Habinnas the sevir, he’s
a stone mason, and if report speaks true, he makes the finest
tombstones imaginable.” Reassured by this information, I
lay back upon my couch and watched Habinnas’ entrance
with great cuniosity. Already drunk and wearing several
wreaths, his forehead smeared with perfume which ran down
into his eyes, he advanced with his hands upon his wife’s
shoulders, and, seating himself in the Prztor’s place, he
called for wine and hot water. Delighted with his good
humor, Trimalchio called for a larger goblet for himself,
and asked him, at the same time, how he had been enter-
tained. “We had everything except yourself, for my heart
and soul were here, but it was fine, it was, by Hercules.
Scissa was giving a Novendial feast for her slave, whom she
freed on his death-bed, and 1t’s my opnion she’ll have a
large sum to split with the tax gatherers, for the dead man
was rated at §0,000, but everything went off well, even if
we did have to pour half our wine on the bones of the late
lamented.”

Chapter the Sixty-sixth

“Burt,” demanded Trimalchio, “what did you have for
dinner?” “DI’ll tell you if I can,” answered he, “for my
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memory’s so good that I often forget my own name. Let’s
see, for the first course, we had a hog, crowned with a wine
cup and garnished with cheese cakes and chicken livers cooked
well done, beets, of course, and whole-wheat bread, which I’d
rather have than white, because it puts strength into you, and
when I take a stool afterwards, I don’t have to yell. Follow-
ing this, came a course of tarts, served cold, with excellent
Spanish wine poured over warm honey; I ate several of the
tarts and got the honey all over myself. Then there were
chick-peas and lupines, all the smooth-shelled nuts you
wanted, and an apple apiece, but I got away with two, and
here they are, tied up in my napkin; for I’ll have a row on
my hands if I don’t bring some kind of a present home to my
favorite slave. Oh, yes, my wife has just reminded me,
there was a haunch of bear-meat as a side dish; Scintilla ate
some of 1t without knowing what 1t was, and she nearly puked
up her guts when she found out. But as for me, I ate more
than a pound of it, for 1t tasted exactly like wild boar and,
says I, if a bear eats a man, shouldn’t that be all the more
reason for 2 man to eat a bear? The last course was soft
cheese, new wine boiled thick, a snail apiece, a helping of
tripe, ltver pite, capped eggs, turnips and mustard. But that’s
enough. Pickled olives were handed around in a2 wooden
bowl, and some of the party greedily snatched three hand-
fuls; we had ham, too, but we sent it back.

Chapter the Sixty-seventh

“BuT why 1sn’t Fortunata at the table, Gaus? Tell me.”
“What’s that,” Trimalchio replied, “don’t you know her
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better than that? She wouldn’t touch even a drop of water
till after the silver was put away and the leftovers divided
among the slaves.” “I’m going to beat it if she don’t take
her place,” Habinnas threatened, and started to get up; and
then, at a signal, the slaves all called out together “Fortu-
nata,” four times or more. She appeared, girded round with
a sash of greenish yellow, below which a cherry-colored tunic
could be seen, and she had on twisted anklets and sandals
worked 1n gold. Then, wiping her hands upon a handker-
chief which she wore around her neck, she seated herself
upon the couch, beside Scintilla, Habinnas’ wife, and clapping
her hands and kissing her, “My dear,” she gushed, “is it
really you?” Fortunata then removed the bracelets from
her pudgy arms and held them out to the admiring Scintilla,
and by and by she took off her anklets and even her yellow
hair-net, which was twenty-four carats fine, she would have
us know! Trimalchio, who was on the watch, ordered every
trinket to be brought to him. “You see these things, don
you?” he demanded; “they’re what women fetter us with.
That’s the way us poor suckers are done? These ought to
weigh six pounds 4nd a half. I have an arm-band myself,
that don’t weigh a grain under ten pounds, I bought it out
of Mercury’s thousandths, too ” Finally, for fear he would
seem to be lying, he ordered the scales to be brought in and
carried around to prove the weights. And Scintilla was no
better, she took off 2 small golden vanity case which she
wore around her neck, and which she called her Lucky Box,
and took from it two eardrops, which, in her turn, she
handed to Fortunata to be inspected. “Thanks to the gen-
erosity of my husband,” she smirked, “no woman has bet-
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ter.” “What’s that?” Habinnas demanded, “You kept on
my train to buy that glass bean for you; if I had a daugh-
ter, P’ll be damned if I wouldn’ cut off her little ears.
Wed have everything as cheap as dirt if there were no
women, but we have to be hot and cold, the way things
are now.” The women, angry though they were, were
laughing together, in the meantime, and exchanging drunken
kisses, the one running on about her diligence as a house-
keeper, and the other about the infidelities and neglect of
her husband. Habinnas got up stealthily, while they were
clinging together 1n this fashion and, seizing Fortunata by
the feet, he tipped her over backwards upon the couch.
“Let go!” she screeched, as her tunic slipped and then,
after pulling her clothing together, she threw herself into
Scintilla’s lap, and hid, with her handkerchief, a face which
was none the more beautsful for its blushes,

Chapter the Sixty-eighth

AFTER 2 short interval, Trimalchio gave orders for the
dessert to be served, whereupon the slaves took away all the
tables and brought in others, and sprinkled the floor with
sawdust mixed with saffron and vermilion, and also with
powdered mica, a thing I had never seen done before. When
all this was done Trimalchio remarked, “I could rest content
with this course, for you have your second tables, but, if
you've something especially nice, why bring it on. Mean-
while an Alexandrian slave boy who had been serving hot
water, commenced to imitate a nightingale, and when Tri-
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malchio presently called out, “Change your tune,” we had
another surprise, for a slave, sitting at Habinnas’ feet, egged
on, I have no doubt, by his own master, bawled suddenly ina
singsong voice, “Meanwhile Zneas and all of his fleet held
his course on the billowy deep”; never before had my ears
been assailed by a sound so discordant, for in addition to his
barbarous pronunciation, and the raising and lowering of
his voice, he interpolated Atellane verses, and, for the first
time in my life, Virgil grated on my nerves. When he had
to quit, finally, from sheer want of breath, “Did he ever
have any training,” Habinnas exclaimed, “no, not he! I
educated him by sending him among the grafters at the fair,
so when it comes to taking off a barker or a mule-driver,
there’s not his equal and the rogue’s clever, too, he’s a
shoemaker, or a cook, or a baker: a regular jack of all
trades, but he has two faults, and if he didn’t have them,
he’d be beyond all price: He snores and he’s been circum-
cised. And that’s the reason he never can keep his mouth
shut and always has an eye open. I paid three hundred
dinars for him.”

Chapter the Sixty-ninth

“Yrs,” Scintilla broke in, “and you've not mentioned all
of his accomplishments, either, he’s a pimp too, and I’m go-
ing to sece that he’ branded,” she snapped. Trimalchio
laughed, “There’s where the Cappadocian comes out,” he
said, “never cheats himself out of anything and I admire him
for it, so help me Hercules, I do: No one can show a dead
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man a good time. Don’t be jealous, Scintilla; we’re next to
you women, too, believe me. As sure as you see me here safe
and sound, I used to play at thrust and parry with Mammzea,
my mistress, and finally even my master got suspicious and
sent me back to a stewardship, but keep quiet, tongue, and Pl
give you a cake.” Taking all this as praise, the wretched
slave pulled a small earthen lamp from a fold in his garment,
and impersonated a trumpeter for half an hour or more,
while Habinnas hummed with him, holding his finger
pressed to his lips. Finally, the slave stepped out into the
middle of the floor and waved his pipes in imitation of a
fluteplayer; then, with a whip and a smock, he enacted the
part of a mule-driver. At last Habinnas called him over and
kissed him and said, as he poured a drink for him, “You get
better all the time, Massa. I’m going to give you a pair of
shoes.” Had not the dessert been brought i, we would
never have gotten to the end of these stupidities. Thrushes
made of pastry and stuffed with nuts and raisins, quinces
with sptnes sticking out so that they looked like sea-urchins.
All this would have been endurable enough had it not been
for the last dish that was served; so revolting was this,
that we would rather have died of starvation than to have
even touched it. We thought that a fat goose, flanked with
fish and all kinds of birds, had been served, until Trimalchio
spoke up, “Everything you see here, my friends,” said he,
“was made from the same stuff.” With my usual keen in-
sight, I jumped to the conclusion that I knew what that
stuff was and, turning to Agamemnon, I said, “I shall be
greatly surprised, 1f all those things are not made out of
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excrement, or out of mud, at the very least: I saw a like
artifice practiced at Rome, during the saturnalia.”

Chapter the Seventieth

I 1AD not done speaking, when Trimalchio chimed in, “As
I hope to grow fatter in fortune but not in figure, my cook
has made all this out of a hog! It would be simply impos-
sible to meet up with a more valuable fellow; he’d make you
a fish out of a sow’s hole, if that’s what you wanted, a pigeon
out of her lard, a turtle-dove out of her ham, and a hen out
of a knuckle of pork: That’s why I named him Dzdalus, in a
happy moment. I brought him a present of knives, from
Rome, because he’s so smart; they’re made of Noric steel,
too ” He ordered them brought in immediately, and looked
them over, with admiration, even giving us the chance to try
their edges upon our cheeks Then all of a sudden, two
slaves came in, carrying on as if they had been fighting at the
fountain; at least, each one had a water-jar hanging from a
yoke around his neck. Trimalchio arbitrated their difference,
but neither would abide by his decision, and each one
smashed the other’s jar with a club. Perturbed at the
insolence of these drunken ruffians, we watched both of them
narrowly, while they were fighting, and then, what should
come pouring out of the broken jars but oysters and scallops,
which a slave picked up and passed around, in a dish. The
resourceful cook would not permit himself to be outdone
by such refinements, but served us with snails on a silver
gridiron, and sang continually in a tremulous and very dis-
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cordant voice. I am ashamed to have to relate what fol-
lowed, for, contrary to all convention, some long-haired
boys brought in unguents in 2 silver basin and anointed the
feet of the reclining guests; but before doing this, however,
they bound our thighs and ankles with garlands of flowers.
They then perfumed the wine-mixing vessel with the same
unguent and poured some of the melted liquid into the
lamps. Fortunata had, by this time, taken a notion that she
wanted to dance, and Scintilla was doing more hand-clapping
than talking, when Trimalchio called out, “Philargyrus, and
you too, Carrio, you can both come to the table; even if you
are green faction fans, and tell your bedfellow, Menophila,
to come too.” What would you think happened then? We
were nearly crowded off the couches by the mob of slaves
that crowded into the dining-room and almost filled it full.
As a matter of fact, I noticed that our friend the cock, who
had made a goose out of a hog, was placed next to me, and
he stunk from sauces and pickle. Not satisfied with a place
at the table, he immediately staged an impersonation of
Ephesus the tragedian, and then he suddenly offered to bet
his master that the greens would take first place in the next
circus games.

Chapter the Seventy-firse

TriMaLcHio was hugely tickled at this challenge, “Slaves
are men, my friends,” he observed, “but that’s not all, they
sucked the same mulk that we did, even if hard luck has kept
them down; and they’ll drink the water of freedom if I live:
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to make a long story short, I’'m freeing all of them in my
will. To Philargyrus, I’m leaving a farm, and his bedfel-
low, too. Carrio will get a tenement house and his twen-
tieth, and a bed and bedclothes to boot. I’'m making Fortu-
nata my heir and I commend her to all my friends. I an-
nounce all this in public so that my household will love me
as well now as they will when I’'m dead.” They all com-
menced to pay tribute to the generosity of their master, when
he, putting aside his trifling, ordered a copy of his will
brought in, which same he read aloud from beginning to end,
to the groaning accompaniment of the whole household.
Then, looking at Habinnas, “What say you, my dearest
friend,” he entreated, “yow’ll construct my monument in
keeping with the plans I’ve given you, won’t you? I ear-
nestly beg that you carve a little bitch at the feet of my
statue, some wreaths and some jars of perfume, and all
of the fights of Petraites. Then I’ll be able to live even
after I’'m dead, thanks to your kindness. See to 1t that it has
a frontage of one hundred feet and a depth of two hundred.
I want fruit trees of every kind planted around my ashes;
and plenty of vines; too, for 1t’s all wrong for a man to deck
out his house when he’s alive, and then have no pamns taken
with the one he must stay 1n for a longer time, and that’s the
reason I particularly desire that this notice be added:

—THIS MONUMENT DOES NOT—
—DESCEND TO AN HEIR—

In any case, I’ll see to it through a clause in my will, that
I’'m not insulted when I’m dead. And for fear the rabble
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comes running up into my monument, to dump, I’ll appoint
one of my freedmen custodian of my tomb. I want you to
carve ships under full sail on my monument, and me, in my
robes of office, sitting on my tribunal, five gold rings on my
fingers, pouring out comn from a sack for the people, for I
gave a dinner and two dinars for each guest, as you know.
Show a banquet-hall, too, if you can, and the people in it
having a good time. On my right, you can place a statue
of Fortunata holding a dove and leading a Iittle bitch on a
leash, and my favorite boy, and large jars sealed with
gypsum, so the wine won’t run out; show one broken
and a boy crying over it. Put a sun-dial in the middle, so
that whoever looks to see what time it is must read my name
whether he wants to or not. As for the inscription, think this
over carefully, and see 1f you think it’s appropriate:

HERE RESTS G. POMPEIUS TRIMALCHIO
FREEDMAN OF MZECENAS DECREED
AUGUSTAL SEVIR IN HIS ABSENCE

HE COULD HAVE BEEN A MEMBER OF

EVERY DECURIA OF ROME BUT WOULD

NOT CONSCIENTIOUS BRAVE LOYAL HE

GREW RICH FROM LITTLE AND LEFT
THIRTY MILLION SESTERCES BEHIND
HE NEVER HEARD A PHILOSOPHER

FAREWELL TRIMALCHIO
FAREWELL PASSERBY
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Chapter the Seventy-second

WHEN he had repeated these words, Trimalchio began to
weep copiously, Fortunata was crying already, and so was
Habinnas, and at last, the whole household filled the dining-
room with their lamentations, just as if they were taking part
in a funeral. Even 1 was beginning to sniffle, when Tri-
malchio said, “Let’s live while we can, since we know we’ve
all got to die. I’d rather see you all happy, anyhow, so let’s
take a plunge 1n the bath  You’ll never regret it, I’ll bet my
life on that, 1t’s as hot as a furnace!” “Fine business,” sec-
onded Habinnas, “there’s nothing suits me better than mak-
ing two days out of one,” and he got up in his bare feet, to
follow Trimalchio, who was clapping his hands. 1 looked at
Ascyltos, “What do you think about this?® I asked. “The
very sight of a bath will be the death of me. “Let’s fall
in with his suggestion,” he replied, “and while they are
hunting for the bath we will escape in the crowd.” Giton
led us out through the porch, when we had reached this
understanding, and we came to a door, where a dog on a
chain startled us so with his barking that Ascyltos imme-
diately fell into the fish-pond. As for myself, I was tipsy
and had been badly frightened by a dog that was only a
painting, and when I tried to haul the swimmer out, I was
dragged into the pool myself. The porter finally came to
our rescue, quieted the dog by his appearance, and pulled
us, shivering, to dry land Giton had ransomed himself
by a very cunning scheme, for what we had saved for him,
from dinner, he threw to the barking brute, which then
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calmed its fury and became engrossed with the food. But
when, with chattering teeth, we besought the porter to let
us out at the door, “If you think you can leave by the same
door you came in at,” he replied, “you’re mistaken: no
guest is ever allowed to go out through the same door he
came 1 at; some are for entrance, others for exit.”

Chapter the Seventy-third

WHAT were we miserable wretches to do, shut up in this
new-fangled labyrinth? The idea of taking a hot bath had
commenced to grow in favor, so we finally asked the porter
to lead us to the place and, throwing off our clothing, which
Guton spread out in the hall to dry, we went in. It was very
small, like a cold water cistern; Trimalchio was standing up-
right in it, and one could not escape his disgusting bragging
even here. He declared that there was nothing nicer than
bathing without a mob around, and that a bakery had
formerly occupied this very spot. Tired out at last, he sat
down, but when the echoes of the place tempted him, he
Lifted his drunken mouth to the ceiling, and commenced
murdering the songs of Menacrates, at least that is what we
were told by those who understood his language. Some of
the guests jomned hands and ran around the edge of the
pool, making the place ring with their boisterous peals of
laughter, others tried to pick rings up from the floor, with
their knees, tried to touch the ends of their toes by bending
backwards. We went down into the pool while the rest
were taking part in such amusements. It was being heated for
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Trimalchio. When the fumes of the wine had been dissi-
pated, we were conducted nto another dining-room where
Fortunata had laid out her own treasures; I noticed, for in-
stance, that there were little bronze fishermen upon the
lamps, the tables were of solid silver, the cups were porcelain
inlard with gold, before our eyes, wine was being strained
through a stramming cloth. “One of my slaves shaves his
first beard to-day,” Trimalchio remarked, at length, “promis-
ing, honest, thrifty lad, may he have no bad luck, so let’s
get our skins full and stick around till morning.”

Chapter the Seventy-foureth

He had not ceased speaking when a cock crowed!
Alarmed at this omen, Trimalchio ordered wine thrown
under the table and told them to sprinkle the lamps with 1t;
and he even went so far as to change his ring from his left
hand to his right. “That trumpeter did not sound off with-
out a reason,” he remarked, “there’s either a fire in the
neighborhood, or else some one’s going to give up the ghost.
I hope 1t’s none of us! Whoever brings that Jonah in shall
have a present.” He had no sooner made this promuse, than
a cock was brought in from somewhere 1n the neighborhood
and Trimalchio ordered the cook to prepare it for the pot.
The same versatile genius who had but a short time before
made birds and fish out of a hog, cut 1t up; 1t was then con-
signed to the kettle, and while Dzdalus was taking a long hot
drink, Fortunata ground pepper in a boxwood mill. When
these delicacies had been consumed, Trimalchio looked the
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slaves over, “You haven’t had anything to eat yet, have
you?” he asked. “Get out and let another relay come on
duty.” Thereupon, a second relay came in. “Farewell,
Gaius,” cried those going off duty, and “Hail, Gaius,” cried
the coming on. Our hilarity was somewhat dampened soon
after, for a boy who was by no means bad looking, came in
among the fresh slaves. Trimalchio seized him and em-
braced him lingeringly, whereupon Fortunata, asserting her
rights in the house, began to rail at Trimalchio, styling him
an abomination who set no limits to his lechery, finally ending
by calling him a2 dog. Trimalchio flew into a rage at her
abuse and threw a wine cup at her head, whereupon she
screeched, as 1f she had had an eye knocked out and covered
her face with her trembling hands. Scintilla was frightened,
too, and shielded the shuddering woman with her garment.
An officious slave presently held a cold-water pitcher to her
cheek and Fortunata bent over it, sobbing and moaming. But
as for Trimalchio, “What the hell’s next?” he gntted out,
“this Syrian dancing-whore don’t remember anything! I
took her off the auction block and made her a woman among
her equals, didn’t I? And here she puffs herself up like a
frog and pukes in her own nest, she’s a blockhead, all right,
not a woman. But that’s the way it is, if you’re born 1n an
attic you can’t sleep in a palace! I’ll see that this booted
Cassandra’s tamed, so help me my genius, I will'! And I
could have married ten mullion, even i1f I did only have
two cents: you know I’m not lying! Let me give you a tip,
said Agatho, the perfumer to the lady next door, when he
pulled me aside, don’t let your line die out! And here
D’ve stuck the ax into my own leg because 1 was a damned
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fool and didn’t want to seem fickle. I’ll see to it that you're
more careful how you claw me up, sure as you’re born,
I will! That you may realize how seriously I take what
yow’ve done to me~—Habinnas, I don’t want you to put her
statue on my tomb for fear I’ll be nagged even after I'm
dead! And furthermore, that she may know I can repay a
bad turn, I won’t have her kissing me when I’'m laid out!”

Chapter the Seventy-fifth

WHEN Trimalchio had launched this thunderbolt, Ha-
binnas commenced to beg him to control his anger. “There’s
not one of us but goes wrong sometimes,” argued he, “we’re
not gods, we’re men ?  Scintilla also cried out through her
tears, calling him “Gaius,” and entreating him by his guar-
dian angel, to be mollified. Trimalchio could restrain the
tears no longer, “Habinnas,” he blubbered, “as you hope to
enjov your money, spit in my face if I’ve done anything
wrong. I embraced him because he’s very thrifty. He can
recite his division table and read a book at sight: he bought
himself a Thracan umform from his savings from his ra-
tions, and a stool and two dippers, with his own money, too.
He’s worth my attention, ain’t he? But Fortunata won’t
sce it! Ain’t that the truth, you high-stepping hussy? Let
me beg you to make the best of what you’ve got, you she-
kite, and don’t make me show my teeth, my little darling, or
youw’ll find out what my temper’s like! Believe me, when
once I’ve made up my mind, I’m as fixed as a spike 1 a
beam! But let’s think of the iving. I hope you’ll all make
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yourselves at home, gentlemen: I was in your fix myself
once; but rose to what I am now by my own merit. It’s the
brains that makes the man, all the rest’s bunk. I buy well,
I sell well, some one else will tell you a different story, but
as for myself, I’m fairly busting with prosperity. What,
grunting-sow, still bawling? I’ll see to it that you’ve some-
thing to bawl for, but as I started to say, it was my thrift
that brought me to my fortune. I was just as tall as that
candlestick when I came over from Asia; every day I used to
measure myself by it, and I would smear my lips with oil
so my beard would sprout all the sooner. 1 was my master’s
‘mistress’ for fourteen years, for there’s nothing wrong in
doing what your master orders, and I satisfied my mistress,
too, during that time, you know what I mean, but I’ll say
no more, for I’m not one of your braggarts!

Chapter the Seventy-sixth

“Arr last 1t came about by the will of the gods that I was
master 1n the house, and I had the real master under my
thumb then. What 1s there left to tell? I was made co-heir
with Caesar and came nto a senator’s fortune. But nobody’s
ever satisfied with what he’s got, so I embarked in business.
I won’t keep you long in suspense; I bwlt five ships and
loaded them with wine (worth 1ts weight in gold, it was then)
and sent them to Rome. You’d think I’d ordered it so, for
every last one of them foundered, it’s a fact, no fairy tale
about 1t, and Neptune swallowed thirty million sesterces in
one day! You don’t think I lost my pep, do you? By
Hercules, nol That was only an appetizer for me, just as
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if nothing at all had happened, I built other and bigger
ships, better found, too, so no one could say I wasn’t game.
A big ship’s a big venture, you know. I loaded them up
with wine again, bacon, beans, Capuan perfumes, and slaves:
Fortunata did the mght thing in this affair, too, for she
sold every piece of jewelry and all her clothes into the
bargain, and put a hundred gold pieces in my hand. They
were the nest-egg of my fortune. A thing’s soon done when
the gods will it; I cleared ten million sesterces by that
voyage, all velvet, and bought in all the estates that had
belonged to my patron, right away. I built myself a house
and bought cattle to resell, and whatever I touched grew
just like a honeycomb. I chucked the game when I got to
have an income greater than all the revenues of my own
country, retired from business, and commenced to back
freedmen. I never liked business anyhow, as far as that
goes, and was just about ready to quit when an astrologer, a
Greek fellow he was, and his name was Serapa, happened to
Light 1n our colony, and he slipped me some information
and advised me to quit. He was hep to all the secrets of
the gods told me things about myself that I’d forgotten
and explained everything to me from needle and thread up,
knew me inside out, he did, and only stopped short of telling
me what I’d had for dinner the day before, you’d have
thought he’d lived with me always!

Chapter the Seventy-seventh

“Hapinnas, you were there, I think, I’ll leave it to you;
didn’t he sav-—7You took your wife out of a bawdy-house,
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yow’re as lucky in your friends, too, no one ever repays your
favor with another, you own broad estates, you nourish a
viper under your wing, and—why shouldn’t I tell it—1I still
have thirty years, four months, and two days to live! I’ll
also come into another bequest shortly. That’s what my
horoscope tells me. If I can extend my boundaries so as to
join Apulia, I’ll think I’ve amounted to something in this
life! I bwilt this house with Mercury on the job, anyhow;
it was a hoVel, as you know; it’s a palace now! Four dining-
rooms, twenty bedrooms, two marble colonnades, a store-
room upstairs, a bedroom where I sleep myself, a sitting-
room for this viper, a very good room for the porter, a guest-
chamber for visitors. As a matter of fact, Scaurus, when he
was here, would stay nowhere else, although he has a family
place on the seashore. I’ll show you many other things, too,
in a jiffy, believe me, if you have an as, you’ll be rated at
what you have. So your humble servant, who was a frog, 1s
now a king. Stychus, bring out my funeral vestments while
we wait, the ones I’ll be carried out in, some perfume, too,
and a draught of the wine in that jar, I mean the kind I in-
tend to have my bones washed in.”

Chapter the Seventy-cigheth

It was not long before Stychus brought a white shroud
and a purple-bordered toga into the diming-room, and
Trimalchio requested us to feel them and see if they were
pure wool. Then, with a smile, “Take care, Stychus, that
the mice don’t get at these things and gnaw them, or the
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moths either. I’ll burn you alive if they do. I want to be
carried out 1n all my glory so all the people will wish me
well.” Then, opeming a jar of lard, he had us all anointed,
“I hope Pl enjoy this as well when I’m dead,” he remarked,
“as I do while I’'m alive ” He then ordered wine to be
poured mto the punch-bowl. “Pretend,” said he, “that
vouw’re invited to my funeral feast.” The thing had grown
positively nauseating, when Trimalchio, beastly drunk by
now, bethought himself of a new and singular di¥ersion and
ordered some horn-blowers brought into the dining-room.
Then, propped up by many cushions, he stretched himself
out upon the couch. “Let on that I’m dead,” said he, “and
say something nice about me ” The horn-blowers sounded
off a loud funeral march together, and one 1n particular, a
slave belonging to an undertaker, made such a fanfare that
he roused the whole neighborhood, and the watch, which was
patrolling the vicinity, thinking Trimalchio’s house was afire,
suddenly smashed in the door and rushed in with their water
and axes, as 1s their right, raising a rumpus all thesr own.
We availed ourselves of this happy circumstance and, leav-
ing Agamemnon 1n’the lurch, we took to our heels, as though
we were running away from a real conflagration.

Chapter the Seventy-ninth

TwuERE was no torch to light the way for us, as we wan-
dered around, nor did the silence of midmght give promise
of our meeting any wavfarer with a light, 1n addition to this,
we were drunk and unfamiliar with the district, which would
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confuse one, even in daylight, so for the best part of a mortal
hour we dragged our bleeding feet over all the flints and
pieces of broken tile, till we were extricated, at last, by
Giton’s cleverness. This prudent youngster had been afraid
of going astray on the day before, so he had taken care to
mark all the pillars and columns with chalk. These marks
stood out distinctly, even through the pitchy night, and by
their brilliant whiteness, pointed out the way for us, as we
wandered about. Nevertheless, we had no less cause for
being in a sweat even when we came to our lodging, for the
old woman herself had been siting and swilling so long with
her guests that even 1f one had set her afire, she would not
have known it. We would have spent the night on the door-
sill had not Trimalchio’s courier come up in state, with ten
wagons, he hammered on the door for a short time, and
then smashed it in, giving us an entrance through the same
breach.

Oh Goddesses and Gods, that purple mght
How soft the couch! And we, embracing tight,
With every wandering kiss our souls would meet!
Farewell all mortal woes, to die were sweet !

But my self-congratulation was premature, for I was over-
come with wine, and when my unsteady hands relaxed their
hold, Ascyltos, that never-failing well-spring of iniquuty,
persuaded the boy away from me in the night and carried
him to his own room. Awaking at last, I found that the
boy had left; then, by all that’s dear, I swear I was on the
verge of transfixing them both with my sword. At last,
however, I adopted a more rational plan; I spanked Giton



148 THE SATYRICON OF

into wakefulness, and, glaring at Ascyltos, “Since you have
broken faith by this outrage,” 1 gritted out, with a savage
frown, “and severed our friendship, you had better get
your things together at once, and get out with your abomina-
tions!” He raised no objection to this, and we divided every-
thing with scrupulous exactitude,

Chapter the Eightieth

I thought parting finished till he whipped out his
sword, with a murderous hand. “Yowll not have this
prize you’re brooding over, all to yourself! Since I’ve
been rejected, I’ll have to cut off my share with this
sword.” 1 followed suit, on my side, and, wrapping a man-
tle around my left arm, I put myself on guard for the duel.
The unhappy boy, rendered desperate by our unreasoning
fury, hugged each of us tightly, by the knee, and in tears
he humbly begged that this wretched lodging-house should
not witness a Theban duel, and that we would not pollute
with mutual bloodéhed the sacred rites of a friendship that
was, as yet, unstamned. “If a crime must be commutted,”
he wailed, “here 1s my naked throat, turn your swords this
way and press home the points. I ought to be the one to
die, I broke the sacred pledge of friendship.” We lowered
our points, at these entreaties. “I’ll settle this dispute,”
Ascyltos spoke up, “let the boy follow whomsoever he him-
self wishes to follow. In that way, he, at least, will have
perfect freedom in choosing.” Imagining that a relation-

ship of such long standing had passed into a tie of blood,
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I was not at all uneasy, so I snatched at this proposition with
precipitate eagerness, and submitted the dispute to the judge.
He did not deliberate long enough to seem even to hesitate,
for he got up and chose Ascyltos as soon as the last syllable
had passed my lipst At this decision I was thunder-struck,
and threw myself upon the bed, unarmed and just as I
stood Had I not begrudged my enemy such a triumph, I
would have laid violent hands upon myself. Flushed with
success, Ascyltos marched out with Giton, and abandoned
in a strange town a comrade in the depths of despair; one
whom, but a hittle while before, he had loved most un-
selfishly, one whose destiny was so like his own.

As long as is expedient, the name of friendship lives,
Just as 1n dicing, Fortune smiles or lowers,
When good luck beckons, then your friend lus gleeful service gives
But basely flies when Ruin o’er you towers.
The strollers act their farce upon the stage, each one his part,
‘The father, son, the rich man, all are here,
But soon the page 1s turned upon the comic actor’s art,
‘The masque 15 dropped, the make-ups disappear!

Chapter the Eighty-firss

NevertaeLsss, I did not indulge myself very long in
tears, being afraid that Menelaus, the tutor, might drop in
upon me all alone 1n the lodging-house, and catch me in the
mudst of my troubles, so I collected my baggage and, with a
heavy heart, sneaked off to an obscure quarter near the sea-
shore. There, I kept to my room for three days, my mind
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was continually haunted by my loneliness and desertion, and
I beat my breast, already sore from blows. “Why could not
the earth have opened and swallowed me,” 1 wailed aloud,
between the many deep-drawn groans, “or the sea,” which
rages even agamnst the guiltless? Did I flee from justice,
murder my host, and cheat the arena, in order that, after
so many proofs of courage, I might be left lying here de-
serted, a beggar and an exile, 1n a lodging-house 1n 2 Greek
town? And who condemned me to this desolation? A boy
stained by every form of vice, who, by his own confession,
ought to be exiled free, through vice, expert in vice, whose
attendance came through a throw of the dice!

Chapter the Esghty-second

I cirpED on my sword when [ had said these words,
and, fortifying my strength with 2 heavy meal, so that
weakness would not cause me to lose the battle, I
presently sallied forth into the public streets and rushed
through all the arcades, like 2 maniac But while, with
my face savagely convulsed in a frown, I was medi-
tating nothing but bloodshed and slaughter, and was
continually clapping my hand to the hilt of my sword,
which I had consecrated to this, I was observed by a soldier,
that 1s, he either was a real soldier, or else he was some mght-
prowling thug, who challenged me. “Halt! Who goes
there? What legion are you from? Who’ your cen-
turion?”  “Since when have men in your outfit gone on pass
in white shoes?” he retorted, when I had lied stoutly about
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both centurion and legion. Both my face and my confusion
proved that I had been caught 1n a lie, so he ordered me to
surrender my arms and to take care that I did not get into
trouble, I was held up, as a matter of course, and, my
revenge balked, I returned to my lodging-house and, re-
covering by degrees from my fright, I began to be grate-
ful to the boldness of the foot-pad. It is not wise to place
much reliance upon any scheme, because Fortune has a
method of her own.

Chapter the Eighty-third

(NeverTHELESS, I found it very difficult to stifle my long-
ing for revenge, and after tossing half the night in anxiety,
I arose at dawn and, in the hope of mitigating my
mental sufferings and of forgetting my wrongs, 1 took
a walk through all the public arcades and) entered
a picture-gallery, which contained a wonderful collec-
tion of pictures, in various styles. I beheld works from
the hand of Zeuxss, still undimmed by the passage of the
years, and contemplated, not without a certain awe, the
crude drawings of Protogenes, which equaled the reality
of nature herself; but when I stood before the work of
Apelles, the kind which the Greeks call “Monochromatic,”
verily, I almost worshiped, for the outlines of the figures
were drawn with such subtlety of touch, and were so life-
like 1n their precision, that you would have thought their
very souls were depicted. Here, an eagle was soaring into
the sky bearing the shepherd of Mount Ida to heaven, there,
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the comely Hylas was struggling to escape from the em-
brace of the lascivious Naiad. Here, too, was Apollo, curs-
ing his murderous hand and adorning his unstrung lyre with
the flower just created. Standing among these lovers, which
were only painted, “It seems that even the gods are wracked
by love,” I cried aloud, as if I were 1n a wilderness. “Jupi-
ter could find none to hss taste, even in his own heaven, so
he had to sin on earth, but no one was betrayed by him!
The nymph who ravished Hylas would have controlled her
passion had she thought Hercules was coming to forbid it.
Apollo recalled the spirit of a boy 1n the form of a flower,
and all the lovers of Fable enjoyed Love’s embraces with-
out a rival, but I took as a comrade, a friend more cruel
than Lycurgus!” But at that very instant, as I was telling
my troubles to the winds, a2 white-haired old man entered the
picture-gallery, his face was care-worn, and he seemed, I
know not why, to give promise of something great, al-
though he bestowed so little care upon his dress, that it
was easily apparent that he belonged to that class of hterati
which the wealthy hold 1n contempt. “I am a poet,” he re-
marked, when he had approached me and stood at my side,
“and one of no mean ability, I hope, that is, if anything 1s
to be inferred from the crowns which gratitude can place
even upon the heads of the unworthy! Then why, you
demand, are you dressed so shabbily? For that very reason,
love or art never yet made any one rich.”

The trader trusts his fortune to the sea and takes his gamns,
The warrtar, for his deeds, 1 girt with gold,
The wily svcophant hies drunk on purple counterpanes,
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Young wives must pay debauches or they’re cold.
But solitary, shivering, in tatters Genius stands
Invoking a neglected art, for succor at its hands,

Chapter the Eighty-fourth

“Ir is certanly true that 2 man is hated when he
declares himself an enemy to all vice, and begins to
follow the right road in life, because, in the first place,
his habits are different from those of other people, for
who ever approved of anything to which he took ex-
ceptions? Then, they whose only ambution 15 to pile up
riches, don’t want to believe that men can possess anything
better than that which they have themselves, therefore,
they use every means in their power to so buffet the lovers
of literature that they will seem in thewr proper place—
below the money-bags.” “I know not why 1t should be so”
(1 said with a sigh), “but poverty 1s the sister of genius.”
(“You have good reason,” the old man replied, “to deplore
the status of men of letters.” “No,” I answered, “that was
not the reason for my sigh, there 1s another and far weightter
cause for my grief.” Then, in accordance with the human
propensity of pouring one’s personal troubles mto another’s
ears, I explained my musfortune to him, and dwelt par-
ticularly upon Ascyltos’ perfidy.) “Oh how I wish that this
enemy who 1s the cause of my enforced continence could be
mollified,” (I cried, with many a groan,) “but he 1s an old
hand at robbery, and more cunning than the pimps them-
selves!” (My frankness pleased the old man, who at-
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tempted to comfort me and, to beguile my sorrow, he related
the particulars of an amorous ntrigue in which he himself
had played a part.)

Chapter the Eighty-fifeh

“Wuen 1 was attached to the Quastor’s staff, in
Asia, 1 was quartered with a family at Pergamus. 1
found things very much tomy liking there, not only
on account of the refined comfort of my apartments,
but also because of the extreme beauty of my host’s son.
For the latter reason, I had recourse to strategy, in order
that the father should never suspect me of bemng 2 seducer.
So hotly would I flare up, whenever the abuse of boys was
even mentioned at the table, and with such uncompromising
sternness would I protest against having my ears insulted by
such talk, that I came to be looked upon, especially by the
mother, as one of the philosophers I was conducting the
lad to the gymnasium before very long, and superintending
his conduct, taking especial care, all the while, that no one
who could debauch him should ever enter the house. Then
there came a holiday, the school was closed, and our festivi-
ties had rendered us too lazy to retire properly, so we lay
down in the dining-room. It was just about midnight, and
I knew he was awake, so I murmured this vow, in a very low
voice, ‘Oh Lady Venus, could I but adore this lad, and he
not know it, I would give him a pair of turtle-doves to-
morrow!” Then, bending over the pretending sleeper, 1
snatched a flecting look or two. Satisfied with this beginning,
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I arose early in the morning, brought a fine pair of turtle-
doves to the eager lad, and absolved myself from my vow.”

* * * * * * * *

Chapter the Eighty-eighth

HearTeNED up by this story, I began to draw upon his
more comprehensive knowledge as to the ages of the pic-
tures and as to certain of the stories connected with them,
upon which I was not clear; and I likewise inquired into the
causes of the decadence of the present age, in which the
most refined arts had perished, and among them painting,
which had not left even the faintest trace of itself behind.
“Greed of money,” he replied, “has brought about these
unaccountable changes. In the good old times, when virtue
was her own reward, the fine arts flourished, and there was
the keenest rivalry among men for fear that anything which
could be of benefit to future generations, should remain long
undiscovered. Then it was that Democritus expressed the
juices of all plants and spent his whole life in experiments,
in order that no curative property should lurk unknown in
stone or shrub. That he might understand the movements
of heaven and the stars, Eudoxus grew old upon the summit
of a lofty mountain: three times did Chrysippus purge his
brain with helebore, that his faculties might be equal to in-
vention. Turn to the sculptors if you will, Lysippus per-
ished from hunger while in profound meditation upon the
lines of a single statue, and Myron, who almost embodied
the souls of men and beasts in bronze, could not find an
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heir. And we, sodden with wine and women, cannot even
appreciate the arts already practiced, we only criticize the
past! We learn only vice, and teach it, too. What has be-
come of logic? of astronomy? Where is the exquisite road
to wisdom? Who even goes into a temple to make a vow,
that he may achieve eloquence or bathe in the fountain of
wisdom? And they do not pray for good health and a sound
mind, before they even set foot upon the threshold of the
temple, one promises a gift 1f only he may bury a rich rel-
ative, another, 1f he can but dig up a treasure, and still an-
other, if he is permitted to amass thirty millions of sesterces,
in safety! The Senate itself, the exponent of all that should
be right and just, 1s in the habit of promising a thousand
pounds of gold to the capitol, and that no one may question
the propriety of praying for money, it even decorates Jupiter
himself with spoils! Do not hesitate, therefore, at express-
ing your surprise at the deterioration of painting, since, by
all the gods and men, alike, a lump of gold is held to be
more beautiful than anything ever created by those crazy
hittle Greek fellows, Apelles and Phydias!

Chaopter the Eighty-ninth

“Bur I see that your whole attention is held by that pic-
ture which portrays the destruction of Troy, so I will attempt
to unfold the story in verse:

And now the tenth harvest beheld the beleaguered of Troia
Worn out with anxiety, fearing the honor of Calchas
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The prophet, hung wavering deep mn the blackest desparr.

Apollo commanded! The forested peaks of Mount Ida

Were felled and dragged down, the hewn timbers were fitted to
fashion

A war-horse. Unfilled is a canity left, and this cavern,

Roofed over, capacious enough for a camp. Here lie hidden

‘The raging impetuous valor of ten years of warfare.

Malignant Greek troops pack the recess, lurk in their own offering.

Alas my poor country! We thought that their thousand grim
war-ships

Were beaten and scattered, our arable lands freed from warfare!

Th’ mnscription cut into the horse, and the crafty behavior

Of Sinon, his mind ever powerful for evil, affirmed it.

Delivered from war, now the crowd, carefree, hastens to worship

And pours from the portals. Their cheecks wet with weeping, the
joy

Of their tremulous souls brings to eyes tears which terror

Had banished. Laocoon, priest unto Neptune, with hair loosed,

An outcry evoked from the mob, he drew back his javelin

And launched 1t!  The belly of wood was hus target. The weapon

Recoiled, for the fates stayed his hand, and this artifice won us.

His feeble hand nerved he anew, and the lofty sides sounded,

His two~edged ax tried them severely. The young troops in ambush

Gasped. And as long as the reverberations re-echoed

The wooden mass breathed out a fear that was not of its own,

Imprisoned, the warriors advanced to take Troia a captive

And finish the struggle by stratagem new and unheard of.

Behold! Other portents* Where tenedos steep breaks the ocean

Where great surging billows dash high, to be broken, and leap back

To form a deep hollow of calm, and resemble the plashing

Of ocars, carried far through the silence of mght, as when ships
pass
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And dnive through the calm as it smashes against their fir bows.

Then backward we look towards the rocks the tide carries two
serpents

That coil and uncoil as they come, and their breasts, which are
swollen

Aside dash the foam, as the bows of tall ships; and the ocean

Is lashed by their trails, their manes, free on the water, as savage

As even their eyes: now a blinding beam kindles the billows,

The sea with their hissing 15 sibilant! Al stare in terror!

Laocoon’s twin sons 1n Phrygian raiment are standing

With priests wreathed for sacrifice.  Them did the ghstening

serpents

Enfold n their coils! With their little hands shielding their faces,

The boys, neither thinking of self, but each one of his brother!

Fraternal love’s sacnifice! Death himself slew those poor children

By means of thetr unselfish fear for each other' ‘The father,

A helper too feeble, now throws himself prone on their bodies.

‘The serpents, now glutted with death, coil around him and drag
him

To earth! And the priest, at lus altar a victim, lies beating

‘The ground. Thus the city of Troy, doomed to sack and destruction,

Furst lost her own gods by profaning their shrines and their worship,

The full moon now lifted her luminous beam and the small stars

Led forth, with her torch all ablaze, when the Greeks drew the
bolts

And poured forth their warriors, on Priam’s sons, buried in darkness

And sodden with wine. First the leaders made trial of their
weapons

Just as the horse, when unhitched from Thessalian neck-yoke

First tosses lis head and his mane, ere to pasture he rushes,

They draw their swords, brandish their shields and rush into the
battle



PETRONIUS ARBITER 159

One slays the wine-drunken Trojans, prolonging their dreams

To death, which ends all. Still another takes brands from the
altars,

And calls upon Troy’s sacred temples to fight against Trojans.”

Chapter the Ninetieth

Some of the public, who were loafing 1n the portico,
threw stones at the reciting Eumolpus and he, taking
note of this tribute to his genmus, covered his head and
bolted out of the temple. Fearing they might take
me for a poet, too, I followed after him in his flight and
came to the seashore, where we stopped as soon as we were
out of range. “Tell me,” I demanded, “what are you going
to do about that disease of yours? You’ve loafed with me
less than two hours, and you’ve talked more often like a
poet than you have like 2 human being! For this reason,
I’m not at all surprised that the rabble chases you with rocks.
P’m going to load my pockets with stones, too, and whenever
you begin to go out of your head, I’'m going to let blood
out of 1t!” His expression changed. “My dear young man,”
said he, ‘“to-day s not the first ime I have had such com-
pliments showered upon me, the audience always applauds
me in this fashion, when I go into the theater to recite any-
thing, but I’ll abstain from this sort of diet for the whole
day, for fear of having trouble with you.” “Good,” I re-
plied, “we’ll dine together if you’ll swear off crankiness for
the day.” (So saying,) I gave the housekeeper the orders
for our little supper (and we went straight off to the baths),
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Chapter the Ninety-firse

(Tuere) 1 catch sight of Giton, laden with towels
and scrapers, leaming, downhearted and embarrassed,
against the wall You could see that he did not serve
of his own free will Then, that I might assure my-
self that I saw aright, “Take pity on me, brother,”
he cried, turning towards me a face lighted up with joy,
“there are no arms here, I can speak freely: take me away
from that bloody robber, and punish your pemitent judge as
severely as you Iike  To have perished, should you wish it,
will be a consolation great enough in my misery!” Fearing
some one might overhear our plans, I bade him hush his
complaints and, leaving Eumolpus behind (for he was recit-
mng a2 poem 1n the bath), I pull Giton down a dark and dirty
passage, after me, and fly with all speed to my lodgings;
arnving there, I slam the door shut, embrace him con-
vulsively, and press my face agamst his which 1s all wet with
tears. For a long time, neither of us could find his voice,
and as for the lad, his shapely bosom was heaving contin-
uously with choking sobs  “Oh, the disgraceful inconsistency
of 1t all,” I cried, “for I love you still, although you aban-
doned me, and no scar from that gaping wound 1s left upon
this breast! What can you say that will justify you in yield-
ing your love to a stranger? Did I menit such an affront?”
He held his head higher when he found that he was loved.

For one to love, and at the same time, blame,
That were a labor Hercules to tame!
Conflicting passions yield in Cupid’s name,
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(“And furthermore,” 1 went on,) “I was not the one that
laid the cause of our love before another judge, but I will
complain no more, I will remember nothing, if you will
prove your penitence by keeping faith.” He wiped his face
upon his mantle, while I poured out these words, with groans
and tears, “Encolpus,” said he, “I beseech you, I appeal
to your honest recollection, did I leave you, or did you throw
me over? For my part, I admit, and openly, at that, that
I sought refuge with the stronger, when I beheld two armed
men.” I threw my arms around his neck and pressed him
tightly against my breast, that he might see unmistakably
that he had gotten back into my good graces, and that our
friendship lived again 1n perfect confidence.

Chapter the Ninety-second

Nicur had fallen by this time, and the woman to
whom I had given my order had prepared supper,
when Eumolpus knocked at the door. “How many of
you are there?” I called out, and as I spoke, I peeped
cautiously through a chink in the door to see if
Ascyltos had come with him; then, as I perceived that he
was the only guest, I quickly admitted him. He threw him-
self upon the pallet and caught sight of Giton, waiting table,
whereupon he nodded his head. “I Like your Ganymede,”
he remarked, “this day promises a good ending!” 1 did
not take kindly to such an inqusitive beginning, fearing that
I had let another Ascyltos into my lodging. Eumolpus
stuck to his purpose. “I like you better than the whole



162 THE SATYRICON OF

bathful,” he remarked, when the lad had served him with
wine, then he thirstily dramned the cup dry and swore that
never before had he tasted a wine with such a satisfying
tang to it. “While I was bathing,” he went on, “I was al-
most beaten up for trying to recite a2 poem to the people sit-
ting around the basin, and when I had been thrown out of
the baths, just like I was out of the theater, I hunted through
every nook and cranny of the building, calling ‘Encolpius,
Encolprus,’ at the top of my voice A naked youth at the
other end, who had lost his clothes, was bawling just as
loudly and no less angnily, for Giton! As for myself, the
slaves took me for a maniac, and mimicked me in the most
insolent manner, but a large crowd gathered around him,
clapping its hands in awe-struck admiration, for so heavy and
massive was he! that you would have thought that his other
qualities were but a small part to his physical charms. Oh
such a man! He could do his bt all right! I haven’t a
doubt but that he could begin on the day before and never
fimish t1ll the day after the next! And he soon found a
friend, of course- some Roman knight or other, 1 don’t know
his name, but he bears a bad reputation, so they say, threw
his own mantle around the wanderer and took him off home
with himself, hoping I suppose, to have the sole enjoyment
of such prize. But I couldn’t get my own clothing back
from the officious bath attendant, till I found some one who
could ident:fy me, which only goes to show that 1t 1s more
profitable to rub up the person than it is to polish the mind!”
While Eumolpus was relating all this, I changed countenance
continually, elated, naturally, at the mishaps of my enemy,
and vexed at his good fortune, but I controlled my tongue
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nevertheless, as if I knew nothing about the episode, and
read aloud the bill of fare. (Hardly had I finished, when
our humble meal was served. The food was plain but
succulent and nutritious, and the famished scholar Eumol-
pus, fell to ravenously.)

Kind Providence unto our needs has tempered 1ts decrees
And met our wants, our carping plaints to still:

Green herbs, and berries hanging on their rough and brambly sprays
Suffice our hunger’s gnawing pangs to kill.

What fool would thirst upon a niver’s brink? Or stand and freeze
In icy blasts, when near a cozy fire?

The law sits armed outside the door, adulterers to seize,
The chaste bride, guiltless, gratifies desire.

All Nature lavishes her wealth to meet our just demands;
But, spurred by lust of pride, we stop at naught to gain our ends!

(Our philosopher began to moralize, when he had gorged
himself, leveling many critical shafts at those who hold
everyday things in contempt, esteeming nothing except what-
is rare.)

Chapter the Ninety-third

(“To their perverted taste,” he went on,) “everything
one may have lawfully is held cheap and the appetite, tickled
only by forbidden indulgences, delights in what is most
difficult to obtain.

The pheasant from Colchis, the wild-fowl from African shores,
Because they are dainties. the parvenu’s palate adores:
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The white-feathered goose, and the duck in his bright-colored
plumes

Must nourish the rabble; they’re common, so them Fashion dooms!

‘The wrasse brought from dangerous Syrtis 1s much more esteemed

When fishing-boats founder! And even the mullet 15 deemed,

No matter how heavy, a weight on the market! The whore

Displaces the wife, and in perfumes, the cinnamon more

Is esteemed than the rose! So whatever we have, we despise,

And whatever we have not, we think a superlative prize!”

“Ts this the way in which you keep your promise not to recite
a single verse to-day?” I demanded, “bear in mind your
promuse and spare us, at least, for we have thrown no rocks
at you yet. If a single one of those fellows drinking under
this very roof were to smell out a poet in therr midst, he
would arouse the whole neighborhood and involve all of
us in the same misunderstanding!” Giton, who was one of
the gentlest of lads, took me to task for having spoken in
that manner, denymng that 1 did rightly in enticzing my
elders and, at the same time, forgetting my duties as host
by offering an affront to one whom I had invited out of
kindness. And much more, full of moderation and pro-
pricty, which was in exquisite keeping with his good looks.

Chapter the Ninety-fourth

“Happy the mother,” cried Eumolpus, “who bore
such a2 son as you! May your fortune be in keeping
with your merit! Beauty and wisdom are rarely found
mixed! And that you may not think that all your
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words are wasted, know that you have found a friend!
I will fill my verses with your praise! 1 will act as
your guardian and your tutor, following you even when
you bid me stay behind! Nor can Encolpius take offense, he
loves another!” The soldier who took my sword from me
did Eumolpus a good turn, too, otherwise, the rage which
1 had felt agamst Ascyltos, would have been quenched in
the blood of Eumolpus. Seeing what was in the wind, Giton
slipped out of the room, pretending he was going after water,
and by this diplomatic retreat, he put an end to my fury.
Then, as my anger cooled, little by little, “Eumolpus,” 1
said, “rather than have you entertain designs of such a
nature, I would even prefer to have you spouting poetry! I
am hot-tempered and you are lecherous; see how uncon-
gemnial two such dispositions must be! Take me for a maniac,
humor my malady 1n other words, get out quick!” Taken
complerely aback by this onslaught, Eumolpus crossed the
threshold of the room without stopping to ask the reason
for my wrath, and immedately slammed the door shut,
penning me in, as I was not looking for any move of that
kind: then, having quickly removed the key, he hurried
away in search of Giton. Finding that I was locked in, 1
decided to hang myself, and had already fastened my belt
to the bedstead which stood alongside of the wall, and was
engaged in fastening the noose around my neck, when the
doors were unlocked and Eumolpus came in with Giton,
recalling me to light when I was just about to turn the fatal
goal-post!  Giton was greatly wrought up and his grief
turned to fury: seizing me with both hands, he threw me
upon the bed, “If you think, Encolpius,” he shrieked, “that



166 THE SATYRICON OF

you can contrive to die before I do, you’re wrong! I
thought of suicide first. I hunted for a sword in Ascyltos’
house: I would have thrown myself from a precipice if I
had not found you! You know that death is never far
from those who seek him, so take your turn and witness the
spectacle you wished to see!” So saying, he snatched a
razor from Eumolpus’ servant, slashed his throat, once,
twice, and fell down at our feet! I uttered a loud cry,
rushed to him as he fell, and sought the road to death by
the same steel, Giton, however, showed not the faintest
trace of any wound, nor was I conscious of feeling any pain.
The razor, 1t turned out, was untempered and dull and was
used to imbue boy apprentices with the confidence of the
expertenced barber. Hence 1t was in a sheath and, for the
reason given above, the servant was not alarmed when the
blade was snatched nor did Eumolpus break in upon this
farcical death scene.

Chapter the Ninetyfifth

Tue landlord made his appearance with a part of
our little supper while this comedy was being enacted
and, taking in the very disorderly spectacle which we
presented, lying there and wallowing as we were, “Are
you drunk,” he demanded, “or are you runaway slaves,
or both? Who turned up that bed there? What’s the
meaning of all these sneaking preparations’ You didn’t
want to pay the room-rent, you didn’, by Hercules, you
didn’t, you wanted to wait tll mght and run away into the
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public streets, but that won’t go here! This is no widow’s
joint, I’ll show you that (not yet it ain’t)! This place be-
longs to Marcus Manicus!®  “So you threaten, do you?»
yelled Eumolpus, giving the fellow a resounding slap in
the face. At this, the latter threw a small earthenware
pitcher, which had been emptied by the draughts of successive
guests, at Eumolpus’ head, and cut open the forehead of
his cursing adversary. then he skipped out of the room.
Infuriated at such an msult, Eumolpus snatched up 2 wooden
candlestick, ran in pursuit of his retreating foeman, and
avenged his broken head with a shower of blows, The
entire household crowded around, as did a number of
drunken lodgers, but I seized this opportunity of retaliating
and locked Eumolpus out, retorting his own trick upon the
quarrelsome fellow, and found myself without a rival, as it
were, able to enjoy my room and my night’s pleasure as
well. In the meantime, Eumolpus, locked out as he was,
was being very roughly handled by the cooks and scullions
of the establishment, one aimed a spitful of hissing-hot guts
at his eyes, another grabbed a two-tined fork in the pantry
and put himself on guard, but worst of all, a blear-eyed
old hag, girded round with a filthy apron, and wearing
wooden clogs which were not mates, dragged 1n an immense
dng on a chain, and “sicked” him upon Eumolpus, but he
beat off all attacks with his candlestick.

Chapter the Ninety-sixth

WEe took in the entire performance through a hole
in the folding-doors: this had been made but a short
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time before, when the handle had been broken and
jerked out, and I wished him joy of his beating.
Giton, however, forgetting everything except his own com-
passion, thought we ought to open the door and succor
Eumolpus, 1n his perl, but being still angry, I could not
restrain my hand, clenching my fist, I rapped his pitying
head with my sharp knuckles. In tears, he sat upon the
bed, while 1 applied each eye in turn, to the opening, filling
myself up as with a dainty dish, with Eumolpus’ musfor-
tunes, and gloating over their prolongation, when Bargates’
agent for the bulding, called from his dinner, was carried
into the mdst of the brawl by two chair-men, for he had
the gout. He carried on for some time against drunkards
and fugitive slaves, 1n a savage tone and with a barbarous
accent, and then, looking around and catching sight of
Eumolpus, “What,” he exclaimed, “are you here, my prince
of poets? and these damned slaves don’ scatter at once and
stop their brawhng!” (Then, whispering in Eumolpus’
ear,) “My bedfellow’s got an i1dea that she’s finer-haired
than I am, lampoon her 1n a poem, if you think anything of
me, and make ’er ashamed.”

Chapter the Ninety-seventh

Eumorpus was speaking privately with Bargates, when a
crier, attended by a public slave, entered the 1nn, accompanied
by a medium-sized crowd of outsiders. Waving a torch that
gave out more smoke than light, he announced “Strayed
from the baths, a short time ago, a boy about sixteen years of
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age, curly headed, a minion, handsome, answers to the name
of Giton. One thousand sesterces reward will be paid to any
one bringing him back or giving information as to his where-
abouts ” Ascylots, dressed 1n a tunic of many colors, stood
not far from the crier, holding out a silver tray upon which
was piled the reward, as evidence of good faith. I ordered
Giton to get under the bed immediately, telling him to stick
his hands and feet through the rope netting which sup-
ported the mattress, and, just as Ulysses of old had clung
to the ram, so he, stretched out beneath the mattress, would
evade the hands of the hunters. And Giton did not hesitate
at obeying this order, but fastened his hands in the netting
for a moment, outdoing Ulysses in his own cunning! For
fear of leaving room for suspicion, I piled covers upon my
pallet, leaving the impression of a single person of my own
stature. Meanwhile Ascyltos, in company with the magis-
trate’s servant, had ransacked all the rooms and had come at
last to mine, where he entertained greater hopes of success,
because he found the doors carefully barred. The public
slave looosened the bolts by inserting the edge of his ax
i the chink I threw myself at Ascyltos’ feet, begging
him, by the memory of our friendship and our companion-
ship in suffering, to show me my “brother,” safe and sound,
and furthermore, that my simulated prayers might carry
conviction, I added, “I know very well, Ascyltos, that you
have come here seeking my life. If not, why the axes?
Well, fatten your grudge, then! Here’s my neck! Pour
out that blood you seek to shed under pretext of a search!”
Ascyltos repelled this suspicion, affirming that he sought
nothing except his own fugitive and desired the death of
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neither man nor supplant, and least of all did he wish to
harm one whom, now that their quarrel was over, he re-
garded as his dearest friend.

Chapter the Ninety-eighth

Tue public servant, however, was not derelict in the
performance of his duty, for, snatching a cane from
the innkeeper, he poked underneath the bed, ransacking
every corner, even to the cracks in the wall. Twisting
his body out of reach, and cautiously drawing a full
breath, Giton pressed his mouth against the very bugs
themselves (The pair had scarcely left the room)
when Eumolpus burst in 1n great exatement, for the doors
had been broken and could keep no one out. “The thousand
sesterces are mne,” he shouted, “Pll follow that crier out
and tell him Giton 1s 1n your power, and it will serve you
right, too!” Seeing that his mind was made up, I embraced
his knees and besought him not to kill a dying man. “You
might have some reason for being exated,” I said, “if you
could produce the missing boy, but you cannot, as the thing
stands now, for he escaped into the crowd and I have not
even a suspicion as to where he has gone! Get the lad back,
Eumolpus, for heaven’s sake, even if you do restore him
to Ascyltos!” I had just succeeded in persuading him to
believe all this when Giton, nearly suffocated from hold-
ing his breath, suddenly sneezed three times, and shook
the bed. Eumolpus turned at the commotion, “Hello,
Giton,” he exclaimed, “glad to see you!” Then he turned
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back the mattress and discovered an Ulysses whom even a
ravenous Cyclops might have spared; thereupon, he faced
me, “You robber,” said he, “what does all this mean? You
hadn’t the nerve to tell me the truth even when you were
caught! If the god that umpires human affairs hadn’t
forced a sign from this boy as he hung there, I would be
wandering from one pot-house to another, like a fool!”
But Giton was far more tactful than I: first of all, he dressed
the cut upon Eumolpus’ forehead, with spider’s web soaked
in oil, he then exchanged the poet’s torn clothing for his
own cloak; this done, he embraced the old gentleman, who
was already somewhat mollified, and poulticed him with
kisses. “Dearest of fathers,” he cried, “we are entirely in
your hands! In yours alone! If you love your Giton, do
your best to save him. Would that some cruel flame might
devour me, alone, or that the wintry sea might swallow me,
for I am the cause for all these crimes. Two enemies would
be reconciled if I should perish!” (Moved by our trou-
bles, but particularly stirred by Giton’s affection, “You are
fools,” exclaimed Fumolpus, “you certainly are: here you
are gifted with talents cnough to make your fortunes and
you still lead a life of musery, and every day you bring new
torments upon yourselves, as the fruits of your own acts!)

Chapter the Ninmety-ninth

“I nave always and everywhere lived such a life that each
passing day was spent as though that light would never re-
turn; (that is, in tranquillity! Put aside those thoughts
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which worry you, if you wish to follow my lead. Ascyltos
persecutes you here; get out of his way. I am about to
start for foreign parts, you may come with me. I have taken
a berth on a vessel which will probably weigh anchor this
very might. 1 am well known on board, and we shall be
well received )

Leave then thy home and seek a foreign shore,
Brave youth, for thee thy destiny holds more:
To no misfortune yield! The Danube far
Shall know thy spirt, and the polar star,

And placid Nile, and they who dwell 1n lands
Where sunnse starts, or they where sunset ends!
A new Ulysses treads on foreign sands,”

(To me, this advice seemed both sound and practical, be-
cause it would free me from any annoyance by Ascyltos, and
because 1t gave promise of a happier hfe. I was overcome
by the kindly sympathy of Eumolpus, and was especially
sorry for the latest mnjury 1 had done him. I began to re-
pent my jealousy, which had been the cause of so many
unpleasant happenings) and with many tears, I begged and
pled with him to admit me into favor, as intimates cannot
control their furious jealousy, and vowing, at the same
time, that I would not by word or deed give him cause for
offense in the future And he, like a learned and cultivated
gentleman, ought to remove all irmtation from his mind,
and leave no trace of it behind. The snows lie long upon
the ground in wild and uncultivated regions, but where the
earth has been beautified by the conquest of the plough, the
Iight snow melts away while you speak of it And so it is
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with anger in the heart; in savage minds it lingers long, it
gldes quickly away from the cultured. “That you may
experience the truth of what you say,” exclaimed Eumolpus,
“see! 1 end my anger with a kiss. May good luck go with
us! Get your baggage together and follow me, or go on
ahead, if you prefer.” While he was speaking, a knock
sounded at the door, and a sailor with a bristhing beard stood
upon the threshold; “You’re hanging in the wind, Eumol-
pus,” said he, “as if you didn’t know that bastard of a skip-
per!” Without further delay we all got up. Eumolpus
ordered his servant, who had been asleep for some time, to
bring his baggage out, Giton and I pack together whatever
we have for the voyage and, after praying to the stars, we
went aboard.

Chapter One Hundredth

(We picked out a retred spot on the poop and
Eumolpus dozed off, as it was not yet daylight. Neither
Giton nor mysclf could get a wink of sleep, however.
Anxously 1 reflected that I had recerved Eumolpus as
a comrade, a rival more formidable than Ascyltos, and
that thought tortured me. But reason soon put my
uneasiness to flight.) “It is unfortunate,” (sad I to
myself,) “that the lad has so taken our friend’s fancy, but
what of 1t? Is not nature’s every masterpiece common to
all? The sun shines upon all alike! The moon with her
innumerable train of stars lights even the wild beasts to
their food. What can be more beautiful than water? Yet
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it flows for common use. Shall love alone, then, be stolen,
rather than be regarded as a prize to be won? No, indeed!
1 desire no possession unless the world envies me for pos-
sessing it A solitary old man can scarcely become a serious
rival, even should he wish to take advantage, he would
lose it through lack of breath.” When, but without any
confidence, 1 had arrived at these conclusions, and beguiled
my uneasy spirit, I covered my head with my tunic and began
to feign sleep, when all of a sudden, as though Fortune
were bent upon anmhilating my peace of mind, a voice upon
the ship’s deck gritted out something like this—“So he
fooled me after all ”—As this voice, which was a man’s,
and was only too familar, struck my ears, my heart fluttered.
And then a woman, equally furious, spat out more spitefully
still—“If only some god would put Giton into my hands,
what a fine time I would give that runaway ”—-Stunned by
these unexpected words, we both turned pale as death. 1
was completely terrified, and, as though I were enveloped
in some turbulent mghtmare, was a long time finding my
voice, but at last, with trembling hands, I tugged at the
hem of Fumolpus’ clothing, just as he was sinking into
slumber. “Father,” I quavered, “on your word of honor,
can you tell me whose ship this 15, and whom she has
aboard?” Peeved at being disturbed, “So,” he snapped,
“this was the reason you wished to have us quartered in the
most maccessible spot on deck, was 1t? So we could get no
rest! What good will it do you when I’ve informed you
that Lycas of Tarentum 1s master of this ship and that he
carries Tryphzna as an exile to Tarentum?”
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Chaopter the One Hundred and First

I su1veRrED, horror-struck, at this thunderbolt and, bearing
my throat, “Oh, Destiny,” I wailed, “you’ve vanquished me
completely, at last!” As for Giton, he fell in a faint upon my
bosom, and remained unconscious for quite a while, until a
sweat finally relieved our tension, whereupon, hugging Eu-
molpus around the knees, “Take pity upon the perishing,”
I besought him, “in the name of our common learning, aid
us! Death himself hangs over us, and he will come as a
relief unless you help us!” QOverwhelmed by this implica-
tion, Eumolpus swore by all the gods and goddesses that
he knew nothing of what had happened, nor had he had
any ulterior purpose in mind, but that he had brought his
companons upon this voyage which he himself had long in-
tended taking, with the most upright intentions and in the
best of good faith. “But,” demanded he, “what 1s this
ambush? Who is this Hannibal who sails with us? Lycas
of Tarentum i1s a most respectable atizen and the owner,
not only of this ship, which he commands 1n person, but of
landed estates as well as commercial houses under the man-
agement of slaves. He carries a cargo consigned to market.
He is the Cyclops, the arch-pirate, to whom we owe our
passage! And then, besides himself, there 1s Tryph=na, a
most charming woman, traveling about here and there in
search of pleasure” “But,” objected Giton, “they are
the very ones we are most anxious to avoid,” whereupon he
explamned to the astonished Eumolpus the reasons for their
enmity and for the danger which threatened us. So mud-
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dled did he become, at what had been told him, that he lost
the power of thinking, and requested each of us to offer his
own opinion. “Just imagine,” said he, “that we are trapped
in the Cyclops’ cave: some way out must be found, unless
we bring about a shipwreck, and free ourselves from all
dangers!” “Bribe the pilot, if necessary, and persuade him
to steer the ship into some port,” volunteered Giton, “tell
him your brother’s nearly dead from seasickness* your woe-
begone face and streaming tears will lend color to your de-
ception, and the pilot may be moved to mercy and grant
your prayer.” Eumolpus denied the practicability of this,
“Jt is only with difficulty,” affirmed he, “that large ships are
warped into landlocked harbors, nor would 1t appear prob-
able that my brother could have been taken so desperately
in so short a2 time. And then, Lycas will be sure to want to
visit a sick passenger, as part of his duties! You can see for
yourselves what a fine stroke 1t would be, bringing the cap-
tain to his own runaways! But, supposing that the ship
could be put off her course, supposing that Lycas did not
hold sick-call, how could we leave the ship in such a man-
ner as not to be stared at by all the rest? With muffled
heads? With bare? If muffled, who would not want to
lend the sick man a hand? If bare, what would it mean if
not proscribing ourselves??

Chapter the One Hundred and Second

“Way would it not be better to take refuge in boldness,”
I asked, “shide down a rope into the ship’s boat, cut the
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painter, and leave the rest to luck? And furthermore, I
would not involve Eumolpus in this adventure, for
what is the good of getting an innocent man into
troubles with which he has no concern? 1 shall be
well content if chance helps us into the boat.” “Not
a bad scheme,” Eumolpus agreed, “uf 1t could only be car-
ried out- but who could help seeing you when you start?
Especally the man at the helm, who stands watch all night
long and observes even the motions of the stars. But it
could be done in spite of that, when he dozed off for a
second, that s, if you chose some other part of the ship
from which to start as 1t is, it must be the stern, you must
even slip down the rudder itself, for that 1s where the
painter that holds the boat in tow, is made fast. And
there 1s still something else, Encolpius, I am surprised that
it has not occurred to you that one sailor 1s on watch, lying
in the boat, night and day. You couldn’t get rid of that
watchman except by cutting his throat or throwing him over-
board by force. Consult your own courage as to whether
that can be done or not. And as far as my coming with you
is concerned, I shirk no danger which holds out any hopes
of success, but to throw away life without a reason, as if
it were a thing of no moment, 1s something which I do not
believe that even you would sanction: see what you think
of this? 1 will wrap you up in two hide baggage covers, tie
you up with thongs, and stow you among my clothing, as
baggage, leaving the ends somewhat open, of course, so you
can breathe and get your food. Then I will raise a hue and
cry because my slaves have thrown themselves into the sea,
fearing worse punishment, and when the ship makes port,
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I will carry you out as baggage without exciting the slight-
est suspicion!” “Oh' So you would bundle us up like
we were solid,” I sneered, “our bellies wouldn’t make trou-
ble for us, of course, and we’ll never sneeze nor snore!
And all because a similar trick turned out successfully before!
Think the matter over! Bemng tied up could be endured
for one day, but suppose it might have to be for longer?
What if we should be becalmed? What if we were struck
by a storm from the wrong quarter of the heavens’? What
could we do then? Even clothes will cut through at the
wrinkles when they are tied up too long, and paper in bun-
dles will lose its shapes. Do you imagine that we, who are
young and unused to hardship, could endure the filthy rags
and lashings necessary to such an operation, as statues do?
No! That’s settled! Some other road to safety must be
found! I have thought up a scheme, see what you think of
it! Eumolpus 1s 2 man of letters. He will have ink about
him, of course. With this remedy, then, let’s change our
complexions, from hair to toe-nails! Then, 1n the guise
of Ethiopian slaves, we shall be ready at hand to wait upon
you, hight-hearted as having escaped the torturer, and, with
our altered complexions, we can impose upon our enemies!”
“Yes, indeed,” sneered Giton, “and be sure and circumcise
us, too, so we will be taken for Jews, pierce our ears so we
will look like Arabs, chalk our faces so that Gaul will take
us for her own sons, as if color alone could change one’s
figure! As if many other details did not require considera-
tion 1f a passable imposture 1s to result! Even granting
that the stained face can keep its color for some time, sup-
pose that not a drop of water should spot the skin, suppose
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that the garment did not stick to the ink, as it often does,
where no gum is used, tell me! We can’t make our lps
so hideously thick, can we? We can’t kink our hair with
a curhng-iron, can we? We can’t harrow our foreheads
with scars, can we? We can’t force our legs out into the
form of a bow or walk with our ankle-bones on the ground,
can we? Can we trim our beards after the foreign style?
No! Artificial color dirties the body without changing it.
Lasten to the plan which I have thought out 1n my despera-
tion; let’s tie our garments around our head and throw our-
selves into the deep!”

Chapter the One Hundred and Third

“Gops and men forbid that you should make so base an
ending of your lives,” cried Eumolpus, “No! It will be bet-
ter to do as I direct. As you may gather, from his razor, my
servant 1s a barber: let him shave your heads and eyebrows,
too, and quickly, at that! I will follow after him, and I will
mark my inscription so cleverly upon your foreheads that
you will be mistaken for slaves who have been branded! The
same letters will serve both to quiet the suspicions of the
curious and to conceal, under semblance of punishment,
your real features!” We did not delay the execution of this
scheme but, sneaking stealthily to the ship’s side, we sub-
mitted our heads and eyebrows to the barber, that he might
shave them clean. Eumolpus covered our foreheads com-
pletely, with large letters and, with a liberal hand, spread
the umversally known mark of the fugitive over the face
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of each of us. As luck would have it, one of the passengers,
who was terribly seasick, was hanging over the ship’s side
easing his stomach. He saw the barber busy at his unseason-
able task by the light of the moon and, cursing the omen
which resembled the last offering of a crew before shipwreck,
he threw himself into his bunk. Pretending not to hear his
puking curses, we reverted to our melancholy train of
thought and, settling ourselves down in silence, we passed
the remaining hours of the might in fitful slumber. (On the
following morming Eumolpus entered Lycas’ cabin as soon as
he knew that Tryphzna was out of bed and, after some
conversation upon the happy voyage of which the fine

weather gave promuse, Lycas turned to Tryphzna and re-
marked,)

Chapter the One Hundred and Fourth

“Priapus appeared to me 1n 2 dream and seemed to say—
Know that Encolpius, whom you seek, has, by me, been led
aboard your ship!” Tryphzna trembled violently, “You
would think we had slept together,” she cried, “for a bust
of Neptune, which I saw 1n the gallery at Baiz, said to me,
in my dream—You will find Giton aboard Lycas’ ship!”
“From which you can see that Epicurus was a man inspired,”
remarked Eumolpus, “he passed sentence upon mocking
phantasms of that kind 1n a very witty manner.

Dreams that delude the mind with fitting shades
By neither powers of air nor gods, are sent:
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Each makes his own! And when relaxed in sleep
‘The members he, the mind, without restraint
Can flit, and re-cnact by night, the deeds

"That occupied the day. The warrior fierce,

Who cities shakes and towns destroys by fire
Maneuvering armues sees, and javelins,

And funerals of kings and bloody fields.

‘The cringing lawyer dreams of courts and tnals,
‘The miser hides his board, new treasures finds*
‘The hunter’s horn and hounds the forests wake,
‘The shipwrecked sailor from his hulk 1s swept
Or, washed aboard, just misses perishing.
Adultresses will bribe, and harlots write

To lovers dogs, in dreams their hare still course;
And old wounds ache most poignantly in dreams!”

“Still, what’s to prevent our searching the ship?” said Lycas,
after he had expiated Tryphzna’s dream, “so that we will
not be guilty of neglecting the revelations of Providence?”
“And who were the rascals who were being shaved last night
by the light of the moon?” chumed in Hesus, unexpectedly,
for that was the name of the fellow who had caught us at
our furtive transformation in the night. “A rotten thing
to do, I swear! From what I hear, it’s unlawful for any
living man aboard ship to shed hair or nais, unless the
wind has kicked up a heavy sea.”

Chapter the One Hundred and Fifth

Lycas was greatly disturbed by this information, and flew
into a rage. “So some one aboard my ship cut off his hair,
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did he?” he bawled, “and at dead of night, too! Bring the
offenders aft on deck here, and step lively, so that I can tell
whom to punish, from their heads, that the ship may be freed
from the curse!” “I ordered it done,” Eumolpus broke in,
“and I didn’t order 1t as an unlucky omen, either, seeing that
I had to be aboard the same vessel* I did it because the
scoundrels had long matted hair, I ordered the filth cleared
off the wretches because 1 did not wish to even seem to make
a prison out of your ship: besides, I did not want the seared
scars of the letters to be hidden in the least, by the inter-
ference of the hair; as they ought to be in plain sight, for
every one to read, and at full length, too! In addition to
theirr other misdemeanors, they blew in my money on a
street-walker whom they kept in common, only last night
I dragged them away from her, recking with wine and
perfumes, as they were, and they still stink of the remnants
of my patrimony!” Thereupon, forty stripes were ordered
for each of us, that the tutelary gemwus of the ship might
be propitiated. And they were not long about 1t erther,
eager to propitiate the tutelary genus with our wretched
blood, the savage sailors rushed upon us with their rope’s
ends For my part, 1 endured three lashes with Spartan
fortitude, but at the very first blow, Giton set up such a
howling that his all too familiar voice reached the ears of
Tryphazna, nor was she the only one who was in a flutter,
for, attracted by this familar voce, all the maids rushed to
where he was being flogged Giton had already moderated
the ardor of the sailors, by his wonderful beauty, he ap-
pealed to his torturers without uttering a word. “It’s Giton!
It’s Giton!” the maids all screamed in unison, “hold your
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hands, you brutes, help, madame, 1t’s Giton!” Tryphzna
turned willing ears, she had recogmzed that voice herself,
and flew to the boy. Lycas, who knew me as well as if he
had heard my voice, now ran up; he glanced at neither
face nor hands, but directed his eyes lower down; courteously
he shook hands with them, “How do you do, Encolpius,”
he said.  Let no one be surprised at Ulysses’ nurse discover-
ing, after twenty years, the scar that established his identity,
since this man, so keenly observant, had, in spite of the
most skillful disguise of every feature and the obliteration
of every identifying mark upon my body, so surely hit upon
the sole means of identifying his fugitive! Deceived by
our appearance, Tryphzna wept bitterly, believing that the
marks upon our foreheads were, in truth, the brands of
prisoners she asked us gently, into what slave’s prison we
had fallen in our wanderings, and whose cruel hands had in-
flicted this pumshment. Still, fugitives whose members had
gotten them into trouble certainly deserved some pumish-
ment.

Chapter the One Hundred and Sixth

In a towering passion Lycas leaped forward. “Ch, you
silly woman,” he shouted, “as 1f those scars were made by the
letters on the branding-iron! If only they had really
blotched up their foreheads with those inscriptions, 1t would
be some satisfaction to us, at least, but as 1t 1s, we are being
imposed upon by an actor’s tricks, and hoaxed by a fake in-
scription!” Tryphzna was disposed to mercy, as all was not
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lost for her pleasure, but Lycas remembered the seduction of
his wife and the insults to which he had been subjected 1n the
portico of the temple of Hercules. “Tryphzna,” he gritted
out, hs face convulsed with savage passton, “you are aware, I
believe, that the immortal gods have a hand in human affairs.
what did they do but lead these scoundrels aboard this ship
in ignorance of the owner and then warn each of us alike,
by a coinaidence of dreams, of what they had done? Can
you then see how it would be possible to let off those whom
a god has, himself, delivered up to punishment? I am
not a cruel man- what moves me 1s this: I am afraid I shall
have to endure myself whatever I remit to them!” At this
superstitious plea Tryphzna veered around; denying that
she would plead for quarter, she was even anxious to help
along the fulfillment of this retribution, so entirely just. she
had herself suffered an insult no less poignant than had
Liycas, for her chastity had been called in question before a
crowd.

Primeval Fear created Gods on earth when from the sky

The hghtning-flashes rent with flame the ramparts of the world,
And smnten Athos blazed! Then, Phacbus, sinking to the earth,
His course complete, and waning  Luna, offerings received.

The changing seasons of the year the superstition spread
Throughout the world, and Ignorance and Awe, the toiling boor,
To Ceres, from his harvest, the first frusts compelled to yield

And Bacchus with the fruitful vine to crown. Then Pales came
Into her own, the shepherd’s gains to share. Beneath the waves
Of every sea swims Neptune. Pallas guards the shops,

And those impelled by Avarice, or Guilt, create new Gods!
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(Lycas, as he perceived that Tryphena was as eager as him-
self for revenge, gave orders for our pumishment to be re-
newed and made more drastic, whereupon Eumolpus en-
deavored to appease him as follows,)

Chapter the One Hundred and Seventh

(“Lycas,” said he, “these unfortunates upon whom you in-
tend to wreak your vengeance implore your compassion and)
have chosen me for this task. I believe that I am a man, by
no means unknown, and they desrre that, somehow, I will
effect a reconaihation between them and their former friends.
Surely you do not imagine that these young men fell into
such a snare by accident, when the very first thing that con-
cerns every prospective passenger, 1s the name of the captain
to whom he intrusts his safety! Be reasonable, then, forego
your revenge and permut free men to proceed to their destina-
tion without injury. When pemitence manages to lead their
fugitives back, harsh and implacable masters restrain their
cruelty, and we are meraful to enecmies who have sur-
rendered. What could you ask, or wish for, more? These
well-born and respectable young men lie suppliant before
your eyes and, what ought to move you more strongly still,
were once bound to you by the ties of friendship. If they
had embezzled your money or repaid your faith in them
with treachery, by Hercules, you have ample satisfaction
from the pumshment already inflicted! Look! Can you
read slavery on their foreheads, and see upon the faces of
free men the brand-marks of a punishment which was self-
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inflicted!” Lycas broke in upon this plea for mercy, “Don’t
try to confuse the 1ssue,” he said, “let every detail have its
proper attention: and first of all, why did they strip all the
hair off their heads, if they came of their own free will?
A man meditates deceit, not satisfaction, when he changes
his features! Then agamn, if they sought reconaliation
through a mediator, why did you do your best to conceal
them while employed 1n their behalf? It is easily seen that
the scoundrels fell into the toils by chance and that you are
seeking some device by which you could sidestep the effects
of our resentment. And be careful that you do not spoil
your case by overconfidence when you attempt to sow
prejudice among us by calling them well-born and respect-
able! What should the injured parties do when the guilty
run nto their own punishment? And in as much as they
were our friends, by that, they deserve more drastic pumsh-
ment still, for whoever commuts an assault upon a stranger,
is termed a robber, but whoever assaults a friend, 1s httle
better than a parricide!” “I am well aware,” Eumolpus
replied, to rebut this damning harangue, “that nothing can
look blacker against these poor young men, than ther cut-
ting off their hair, at night. On this evidence, they would
seem to have come aboard by acaident, not voluntarily. Oh
how I wish that the explanation could come to your ears
just as candidly as the thing itself happened! They wanted
to relieve their heads of that annoying and useless weight
before they came aboard, but the unexpected springing up
of the wind prevented the carrying out of their wishes, and
they did not imagine that it mattered where they began
what they had decided to do, because they were unacquainted
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with either the omens or the law of seafaring men.” “But
why should they shave themselves like suppliants?” de-
manded Lycas, “unless, of course, they expected to arouse
more sympathy as bald-pates! What’s the use of seeking
information through a third person, anyway? You scoun-
drel, what have you to say for yourself? What salamander
singed off your eyebrows? You poisoner, what god did you
vow your hair to? Answer!”

Chapter the One Hundred and Eighth

I was stricken dumb, and trembled from fear of punish-
ment, nor could I find anything to say, out of countenance as
I was and hideous, for to the disgrace of a shaven poll was
added an equal baldness in the matter of eyebrows, the case
agamnst me was only too plain, there was not a thing to be said
or done! Finally, a damp sponge was passed over my tear-
wet face, and thereupon, the smut dissolved and spread over
my whole countenance, blotting out every feature in a sooty
cloud. Anger turned into loathing. Swearing that he would
permit no one to humiliate well-born young men contrary
to right and law, Eumolpus checked the threats of the savage
persecutors by word and by deed. His hired servant backed
him up 1n his protest, as did first one and then another of
the feeblest of the seasick passengers, whose participation
served rather to inflame the disagreement than to be of help
to us. For myself, I asked no quarter, but I shook my
fists in Tryphena’s face, and told her in a loud voice that
unless she stopped hurting Giton, I would use every ounce
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of my strength against her, reprobate woman that she was,
the only person aboard the ship who deserved a flogging.
Lycas was furiously angry at my hardihood, nor was he
less enraged at my abandoning my own cause, to take up
that of another, 1n so wholehearted a manner. Inflamed as
she was by this affront, Tryphena was as furious as he, so
the whole ship’s company was divided into two factions.
On our side, the hired barber armed himself with a razor
and served out the others to us; on their side, Tryphzna’s
retainers prepared to battle with their bare fists, nor was the
scolding of female warriors unheard in the battle-line. The
pilot was neutral, but he declared that unless this madness,
stirred up by the lechery of a couple of vagabonds, died
down, he would let go the helm! The fury of the com-
batants continued to rage none the less fiercely, nevertheless,
they fighting for revenge, we for life. Many fell on each
side, though none were mortally wounded, and more, bleed-
ing from wounds, retreated, as from a real battle, but the
fury of neither side abated. At last the gallant Giton turned
the menacing razor against himself and threatened to cut
away the cause of so many misfortunes. This was too much
for Tryphana, she prevented the perpetration of so horrid a
crime by the out and out promise of quarter. Time and
time again, [ lifted the barber’s blade to my throat, but 1
had no more intention of killing myself than had Giton of
doing what he threatened, but he acted out the tragic part
more reabistically than I, as st was, because he knew that
he held 1n his hand the same razor with which he had already
cut his throat. The lines still stood at the ready, and it
was plan to be seen that this would be no everyday affair,
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when the pilot, with difficulty, prevailed upon Tryphzna to
undertake the office of herald, and propose a truce, so, when
pledges of good faith had been given and received, in keep-
ing with the ancient precedent she snatched an olive-branch
from the ship’s figurchead and, holding it out, advanced
boldly to parley.

“What fury,” she exclaims, “turns peace to war! What evil deed
Was by these hands commutted? Trojan hero there i1s none
Absconding in this ship with bride of Atreus’ cuckold seed

Nor crazed Medea, stained by ife’s blood of her father’s son!

But passton scorned, becomes a power alas! who courts his end

By drawing sword amidst these waves? Why die before our time?
Strive not with angry seas to vie and to their fury lend

Your rage by pthng waves upon its savage floods sublimel”

Chapter the One Hundred and Ninth

THE woman poured out this rhapsody in a loud excited
voice, the battle-line wavered for an instant, then all hands
were recalled to peace, and terminated the war. Eumolpus,
our commander, took advantage of the psychological mo-
ment of their repentance, and, after admunistering a stinging
rebuke to Lycas, signed a treaty of peace, which was drawn
up as follows It is hereby solemnly agreed on your part,
Tryphazna, that you do forego complaint of any wrong done
you by Giton; that you do not bring up anything that has
taken place prior to this date, that you do not seek to revenge
anything that has taken place prior to this date, that you do
not take steps to follow it up in any other manncr whatso-
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———,

ever; that you do not command the boy to perform any-
thing to him repugnant, that you do neither embrace nor
kiss the said Giton; that you do not enfold said Giton in an
intimate embrace, except under immediate forfeiture of one
hundred dinaru. Item, 1t 1s hercby agreed on your part,
Lycas, that you do refran from annoying Encolpius with
abusive word or reproachful look, that you do not seek
to ascertain where he sleeps at mght; or, if you do so seek,
that you forfeit two hundred dinarn immedately for each
and every such offense  The treaty was signed upon these
terms, and we Jaid down our arms It seemed well to wipe
out the past with kisses, after we had taken oath, for fear
any vestige of rancor should persist in our minds. Factious
hatreds died out amidst universal good-fellowship, and 2
banquet, served on the field of battle, crowned our recon-
aliation with joviality. The whole ship resounded with song
and, as a sudden calm had caused her to lose headway, one
tried to harpoon the leaping fish, another hauled in the
strugghng catch on bated hooks Then some sea-birds
alighted upon the yard-arms and a skillful fowler touched
them with his jonted rods they were brought down to our
hands, stuck fast to the limed scgments The breeze caught
up the down, but the wing and tail feathers twisted spirally
as they fell into the sea-foam. Lycas was already beginning
to be on good terms with me, and Tryphzna had just
sprinkled Giton with the last drops in her cup, when Eumol-
pus, who was himself almost drunk, was seized with the
naotion of satirizing bald pates and branded rascals, but when
he had exhausted his chilly wit, he returned at last to his
poetry and recited this httle elegy upon hair:
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“Gone are those locks that to thy beauty lent such lustrous charm

And blighted are the locks of Spring by Winter’s sway,

Thy naked temples now in baldness mourn their vanished form,

And glistens now that poor bare crown, its hair all worn away!

Oh! Faithless inconsistency! The Gods must first resume

The charms that first they granted youth, that it mght lovelier
bloom!

Poor wretch, but late thy locks did brighter ghster
Than those of great Apollo or his sister!

Now, smoother 1s thy crown than polished grasses
Or rounded mushrooms when a shower passes!

In fear thou fliest the laughter-loving lasses.

That you may’st know that Death 1s on his way,
Know that thy head 1s partly dead this day!”

Chapter the One Hundred and Tenth

It 15 my opinion that he intended favoring us with more
of the same kind of stuff, sillier than the last, but Tryphzna’s
maid led Giton away below and fitted the lad out in her mis-
tress’ false curls, then producing some eyebrows from a
vamty box, she skillfully traced out the lines of the lost fea-
tures and restored him to his proper comeliness. Recog-
nizing the real Giton, Tryphzna was moved to tears, and
then for the first time she gave the boy a real love-kiss. I
was overjoyed, now that the lad was restored to his own
handsome self, but I hid my own face all the more assid-
uously, realhizing that I was disfigured by no ordinary hide-
ousness since not even Lycas would bestow a word upon me.
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The maid rescued me from this misfortune finally, however,
and calling me aside, she decked me out with a head of hair
which was none the less becoming, my face shone more radi-
antly still, as a matter of fact, for my curls were golden!
But in a httle while Eumolpus, mouthpiece of the distressed
and author of the present good understanding, fearing that
the general good humor might flag for lack of amusement,
began to indulge 1n sneers at the fickleness of women. how
casily they fell in love, how readily they forgot even therr
own sons!  No woman could be so chaste but that she could
be roused to madness by a chance passion! Nor had he need
to quote from old tragedies, or to have recourse to names,
notorious for centuries, on the contrary, if we cared to hear
1t, he would relate an inadent which had occurred within
his own memorv, whereupon, as we all turned our faces to-
wards him and gave him our attention, he began as follows:

Chapter the One Hundred and
Eleventh

“THERE was a certain married lady at Ephesus, once upon
a time, so noted for her chastity that she even drew women
from the neighboring states to come to gaze upon hert
When she carried out her husband, she was by no means
content to comply with the conventional custom and follow
the funeral cortége with her hair down, beating her naked
breast in sight of the onlookers! She followed the corpse,
even into the tomb, and when the body had been placed
i the vault, n accordance with the Greek custom, she began
to stand vigil over 1t, weeping day and night! Neither
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parents nor relations could divert her from punishing herself
in this manner and from bringing on death by starvation.
The magistrates, the last resort, were rebuffed and went
away, and the lady, mourned by all as an unusual example,
dragged through the fifth day without nourishment. A
most faithful maid was in attendance upon the poor woman,
she either wept in company with the afflicted one or re-
plenished the lamp which was placed in the vault, as the
occasion required. Throughout the whole city there was
but one opinion: men of every calling agreed that here shone
the one solitary example of chastity and of love! In the
meantime the governor of the province had ordered some
robbers cruafied near the hittle vault in which the lady was
bewailing her recent loss: On the following night, a soldier
who was standing guard over the crosses for fear some one
might drag down one of the bodies for bural, saw a light
shining brightly among the tombs, and heard the sobs of
some one grieving. A weakness common to mankind made
him curious to know who was there and what was going on,
so he descended into the tomb and, catching sight of a most
beautiful woman, he stood still, afraid at first that it was
some apparition or spirit from the infernal regions, but he
finally comprehended the true state of affairs as his eye
took 1n the corpse lying there, and as he noted the tears and
the face lacerated by the finger-nails, he understood that the
lady was unable to endure the loss of the dear departed.
He then brought his own scanty ration into the vault and
exhorted the sobbing mourner not to persevere in useless
grief, or rend her bosom with unavailing sobs; the same
end awaited us all, the same last resting place- and other
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platitudes by which angmshed minds are recalled to sanity.
But oblivious to sympathy, she beat and lacerated her bosom
more vehemently than before and, tearing out her harr, she
strewed it upon the breast of the corpse. Notwithstanding
this, the soldier would not leave off, but persisted in ex-
horting the unfortunate lady to eat, until the maid, seduced
by the smell of the wine, I suppose, was herself overcome
and stretched out her hand to receive the bounty of their
host Refreshed by food and drink, she then began to at-
tack the obstinacy of her mistress. ‘What good will 1t do
you to die of hunger?’ she asked, ‘or to bury yourself alive?
Or to surrender an uncondemned spirit before the fates
demand 1t?

“ “Think you the ashes or sepultured dead can feel aught
of thy woe? Would you recall the dead from the reluctant
fases? Why not shake off this womanish weakness and en-
joy the blessings of light while you can? The very corpse
lying there ought to convince you that your duty 1s to livel®
When pressed to eat or to live, no one hstens unwillingly,
and the lady, thirsty after an abstinence of several days,
finally permitted her obstinacy to be overcome; nor did she
take her fill of nourishment with less avidity than had the
maid who had surrendered first.

Chaptor the One Hundred and
Twelfith

“Bur to make a long story short, you know the tempta-
tions that beset a full stomach. the soldier laid siege to her
virtue with the selfsame blandishments by which he had
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persuaded her that she ought to live. Nor, to her modest
eye, did the young man seem uncouth or wanting in ad-
dress. The maid pled in his behalf and kept repeating:

‘Why will you fight with a passion that to you 15 pleasure,
Remembenng not 1n whose lands you are taking your leisuret’

But why should I keep you longer in suspense? The lady
observed the same abstinence when it came to this part, and
the victorious soldier won both of his objectives, so they
remamned together, not only that night, in which they
pledged their vows, but also the next, and even the third,
shutting the doors of the vault, of course, so that any one,
acquaintance or stranger, commng to the tomb, would be
convinced that this most virtuous of wives had expired upon
the body of her husband. As for the soldier, so delighted
was he with the beauty of his mistress and the secrecy of
the intrigue, that he purchased all the delicacies his pay
permitted and smuggled them into the vault as soon as
darkness fell. Meanwhile, the parents of one of the cua-
fied criminals, observing the laxness of the watch, dragged
the hanging corpse down at night and performed the last
rite. The soldier was hoodwinked while absent from his
post of duty, and when on the following day he caught sight
of one of the crosses without its corpse, he was n terror of
punishment and explained to the lady what had taken place.
He would await no sentence of court-martial, but would
punish his neglect of duty with his own sword! Let her
prepare a place for one about to die, let that fatal vault
serve both the lover and the husband! “Not that,’ cried out
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the lady, no less meraful than chaste, ‘the gods forbid that
1 should look at the same time upon the corpses of the two
men dearest to me, 1 would rather hang the dead than slay
the iving!” So saying, she gave orders for the body of her
husband to be lifted out of the coffin and fastened upon the
vacant cross! The soldier availed himself of the expedient
suggested by this very ingenous lady and next day every
one wondered how a dead man had found his way to the
cross'”

Chapter the One Hundred and
Thirteenth

THe salors received this tale with roars of laughter, and
Tryphzna blushed not a little and laid her face amorously
upon Giton’s neck  But Lycas did not laugh, “If that gov-
ernor had been a just man,” said he, shaking his head angnily,
“he would have ordered the husband’s body taken down
and carrted back into the vault, and cruafied the woman.”
No doubt the memory of Hedyle haunted his mind, and
the looting of his ship in that wanton excursion. But the
terms of the treaty permitted the harboring of no old
grudges and the joy which filled our hearts left no room
for anger. Tryphzna was lying 1n Giton’s lap by this time,
covering his bosom with kisses one minute and rearranging
the curls upon his shaven head the next. Uneasy and
chagrined at this new league, I took neither food nor drink
but looked askance at them both, with grim eyes. Every
kiss was 2 wound to me, every artful blandishment which
the wanton woman employed, and I could not make up my
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mind as to whether I was more angered at the boy for hav-
ing supplanted me with my mistress, or at my mistress for
debauching the boy: both were hateful to my sight, and more
galling than my late servitude And to make the matter
all the more aggravating, Tryphena would not even greet
me as an acquaintance, whom she had formerly received as
a lover, while Giton did not think me worthy of a Here’s-to-
You in ordmnary civility, nor even speak to me in the course
of the common conversation; I suppose he was afraid of re-
opening a tender scar at the moment when a return to her
good graces had commenced to draw it together. Tears of
vexation dropped upon my breast and the groan I smothered
in a sigh nearly wracked my soul.

The vulture teaning at the liver’s deep and wital parts,
That wracks our breasts and rends our very heartstrings
Is not that bird the charming poet sings with all his arts;

*Tis jealousy or hate that human hearts stings.

(In spite of my ill-humor, Lycas saw how well my golden
curls became me and began winking his wanton eyes at me
and) sought admission to my good graces upon a footing
of pleasure, nor did he put on the arrogance of a2 master,
but spoke as a friend asking a favor; (long and ardently he
tried to gain his ends, but all in vain, till at last, meeting
with a decisive repulse, he turned to fury and behaved in an
obscene rage; but Tryphzna came in unexpectedly and
caught him, whereupon he was greatly upset and hastily
bolted out of the cabin. Tryphzna was fired with rage at
this sight. “What was Lycas up to}” she demanded. “What
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was he after in that assault?” She compelled me to explain,
burned still more hotly at what she heard, and, recalling
memories of our past famibarities, she desired me to renew
our old amour, but 1 shghted her advances. She threw her
arms around me n a frenzied embrace, hugging me so tightly
that I uttered an involuntary cry of pain. One of her maids
rushed in at this and, thinking that I was attempting to
force her mustress she sprang at us and tore us apart. Thor-
oughly enraged at the disappointment of her lecherous pas-
sion, Tryphzna upbraided me wviolently, and with many
threats she hurried out to find Lycas for the purpose of
cxasperating him further agamnst me and of joining forces
with him to be revenged upon me. Now you must know that
I had formerly held a very high place in this waiting-maid’s
estecem, while I was prosecuting my intrigue with her mis-
tress, and for that reason she took 1t very hard when she
surprised me with Tryphana, and sobbed very bitterly. 1
pressed her earnestly to tell me the reason for her sobs) and
after pretending to be reluctant she broke out. “You will
think no more of her than of a common prostitute 1f you
have a drop of decént blood in your vemns! You will not
resort to that female catamite, if you are a man!” Ths
disturbed my mund but what exercised me most was the
fear that Eumolpus would find out what was going on and,
being a very sarcastic individual, might revenge my sup-
posed injury n some poetic lampoon, (in which event his
ardent zeal would without doubt expose me to ridicule, and
I greatly dreaded that  But while I was debating with my-
self as to the best means of preventing him from getting at
the facts, who should suddenly come i but the man him-
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self; and he was not uninformed as to what had taken place,
for Tryphzna had related all the particulars to Giton and
had tried to indemnify herself for my repulse, at the expense
of my Ittle frend. Eumolpus was furiously angry be-
cause of all this, and all the more so as lascivious advances
were in open violation of the treaty which had been signed.
The minute the old fellow laid eyes upon me, he began be-
wailing my lot and ordered me to tell him exactly what had
happened. As he was already well informed, I told him
frankly of Lycas’ violent attack and of Tryphzna’s wanton
assault. When he had heard all the facts,) Eumolpus swore
roundly (that he would certainly avenge us, as the gods
were just and would not suffer so many villainies to go un-

punished).

Chapter the One Hundred and
Fourteenth

WE were still discussing this and other matters when the
sea grew rough, and clouds, gathering from every quarter,
obscured with darkness the light of day. 'The panic-stricken
sailors ran to their stations and took in sail before the squall
was upon them, but the gale did not drive the waves in any
one direction and the helmsman lost his bearings and did
not know what course to steer. At one moment the wind
would set towards Sicily, but the next, the North Wind,
prevailing on the Itahan coast, would drive the unlucky
vessel hither and yon, and, what was more dangerous than
all the rain-squalls, a pall of such black density blotted out



200 THE SATYRICON OF

the light that the helmsman could not even see as far for-
ward as the bow. At last, as the savage fury of the sea
grew more malignant, the trembling Lycas stretched out
his hands to me imploringly, “Save us from destruction,
Encolpius,” he shouted; “restore that sacred robe and holy
rattle to the ship! Be meraful, for heaven’s sake, just as
you used to be!” He was still shouting when a wind-squall
swept him into the sea, the raging elements whirled him
around and around 1n a terrible maelstrom and sucked him
down. Tryphzna, on the other hand, was seized by her
faithful servants, placed n a skiff, along with the greater
part of her belongings, and saved from certain death. Em-
braang Giton, I wept aloud, “Did we deserve this from the
gods,” 1 cried, “to be united only in death? No! Mahg-
nant fortune grudges even that. Look! In an instant the
waves will capsize the ship! Think! In an instant the sea
will sever this lover’s embrace!  If you ever loved Encol-
ptus truly, kiss him while yet you may and snatch this last
delight from impending dissolution!” Even as I was speak~
ing, Giton removed his garment and, creeping beneath my
tumic, he stuck out hrs head to be kissed, then, fearing some
more spiteful wave might separate us as we clung together,
he passed his belt around us both  “If nothing else,” he
cried, “the sca will at least bear us longer, joned together,
and if, 1n pity, it casts us up upon the same shore, some
passcrby may pile some stones over us, out of common
human kindness, or the last rites will be performed by the
drifting sand, in spite of the angry waves.” I submit to
this last bond and, as though I were laid out upon my death-
bed, await an end no longer dreaded. Meanwhile, accom-
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plishing the decrees of the Fates, the storm stripped the
ship of all that was left; no mast, no helm, not a rope nor
an oar remamned on board her; she was only a derelict,
heavy and water-logged, drifting before the waves. Some
fishermen hastily put off in their hittle boats, to salvage their
booty, but, seeing men, alive and ready to defend their
property, they changed their predatory designs into offers of
help.

Chapter the One Hundred and
Fifteenth

Just then, amid that clamor of voices we heard a peculiar
noise, and from beneath the captain’s cabin there came a
bellowing as of some wild beast trying to get out. We then
followed up the sound and discovered Eumolpus, sitting
there scribbling verses upon an immense sheet of parchment!
Astounded that he could find time to write poetry at death’s
very door, we hauled him out, in spite of his protests, and
ordered him to return to his senses, but he flew into a rage
at being nterrupted, “Leave me alone until I finish this
sentence,” he bawled, “the poem labors to its birth.” Or-
dering Giton to come to close quarters and help me drag
the bellowing bard ashore, I laid hands upon the lunatic.
When this job had at last been completed, we came, wet and
wretched, to a fisherman’s hut and refreshed ourselves some-
what with stores from the wreck, spoiled though they were
by salt water, and passed a night that was almost intermin-
able. As we were holding a council, next day, to determine
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to what part of the country we had best proceed, I suddenly
caught sight of a human body, turming around 1n a gentle
eddy and floating towards the shore. Stricken with mel-
ancholy, I stood still and began to brood, with wet eyes,
upon the treachery of the sea. “And perhaps,” said I, “a
wife, safe 1n some far-away country of the earth, awaits
this man, or a son who little dreams of storms or wrecks;
or perhaps he left behind a father, whom he kissed good-bye
at parting'! Such 1s the end of mortal’s plans, such is the
outcome of great ambitions! See how man rides the waves!”
Until now, 1 had been sorrowing for a mere stranger, but a
wave turned the face, which had undergone no change, to-
wards the shore, and I recognized Lycas, so evil-tempered
and so unrelenting but a short time before, now cast up
almost at my feet! I could no longer restrain the tears, at
this, I beat my breast again and yet again, with my hands.
“Where 1s your evil temper now?” I cried. “Where is
your unbridled passion’ You lie there, a prey to fish and
wild beasts, you who boasted but a little while ago, of the
strength of your command Now you have not a single plank
left of your great ship! Go on, mortals; set your hearts
upon the fulfillment of great ambitions: Go on, schemers,
and 1n your wills control for a thousand years the disposal
of the wealth you got by fraud! Only yesterday this man
audited the accounts of his famuly estate, yea, even reckoned
the day he would arrive 1n his native land and settled it in
his mind! Gods and goddesses, how far he lies from his ap-
ponted destination! But the waves of the sea are not alone
in thus keeping faith with mortal men: The warrior’s
weapons fail him, the citizen 1s buried beneath the ruins of
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his own penates, when engaged in paying his vows to the
gods, another falls from his chariot and da hes out his ardent
spirit, the glutton chokes at dinner, the mggard starves
from abstinence. Give the dice a fair throw and you will
find shipwreck everywhere! Ah, but one overwhelmed by
the waves obtains no burial! As though 1t matters in what
manner the body, once 1t 1s dead, 1s consumed. by fire, by
flood, by time! Do what you will, these all achieve the
same end. Ah, but the beasts will mangle the body! As
though fire would deal with it any more gently; when we
are angry with our slaves that is the pumshment which we
consider the most severe. What folly it is, then, to do
everything we can to prevent the grave from leaving any
part of us behind when the fates wnll look out for us, even
against our wills.” (After these reflections we made ready
to pay the last rites to the corpse,) and Lycas was burned
upon a funeral pyre rased by the hands of enemies, while
Eumolpus, fixing his eyes upon the far distance to gain 1n-
spiration, composed an epitaph for the dead man:

HIS FATE WAS UNAVOIDABLE

NO ROCK-HEWN TOMB NOR SCULPTURED
MARBLE HIS,

HIS NOBLE CORPSE FIVE FEET OF EARTH
RECEIVED,

HE RESTS IN PEACE BENEATH THIS HUM-
BLE MOUND.
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Chapter the One Hundred and
Stxteenth

WE set out upon our intended journey, after this last
office had been wholeheartedly performed, and, in a little
while, arnved, sweating, at the top of a mountain, from
which we made out, at no great distance, a town, perched
upon the summit of a lofty eminence Wanderers as we
were, we had no 1dea what town 1t could be, until we learned
from a caretaker that 1t was Crotona, a very ancient city,
and once the first in Italy. When we earnestly inquired,
upon learning this, what men inhabited such historic ground,
and the nature of the business in which they were principally
engaged, now that therr wealth had been dissipated by the
oft recurring wars, “My friends,” rephied he, “if you are
men of business, change your plans and seek out some other
conservative road to a livelihood, but 1f you can play the part
of men of great culture, always ready with a lie, you are on
the straight road to riches The study of hterature is held
in no estimation in ‘that aty, eloquence has no niche there,
economy and decent standards of morality come 1nto no re-
ward of honor there, you must know that every man whom
you will meet in that city belongs to one of two factions;
they either “take-in,” or else they are “taken-in.” No one
brings up children in that aity, for the reason that no one
who has heirs 1s invited to dinner or admitted to the games;
such an one 1s deprived of all enjoyments and must lurk
with the rabble. On the other hand, those who have never
marnied a wife, or those who have no near relatives, attain
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to the very highest honors; in other words, they are the
only ones who are considered soldierly, or the bravest of
the brave, or even good. You will see a town which re-
sembles the fields in time of pestilence,” he continued, “in
which there is nothing but carcasses to be torn at and carrion
crows tearing at them.”

Chapter the One Hundred and
Seventeenth

Eumovrrus, who had a deeper nsight, turned this state
of affairs over in his mind and declared that he was not dis-
pleased with a prospect of that kind I thought the old
fellow was joking in the carefree way of poets, until he
complained, “If I could only put up a better front! I
mean that I wish my clothing was in better taste, that my
jewelry was more expensive, all this would lend color to my
deception- I would not carry this scrip, by Hercules, I would
not: I would lead you all to great nches!” For my part,
I undertook to supply whatever my companion in robbery
had need of, provided he would be satisfied with the gar-
ment, and with whatever spoils the villa of Lycurgus had
yielded when we robbed it, as for money against present
needs, the mother of the gods would see to that, out of
regard to her own good name! “Well, what’s to prevent
our putting on an extravaganza?!” demanded FEumolpus,
“Make me the master if the business appeals to you.” No
one ventured to condemn a scheme by which he could lose
nothing, and so, that the lie would be kept safe among us
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all, we swore a solemn oath, the words of which were dic-
tated by Eumolpus, to endure fire, chains, flogging, death
by the sword, and whatever else Eumolpus might demand of
us, just like regular gladiators! After the oath had been
taken, we paid our respects to our master with pretended
servility, and were informed that Eumolpus had lost a son,
a young man of great eloquence and promuse, and that it
was for this reason the poor old man had left his native
land that he might not see the companions and clients of
his son, nor even his tomb, which was the cause of his daily
tears. To this musfortune a recent shipwreck had been
added, in which he had lost upwards of two mullions of
sesterces, not that he minded the loss but, destitute of a
tramn of servants, he could not keep up his proper dignity!
Furthermore, he had, invested 1n Africa, thirty millions of
sesterces in estates and bonds, such a horde of his slaves was
scattered over the fields of Numuidia that he could have
even sacked Carthage! We demanded that Eumolpus
cough frequently, to further this scheme, that he have
trouble with his stomach and find fault with all the food
when in company, that he keep talking of gold and silver
and estates, the incomes from which were not what they
should be, and of the everlasting-unproductiveness of the
soil; that he cast up his accounts daily, that he revise the
terms of his will monthly, and, for fear any detail should be
lacking to make the farce complete, he was to use the wrong
names whenever he wished to summon any of us, so that it
would be plain to all that the master had 1n mind some who
were not present. When everything had been thus provided
for, we offered a prayer to the gods “that the matter might
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turn out well and happily,” and took to the road. But Giton
could not bear up under his unaccustomed load, and the hired
servant Corax, a shirker of work, often put down his own
load and cursed our haste, swearing that he would either
throw his packs away or run away with his load. “What
do you take me for, a beast of burden?” he grumbled, “or
a scow for carrying stone? I hired out to do the work of
a man, not that of a pack-horse, and I'm as free as you are,
even if my father did leave me poor!” Not satisfied with
swearing, he lifted up his leg from time to time and filled
the road with an obscene noise and 2 filthy stench. Giton
laughed at his impudence and imitated every explosion with
his lips, but Eumolpus relapsed into his usual vein, even in
spite of this,

Chapter the One Hundred and
Eighteenth

“Younc men,” said he, “many are they who have been
seduced by poetry, for, the instant 2 man has composed a
verse in feet, and has woven a more delicate meaning into
it by means of arcumlocutions, he straightway concludes
that he has scaled Helicon! Take those who are worn out
by the distressing detail of the legal profession, for example:
They often seek sanctuary in the tranquillity of poetry, as
a more sheltered haven, believing themselves able more
easily to compose a poem than a rebuttal charge with scintil-
lating epigrams! But a more highly cultivated mind loves
not this conceited affectation, nor can it either conceive or
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bring forth, unless it has been steeped in the vast flood of
literature. Every word that is what I would call “low,”
ought to be avoided, and phrases far removed from plebeian
usage should be chosen. Let ‘Ye rabble rout avaunt,” be
your rule. In addition, care should be exeraised in prevent-
ing the epigrams from standing out from the body of the
speech, they should gleam with the brilliancy woven into
the fabric Homer 1s an example, and the lyric poets, and
our Roman Virgil, and the exqusite propriety of Horace.
Either the others did not discover the road that leads to
poetry, or, having seen, they feared to tread it. Whoever
attempts that mighty theme, the aivil war, for instance, will
sink under the load unless he 1s saturated with lLiterature,
Events, past and passing, ought not to be merely recorded
in verse, the historian will deal with them far better; by
means of arcumlocutions and the intervention of the im-
mortals, the free spirit, wracked by the search for epigrams
having a mythological 1llusion, should plunge headlong and
appear as the prophecy of a mind inspired rather than the
attested faith of scrupulous exactitude 1n speech  This hasty
composition may please you, even though it has not yet
recetved 1ts final polishing:

Chapter the One Hundred and
Nineteenth

“THF conquering Roman now held the whole world n his sway
The ocen, the land, where the sun shone by day or the moon
Gleamed by might, but unsated was he. And the scas
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Were roiled by the weight of lis deep-laden keels; 1f a bay
Lay hdden beyond, or a land which might yield yellow gold
*T'was held as a foc. While the struggle for treasure went on
The fates were preparing the horrors and scourges of war.
Amusements enjoyed by the vulgar no longer can charm

Nor pleasures worn threadbare by use of the plebeian mob.

The bronzes of Cornth are praised by the soldier at sea,
And glitering gems sought 1n earth, viec with purple of Tyre;
Numidia curses her here, there, the exquisite silks

Of China, Arabia’s people have stripped their own fields.

Behold other woes and calamities outraging peace!

Wild beasts, in the forest are hunted, for gold, and remote
African hammon 1s covered by beaters, for fear

Some beast that slays men with his teeth shall escape, for by that
His value to men 1s enhanced! The vessels receive

Strange raveming monsters, the tiger behind gilded bars

And pacing his cage 1s transported to Rome, that his jaws

May drip with the life blood of men to the plaudits of men!
Oh shame! To point out our impending destruction; the crime
Of Persia enacted anew, n his puberty’s bloom

The man child s kidnaped, surrenders his powers to the knife,
Is forced to the caling of Venus, delayed and hedged round
The hurrying passage of life’s finest years 1s held back

And Nature seeks Nature but finds herself not. Everywhere
These frail-limbed and mincing effeminates, flowing of locks,
Bedecked with an infinite number of garments of silk

Whose names ever change, the wantons and lechers to snare,
Are eagerly welcomed! From African soil now behold

The atron-wood tables, their well-burnished surface reflects
Our Tyrian purples and slaves by the horde, and whose spots
Resemble the gold that i1s cheaper than they and ensnare
Extravagance, Sterile and 1gnobly prized 1s the wood
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But round it 15 gathered a company sodden with wine;

And soldiers of fortune whose weapons have rusted, devour
The spoils of the world  Art caters to appetite. Wrasse
From Sicily brought to their table, ahve in his own

Sea water. The oysters from Lucrine’s shore torn, at the feast
Are served to make famous the host, and the appetite, cloyed,
To tempt by extravagance Phasis has now been despoiled

Of irds, its littoral silent, no sound there 15 heard

Save only the wind as it rustles among the last leaves.
Corruption no less vile 15 seen 1n the campus of Mars,

Our quintes are bribed, and for plunder and promise of gain
Their votes they will alter.  The people 1s venal, corrupt

The Senate, support has its price!  And the freedom and worth
Of age 1s decayed, scattered largesse now governs their power;
Corrupted by gold, even dignity lies 1n the dust.

Cato defeated and hooted by mobs, but the victor

Is sadder, ashamed to have taken the rods from a Cato.

In this lay the shame of the nation and character’s downfall,
*T'was not the defeat of a man! No' The pawer and the glory
Of Rome were brought low, represented in him was the honor
Of sturdy Republican Rome. So, abandoned and wretched,
‘The city has purchased dishonor has purchased herself!
Despoiled by herself, no avenger to wipe out the stigma'l

Twin maelstroms of debt and of usury suck down the commons.
No home with clear title, no citizen free from a mortgage,

But as some slow wasting disease all unheralded fastens

Its hold on the witals, destroying the vigor of manhood,

So, fear of the ewils impending, impels them to madness.
Despair turns to violence, luxury’s ravages needs must
Repaired be by blood-shed, for indigence safely can venture.
Can art or sane reason rouse wallowing Rome from the offal
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And break the voluptuous slumber in which she 1s sunken?
Or must it be fury and war and the blood-lust of daggers?

Chapter the One Hundred and
Twentieth

“THREE chieftains did fortune bring forth, whom the fury of
battles
Destroyed, and interred, each one under a mountain of weapons;
The Parthian has Crassus, Pompeius the Great by the waters
Of Egypt hies. Juhws, ungrateful Rome stained with his hife
blood.
And earth has divided their ashes, unable to suffer
The weight of so many tombs These are the wages of glory!
‘There lies between Naples and Great Puteol, a chasm
Decp cloven, and Cocytus churns there his current, the vapor
In fury escapes from the gorge with that lethal spray laden.
No green in the autumn is there, no grass gladdens the meadow,
‘The supple twigs never resound with the twittering singing
Of birds 1n the Springtime. But chaos, volcatuc black boulders
Of pumice lie happy within their drear setting of cypress.
Amdst these infernal surroundings the ruler of Hades
Uphifted his head by the funeral flames sithouetted
And sprinkled with white from the ashes of corpses, and chal-
lenged
Winged Fortune in words such as these:
‘Oh thou fickle controller
Of things upon earth and in heaven, security’s foeman,
Oh Chance! Oh thou lover eternally faithful to change, and
Possession’s betrayer, dost own thyself crushed by the power
Of Rome? Canst not raise up the tottering mass to its downfall?
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Its strength the young manhood of Rome now despises, and
staggers

In beaning the hooty heaped up by its efforts. behold how

They lavish their spoils! Wealth run mad now brings down
their destruction

‘They build out of gold and their palaces reach to the heavens;

The sea 13 expelled by their moles and their pastures are oceans;

They war against Nature in changing the state of creation.

They threaten my kingdom! Earth yawns with their tunnels
deep drniven

To furnish the stone for their madmen’s foundations, already

The mountains are hollowed and now but re-echoing caverns;

While man quarries marble to serve his vainglorious purpose

The spirits infernal confess that they hope to win Heaven!

Arise, then, oh Chance, change thy countenance peaceful to war-
like

And harry the Romans, consign to my kingdom the fallen.

Ah, long s 1t now since my lips were with blood cooled and
moistened

Nor has my Tisiphone bathed her blood-lusting body

Since Sulla’s sword drank to repletion and earth’s bristling har-
vest .

Grew npe upon blood and thrust up to the light of the sunshine!

Chapter the One Hundred and
Twenty-fsrst

“HE spake . . . and attempted to clasp the right hand of Fortuna,
But ruptured the crust of the earth, deeply cloven, asunder.
Then from her capnicious heart Fortune made answer:

‘O father



PETRONIUS ARBITER 213

Whom Cocytus’ deepest abysses obey, 1f to forecast

The future I may, without fear, thy petition shall prosper;

For no less consuming the anger that wars in this bosom,

The flame no less poignant, that burns to my marrow! All favors

I gave to the bulwarks of Rome, now, I hate them. My

Gifts I repent! The same God who built up their dominion

Shall bring down destruction upon 1t. In burming therr manhood

My heart shall delight and 1ts blood-lust shall slake with their
slaughter

Now Philippi’s field I can see strewn with dead of two battles

And Thessaly’s funeral pyres and Iberia mourning.

Already the clangor of arms thnlls my ears, and rings loudly:

Thou, Lybian Nile, I can see now thy barriers groaning

And Actium’s gulf and Apollo’s darts quailing the warriors!

Then, open thy thirsty dominions and summon fresh spinits;

For scarce will the ferryman’s strength be sufficient to carry

The souls of the dead in his skiff ’tis a fleet that is needed!

Thou, Pallid Tisiphone, slake with wide ruin, thy thirsting

And tear ghastly wounds: mangled earth sinks to hell and the
spirits,

Chapter the One Hundred and
Twenty-second

‘Bur scarce had she finished, when trembled the clouds; and a
gleaming

Bright flash of Jove’s lightning transfixed them with flame and
was gone,

The Lord of the Shades blanched with fear, at this bolt of his
brother’s,

Sank back, and drew closely together the gorge in Earth’s bosom.
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By auspices straightway the slaughter of men and the evils

Impending are shown by the gods Here, the Titan unsightly

Blood red, veils his face with a twilight; on stnfe fratnicidal

Already he gazed, thou hadst thought! There, silvery Cynthia

Obscuring her face at the full, denied light to the outrage,

The mountan crests niven by rock-slides roll thundering down-
ward

And wandening nivers, to nivulets shrunk, writhed no longer

Familiar marges between.  With the clangor of armor

The heavens resound, from the stars wafts the thrll of a trumpet

Sounding the call to arms  Ztna, now roused to eruption

Unwonted, darts flashes of flame to the clouds. Flitting phantoms

Appear mudst the tombs and unburied bones, gibbering menace!

A comet, strange stars n its diadem, leads a procession

And reddins the skies with us fire.  Showers of blood fall from
heaven

These portents the Deity shortly fulfilled!  For now Casar

Forsook vacillation and, spurred by the love of revenge, sheathed

The Gallic sword, brandished the brand that proclaimed civil
warfarc

There, high 1n the Alps, where the crags, by a Greek god once
trodden,

Slope down and permit of approach, 1s a spot ever sacred

To Hercules’ altar, the winter wath frozen snow seals 1t

And rears to the heavens a summut eternally hoary,

As though the sky there had slipped down no warmth from the
sunbeams

No breath from the Springume can soften the pile’s wintry ngor

Nor slacken the frost chains that bind, and its menacing shoulders

The weight of the world could sustain.  'With vicrorious legions

These crests Casar trod and selected a camp.  Gazing downwards

On ltaly’s plains rolhing far, from the top of the mountain,
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He lifted both hands to the heavens, his voice rose in prayer-

‘Omnipotent Jove, and thou, refuge of Saturn whose glory

Woas brightened by feats of my armies and crowned with my
triumphs,

Bear witness!  Unwillingly summon I Mars to these armues,

Unwillingly draw I the sword! But injustice compels me,

While enemy blood dyes the Rhine and the Alps are held firmly

Repulsing a second assault of the Gauls on our city,

She dubs me an outcast! And Victory makes me an exile!

‘To tnumphs three score, and defeats of the Germans, my treason

I trace! How can they fear my glory or see 1n my battles

A menace’ But hirehings, and vile, to whom my Rome 1s but a

Stepmother! Methinks that no craven this sword arm shall
hamper

And take not a stroke 1in npost.  On to victory, comrades,

While anger secthes hot With the sword we will seck a decision!

The doom lowering down 1s a penil to all, and the treason.

My gratitude owe I to you, not alone have I conquered!

Since pumishment waits by our trophies and victory merits

Disgrace, then let Chance cast the lots. Rase the standard of
battle,

Again take your swords, Well T know that my cause 13 accom-
phished!

Amdst such armed warriors I know that I cannot be beaten.’

While yet the words echoed, from heaven the bird of Apollo

Vouchsafed a good omen and beat with his pinions the ether.

From out of the left of a gloomy grove strange voices sounded

And flame flashed thereafter! The sun gleamed with brightet
refulgence

Unwonted, his face in a hale of golden flame shining.
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Chapter the One Hundred and
Twenty-third

“By omens emboldened, to follow, the battle-flags, Czsar
Commanded, and boldly led on down the perijous pathway.
The footing, firm-fettered by frost chains and ice, did not hinder
At first, but lay sient, the kindly cold masking its grimness;
But, after the squadrons of cavalry shattered the clouds, bound
By 1ce, and the trembling steeds crushed in the mail of the rivers,
‘Then, melted the snows! And soon torrents new-born, from the

heights of
The mountains rush down but these also, as i1f by commandment
Grow nigid, and, turn into ice, in their headlong rush down-
wards!
Now, that which rushed madly 2 moment before, must be hacked
through'!
But now, it was treacherous, baffiing their steps and therr footing
Deceiving, and men, horses, arms, fall in heaps, mn confusion
And sce! Now the clouds, by an icy gale smitten, their burden
Discharge! Lol the gusts of the whirlwind swirl fiercely about
them,
The skv 1n convulsions, with swollen hail buffets them sorely,
Alicady the clouds themselves rupture and smother their weapons,
An avalanche icy roars down like a billow of ocean,
Earth lay overwhelmed by the drifts of the snow and the planets
Of heaven are blotted from wight, overwhelmed are the rivers
"That chng to their banks, but unconquered 1s Casar!  His javelin
He leans on and scrunches with firm step a passage the bristling
Grim ice fields across! A, spurred on by the lust of adventure,
Amphitryon’s offspring came stniding the Caucasus slopes down;
Or Jupiter’s menacing mien as, from lofty Olyvmpus
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He leaped, the doomed giants to crush and to scatter their weapons,

While Czsar in anger the swelling peaks treads down, winged
rumor

In terror flies forth and on beating wings seeks the high summit

Of Palatine tall: every 1mage she rocks with her message

Announcing this thunderbolt Roman! Already, the ocean

Is tossing his fleets] Now his cavalry, reeking with German

Gore, pours from the Alps! Slaughter, bloodshed, and weapons—

The red panorama of war 1s unrolled to their vision!

By terror their hearts are divided® two counsels perplex them!

One chooses by land to seek fight to another, the water

Appeals, and the sea than lis own land is safer! Another

Wil stand to his arms and advantage extort from Fate’s mandate.

The depth of their fear marks the length of their fight' In
confusion

The people itself—shameful spectacle—driven by terror

Is led to abandon the city. Rome glories in fleeing!

The Quintes from battle blench! Cowed by the breath of a
rumor

Relinquished their firesides to mourning! One citizen, palsied

With terror, hus children embraces another, his penates

Conceals in his bosom, then, weeping, takes leave of his threshold

And slaughters the distant invader—with curses! Their spouses

Some clasp to their sorrow-wracked bosoms! Youth carry therr
fathers

Bowed down with old age, uninured to the bearing of burdens.

They se1ze what they dread to lose most. Inexperience drags all

Its chattels to camp and to battle: as, when powerful Auster

Piles up the churned waters and tumbles them never a yard-arm

Nor rudder to answer the hand, here, one fashions a life-raft

Of pine planks, another steers into some bay on a lec shore,

Another will crack on and run from the gale and to Fortune
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Trust all' But why sorrow for trifles’ The consuls, with
Pompey

The Great—he, the terror of Pontus, of savage Hydaspes

Explorer, the reef that wrecked pirates, caused Jove to turn livid,

When thrice was a triumph decreed mm, whom Pontus’ vexed
water

And pacified billows of Bosphorus worshiped! Disgraced their

Fhght! Title and glory forsaking' Now Fortune capricious

Looks down on the back of great Pompey retreating in terror!

Chapter the One Hundred and
Twenty-fourth

“So great a musfortune disrupted the concord of heaven

And gods swelled the rout 1n their pamic!  Behold! through cre-
ation

The gentle divinities flee from the ravening earth in

Their loathing they turn from humamty, doomed to destruction!

And first of all, Peace, with her snowy white arms, hides her
visage

Defeated, her helmet beneath and, abandoning earth, flees

Ta seck out the realm of implacable Dis, as a refuge!

Meck Faith her companion, and Justice with locks loosely flowing,

And Concord, 1n tears, and her raiment in tatters, attend her.

The mintons of Plute pour forth from the portals of darkness

That yawn the serpent-haired Fury, Bellona the Savage,

Mecgzra with firebrands, destruction, and treachery, hivid

Death’s likeness! Among them 15 Frenzy, as, free, with her
lashings

Snapped short, she now raises her gory head, shielding her features
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Deep scarred by innumerous wounds ’neath her helmet blood-
clotted.

Her left arm she guards with a battle-scarred shield scored by
weapons,

And numberless spear-heads protrude from its surface* her nght
hand

A flaming torch brandishes, kinding a flame that will burn up

The world! Now the gods are on earth and the skies note their
absence,

‘The planets disordered their orbuts attempt! Inta factions

The heavens divide, first Dione espouses the cause of

Her Casar  Minerva next steps to her side and the great son

Of Ares, lis mighty spear brandishing!  Pheebus espouses

The cause of Great Pompey his sister and Mercury also

And Hercules like unto him 1n his travels and labors

The trumpets call! Discord her Stygian head Lifts to heaven,

Her tresses disheveled, her featurcs with clotted blood covered,

Tears pour from her bruised eyes, her ron fangs thick coated
with rust

Her tongue disuls poison, her features are haloed with serpents,

Her hideous bosom s visible under her tatters,

A torch with a blood red flame waves from her tremulous night
hand .

Emerging from Cocytus dark and from Tartarus murky

She strode to the crests of the Apennines noble, the prospect

Of earth to survey, spread before her the world panorama,

Its shores and the armes that march on its surface these words
then

Burst out of her bosom malignant. “To arms, now, ye nations,

While anger seethes hot, seize your arms, set the torch to the
cities,

Who skulks now 1s lost, neither woman nor child nor the aged
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Bowed down with their years shall find quarter® the whole world
will tremble

And rooftrees themselves shall crash down and take part in the
struggle

Marcellus, hold firm for the law! And thou, Curio, madden

The rabble! Thou, Lentulus, strive not to check valiant Ares!

Thou, Casar divine, why delayest thou now thine invasion?

Why smash not the gates, why not level the walls of the cities,

‘Their trcasures to pillage? Thou, Magnus, dost not know the
secret

Of holding the hills of Rome? Take thou the walls of Dyr-
rachium,

Let Thessaly’s harbors be dyed with the blood of the Romans!’

On earth was obeyed every detail of Discord’s commandment.”

When Eumolpus had, with great volubility, poured out
this flood of words, we came at last to Crotona. Here we
refreshed ourselves at a mean 1nn, but on the following day
we went 1n search of more imposing lodgings and fell in
with a crowd of legacy-hunters who were very curious as
to the class of society to which we belonged and as to whence
we had come. Thereupon, in accord with our mutual under-
standing, such ready answers did we make as to who we
might be or whence we had come that we gave them no
cause for doubt. They immediately fell to wrangling mn
their desire to heap theirr own riches upon Eumolpus, and
every fortune-hunter solicated his favor with presents.
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Chaptoer the One Hundred and
Twenty-fifth

For a long time affairs at Crotona ran along in this man-
ner and Eumolpus, flushed with success so far forgot the
former state of his fortunes that he even bragged to his
followers that no one could hold out against any wish of
his, and that any member of his suite who committed a
crime 1n that aty would, through the influence of his friends,
get off unpunished. But, although I daily crammed my
bloated carcass to overflowing with good things, and began
more and more to beheve that Fortune had turned away
her face from keeping watch upon me, I frequently medi-
tated, nevertheless, upon my present state and upon its
cause. “Suppose,” thought I, “some wily legacy-hunter
should dispatch an agent to Africa and catch us mn our lie?
Or even suppose the hireling servant, glutted with pros-
penty, should tip off his cronies or give the whole scheme
away out of spite? There would be nothing for it but fight
and, in a fresh state of destitution, a recalling of poverty
which had been driven off. Gods and goddesses, how ill
it fares with those living outside the law; they are always
on the lookout for what 1s comng to them!” (Turming
these possibilities over in my mind 1 left the house, in a
state of black melancholy, hoping to revive my spirits in
the fresh air, but scarcely had 1 set foot upon the public
promenade when a girl, by no means homely, met me, and,
calling me Polyznos, the name I had assumed since my
metamorphosis, informed me that her mistress desired leave
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to speak with me. “You must be mstaken,” I answered,
in confusion, “I am only a servant and a stranger, and am
by no means worthy of such an honor.”)

Chapter the One Hundred and
Twenty-sixth

(“You yourself,” she replied, “are the one to whom I
was sent but,) because you are well aware of your good
looks, you are proud and sell your favors instead of giving
them. What else can those wavy, well-combed locks mean
or that face, rouged and covered with cosmetics, or that
languishing, wanton expression in your eyes? Why that
gait, so precse that not a footstep deviates from its place,
unless you wish to show off your figure 1in order to sell your
favors? Look at me, I know nothing about omens and 1
don’t study the heavens like the astrologers, but I can read
men’s intenttons i their faces and I know what a flirt is
after when I see him out for a stroll, so if you’ll sell us
what I want there’s a buyer ready, but 1f you will do the
graceful thing and lend, let us be under obligations to
you for the favor. And as for your confession that you
are only a common servant, by that you only fan the passion
of the lady who burns for you, for some women will only
kindle for canaille and cannot work up an appetite unless
they sece some slave or runner with his clothing girded on:
a gladiator arouses one, or a mule-driver all covered with
dust, or some actor posturing n some exhbition on the
stage. My mustress belongs to this class, she jumps the
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fourteen rows from the stage to the gallery and looks for
a lover among the gallery gods at the back.” Puffed up
with this delightful chatter, “Come now, confess, won’t
you,” I queried, “s this lady who loves me yourself?” The
waiting maid smiled broadly at this blunt speech. “Don’
have such 2 high opmion of yourself,” said she, “I’ve never
given in to any servant yet, the gods forbid that I should
ever throw my arms around a gallows-bird, let the married
women see to that and kiss the marks of the scourge 1f they
like- P11 sit upon nothing below a knight, even if 1 am only
a servant.” I could not help marveling, for my part, at
such discordant passions, and 1 thought it nothing short of
a miracle that this servant should possess the hauteur of
the mustress and the mistress the low tastes of the wench!

Each one will find what suits his taste, onc thing 1s not for all,
One gathers roses as his share, another, thorns enthrall,

After a little more teasing, I requested the maid to con-
duct her mistress to a clump of plane trees. Pleased with
this plan, the gir]l picked up the skirt of her garment and
turned into a laurel grove that bordered the path. After a
short delay she brought her mistress from her hiding-place
and conducted her to my side; a woman more perfect than
any statue. There are no words with which to describe
her form and anything I could say would fall far short.
Her hair, naturally wavy, flowed completely over her shoul-
ders, her forehead was low and the roots of her hair were
brushed back from 1t, her eyebrows, running from the very
springs of her cheeks, almost met at the boundary line
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between a pair of eyes brighter than stars shining in a
moonless night, her nose was shightly aquiline and her mouth
was such an one as Praxiteles dreamed Diana had. Her
chin, her neck, her hands, the gleaming whiteness of her
feet under a slender band of gold; she turned Parian marble
dull! Then, for the first time Dons’ tried lover thought
lightly of Doris!

Oh Jove, what’s come to pass that thou, thine armor cast away,
Art mute 1n heaven, and but an 1dle tale?

At such a time the horns should sprout, the raging bull hold sway,
Or they white hair beneath swan’s down conceal!

Here's Dana’s self!  But touch that lovely form

Thy limbs will melt beneath thy passions’ storm!

Chapter the One Hundred and

Twenty-seventh

SuE was delighted and so bewitchingly did she smile that
I seemed to sce the full moon showing her face from be-
hind a cloud Then, punctuating her words with her fingers,
“Dear boy, if you are not too critical to enjoy a woman of
wealth who has but this year known her first love, I offer
you a sister,” said she “You have a brother already, I
know, for 1 didn’t disdain to ask, but what 1s to prevent your
adopting a sister, too? 1 will come 1n on the same footing:
only deem my kisses worthy of recognition and caress me
at your own pleasure!” “Rather let me implore you by your
beauty,” I replied. “Do not scorn to admut an alien among
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your worshipers: If you permit me to kneel before your
shrine you will find me a true votary and, that you may not
think I approach this temple of love without a gift, I make
you a present of my brother!” “What,” she exclaimed,
“would you really sacrifice the only one without whom you
could not live? The one upon whom your happiness de-
pends’ Him whom you love as I would have you love
me?”  Such sweetness permeated her voice as she said
this, so entrancing was the sound upon the listening air that
you would have believed the Sirens’ harmonies were floating
in the breeze. 1 was struck with wonder and dazzled by 1
know not what light that shone upon me, brighter than the
whole heaven, but I made bold to inquire the name of my
divimty. “Why, didn’t my maid tell you that I am called
Circe?” she replied. “But 1 am not the sun-child nor has
my mother ever stayed the revolving world mn its course
at her pleasure; but if the Fates bring us two together I
will owe heaven a favor 1 don’t know what 1t 1s, but some
god’s silent purpose 1s beneath this, Circe loves not Polyznos
without some reason, a great torch 1s always flaming when
these names meet! Take me 1n your arms then, if you will;
there’s no pryng stranger to fear, and your ‘brother’ 1s far
away from this spot!” So saying, Circe clasped me in arms
that were softer than down and we sat on the ground which
was covered with colored flowers,

With flowers hke these did Mother Earth great Ida’s summit strew
When Jupiter, his heart aflame, enjoyed his lawful love,
There glowed the rose, the flowering rush, the violet’s deep blue,
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From out green meadows snow-white hilies laughed. Then from
above,

This setting summoned Venus to the green and tender sod,

Bright day smiled kindly on the secret amor of the God.

Side by side upon the grassy plot we lay, exchanging a
thousand kisses (but alas! My sudden indifference disap-
pointed Circe')

Chapter the One Hundred and
Twenty-esghth

INFURIATED at this affront, “What’s the matter,” de-
manded she, “do my kisses offend you? 1s my breath fetid
from fasting® Am I not tender and sweet?” Under her
eyes, I flushed hotly and, if I had any courage left, I lost
it then, my whole body seemed to be nert. “My q..:en,”?
I cried, “do not mock me in my humiliation 1 am be-
witched!”  (Circe’s anger was far from being appeased by
such a trivial excuse, turning her eyes contemptuously away
from me, she Jooked at her maid, “Tell me, Chrysis, and
tell me truly, 1s there anything repulsive about me? Any-
thing sluttish® Have I some natural blemish that disfigures
my beauty? Don’t deceive your mistress! I don’t know
what’s the matter with us, but there must be something!”
Then she snatched a mirror from the silent maid and after
scrutinizing all the looks and smiles which pass between
lovers, she shook out her wrinkled earth-stained robe and
flounced off into the temple of Venus (nearby). And here
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was 1, like a convicted criminal who had seen some horrible
nightmare, asking myself whether the pleasure out of which
I had been cheated was a reality or only a dream.

As when, in the sleep-bringing might
Dreams sport with the wandering eyes,
And carth, spaded up, yiclds to light
Her gold that by day she denies,
‘The stealthy hand snatches the spoils;
The face with cold sweat 1s suffused
And Fear grips him tight 1n her toils
Lest robbers the secret have used
And shake out the gold from his breast.
But, when they depart from his brain,
These enchantments by which he’s obsessed,
And Truth comes again with her train
Restoring perspective and pain,
The phantasm lives to the last,
The mind dwells with shades of the past.

(The misfortune seemed to me a dream, but I imagined
that I must surely be under a spell of enchantment and, for
a long time, I was so devoid of strength that I could not
get to my feet. But finally my mental depression began to
abate, little by lLittle my strength came back to me, and I
returned home, arrived there, 1 feigned illness and threw
myself upon my couch. A Iittle later, Giton, who had
heard of my indisposition, entered the room in some con-
cern. As I wished to relieve his mind I informed him that
1 had merely sought my pallet to take a rest, telling him
much other gossip but not 2 word about my mishap as I
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stood in great fear of his jealousy and, to lull any suspicior
which he might entertain, 1 endeavored to give him some
proofs of my love but all in vain. He jumped up in a
rage and accused my change of heart, declaring that he had
for a long time suspected that I had been spending my
affections and breath elsewhere. “No! No!” I replied,
“my love for you has always been the same, but reason
prevails now over love”) “And for the Socratic conti-
nence of that, I thank you in his name,” (he replied sar-
aastically,) “Alabiades was never more spotless when he
left his master!”

Chapter the One Hundred and
Twenty-ninth

“BeLIEVE me, ‘brother,” when I tell you that I do not
know whether I am a man or not,” I vainly protested, “I
do not feel like one, 1f I am! Dead and buried lies that
in which I was once an Achilles!” (Giton, seeing that 1
was completely enervated,) fled into an inner part of the
house. (He had just gone when) Chrysis entered the room
and handed me her mstress’ tablets, in which were written
the following words-

CIRCE TO POLYZANOS—GREETING
Were [ a wanton, I should complain of my disappointment,

but as 1t 1s I am beholden to your weakness, for by 1t I dallied
the longer in the shadow of pleasure. Sull, I would like t¢
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know how you are and whether you got home upon your own
legs, for the doctors say that one cannot walk without nerves!
Young man, I advise you to beware of paralysis, for I never
in my hfe saw a patient 1n such great danger, you’re as good
as dead, I'm sure! What 1f the same numbness should attack
your hands and knees’? You would have to send for the
funeral trumpeters! So far as I am concerned, I am not in
the least alarmed about finding some one to whom I shall be
as pleasing as I was to you; my mirror and my reputation do
not he,
Farewell (1f you can).

“Such things will happen,” said Chrysis, when she saw that
I had read through the entire inditement, “and especially
in this aty, where the women can lure the moon from the
sky! But we’ll find a cure for your trouble. Just return
a diplomatic answer to my mustress and restore her self-
esteem by frank courtesy for, truth to tell, she has never
been herself from the minute she recerved that affront ” 1
gladly followed the maid’s advice and wrote upon the tab-
lets as follows:

Chapter the One Hundred and
Thirtieth

POLYZNOS TO CIRCE-—GREETING.

Dear lady, I confess that I have often given cause for offense,
for I am only a man, and a2 young one, too, but I never commutted
a deadly cnime until to-day! You have my confession of guilt, I
deserve any punishment you may see fit to prescribe. T betrayed a
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trust, I murdered a man, I violated a temple: demand my punish-
ment for these crimes.  Should 1t be your pleasure to slay me I
will come to you with my sword, 1f you are content with a flogging
I will run naked to my mustress, only bear in mind that it was
not myself but my courage that failed me. 1 was a soldier, and
ready, but I lost my arms What threw me into such disorder 1
do not know, pcrhaps my imagination outran my lagging impulse,
by aspinng to too much 1t is hikely that T spent my pleasure in
delay, T cannot imagine what the trouble was  You bid me be-
ware of paralysis, as 1if a disease which prevented my enjoyment
could grow worse! But my apology amounts briefly to this, 1f you
will grant me an opportunity of repairing my fault, I will give you
satisfaction.

Farewell.

After dismissing Chrysis with these fair promises, I placed
myself upon a more strengthening diet such as onions and
snail’s heads without condiments, and I also drank more
sparingly of wine, then, taking a short walk before setthng
down to sleep, I went to bed.

Chapter the One Hundred and
Thirty-first

Finpine myself vigorous in mind and body when I arose
next morning, I went down to the same clump of plane trees,
though 1 dreaded the spot as one of evil omen, and com-
menced to wait for Chrysis to lead me on my way. I took
a short stroll and had just seated myself where I had sat
the day before, when she came under the trees, leading a
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little old woman by the hand. “Well, Mr. Squeamish,” she
chirped, when she had greeted me, “have you recovered
your appetite?” In the meantime, the old hag:

A wine-soaked crone with twitching lips,

brought out a twisted hank of different colored yarns and
put 1t about my neck, she then kneaded dust and spattle and,
dipping her middle finger into the mixture, she crossed my
forehead with it, in spite of my protests.

As long as hfe remains, there’s hope;
Thou rustic God, Oh hear our prayer,
Great Priapus, I thee invoke,

Temper our arms to dare!

When she had made an end of this incantation she ordered
me to spit three times, and three times to drop stones into
my bosom, each stone she wrapped up in purple after she
had muttered charms over it, quicker than thought the
nerves responded to the summons. (This done, the old
lIady handed me over to Chrysis, who was greatly delighted
at the recovery of her mistress’ treasure; she hastily con-
ducted me straight to the latter, introducing me 1nto 2 lovely
nook that nature had furnished with everything which could
delight the eye.)

Shorn of 1ts top, the swaying pine here casts a summer shade
And quivering cypress, and the stately plane

And berry-laden laurel. A brook’s wimpling waters strayed
Lashed nto foam, but dancing on again
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And rolling pebbles in their chattering flow. *Twas Love's own
nook,

As forest nightingale and urban Procne undertook

‘To bear true witness, hovering, the gleaming grass above

And tender violets, wooing with song, their stolen love,

Fanning herself with a branch of flowering myrtle, she lay,
stretched out with her marble neck resting upon a golden
cushion. When she caught sight of me she blushed famntly;
she recalled yesterday’s affront, I suppose. At her invita-
tion, I sat down by her side, as soon as the others had gone,
whereupon she put the branch of myrtle over my face; and
throwing myself into her arms, I reveled in her kisses with
no witchcraft to stop me.

Chapter the One Hundred and
Thsrty-second

Tue loveliness of her form drew me to her and sum-
moned me to love Qur hps were pressed together 1n a
torrent of smacking kisses, our groping hands, clasped n a
mutual embrace had fused our souls into one (and then, 1n
the very midst of these mv nerves again played me false and
1 was unable to continue) Lashed to fury by these inex-
cusable affronts, the lady at last ran to avenge herself and,
aalling her house servants she gave orders for me to be
hoisted upon their shoulders and flogged, then, still unsatis-
fied with the drastic punishment she had inflicted upon me,
she called all the spinning women and scrubbing wenches in
the house and ordered them to spit upon me I covered my
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face with my hands but I uttered no complaint as I well
knew what I deserved and, overwhelmed with blows and
spittle, I was driven from the house. Proselenos was kicked
out too, Chrysis was beaten, and all the slaves grumbled
among themselves and wondered what had upset their mis-
tress’ good humor. I took heart after having given some
thought to my musfortunes, and, artfully concealing the
marks of the blows for fear that Eumolpus would make
merry over my mishaps or, worse yet, that Giton might be
saddened by my disgrace, I did the only thing I could do to
save my self-respect, I pretended that I was sick and went
to bed. There, 1 turned the full furv of my resentment
against that weakness which had been the sole cause of all
the evil acadents which had befallen me

Raising myself upon my elbow I rebuked myself in some
such terms as these: “What have you to say for yourself,
you disgrace to gods and men,” I demanded, “for your
name must never be mentioned among refined people. Did
I deserve to be lifted up to heaven and then dragged down
to hell? Was 1t nght to slander my flourishing and vigorous
years and land me 1n the shadows and lassitude of decrepit
old age?” I vented my anger 1n words such as these:

His eyes were fixed, and with avertcd look
He stood, less moved by any word of mine
Than weeping willows bending o’er a brook
Or drooping poppies as at noon they pine.

When I had made an end of this invective so out of keeping
with good taste, I began to do penance for my sohiloquy and
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blushed furtively because 1 had so far forgotten my modesty
as to invoke 1n words the faults of my own weakness. Then,
rubbing my forchead for a long time, “Why have I com-
mutted an indiscretion 1n relieving my resentment by natural
abuse,” I mused, “what does it amount to? Are we not ac-
customed to swear at evervthing, even the head when 1t
aches, as it often does? Ihd not Ulysses wrangle with his
own heart? Do not the tragedians ‘Damn their eyes’ just
as if they could hear? Gouty patients swear at therr feet,
rheumatics at their hands, blear-eyed people at their eyes,
and do not thosc who often stub their toes blame their feet
for all their pain?”

“Why will our Catos with ther frowning brows

Condemn a work of fresh simphcity?

A cheerful kindness my pure speech endows;
What people do, T write, to my capacity.

For who knows not the pleasures Venus gives?
Who will not 1n a warm bed tease his members?

Great Fpicurus taught 2 truth that lives,
Love and enjoy hfe!  All the rest 1s embers,

Nothing can be more insincere than the silly prejudices of
mankind, and nothing sillier than the morality of bigotry.”

Chapter the One Hundred and
Thirty-thsrd

1 carrgp Giton when I had finished my meditation: “Tell
me, little brother,” 1 demanded, “tell me, on your honor:
Did Ascyltos stay awake the might he stole you away from
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me? (The truth of the matter is, that I was so distraught
with my own misfortunes that I knew not what I was say-
ing “Why recall past memories which can only cause
pamn,” said I to myself. I then directed all my energies
towards the recovery of my lost courage. To achieve this
I was ready even to devote myself to the gods; accordingly,
I went out to invoke the aid of Priapus.) Putting as good a
Jace upon the matier as I could 1 knelt upon the threshold
of his shrine and invoked the god in the following verses:

“Of Bacchus and the nymphs, companion boon,
Whom fair Dione set o’er forests wide
As God whom Lesbos and Green Thasos own
For deity, whom Lydians, far and wide
Adore through all the seasons of the year;
Whose temple 1n his own Hypmepa placed,
Thou Dryad’s joy and Bacchus’, hear my prayer!
To thee I come, by no dark blood disgraced,
No shrine, 1n wicked lust have I profaned;
When I was poor and worn with want, I sinned
Not by intent, a pauper’s sin’s not banned
As of another! Unto thee T pray
Laft thou the load from off my tortured mind,
Forgive a light offense!  'When fortune smiles
Tl not thy glory shun and leave behind
Thy worship! Unto thee, a goat that feels
His primest vigor, father of the flocks
Shall come! And suckling pigs, the tender young
Of some fine grunting sow! New wine, in crocks
Shall foam' Thy grateful praises shall be sung
By youths who thrice shall dance around thy shrine
Happy in vouth and full of this year’s wine!”
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While I was engaged in this diplomatic effort in my own
behalf, a hideous crone with disheveled hair, and clad in
black garments which were in great disorder, entered the
shrine and, laying hands upon me, led me thorowughly
frightened, out into the portico.

Chapter the One Hundred and
Thirty-fourth

“Wuat witches” (she cried,) “have devoured your man-
hood? What filth did you tread upon at some crossroads,
in the dark’ You are worn out like a cart-horse at a hill,
you have lost both labor and sweat! Not content with
getting yourself into trouble, you have stirred up the wrath
of the gods against me and I will make you smart for st »
She then led me, unresisting, back mnto the priestess’ room,
pushed me down upon the bed, snatched a cane that hung
upon the door, and gave me another thrashing I remained
silent and, had the canc not splintered at the first stroke,
thereby dimmishing the force of the blow, she might easily
have broken my arms or my head 1 groaned dismally, and,
shedding a flood of tears, I covered my head with my right
arm and huddled down upon the pillow. Nor did she weep
less butterly.

The sailor, naked from his foundered barque

Some shipwrecked mariner seeks out to hear his woe;
When hail beats down a farmer’s crop, his cark
Secks consolation from another, too.
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Death tevels caste and sufferers unites,
And weeping parents are as one 1n grief;
We also will beseech the starry heights,
United prayers climb best, is the belief.

She seated herself upon the other side of the bed and in
quavering tones commenced to accuse the delays of old age.
At last the priestess came in. “Why,” she cried, “what has
brought you into my cell as if you were visiting a newly
made grave’? And on a feast-day, too, when even mourners
ought to smile!” “(Enothea,” the old hag replied, “this
young man here was born under an unlucky star. Such
an unfortunate fellow you never saw. 1 wish you would
tell me what you think of a man who could get up from
Circe’s bed without having tasted pleasure!” On hearing
these words, (Enothea sat down between us and, after shak-
ing her head for a while, “I’m the only one that knows how
to cure that,” said she,

All that you see in the world must give heed to my mandates;
Blossoming earth, when I will 1t, must langwish, a desert!
Ruches pour forth, when I will it, from crags and grim boulders
Waters will spurt that will rival the Nile at sts flooding!

Seas calm their billows before me, gales silence their howlings,
Hearing my step!  And the rivers sink into their channels,
Dragons, Hyrcaman tigers stand fast at my bidding!

Why should I tell you of small things? The image of Luna
Drawn by my spells must descend, and Apollo, atremble

Backs up hus horses and turns from his course at my order!
Such 1s the power of my word! By the nites of a virgin
Quenched 15 the raging of bulls, and the sun’s daughter Circe
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Changed and transfigured the crew of the wily Ulysses,
Protcus changes his form when his good pleasure dictates,
I, who am skilled 1n these arts can the shrubs of Mount Ida
Plant in the ocean, turn rivers to flow up the mountains!”

Chapter the One Hundred and
Thirty-fifeh

AT this declaration which was so awe-inspiring, I shud-
dered 1n terror, and commenced to scrutinize the crone more
nacrowly. “Come now,” said (Enothea, “obey my orders,”
and, carefully wiping her hands, she bent over the cot and
kissed me, once, twice! On the middle of the altar
(Enothea placed an old table, upon which she heaped live
coals, then with melted pitch she repaired a goblet which had
become cracked through age Next she replaced, in the
smoke-stained wall, a peg which had come out when she took
down the wooden goblet. Then, having donned a mantle,
in the shape of a piece of square-cut cloth, she set a huge
kettle upon the heartl and, at the same time speared with a
fork a cloth hanging upon the meat-hooks, and lifted it
down. It containcd some beans which had been laid away
for future use, and a very small and stale prece of pig’s
cheek, scored with a thousand slashes. When she had un-
tred the string which fastened the cloth, she poured some of
the beans upon the table and ordered me to shell them
quickly and carefully. T obey her mandate and with care-
ful fingers separate the beans from the filthy pods which
contain them, but she, accusing my clumsiness, hastily
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snatched them and, skilfully tearing off the pods with her
teeth spat them upon the ground, where they looked hke
dead flies. 1 wondered, then, at the ingenuity of poverty
and 1its expedients for emergency. (So ardent a follower of
this virtue did the priestess seem that 1t was reflected in
everything around her. Her dwelling, in particular, was a
very shrine of poverty.)

No Indian ivory set 1n gold gleamed here,

No trodden marble glistened here, on ecarth
Mocked for its gifts, but Ceres’ festive grove:
With wallow wickerwork ’twas set around,
New cups of clay by revolutions shaped

Of lowly wheel  For honey soft, a bowl,
Platters of green bark wickerwork, a jar
Stained by the life blood of the God of Wine;
‘The walls around with chaff and spattered clay
Woere covered Hanging from protruding nails
Were slender stalks of the green rush, and then
Suspended from the smoky beam, the stores

Of this poor cottage. Service berres soft,
Entwined 1n fragrant wreaths hung down,
Dried savory and rasins by the bunch.

An hostess here like she on Attic soil,

Of Hecale’s pure worship worthy she!

Whose fame Kallimachos so grandly sang
*Twill live forever through the speaking years.
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Chapter the One Hundred and
Thirty-sixth

Ix the meantime (having shelled the beans), she took a
mouthful of the mcat and with the fork was replacing the
pig’s cheek which was coeval with herself, upon the meat-
hook, when the rotten stool, which she was using to aug-
ment her height, broke down under the old lady’s weight and
let her fall upon the hearth The neck of the pot was
broken, putting out the fire, which was just getting a good
start, her elbow was burned by a flaming brand, and her
whole face was covered by the ashes raised by her fall. I
jumped up 1n dismay and, not without laughing, helped the
old lady to her feet  She hastily scurried out into the neigh-
borhood to replenish the fire, for fear anything should de-
lay the sacrifice. 1 was on my way to the door of the cell
when Jo! and behold! three sacred geese which were ac-
customed, 1 suppose, to demand their feed from the old
woman at mudday, made a rush at me and, surrounding me,
made me nervous with their abominable rabid cackhing. One
tore at my tunic, another undid the laangs of my sandals
and tugged at them, but one in particular, the ringleader and
moving spirit of this savage attack, did not hesitate to worry
at my leg with his serrated bill - Unable to see the joke, I
twisted off one of the legs of the little table and, thus armed,
began to belabor the pugnacious brute, nor did 1 rest con-
tent with a light blow, I avenged myself by the death of the
goose
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*Twas thus, I ween, the birds of Stymphalus
To heaven fled, by Herakles impelled,

‘The Harpies, too, whose reeking pinions held
That poison which the feast of Phineus
Contaminated. All the air above

With their unwonted lamentations shook,
The heavens in uproar and confusion move
The Stars, sn dread, thewr orbits then forsook!

By this time the two remaining geese had picked up the beans
which had been scattered all over the floor and bereft, I sup-
pose, of their leader, had gone back into the temple, and I,
well content with my revenge and my booty, threw the dead
goose behind the cot and bathed the trifling wound 1n my leg
with vinegar. then, fearing a scolding, I made up my mind to
run away and, collecting together all my belongings, started
to leave the house I had not yet stepped over the threshold
of the cell, however, when I caught sight of (Enothea re-
turning with an earthen vessel full of live coals There-
upon, I retraced my steps and, throwing off my garments, I
took my stand just inside the door, as if I were awaiting her
return. She banked her fire with broken reeds, priled some
pieces of wood on top, and began to excuse her delay on the
ground that her friend would not permit her to leave until
after the customary three drinks had been taken. “But what
were you up to in my absence?” she demanded, “Where are
the beans?” Thinking that I had done a thing worthy of all
praise, I informed her of the battle in all its details and,
that she might not be downcast any longer, I produced the
dead goose in payment for her loss. When the old lady
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Jaid eyes upon that, she raised such a clamor that you would
have thought that the geese had invaded the room again.
Confounded and thunderstruck at the novelty of my crime,
I asked her why she was so angry and why she pitied the
goose rather than myself.

Chapter the One Hundred and
Thirty-seventh

Bur, beating her palms together, “You villam, are you so
brazen that you can speak?” she shrieked, “Don’t you know
what a serious crime vou've committed?  You have slaugh-
tered the delight of Priapus, a goose, the very darling of
married women! And for fear you think that nothing
serious has happened, if the magstrates find this out youw’ll
go to the cross!  Until this day my dwelling has been in-
violate and you have polluted 1t with blood! You have con-
ducted yourself in such a manner that any enemy I have can
turn me out of the priesthood!”

She spoke, and from her trembling head she tore the snow-white
har,
And scratched her cheeks her eyes shed floods of tears.
As when a torrent headlong rushes down the valleys drear,
Its wy fetters gone when Spring appears.
And strikes the frozen shackles from rejuvenated earth:
So down her face the tears in torrents swept
And wracking sobs convulsed her as she wept.

“Please don’t make such a fuss,” I said, “Pll give you an
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ostrich in place of your goose!” While she sat upon the cot
and, to my stupefaction, bewailed the death of the goose,
Proselenos came in with the materals for the sacrifice. See-
ing the dead goose and inquiring the cause of her grief, she
herself commenced to weep more violently still and to com-
muserate me, as 1if I had slain my own father, instead of a
public goose. Growing tired of this nonsense at last, “See
here,” said 1, “could I not purchase immunity for a price,
even though I had assaulted you? Even though I had
murdered a man? Look here! I’m laying down two gold
pieces, you can buy both gods and geese with them!” “For-
give me, voung man,” sad (Enothea, when she caught sight
of the gold, “I am anx:ous upon your account, that is a proof
of love, not of malignity. Let us take such precautions that
not a sou! will find this out. As for you, pray to the gods
to forgive your sacrifice!”

The rich man can sail 1n a favoring gale
And map out his course at his pleasure,

A Danz espouse, no Acrisius will rail,
His credence by hers he will measure;

Whnite verse, or declaim, snap the finger of scorn
At the world, vet still win all his cases,

‘The rabble will drink 1n his words with concern
When a Cato austere 1t displaces

At law, his “not proven,” or “proved,” he can have
With Servius or Labeo vieing,

With gold at command anything he may crave
Is his without asking or sighing.

The universe bows at his shightest behest,
For Jove 1s a prisoner 1n his treasure chest.
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In the meantime, she scurried around and put a jar of wine
under my hands and, when my fingers had all been spread
out evenly, she purified them with leeks and parsley. Then,
muttering incantations, she threw hazel-nuts into the wine
and drew her conclusions as they sank or floated; but she did
not hoodwink me, for those with empty shells, no kernel
and full of air, would of course float, while those that were
heavy and full of sound kernel would sink to the bottom.
She then turned her attentson to the goose, and, cutting open
the breast, she drew out a very fat iver from which she fore-
told my future, then, for fear any trace of the crime should
remain, she cut the whole goose up, stuck the pieces upon
spits, and served up a very delectable dinner for me whom,
but a moment before, she had herself condemned to death,
in her own words! Meanwhile, cups of unmixed wine went
mernily around (and the crones greedily devoured the goose
which they had but so lately lamented When the last
morse]l had disappeared, (Enothea, half-drunk by this time,
looked at me and sard, “We must now go through with the
mysteries, so that you may get back your strength.”)

Chapter the One Hundred and
Thirty-eighth

(As she said this) (Enothea brought out a leathern object
which she smeared with oil, ground pepper, and pounded
nettle seed. The meraless old virago then anointed my
thighs with the same decoction, finally mixing nasturtiam
juice with ehxir of southern-wood, and, pidung up a bunch



PETRONIUS ARBITER 245

of green nettles, she commenced to strike me gently all over.
The nettles stung me horribly and I suddenly took to my
heels, with the old hags in full pursuit. Although they were
befuddled with wine and lust they followed the right road
and chased me through several wards, screaming “Stop
thief.” I made good my escape, however, although every
toe was bleeding as the result of my headlong flight. (I got
home as quickly as I could and, worn out with fatigue, I
sought my couch, but I could not snatch a wink of sleep for
the ewvil adventures which had befallen me kept running
through my bramn and, brooding upon them, I came to the
conclusion that no one could be so abjectly unfortunate.
“Has Fortune, always mnmuical to me, stood 1n need of the
pangs of love, that she might torture me more cruelly still,”?
I cried out, “unhappy wretch than I am! Fortune and Love
have joined forces to bring about my rumn. Cruel Eros him-
self had never dealt leniently with me, loved or lover I am
put to the torture! Take the case of Chrysis: she loves me
desperately, never leaves off teasing me, she who despised
me as a servant, because, when she was acting as her mis-
tress’ go-between, 1 was dressed in the garments of a slave-
she, I say) that same Chrysis, who looked with contempt
upon your former lowly lot, 1s now bent upon following 1t
up even at the peril of her hife, (she swore that she would
never leave my side on the day when she told me of the vio-
lence of her passion. but Circe owns me, heart and soul, all
others I despise, who could be lovelier than she?) What
loveliness had Ariadne or Leda to compare with hers? What
had Helen to compare with her, what has Venus? If Paris
himself had seen her with her dancing eyes, when he acted
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as umpire for the quarreling goddesses, he would have given
up Helen and the goddesses for her! If I could only steal
a kiss, if only I might put my arms around that divine, that
heavenly bosom, perhaps my courage would come back.
Contempt cannot tire me out: what if I was flogged; I will
forget it! What 1f I was thrown out! I will treat it as a
joke! Only let me be restored to her good graces!

At rest on my pallet, night’s silence had scarce settled down
To snothe me, and eycs heavy-laden with slumber to lull

When torturing Amor laid hold of me, serzing my hair

And dragging me, wounding me, ordered a wigil till dawn.

“Oh heart of stone how canst thou lie here alone? said the God,
“Thou joy of a thousand swect mustresses, how, oh my slave?”
In dsarrayed mightrobe I leap to bare feet and essay

To follow all paths, but a road can discover by none.

One moment I hasten, the next 1t 1s torture to move,

It irks me agmin to turn hack, shame forbids me to halt

And stand 1n the midst of the road Lo! the voices of men,
The ruar of the strects, and the songs of the birds, and the bark
Of vigilant watch-dogs are hushed! Alone, T of all

Society dread both my slumber and couch, and obey

Great Lord of the Passions, thy mandate which on me was laid.

Chapter the One Hundred and
Thsrty-ninth

(Such thoughts as these, of lovely Circe’s charms so
wrought upon my mind that) I disordered my bed by em-
bracing the image, as it were, of my mstress, (but my efforts
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were all wasted.) This obstinate (affhiction finally wore out
my patience, and I cursed the hostile deity by whom 1 was
bewitched. I soon recovered my composure, however, and,
deriving some consolation from thinking of the heroes of old,
who had been persecuted by the anger of the gods, I broke
out n these lines.)

Hostile gods and implacable Fate not me alone pursue;

Herakles once suffered the weight of heaven’s displeasure too
Driven from the Inachian coast Laomedon of old

Sated two of the heavenly host 1n Pelias, hehold

Juno’s power to avenge an affront, and Telephus took arms
Knowing not he must bear the brunt, Ulysses feared the storms
Angry Neptune decreed as his due. Now, me to overwhelm
Outraged Prapus ever pursues on land and Nereus’ realm

(Tortured by these cares I spent the whole night 1n anxiety,
and at dawn, Giton, who had found out that I had slept at
home, entered the room and bitterly accused me of lcading
a licentious hife, he said that the whole household was greatly
concerned at what 1 had been doing, that I was so rarely
present to attend my duties, and that the intrigue in which 1
was engaged would very likely bring about my ruin. 1
gathered from this that he had been well informed as to my
affairs, and that some one had been to the house inquiring
for me. Thereupon,) I began to ply Giton with questions
as to whether any one had made inquiry for me, “Not to-
day,” he replied, “but yesterday a woman came n at the
door, not bad looking, either, and after talking to me for
quite a while, and wearing me out with her far-fetched con-
versation, finally ended by saying that you deserved punish-
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ment, and that you would receive the scourging of 2 slave
if the injured party pressed his complaint!” (This news
afflicted me so bitterly that I leveled fresh recriminations
against Fortune, and) I had not yet fimshed grumbling when
Chrysis came 1n and, throwing herself upon me, embraced
me passionately. “I have you,” she cried, “just as I hoped
1 would, you are my heart’s desire, my joy, you can never
put out this flame of mine unless you quench it in my blond!”
(I was greatly embarrassed by this wantonness of Chrysis
and had recourse to flattery in order that I might rnid myself
of her, as I feared that her passionate outeries would reach
the ears of Fumolpus who, 1n the arrogance of success, had
put on the manner of the master So on this account, 1 did
everything I could think of to calm Chrysis, I feigned love,
whispered compliments, in short, so skillfully did I dis-
simulate that she believed I was Love’s own captive. 1
showed her what pressing peril overhung us should she be
caught 1n that room with me, as Eumolpus was only too
ready to pumsh the shghtest offense  On hearing this, she
left me hurriedly, and all the more quickly, as she caught
sight of Giton, who had only left me a hittle before she had
come 1n, on his way to my room She was scarcely gone
when) one of the newly engaged servants rushed in and in-
formed me that the master was furiously angry with me be-
cause of my two days’ absence from duty, I would do well,
therefore, to prepare some plausible excuse, as 1t was not
hikely that his angry passion would be placated until some
one had been flogged. (Seeing that I was so vexed and dis-
heartened, Giton said not a word about the woman, content-
ng himself with speaking of Eumolpus, and advising me
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that it would be better to joke with him than to treat the
matter seriously. I followed this lead and appeared before
the old fellow, with so merry a countenance that, instead of
showing severity, he received me with good humor and ral-
lied me upon the success of my love affairs, prasing the ele-
gance of my figure which made me such a favorite with the
ladies “I know very well,” he went on, “that a lovely
woman is dying for love of you, Encolpis, and this may
come 1n handy for us, so play your part and I’ll play mune,
too!”)

Chapter the One Hundred and
Fortieth

(Hg was still speaking, when 1n came a) matron of the
most exclusive socral set, Philumene by name, who had often,
when young, extorted many a legacy by means of her charms,
but an old woman now, the flower of her beauty faded, she
threw her son and daughter in the way of childless old men
and through this substitution she contrived to continue her
established policy. She came to Eumolpus, both to com-
mend her children to his practical judgment and to entrust
herself and her hopes to his good nature, he being the only
one 1n all the world who could daily nstruct young children
in healthy precepts. In short, she left her children in
Eumolpus’ house 1n order that they might hear the words
that dropped from his hips, as this was the only legacy she
could leave to them. Nor did she do otherwise than as she
had promused, but left in his chamber a very beautifu! daugh-
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ter and her brother, a lad, and pretended that she herself
was compelled to go out to a temple to offer up her vows.
Eumolpus, who was so continent that even I was a boy in his
eyes, lost no time 1n inviting the damsel to sacrifice to the
Aversa Venus but, as he had told every one that he was gouty
and that his back was weak, and as he stood in danger of up-
setting the whole farce 1f he did not carefully live up to the
pretense, he therefore, that the imposture might be kept up,
prevailed upon the young lady to seat herself. (We laughed
at the diplomacy of Phidumene and at the skill with which
her children plied their calling, httle Likely to profit them
much with us, however, as it was only 1n hopes of coming
into a legacy that she had abandoned the boy and girl to us.
Meditating upan this unscrupulous method of getting around
childless old men, 1 began to take thought of the present
state of our own affurs and made use of the occasion to warn
Eumolpus that he might be bitten i biting the biters.
“Everything that we do,” I said, “should be dictated by
Prudence )  Socrates, whose judgment was riper than that
of the gods or of men used to boast that he never looked 1nto
a tavern nor beheved the evidence of his own eyes in any
crowded assemblv which was disorderly- so nothing is more
in keeping than always conversing with wisdom.

Luive coals are mare readily held in men’s mouths than a secret!
Whatever you talk of at home will fly forth 1n an instant,
Become a swift rumor and beat at the walls of your city.

Nor 15 1t enough that your confidence thus has been broken,

As rumor but grows in the telling and strives to embellish

The covetous servant who feared to make public his knowledge



PETRONIUS ARBITER 251

A hole 1n the ground dug, and theremn did whisper his secret
That told of a king’s hidden ears- this the earth straightway echoed,
And rusthng reeds added that Midas was king in the story!

Every word of this is true,” I insisted, “and no one deserves
to get into trouble more quickly than he who covets the goods
of others! How could cheats and swindlers live unless they
threw purses or little bags clinking with money into the
crowd, for bait? Just as dumb brutes are enticed by food,
human beings are not to be caught unless they have some-
thing in the way of hope at which to nibble! (That was the
reason that the Crotonans gave us such a satisfactory recep-
tion, but) the ship does not arrive, from Africa, with your
money and vour slaves, as you promised  That patience of
the fortune-hunters 1s worn out and they have already cut
down their liberality so that, either I am mistaken, or else
our usual luck 1s about to return to punish you!”

Chapter the One Hundred and
Forety-firse

(1 nave thought up a scheme,” replied Eumolpus,
“which will embarrass our fortune-hunting friends sorely,”
and as he said thss, he drew his tablets from his wallet and
read his last wishes aloud, as follows ) “All who are down
for legacies under my will, my freedmen only excepted, shall
come into what I bequeath them subject to this condition,
that they do cut my body into pieces and devour said pieces
in sight of the crowd: nor need they be inordinately shocked
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for among some peoples, the law ordaining that the dead
shall be devoured by their relatives, is still in force; nay,
even the sick are often abused because they render their own
flesh worse! I admonish my friends, by these presents, lest
they refuse what I command, that they devour my carcass
with as great relish as they damned my soul!” (Eumolpus
had just started reading the first clauses when several of his
most intimate friends entered the room and catching sight of
the tablets 1in his hand in which was contamned his last will
and testament, besought him earnestly to permit them to hear
the contents He consented immediately and read the en-
tire instrument from first to last  But when they had heard
that extraordinary stipulation by which they were under the
necessity of devouring his carcass, they were greatly cast
down, but) his reputation for enormous wealth dulled the
eyes and brains of the wretches, (and they were such cringing
sycophants that they dared not complain of the outrage in
his hearing  One there was, nevertheless, named) Gorguas,
who was willing to comply, (provided he did not have too
long to wait! To this, Eumolpus made answer-) I have
no fear that your stomach will turn, it will obey orders, 1f,
for one hour of nausea you promuse it a plethora of good
things- just shut your eyes and pretend that 1t’s not human
guts you’ve bolted, but ten million sesterces! And besides,
we will find some condiment which will disguise the taste!
No flesh 1s palatable of itself, it must be seasoned by art and
reconaled to the unwilling stomach. And, if you desire to
fort:fy the plan byv precedents, the Saguntines ate human
flesh when besieged by Hanmibal, and they had no legacy in
prospect!  In stress of famune, the snhabitants of Petelia did
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the same and gained nothing from the diet except that they
were not hungry! When Numantia was taken by Scipio,
mothers, with the half-eaten bodies of their babes in their
bosoms, were found! (Therefore, since it is only the
thought of eating human flesh that makes you squeamish,
you must try to overcome your aversion, with all your heart,
so that you may come into the immense legacies I have put
you down for!” So carelessly did Eumolpus reel off these
extravagances that the fortune-hunters began to lose faith in
the validity of his promises and subjected our words and
actions to a closer scrutiny immediately, their suspicions grew
with their experience and they came to the conclusion that we
were out and out grafters, and thereupon, those who had been
put to the greatest expense for our entertainment resolved to
seize us and take 1t out 1n just revenge; but Chrysis, who was
privy to all their scheming, informed me of the designs which
the Crotomans had hatched and when 1 heard this news, I
was so ternified that I fled instantly, with Giton, and left
Eumolpus to his fate. I learned, a few days later, that the
Crotomans, furious because the old fox had lived so long and
so sumptuously at the public expense, had put him to death in
the Massilian manner  That you may comprehend what this
means, know that) whenever the Massihans were ravaged
by the plague, one of the poor would offer himself to be fed
for a whole year upon choice food at public charge; after
which, decked out with olive branches and sacred vestments,
he was led out through the entire city, loaded with impreca-
tions so that he might take to himself the evils from which
the city suffered and then thrown headlong (from the chiff).






NOTES

Chapter Nme. Gladiator obscene:

The arena of his activities 15, however, that of Venus and not
Mars. Petronius 15 fond of figurative language, and 1n seversal
other passages, he has made use of the slang of the arena. (chap.
69, “T used to thrust and parry with my mustress herself, until even
the master grew suspicious”, and again, in chapter 19, he says*
“then, too, we were girded higher, and T had so arranged matters
that 1f we came to close quarters, I myself would engage Quartlla,
Ascyltos the maid, and Giton the girl ”

ALIZ RESTITVTA ANIMA. DVLCISSIMA,
BELLATOR AVG LIB. CONIVGI CARIS-
SIME AMICI DVM. VIVIMVS VIVAMYVS

In this mscription, 1t 15 almost impossible to translate the last three
words. “While we Live, let us live,” s iadrquate, to say the
least. So far did this doctrine go that latterly 1t was deemed
necessary to have a special goddess as a patron  That goddess, if
we may rely upon the authority of Festus, took her rime “Vitula”
from the word “Vita” or from the joyous life over which she was
to preside

Chapter Thirty-four. Philosophic dogmas concerning the brevity
and uncertainty of life were ancient even n the time of Herodotus.
They have left their mark upon our language in the form of more
than one proverb, but 1n none 1s this so patent as “the skeleton at
the feast.” In chapter Ixxvin of Euterpe, we have an admirable
atation In speaking of the Egyptians, he says “At their con-
vivial banquets, among the wealthy classes, when they have fin-
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ished supper, a man carnes round n a coffin the image of a dead
body carved m wood, made a5 hike as possible in color and work-
manship, and in size generally about one or two cubns in length;
and showing this to each of the company, he says: ‘Look upon
this, then drink and enjoy vourself; for when dead you wall be
like this® ‘This 1s the practise they have at their drinking parties.”
Accarding to Plutarch, Isis and Onins, chapter 17, the Greeks
adopted this Egvptian custom, and there 15, of course, hittle doubt
that the Romans took 1t from the Grecks. The aim of this custom
was, according to Scaliger, to bring the diners to enjoy the sweets
of hfe while they were able to feel enjoyment, and thus to abandon
themselves to pleasure before death deprived them of everything.
The verses which follow bring this out beautifully, In the Copa
of Virgal we find the following.

“Wine there! Wine and dice! ‘To-morow’s fears shall fools
alone benumb!
By the ear Death pulls me. ‘Live!” he whispers softly, ‘Live!
I come’”

The practial philosophy of the indefatigable roués sums itself up
in this sentence uttered by Trimalchio. The verb “vivere” has
taken a meaning very much broader and less special, than that which
it had at the nme when it signified only the material fact of
existence  The voluptuaries of old Rome were by no means con-
vinced that life without license was hfe. The women of easy
virtue, hiving within the circle of their friendships, after the fashion
best sited to their desires, understood that verb only after their
own mterpretation, and the philologists soon reconciled themselves
to the change. In this sense 1t was that Varro employed “vivere,”
when he said' “Young women, make haste to live, you whom

adolescence permits to enjoy, to eat, to love, and to occupy the
chariot of Venus (Venens tenere bigas).”



PETRONIUS ARBITER 2§7

But a still better example of the extension in the meamng of
this word 15 to be found in the nscnption on the tomb of a
lady of pleasure. This inscripnon was composed by a voluptuary
of the school of Petromus.

Chapter Thirty-six. At the corners of the tray we also nated
four figures of Marsyas and from theirr members spouted a highly
seasoned sauce upon fish which were swimming about as if in 2
tide-race.

German scholars have adopted the doctrine that Marsyas be-
longed to that mythological group which they designate as
“Schlauch-silen” or, as we would say in Enghsh, “Whineskin-bear-
ing Silenuses.” Therr hypothests seems to he hased upon the dis-
covery of two beautiful bas-reliefs of the age of Vespasian, which
were excavated near the Rostra Vetera in the Forum. Sir Theo-
dore Martin has a note on these bas-reliefs which I quote m
extenso*

“In the Forum stood a statue of Marsyas, Apollo’s ilistarred
rival It probably bore an expression of pain, which Horace hu-
morously ascribes to dishke of the looks of the Younger Nowius,
who 15 conjectured to have been of the profession and nature of
Shylock A naked figure carrying a wineskin, which wppears upon
each of two fine bas-rehefs of the time of Vespasian found near
the Rostra Vetera in the Forum during the excavations conducted
within the last few years by Signor Pietro Rosa, and which now
stand 1n the Forum, s said, by archaologsts, to represent Marsyas.
Why they arrive at this conclusion, except as arguing, from the
spot where these bas-rehiefs were found, that they were meant to
perpetuate the remembrance of the old statue of Marsyas, 15 cer-
tainly not very apparent from anything in the figure itself.” Mar-
tin’s Horace, vol. 2, pp. 145-6.
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Hence German philologists render “utriculis” by the German
equivalent for “Wineskins.”

“The Romans,” says Weitzius, “had two sources of water-
supply, through underground channels, and through channels sup-
ported by arches  As adjuncts to these channcls there were cisterns
(or castella, as they were called). From these reservoirs the water
was distributed to the public through routes more or less circuitous
and left the cisterns through pipes, the diameter of which was
reckoned in either twelfths or sixteenths of a Roman foot. At the
exits of the pipes were placed stones or stone figures, the water
taking exit from these figures either by the mouth, private parts or
elsewhere, and falling cither to the ground or into some stone
receptacle such as a basket. Various names were given these statu-
ettes Marsyz, Satvri, Atlantes, Herma, Chirones, Silami, Tulln.”

No one who has been through the Secret Museum ac Naples
will find much difficulty in recathng a few of these heawily en-
dowed examples to mind, and our author, in choosing Marsyz,
adds a touch of sarcastic reahism, for statues of Marsyas were often
set up mn free cities, symbolical, as it were, of freedom. In such
a setung as the present, they would be the very acme of proprety.

“The figures,” savs Gonzala de Salas, “formerly placed at
fountans, and from which water took exit either from the mouth
or from some other part, took their forms from the several species
of Satyrs. The learned Wouweren has commented long and
learnedly upon this passage, ind his emendation ‘veretriculis’ caused
me to laugh heartily  And as a2 matter of fact, I affirm that such
a meaning 8 casily posuble

Professor ' P Crowell, the first American scholar to edit
Petromws, gravely states in his preface that “the object of this
edition s to provide for classroom use an expurgated text,” and I
note that he has tactfully omitted the “wineskins” from lus edmion.

In this connection the last sentence in the remarks of Wou-



PETRONIUS ARBITER 259

weren, alluded to above, is strangely to the pont. After stating his
emendation of “veretriculis or veretellis” for “utriculis,” he says.
“Unless some one proves that images of Marsyas were fashioned in
the hkeness of bag-pipers,” a fine nstance of clanty of vision for
so dark an age,

The myth of Cydippe and Acontius 1s still another example,
8 15 the legend of Atalanta and Hippomenes or Meilanion, to which
Suctontus (Tiberwus, chap. 44) has furmished such an unexpected
climax. The emperor Theodosius ordered the assassination of a
gallant who had given the queen an apple. As behefs of this
type are an integral part of the character of the lower orders, T
am certamn that the passage in Petronius 1s not devoid of sarcasm;
and 1f such 1s the case, “contus” cannot be rendered “pole.” The
etymology of the word contumely s doubtful but 1 am of the
opimion that the derwvation suggested herc 15 not unsound. A
recondite rendenng of “contus” would surely give a sharper pont
to the joke and furnish the riddle with the sting of an epigram.

Chatter Fifty-six Contumelsa—Contus and Mal (malum).

All translators have rendered “contus” by ‘“‘pole,” notwith-
standing the fact that the word 1s used 1n a very different sense
mn Prapena, x, 3. “trmectus conto sic extendere pedali,” and con-
trary to the tradiion which lay behind the gift of an apple or the
acceptance of one  The truth of this may be established by many
passages i the ancient writers,

In the “clouds” of Anstophanes, Just Discourse, in prescribing
the rules and proprienies which should govern the educanon and
conduct of the healthy voung man says

“You shall nse up from your seat upon your elders’ approach,
you shall never be pert to your parents or do any other unseemly
act under the pretense of remodeling the image of Modesty. You
will not rush off to the dancing-gurl’s house, lest while you gaze
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upon her charms, some whore should pelt you with an apple and
ruin your reputation.”

“This were gracious to me 2s in the story old to the mmden
fleet of foot was the apple golden-fashioned which unloosed her
girdle long-time girt.” Catullus n.

“I send thee these verses recast from Battiades, lest thou shouldst
credit thy words by chance have shipped from my mind, given o’er
to the wandening winds, as it was with that apple, sent as furtive
fove token by the wooer, which out-leaped from the virgin’s chaste
bosom for, placed by the hapless girl *neath her soft vestment, and
forgotten—when she starts at her mother’s approach, out ’uis shaken
and down it rolls headlong to the ground, whilst 2 tell-tale flush
mantles the cheek of the distressed girl ”  Catullus Ixv.

“But T know what 1s going on, and I intend presently to tell
my master; for I do not want to show myself less grateful than
the dogs which bark 1n defense of those who feed and take care
of them. An adulterer 15 laying sicge to the houschold—a young
man from Els, one of the Olympian fascinators, he sends neatly
folded notes every day to our master’s wife, together with faded
bouquets and half-caten apples.” Alciphron, ni, 62. The words
are put mnto the mouth of a rapacious parasite who feels that the
security of his position.in the house 15 about to be shaken.

Chaptes One Hundred and Sixteen. You will see a town that
resembles the fields in time of pestilence.

In tracing thus savage cancature, Petronius had in mund not
Crotona alone, he refers to conditions in the capital of the empire,
The descriptions which other authors have set down are cqually
remarkable for their powerful coloring, and they leave us with an
dea of Rome which 15 posttively astounding 1n 1ts unbridled luxury.
We will rest content with offering to our readers the following
portrayal, quoted from Ammuanus Marcellinus, hb. xiv, chap. 6,
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and hb. xxvin, chap. 4. 1 will not presume to attempt any transla-
tion after having read Gibbon’s version of the combination of these
two chapters.

“The greatness of Rome was founded on the rare and almost
mncredible alhance of virtue and of fortune. The long period of
her infancy was employed n a laborious struggle agamnst the tribes
of Italy, the neighbors and cnemues of the nsing aty. In the
strength and ardor of youth she sustained the storms of war, car-
ried her victorious arms beyond the seas and the mountains, and
brought home triumphal laurels from every country of the globe
At length, verging towards old age, and sometimes conquering by
the terror only of her name, she sought the blessings of case and
tranqullity. The venerable city, which had trampled on the
necks of the fiercest nations, and established a system of laws, the
perpetual guardians of justice and freedom, was content, hke a
wise and wealthy parent, to devolve on the Cazars, her favorite
sons, the care of goverming her ample patnmony. A secure and
profound peace, such as had been once enjoyed in the reign of
Numa, succeeded to the tumults of a republic; while Rome was
sull adored as the queen of the earth, and the subject nations sull
reverenced the name of the people and the majesty of the senate.
But this native splendor 1s degraded and sulhied by the conduct
of some nobles, who, unmindful of their own digmity, and of that
of their country, assume an unbounded license of wice and folly.
They contend with each other in the empty vamity of tides and
surnames, and curiously select or invent the most lofty and sonorous
appellations—Reburrus or Fabunius, Pagonius or Tarrasiss—which
may umpress the ears of the vulgar with astomshment and respect.
From a vain ambition of perpetuating their memory, they affect to
multiply their likeness in statues of bronze and marble; nor are
they satisfied unless those statues ar: covered with plates of gold,
an honorable distinction, first granted to Achilus the consul, after
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he had subdued by his arms and counsels the power of King
Antiochus, The ostentation of displaying, of magnifying perhaps,
the rent-roll of the estates which they possess in all the provinces,
from the nising to the sctting sun, provokes the just resentment of
every man who recollects that their poor and invincible ancestors
were not distinguished from the meanest of the soldiers by the
delicacy of their food or the splendor of their apparel. But the
modern nobles measure their rank and consequence according to
the loftiness of their chariots and the weighty magnificence of their
dress. Their long robes of silk and purple float in the wind; and
as they are agitated, by art or accident, they occasionally discover
the under-garments, the rich tunics, embroidered with the figures
of various ammals Followed by a train of fifty servants, and
tearing up the pavement, they move along the streets with the
same impetuous speed as f they traveled with post-horses; and
the cxample of the senators 1s boldly imitated by the matrons and
ladies, whose covered carniages are continually driving round the
unmense space of the city and suburbs. Whenever these persons
of high distinction condescend to visit the public baths, they assume,
on their entrance, a tone of loud and insolent command, and ap-
propriate to their own usc the convemences which were designed
for the Roman people. If, in these places of mixed and general
resort, they meet any of the infamous ministers of their pleasures,
they express their affection by a tender embrace, while they proudly
dechine the salutations of their fellow-citizens, who are not per-
mitted to aspire above the honor of kissing their hands or their
knees. As soon as they have indulged themselves in the refresh-
ment of the bath, they resume their nngs and the other ensigns
of their digmity, select from therr private wardrobe of the finest
hnen, such as mught suffice for a dozen persons, the garments the
most agreesble to their fancy, and mamntain vl their departure the
same haughty demeanor which perhaps mught have beea excused
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mn the great Marcellus after the conquest of Syracuse. Sometimes,
indeed, these heroes undertake more arduous achievements. They
visit their estates in Italy, and procure themselves, by the toll of
servile hands, the amusements of the chase. If at any time, but
more especially on a hot day, they have courage to sail in ther
gallevs from the Lucrine lake to their elegant willas on the sea-
coast of Puteols and the Caicta, they compare their own cxpeditions
to the marches of Czsar and Alexander. Yet should a fly presume
to settle on the silken folds of their gilded umbrellas, should a
sunbeam penetrate through some unguarded and imperceptible chink,
they deplore their intolerable hardships, and lament in affected
language that they were not born in the land of the Cimmerians,
the regions of eternal darkness. In these journeys into the coun-
try the whole body of the household marches with their master.
In the same order as the cavalry and infantry, the heavy and the
light armed troops, the advanced guard and the rear, are marshaled
by the skill of their military leaders, so the domestic officers, who
bear a rod as an ensign of authority, distribute and arrange the
numerous train of slaves and attendants The baggage and ward-
robe move in the front, and are immediately followed by a multi-
tude of cooks and infenor mimsters employed n the service of the
kitchens and of the table. The main body 13 composed of a pro-
mscuous crowd of slaves, increased by the accidental concourse ot
wdle or dependent plebeians. The rear 18 closed by the favorie
band of eunuchs, distributed from age tn youth, according to the
order of seniority. ‘Their numbers and their deformity excite the
horror of the indignant spectators, who are ready to execrate the
memory of Semiramis for the cruel art which she invented of
frustrating the purposes of nature, and of blastng n the bud the
hopes of future generations In the exercise of domesuc jurs-
diction the nobles of Rome express an exquisite sensibility for any
personal injury, and a contemptuous indifference for the rest of
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the human species, When they have called for warm water, if
a slave has been tardy 1in hus obedience, he 15 instantly chastised
with three hundred lashes, but should the same slave commut a
willful murder, the master will mildly observe that he is a worth-
less fellow, but that, if he repeats the offense, he shall not escape
punishment  Hospitality was formerly the virtue of the Romans,
and every stranger who could plead either mert or misfortune was
relieved or rewarded by their gencrosty At present, if a for-
cigner, perhaps of no contemptible rank, 1s introduced to one of the
proud and wealthy senators, he 15 welcomed indeed n the first
audience with such warm professions and such kind inquinies that
he retires enchanted with the affability of his illustrious friend,
and full of regret that he had so long delayed his journey to Rome,
the native seat of manners as well as of empire. Secure of a
favorable reception, he repeats hus visit the enswing day, and »
mortified by the discovery that his person, his name, and his coun-
try are already forgotten. If he still has resolunion to persevere,
he 15 gradually numbered in the train of dependents, and obtains
the permission to pay his assiduous and unprofitable court to a
haughty patron, incapable of grattude or friendship, who scarcely
deigns to remark his presence, hus departure, or lus return.  When-
ever the rich prepare a.solemn and popular entertainment, when-
ever they celebrate with profuse and pernicious luxury their private
banquets, the choxe of the guests 1s the subject of anxious dehbera-
tion. The modest, the sober, and the learned are seldom preferred,
and the nomenclators, who are commonly swayed by interested mo-
uves, have the address to insert in the hst of invitations the obscure
names of the most worthless of mankind But the frequent and
familiar compamons of the great are those parasites who practice
the most useful of all arts, the art of flattery, who eagerly appl:ud
vach word and every action of their immortal patron, gaze with
rapture on s marble columns and variegated pavements, and
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strenuously praise the pomp and elegance which he 1s taught to con-
sider as a part of his personal merit At the Roman tables the
birds, the dormice, or the fish, which appear of an uncommon size,
are contemplated with curious attention, a pair of scales 1 ac-
curately applied to ascertain their real weight, and, while the
more rational guests are disgusted by the vain and tedious repenition,
notaries are summoned to attest by an authentic record the truth
of such a marvelous event Another method of introduction into
the houses and society of the great 1s derived from the profession
of gamng, or, as it s more politely styled, of play, The con-
federates are umted by a strict and indissoluble bond of friend-
ship, or rather of conspiracy, 2 superior degree of skill in the
Tesseranan art 1s a sure road to wealth and reputation. A master
of that sublime science who 1n a supper or an assembly s placed
below a magstrate displays 1in his countenance the surprnise and
indignation which Cato mught be supposed to feel when he was
refused the prxtorship bv the votes of a capricious people. The
acqusition of knowledge seldom ¢ngages the cuniosity of the nobles,
who nabhor the fatigue and disdain the advantages of study, and
the only buoks which they peruse are the Satires of Juvenal and the
verbose and fabulous histories of Marius Maximus.  The hbranes
which they have inherited from their fathers are sccluded, like
dreary sepulchers, from the bght of day  But the cosly nstru-
ments of the theater—flutes, and enormous lyres, and hydrauhc
organs—are constructed for their use, and the harmony of vocal
and nstrumental music 1s incessantly repeated in the palaces of
Rome In those palaces sound s preferred to sense, and the care
of the body to that of the mind. It 1 allowcd as a salutary maxim
that the hght and frivolous suspicion of a contagious malady 1 of
sufficient weight to excuse the visits of the most intimate friends
and even the servants whn are dispatched to make the decent in-
quiries are not suffered to return home nll they have undergone



266 THE SATYRICON OF

the ceremony of a previous ablution  Yet this selfish and unmanly
delicacy occasionally yields to the more ymperious passion of avarice.
The prospect of gain will urge a nich and gouty senator as far
as Spoleto, every sentiment of arrogance and digmity 15 subdued
by the hopes of an inhenitance, or even of a legacy, and 2 wealthy
childless citizen 1s the most powerful of the Romans. The art
of obtaining the signature of a favorable testament, and sometimes
of hasteming the moment of 1its execution, 1s perfectly understood,
and st has happened that in the same house, though in different
apartments, a husband and a wife, with the laudable design of over-
reaching each other, have summoned their respective lawyers to
declare at the same time their mutual but contradictory ntentions.
The distress which follows and chastises extravagant luxury often
reduces the great to the use of the most humliating expedients.
When they desire to borrow, they employ the base and supplicating
style of the slave in the comedy; but when they are called upon
to pay, they assume the royal and tragic declamation of the grand-
sons of Hercules If the demand 1s repeated, they readily procure
some trusty sycophant, mnstructed to mamtain a charge of poson
or magic aganst the insolent creditor, who 15 seldom released from
prison ull he has signed a discharge for the whole debt, These
vices, which degrade the moral character of the Romans, are mixed
with a puenile superstition that disgraces ther understanding. ‘They
hsten with confidence to the predictions of haruspices, who pretend
to read n the entrails of victms the signs of future greatness
and prospenity, and there are many who do not presume either
to bathe or to dine, or to appear in public, till they have diligently
consulted, according to the rules of astrology, the situation of Mer-
cury and the aspect of the moon It 15 singular enough that this
van credulity may often be discovered among the profane skeptics
who impiously doubt or deny the existence of a celestial power.”
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Chapter One Hundred and Sixteen. “They ether take wn or
else they are taken in.”

Captare may be defined as to get the upper hand of some one;
and captari means to be the dupe of some one, to be the abject of
interested flattery; captator means 2 succession of successful under-
takings of the sort referred to above. Marual, hib. VI, 63, ad-
dresses the following verses to a certain Mananus, whose inhentance
had excited the avanice of one of the intniguers:

“You know you're being influenced,
You know the miser’s mund;

You know the miser, and you sensed
His purpose, sull, you're blind.”

Pliny the Elder, Historia Naturals, hb XIV, chap. 1, writes 1n
scathing terms against the infamous practice of paying assiduous
court to old people for the purpose of obtaining a legacy under thewr
wills. “Later, childlessness conferred advantages in the shape of
the greatest authority and power, undue influence became very
nsidious in its quest of wealth, and 1n grasping the joyous things
alone, debasing the true rewards of hfe, and all the hiberal arts
operating for the greatest good were turned to the opposite pur-
pose, and commenced to profit by sycophantic subservience alone.”

And Ammianus Marcelhnus, lib. XVIIT, chap. 4, remarks.
“Some there are that grovel before nch men, old men or young,
childless or unmarried, or even wives and children, for the purpose
of so influencing their wishes and them by deft and dextrous finesse ”

‘That this profession of legacy hunting is not one of the lost
arts is apparent even in our day, for the term “undue influence”
is as common in our courts as Ambrose Bierce’s definition of “hus-
band,” or refined cruelty, or “injunctions restraining husbands from
disposing of property,” or separate maintenance, or even “heart
balm”™ and the consequent breach of promise.
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Chapter One Hundred and Twenty-seven. Such sweetness per-
meated her voice as she said this, so entrancing was the sound upon
the listening air that you would have believed the Sirens” harmonies
were floating in the breeze

Many scholars have drawn attention to the ethereal beauty of
this passage. Probably the finest parallel 1s to be found in Horace’s
ode to Calhiope. After the invocation to the muse he thinks he
hears her playing-

“Hark! Or s this but frenzy’s pleasing dream?
‘Through groves T seem to stray
Of consecrated bay,
Where voices mingle with the babbling stream,
And whispering breczes play.”
Sir Theodore Martin’s version

Another exquisite and 1lluminating passage occurs in Catullus, 51,
given 1in Marchena’s fourth note.

Chapter One Hundred and Thirty-one  Then she kneaded dust
and sprtle and, dipping her middle finger into the muxture, she
crossed my forchead with 1t

Since the Fairy Tale Era of the human race, sputum has been
employed to give potency to charms and to curses. It was anciently
used as anathema and that use 1s still 1n force to this day. Let the
incredulous critic spit 1n some one’s face if he doubts my word

But sputum had also 2 place in the Greeck and Roman rituals
Trimalchio spits and throws wine under the table when he hears
a cock crowing unseasonably  This, in the first century  Any Jew
m Jerusalem hearing the name of Titus mentioned, spits this in
1903. In the ceremonv of nanming Roman children pittle had
its part to plav 1t was customans for the nurse to touch the lips
and forehead of the child with spittle  The Catholic priest’s ritual,
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which prescribes that the ears and nostrils of the infant or neo-
phyte, as the case may be, shall be touched with spittle, comes, in
all probathity from Mark, w, 33, 34, vni, 23, and John, ix, 6,
which, 10 turn are probably denved from a classical oniginal. It
should be added that fishermen spit upon their bait before casting
in their hooks.









