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INTRODUCTION

I

The classics were the raw material of the English Renaissance; to write in the sixteenth century meant to engage in dialogue with the great writers of ancient Greece and Rome. The art of translation was central to that relationship. It was part of the training of every schoolboy. It was part of the culture of imitation, which believed that the self was best expressed when other voices resonated within one's own. It was a means through which the modern vernaculars could claim the riches of the classics as their own, thus simultaneously marking their deference to the classical texts and signalling their confidence in the capacities of their native tongue. It was a central part of the Renaissance's relationship with the classical past; it constituted a claim to inheritance which was at the same time humble – both the stylistic and moral greatness of the classics was constantly felt – and superior, for the modern writer approached the classics with the advantage of Christian revelation.

England, a little later than its European fellows, established its vernacular versions of the texts central to its learning and culture, validating the language as it did so. A tendency to denigrate the English language at the beginning of the sixteenth century can be seen to give way to a growing patriotic confidence over the second half of the century. Richard Mulcaster, Spenser's old headmaster, expressed this passionately in 1582:

I love Rome but London better; I favour Italy but England more; I honour the Latin but I worship the English… It is our accident which restrains our tongue and not the tongue itself, which will strain with the strongest and stretch to the furthest, for either government if we were conquerers or for cunning if we were treasurers, not any whit behind either the subtle Greek for couching close or the stately Latin for spreading fair. Our tongue is capable if our people would be painful.1

It was a period of linguistic expansion. Dictionaries and grammars of English, such as William Bullokar's Bref Grammar of English (1586), appeared in the later part of the century. So, too, rhetorical handbooks and mythological handbooks became newly available in English: George Puttenham's Art of English Poesie in 1589, Thomas Cooper's frequently reprinted Thesaurus (derived from continental mythographers such as Natalis Comes and Vincenzo Cartari) in 1565. And translations came thick and fast. It was, of course, also the period in which an English bible became an established concept. Coverdale's Great Bible, which followed on from Tyndale's, was officially installed in every English church in 1539. It was succeeded by the Geneva Bible (1560), the Bishop's Bible (1568) and the King James (1611).

Translations of both classics and Renaissance masterpieces proliferated. This was essentially a Christian humanist enterprise. Translation necessarily draws a text into a new context, and writers translated into the spirit and language of their own creed. Abraham Fleming translated Virgil's Eclogues (1575) and Georgics (1589); Thomas Phaer's complete Aeneid was printed in 1573. William Adlington's Apuleius appeared in 1566, Thomas North's Plutarch in 1579. Philemon Holland translated Livy (1600), Pliny (1601), Plutarch (1603) and others. George Chapman's first seven books of the Iliad came out in 1598; the complete Iliad followed in 1611, the Odyssey in 1614–15. As for Ovid, George Turbervile produced the Heroides in 1567, Thomas Churchyard the Tristia in 1572; Christopher Marlowe's version of the Amores was published c. 1599, his Elegies c. 1595; Thomas Heywood produced the Ars Amatoria in 1625. Arthur Golding, who published the complete Metamorphosis2 in 1567, stands at the forefront of this movement. His translations, both of Ovid and others, are among those texts that both illustrate and intensify the absorption of classical culture into English. And on that success rests the explosion of literary talent in the 1590s: of Marlowe, Donne, Spenser, Jonson and Shakespeare.

In the twentieth century Ezra Pound was eloquent in Golding's praise. ‘Golding's “Metamorphoses”… is the most beautiful book in the language (my opinion and I suspect it was Shakespeare's)’, he wrote in ‘The New Classics’.3 Pound's high opinion of Golding was shared in Golding's own lifetime. In his Discourse of English Poetry (1586), William Webbe praised ‘Master Arthur Golding, for his labor in Englishing Ovid's Metamorphoses for which gentleman, surely our country hath for many respects greatly to give God thanks’.4 But after the early seventeenth century, when Golding's translation was displaced by George Sandys' more refined version, Webbe's recommendation fell on deaf ears for a long time. Interest in Golding's work was almost exclusively confined to those studying the major authors whom he influenced. This neglect is unjust, on historical as well as aesthetic grounds; the Englishing of the classical was at the very heart of the English Renaissance.

For this purpose, Ovid's Metamorphoses was a central text. Erasmus's De Copia (1512), one of the most important rhetorical works used in Elizabethan grammar schools, drew heavily on Ovid as the foremost example of classical copiousness or eloquence; in the upper school, pupils were required to read and memorize sections of the Metamorphoses, along with other major Latin poetic texts. The Metamorphoses provided both a stylistic model for the young Latinist and moral topics for his consideration. T. W. Baldwin's study of Shakespeare's education, William Shakspere's Small Latine and Lesse Greeke,5 specifies the extensive acquaintance that the child at grammar school would necessarily gain with Ovid's tales.

Golding's part in the Englishing process was a significant one. Though extracts from Ovid's works were widely used in sixteenth-century grammar schools, there appears to have been no publication of a complete text of the Metamorphoses in England, either in Latin or in translation, before Golding's. Pollard and Redgrave's Short-Title Catalogue6 records only a handful of translations published before 1567. No complete Latin edition was published in England until 1570, three years after Golding's complete English text had appeared. There had, in fact, been one complete English version of the Metamorphoses before that of Golding: William Caxton completed a translation in 1480.7 But it remained in manuscript, and there is no evidence that Golding was aware of Caxton's work. Indeed, his presentation of his own work in the 1565 Epistle as one of those ‘painful exercises attempted of a zeal and desire to enrich [England's] native language with things not heretofore published in the same’ (p. 3) indicates his sense of the novelty of his enterprise.


II

In order to assess the nature of that enterprise in more detail, let us turn to the text itself, taking a passage that displays Golding neither at his best nor at his worst, but perhaps at his most influential. It is the passage from Book 7 (lines 244–89) in which Medea invokes the powers of magic to help her restore Jason's aged father from near death to fresh new life. I choose this famous and much imitated episode for examination because we know that it was one that Shakespeare also looked at in detail and, in the continuing process of textual appropriation and reshaping, himself reused in The Tempest (V.i: ‘Ye elves and hills…’). It is his most sustained Ovidian borrowing, and one of Golding's most significant moments of influence.

Golding's passage does not match up to Shakespeare's. His attempt to use alliteration as a shortcut to an imposing tone (‘O trusty time of night… the beams that blaze by day’) is the sort of rhetorical ploy that, as Shakepeare's Bottom showed in the mechanicals' interlude, can be counterproductive; indeed, Golding's ‘lightsome moon’, expanding Ovid's ‘Luna’, is uncomfortably close to Bottom's own lines as Pyramus. But there is more to it than this. Like Bottom's notion of the actor – ‘half his face must be seen through the lion's neck’ – Golding's text freezes the English language at a moment of transition, part awkwardness, part new-found grace.

The most lyrical moments are achieved when he overcomes the confines of the form; when, instead of being tied by the rather plodding rhythm of the ‘fourteener’, he uses enjambement, works against the natural pause of the caesura and counterpoints the underlying iambic rhythm with a more varied and expressive one:



Both man and beast and bird

Were fast asleep. The serpents sly in trailing forward stirred

So softly as ye would have thought they still asleep had been.

The moisting air was whist.



There is a confidence and a lightness in his handling of the metre here; he holds onto the moment of ‘stirred / So softly’ that enhances the sense of a lull before the action. There is a verbal confidence too. The Latin from which Golding was working was corrupt at this point and offered some heavy-handed repetition:



Nullo cum murmure serpens,

Sopitae similis, nullo cum murmure serpit. (7. 186–186a)

[Without a murmur the snake crawls like one asleep, without a murmur.]



Golding's elaboration (‘as ye would have thought…’) both extends the moment and prefigures the ease with which the observer is unprepared or misled in his understanding of Medea. That she is about to perform some wonder we sense. Ovid's ‘mediae noctis’ becomes more potently ‘the dead time of the night’, out of which Medea will bring new life. And the air is ‘whist’, with the sort of silence that suggests a magical moment in which one holds one's breath in anticipation or awe, as in Milton's ‘Nativity Ode’ (1629; line 64: ‘The winds with wonder whist’) or Shakespeare's sole use of the word, again in The Tempest (I.ii: ‘The wild waves whist’).

The scene is thus set for the invocation of magical powers. And again, the invocation itself is subtly different from Ovid's. Golding's Medea is a more dependent figure. For her, Hecate ‘know[s] best the way / To compass this our great attempt’ whereas Ovid's Hecate is in part mere observer and simply ‘knows what I [Medea] have begun’ (‘coeptis conscia nostris’). Ovid's Medea speaks of the incantations and arts possessed by sorcerers such as herself (‘cantusque artisque magorum’), whereas Golding's Medea invokes them, as being separate from herself: ‘Ye charms and witchcrafts’. She speaks of her doings as ‘privities’, a rather toned-down version of Ovid's ‘arcanis’ – her doings are secret, private, but the word does not really carry the power of the occult. Golding's Medea seems more aware that, without aid, she is powerless.

Classical allusions, mythological and geographical, are toned down. Instead, the moment acquires echoes of a fallen Christian state: Ovid's ‘serpens’ is expanded by Golding to ‘serpents sly’. But it is also a moment of potential. ‘I make the calm seas rough and make the rough seas plain’. Ovid's words are ‘concussaque sisto, / stantia concutio cantu freta’ (‘and with my incantation I make the shaken seas stand still and the still seas I shake up’). Golding has taken the pattern of the sentence from Ovid, but his vocabulary is, if anything, biblical: ‘Every valley shall be exalted, and every mountain and hill shall be made low; and the crooked shall be straight, and the rough places plain’ (Geneva Bible, Isaiah 40: 4). If I am right in hearing an echo here, then there is an irony in the allusion to the Old Testament promise of restoration in the midst of Medea's speech, understood in the Renaissance as a set piece of the black arts, an irony parallel to, and as great as, the irony in Shakespeare's decision to put Medea's words into Prospero's mouth. Prospero alludes to her black magic at the moment of rejecting it; Golding's Medea seems to have tinges of redemption even as she proclaims her dubious powers. It is worth remembering that ‘wizard’ is not automatically a negative term, as indicated by Milton's later use of it for the Magi (‘The star-led Wizards’, line 23 in his ‘Nativity Ode’). Shades of a Christian rendition are heard also in her claim to ‘call up dead men from their graves’ (in Shakespeare, ‘graves at my command / Have waked their sleepers, oped and let them forth’). In Ovid, Medea makes ‘manes… exire sepulcris’ (‘spirits to come out of their tombs’). In Golding and, following him, Shakespeare, the suggestion is clearly of bodily resurrection, not of the walking of spirits abroad implied in Ovid. Golding offers a magus who either has something of the redemptive about her (she is, after all, currently engaged in an enterprise to give new life) or is doubly damned for the divine mimesis in her witchcraft. If we look back to Golding's prefatory comments, we find confirmation of his ambivalent reading of her. Shakespeare's Prospero inherits that ambivalence.

Prospero, as we have observed, evokes Ovid's and Golding's Medea only to signal his rejection of her: ‘But this rough magic I abjure’. The rough magic is, among other things, Golding's art. Rough, certainly; even at times comical when it would wish to impress, homely where Ovid's is full of grandeur (albeit often with an ironic twist). But it is magic. It is a transformation; classical myth is intertwined with Christian culture, and Ovidian wit is turned into native vitality and English lyricism. It has a potent charm.


III

The Christian element in this scene may not strike the reader on first perusal, but it is worth dwelling on; for besides stylistic transformations, the most significant and pervasive act of modernization and anglicization is (appropriately, given that Golding was also a major translator of Calvin) his rewriting of the work's theology. Ovid's mythological world is overlaid with sixteenth-century Christianity. Temples become churches with spires and are occupied by priests, chaplains and mitred bishops; pietas is replaced by godliness; the afterlife promises heaven and hell rather than Elysium and Tartarus; and the many gods become one God. On occasion, Golding's Christian perspective prompts comments unconnected with Ovid's Latin: at 11. 473–4 he condemns oracles as ‘toys to food / Fond fancies and not councillors in peril to do good’. But, as his prefatory material indicates, Golding finds Christian morality everywhere confirmed in the narrative; when its ‘darkened truth’ is brought to light, the ‘mystery and secret meaning’ turn out to be those of Christian revelation. It is therefore fitting for Golding that the work should draw towards its close with the Romans' search for God the Saviour, who, as they learn, is God the Son who is to come among them. Apollo says:



‘Not I,

Apollo, but Apollo's son is he that must redress

Your sorrows. Take your journey with good handsel of success

And fetch my son among you.’ (15. 715–18)



It is perhaps the aptness of this myth to the story of Christian redemption that inspires Golding to introduce an altered vocabulary, a dialect speech otherwise restricted to rustic scenes, at the moment of the Son's appearance among men:



But the wifeless priest…

... did know the god was there

And said, ‘Behold, ’tiz God, ‘tiz God!’ (15. 754–6)



Significantly, William Caxton had translated this passage in language that evoked the Eucharist, referring to ‘the mysterye of the signe’.8 In Golding's translation the vocabulary is similarly heightened at the moment of revelation. For here the revelation is double: Aesculapius is revealed to the priest, and the Christian mystery to the reader, whose neoplatonist understanding of pagan writings allowed him to look upon Ovid's myths and say, with Golding, “Tiz God, ‘tiz God!’ Just as Renaissance readers were used to finding Christianity revealed in the literature of pastoral, so for Golding Christian mystery is to be found in Ovid's classical landscape. The heightened language used here is a rural and unsophisticated one, and reflects the religious ignorance and blindness of that classical world, ‘blind / Through unbelief and led astray through error even of kind’ (1567 Epistle, 310–11). Hence the characters of pagan myth become, metaphorically, the rustics through whom, as Sidney pointed out in his Defence of Poetry (1579–80), greater things may be shadowed forth.

Reference to Sidney is appropriate, for it goes hand in hand with a specific literary connection.9 Golding claimed that his translation of The Trueness of the Christian Religion (1587) by Philippe de Mornay was a completion of Sidney's translation, following instructions left by Sidney himself. If this is the case, Sidney must have found in Golding, if not a model of artistic merit, at least a writer who combined a dedication to Calvinistic Christianity with a delight in classical mythology. Golding is not a significant source for Sidney's works, but talents such as his helped to form the literary environment in which Sidney's genius could flourish. Certainly, the popular esteem that Golding's Metamorphosis enjoyed in his own day is evident. The complete fifteen-book Metamorphosis ran through seven editions in the sixteenth and early seventeenth centuries. It was praised by George Peele, Thomas Nashe, Francis Meres, Thomas Blundeville and (as already mentioned) by William Webbe. George Puttenham, too, in his Art of English Poesy (1589), praised Golding along with Phaer, the translator of Virgil, ‘for a learned and well-corrected verse, specially in translation clear and very faithfully answering their authors' intent’.10

Of the authors whom Golding influenced, Spenser and Shakespeare are the most significant. Shakespeare's use of the Metamorphosis in his plays has been one of the primary causes of the critical attention paid to Golding's work in the twentieth century. While the extent of Shakespeare's familiarity with Ovid's Latin text remains a subject for debate, borrowings clearly establish his familiarity with the English translation. Borrowings from Golding may be found from the earliest of Shakespeare's plays and poetry onwards. Modern critical interest has focused on those in A Midsummer Night's Dream, which relies in part upon Golding's rendition of the story of Pyramus and Thisbe in Book 4. It has been argued that the language and prosody of the mechanicals parody Golding's diction and verse, and that their interlude constitutes an amused commentary on a manner of writing now (in the mid-1590s) distinctly outmoded. Spenser's use of Golding is more flattering to Golding.11 Spenser's is the more sophisticated literary sensibility, but the two writers have much in common: a preference for allegory, appropriation of rustic or out-dated diction, and a neoplatonist tendency to interpret pagan mysteries in the light of Christian revelation. These factors help to explain why Spenser, the Earl of Leicester's later protégé, might have been attracted to the Englished Ovid of Golding's Metamorphosis.


IV

The Ovid familiar to Golding was, of course, at some remove from the Ovid of the first century AD. The mid fourteenth-century Latin commentary, Ovidius moralizatur, by Pierre Bersuire, read the poem in the medieval tradition of four-fold allegory – physical, historical, moral and spiritual; the same century also produced the vast allegorized French poem Ovide moralisé. The end of the fifteenth century saw the publication of the first humanist commentary on the Metamorphoses, that of the Italian Raphael Regius. First published in Venice in 1493 and thereafter in countless editions throughout the sixteenth century, Regius's commentary (unlike Bersuire's) was accompanied by the Latin text of the Metamorphoses. It presented Ovid's poem as an encyclopaedia of ancient knowledge, a morally improving work that could form the basis of a sound liberal education. From as early as 1510, Regius's Metamorphoses started to incorporate further annotation and commentaries by other scholars. It was, to judge by surviving library holdings, the most influential version in sixteenth-century England, and was the source for Golding's translation.

For Regius, the stories were exempla; his preface illustrated how the myths provided general moral truths from which edifying lessons might be learnt. The moralizing is, however, confined to the prefatory material. The annotations surrounding the text itself comprise scholarly explanation of Ovid's language and allusions, often with reference to other classical and immediately post-classical writings. Further commentary added to the 1510 edition of Regius's text by Petrus Lavinius reinforces the moral interpretation, and from this date the Regius edition is called Metamorphoseos libri moralizati. Lavinius seeks to establish parallels between the Metamorphoses and the Old Testament; he explains these parallels by arguing that Ovid was either directly inspired by the Holy Spirit or knew the books of Moses indirectly via Plato and Pythagoras and the Egyptian philosophers before them. It is a reading of Ovid which brings Lavinius, consciously or not, in line with the syncretist interpretations of classical mythology by the fifteenth-century Italian neoplatonists, who found hermetic affinities between pagan and biblical revelations.

The moral interpretations to be found in the sixteenth-century editions of the Metamorphoses and reinforced in the grammar school lie behind Golding's own presentation of the poem. It is, he insists, a morally uplifting work, albeit one which requires careful interpretation. ‘With skill, heede, and judgement, this worke must be read, / For else to the Reader it standes in small stead’, he warns on his title-page, and he proceeds to discuss the moral and spiritual applications of the text at length in his Epistle and Preface to the Reader. Strange as it seems to the modern reader, the sixteenth-century reader of Ovid was practised in finding in each tale, as Golding puts it, ‘pithy, apt and plain / Instructions which import the praise of virtues and the shame / Of vices’ (1567 Epistle, lines 64–6). In his Preface for the general reader, Golding is prepared to leave his interpretation at the (elementary) level of exempla, though even here he offers more than one level of interpretation. Thus, Jove is presented both, in moral terms, as an image of ‘fleshly lust’ (Preface, line 53) and, in terms of social allegory, as an image of ‘all states of princely port’ (line 59). Golding justifies Ovid's presentation along Horatian lines of teaching and delighting; but he also uses phrases which point more specifically to a neoplatonic reading of the myths. His references to Ovid's ‘dark and secret mysteries’ (line 187), ‘So hid that (saving unto few) they are not to be seen’ (line 138), fit into the neoplatonic tradition. Golding here echoes thinkers like Pico della Mirandola, who knew that the truths hidden in pagan mysteries could be accessible only to the few: ‘Hinc appellata mysteria: nec mysteria quae non occulta’ (‘Hence they are called mysteries; nor are those things mysteries which are not hidden’).12 These hints are expanded in the 1567 Epistle to Leicester. Golding presumably felt that, in his address to a patron of the arts, greater erudition was appropriate. He therefore pointed out the connections between Ovid's myths and the stories of the Old Testament made by commentators such as Lavinius:



there are (and those not of the rude and vulgar sort,

But such as have of godliness and learning good report)

That think the poets took their first occasion of these things

From Holy Writ, as from the well from whence all wisdom springs.

What man is he but would suppose the author of this book

The first foundation of his work from Moses' writings took? (338–43)



However, Golding's views do not necessarily derive from Lavinius (indeed, he seems to have no time for the theory of Ovid's direct inspiration by the Holy Spirit). He explains Ovid's ‘dark philosophy’ (line 7) by reference to the theories of Philo Judaeus, a first-century exegete whose allegorical reading of the Old Testament allowed him to discover much of classical philosophy in Judaic Scripture. Philo's philosophy, which in certain respects foreshadowed the syncretist ideas of the fifteenth-century neoplatonists and of Lavinius, was available to Golding in various mid sixteenth-century editions of Philo's works. Yet even in the Epistle Golding is also happy to read the myths more straightforwardly as simple moral exempla which import ‘the praise of virtues, and the shame / Of vices’ (lines 65–6).


V

Golding's quest for moral exempla was not confined to the Metamorphoses. In a preface to his translation of Calvin's Commentaries on the Psalms (1571) he wrote, ‘He turneth himself into more shapes than ever did Proteus’,13 and historical narrative provided ample illustration of moral types to be imitated or avoided. So Golding's reading of history, whether classical, biblical or contemporary, was very much in line with his reading of mythology. His third publication, a translation of Justine's Trogus Pompeius (1564), was dedicated to the Earl of Oxford, with an exhortation that the example of the classical heroes might encourage him ‘to proceed in learning and virtue’. In the providential history of the Book of Revelation he found comparable moral instruction. Of the many Protestant commentaries upon Revelation then available, Golding chose in 1574 to translate Augustine Marlorat's Catholic Exposition upon the Revelation of Saint John; this combined a conventional Protestant assault upon the papacy with a less usual insistence that the calamities of the Apocalypse provide moral lessons useful in daily life.

Even contemporary events offered Golding God-given signs to be read in a morally improving fashion. Gabriel Harvey, in his correspondence with Edmund Spenser concerning the earthquake of April 1580, acknowledged that certain earthquakes might be intended ‘to testifie and denounce the secrete wrathe, and indignation of God’; like any other calamitous event, earthquakes served to remind mankind of ‘the great latter day’. None the less, he attributed the 1580 quake to natural causes and derided those who ‘without any justifyable certificate, or warrant… definitively… give sentence of his Majesties secret and inscrutable purposes… [as] some of the simpler and unskilfuller sort, will goe nye to doe upon the present sight…’.14 Golding, writing about the same earthquake, showed no such qualms. His Discourse upon the Earthquake (another anti-Catholic piece) presents the earthquake as a call to repentance, a forewarning of wrath to come: ‘We have signs and tokens enough at home, if we can use them to our benefit… forsaking the lusts and the wicked imaginations and devices of our own hearts, let us turn to the Lord our God with hearty repentance and unfeigned amendment of life.’15 His account of the murder of one George Saunders (1573) considered this event too a God-given exemplum: ‘His purpose is, that the execution of his judgements, should by the terror of the outward sight of the example, drive us to the inward consideration of our selves.’16 These original works are entirely consistent with the teaching of Golding's Moral Fabletalk, a translation of Arnold Freitag's emblem book Mythologia Ethica,17 which consists of 125 Aesopic fables in prose.

Clearly, Golding the translator of the Metamorphoses was not at odds with the Golding who translated a large number of works by Calvin, and the Golding who completed Philip Sidney's translation of Philippe de Mornay's A Work Concerning the Trueness of the Christian Religion. Both his choice of religious texts and the prefatory remarks to these translations show a strong and persistent anti-Catholicism, together with a concern for the moral improvement and repentance of his Protestant readers that is at times charged with an apocalyptic awareness.


VI

Grundy Steiner, following in the wake of T. W. Baldwin, has demonstrated Golding's use of a Metamorphoses text that included the Regius commentary. Steiner argues that Golding's edition also contained the supplementary notes by Jacobus Micyllus, which were incorporated into the Regius commentary in the 1543 printing.18 He illustrates Golding's dependence on Regius at points where Golding's translation differs slightly from the exact sense of the Latin and where he inserts material completely absent from Ovid's text, but supplied by Regius. The use of Micyllus's comments is much smaller – and, of course, many passages in Golding do not show the influence of either commentator. Steiner suggests that Golding became more adept at translation and used the annotation less and less as he progressed through the text; the later books are much less heavily dependent on Regius. He concludes, ‘When the tangled evidence has finally been assembled and brought into order, Golding may be found to have used not one, or two, but actually several editions.’

For the present edition I have primarily used a text of the Regius Metamorphoses in the Codrington Library, All Souls College, Oxford, P. Ovidii Nasonis Metamorphoseon Libri XV,19 which incorporates the annotations of Micyllus and other commentators. I have also made use of the Bodleian Library's 1499 edition, P. Ovidii Metamorphosis [sic] cum integris ac emendatissimis Raphaelis Regii enarrationibus.20 Quotation of Ovid's Latin and of Regius and Micyllus's commentary in my notes to the current edition are taken from the former, except in the few instances where the 1586 edition contains misprints not registered in Golding's use of the text; in these cases I have silently adopted the reading of the 1499 text. The reader needs to be aware that Regius's Latin text deviates regularly from the one established in modern editions; this deviation accounts for much of Golding's apparent straying from the Latin. Alterations to the Latin of modern editions not remarked on in my notes are cases where Golding is being faithful to the Regius Ovid. Golding's major deviations from Regius's Latin text are indicated in the notes; where he is making use of the Regius/ Micyllus commentary, this too is indicated. The many minor changes – and there is something in every other line, even if only a line-padder such as ‘iwis’ – are not, however, annotated. A copy of the Regius Ovid remains an essential tool for any scholar working on Golding's Metamorphosis.

For general purposes, however, the main areas of deviation in the translation may easily be pointed out. In the first place, Golding at times introduces material into the text from the Regius commentary, often to elaborate and explain references in Ovid's Latin; he adopts the role of commentator upon his own text. Thus Rhamnusia is described (3. 507); the Pygmy woman's challenge to Juno is explained (6. 110); and Atalanta's background is mentioned (8.427–9). Deviations independent of the annotations to the Latin text contribute to the Englishing of the Metamorphoses, which extends beyond the mere fact of translation. The overlaying of Chrisitanity upon Ovid's text has already been discussed. Besides this, we should mention aspects of both the natural and social worlds of the poem. The countryside that Golding depicts is more familiar to the English reader than that of Ovid: it is a world of raspberries, hips and haws rather than mountain strawberries (1. 119), crabs rather than octopuses (4.454), lapwings rather than hoopoes (6. 853). One encounters witches, pucks, elves and fairies not nymphs (passim). Weapons include guns not Balearic slings (2. 904), cannon-shot not catapults (3. 696), bullets not rocks (8. 480). People wear buskins and hose not sandals (3. 197), kerchiefs not fillets (9. 905), and nightcaps not turbans (11. 204); they sit at table instead of reclining on couches (8. 726 et al.), and have books rather than tablets (9. 626). Music is provided by pots and pans not clashing cymbals (3. 673 et al.), viols not lyres (5. 139 et al.), and shawms not flutes (14. 612). The dead are placed in coffins not urns (12. 682).

This Englishing of the material aspects of Ovid's world is paralleled by a shift into English idiom and metre. In place of the Ovidian hexameters, Golding chooses rhyming ‘fourteeners’ (rhyming heptametric couplets) which were a popular verse form at the time he was writing. The expansive nature of the metre calls for a certain amount of padding, which often takes the form of clichéd narrative formulae and the use of multiple synonyms. He eschews Latinate diction and syntax in favour of a diction that often looks back to medieval romance. There is a heavy use of intensives (‘right’, ‘full’, ‘so’) and clichéd rhyme, again inherited from medieval poetry (‘of yore… so sore’; ‘every wight… I will recite’). Linguistically, Golding's text is robust and homely, not without comic vitality, and expansive rather than concise; it is at a considerable remove from the elegance and sophistication of Ovid's verse. Modern criticism has often derided Golding for this. But Golding's 1565 Epistle indicates his interest not simply in providing a translation of the Latin but, more specifically, in establishing Ovid's work within the English language. His hope to enrich his native language suggests that his sense of his task was not dissimilar to Spenser's when Spenser sought to establish a significant English poetics in his Shepheardes Calender and The Faerie Queene. Spenser, too, deliberately chose a backward-looking and native diction, whose value his editor ‘E.K.’ was at pains to point out in his prefatory epistle to The Shepheardes Calender. ‘But whether he vseth them by such casualtye and custome, or of set purpose and choyse… sure I think, and think I think not amisse, that they bring great grace and, as one would say, auctoritie to the verse.’21 Golding manages to combine modesty and assertion when, in the 1567 Epistle, he describes his completed Metamorphosis as ‘This plenteous horn of Acheloy’, and the four-book Metamorphosis of 1565 as ’a member rent / Or parted from the residue of the body’. Suggestions of rough handling, damage and mutilation of the text are there; but so also is an assurance of its fruitful transformation into something of great literary worth. For the horn of Achelos, which was torn from his brow but then filled with fruits and fragrant flowers and hallowed, was a major Renaissance image of copiousness: the cornucopia. And the Epistle argues that just such a blessed transformation takes place as Golding completes his work. If Golding's ‘rudeness’ at times predominates, his is, none the less, a deliberate poetic strategy: the English language can, it implies, accommodate the greatest works of Latin poetry, and do so without loss of its native identity.

Golding's Metamorphosis belongs to its own period. The seventeenth century turned for preference to Sandys' translation of 1626 (enlarged 1632); the eighteenth century had the translation of Dryden and others in Samuel Garth's collaborative Metamorphoses of 1717. Ovid's work is a malleable text; it is, appropriately, one whose appearance changes in the hands of each new translator and adapter. Golding's version is essential reading for anyone with an interest in the English Renaissance. No other text so aptly encapsulates the desire of sixteenth-century writers to appropriate Latin culture and yet remain themselves.
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TRANSLATIONS

A Brief Treatise Concerning the Burning of Bucer and Fagius at Cambridge, Translated [from C. Hubertus] by A. Golding (1562).
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Sermons… upon the Book of Job [by John Calvin], Translated out of French by A. Golding (1574).

A Catholic Exposition upon the Revelation of Saint John [by Augustine Marlorat] (1574).

A Justification or Clearing of the Prince of Orange against the False Slanders [some copies add: Translated out of French by Arthur Golding] (1575).

The Warfare of Christians Concerning the Conflict against the Flesh, the World, and the Devil, Translated out of Latin by A. Golding (1576).

The Life of the Most Godly, Valiant, and Noble Captain J. Colignie Shatilim [by Jean de Serres], Translated A. Golding (1576).

The Edict or Proclamation Set Forth upon the Pacifying of the Troubles in France, the Fourteenth Day of May, 1576, Translated out of French by A. Golding (1576).

A Tragedy of Abraham's Sacrifice, Written in French and Translated by A. G. (1577).

The Sermons of Master John Calvin upon the Epistle to the Ephesians, Translated out of French by A. Golding (1577).

The Work of the Excellent Philosopher Lucius Annaeus Seneca Concerning Benefiting, Translated A. Golding (1578).

The Joyful and Royal Entertainment of Prince Francis into Antwerp, Translated out of French by A. Golding According to the Copy Printed by Plantine (1582).

A Godly Prayer Written by A. Fleming, Translated out of Latin by A. Golding (1582).
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The Work of P. Mela, the Cosmographer, Concerning the Situation of the World, Translated A. Golding (1585).
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EDITIONS OF GOLDING'S METAMORPHOSIS

Golding's Metamorphosis went through eight early editions, seven of which appeared during his lifetime and the eighth a few years after his death. The first edition of 1565 consists of the first four books of Ovid's text, preceded by a prose epistle to the Earl of Leicester and a Preface to the Reader. In 1567 the full fifteen-book work appeared, in which a verse epistle to Leicester was substituted for the prose epistle. Further editions of this complete translation were published in 1575, 1584, 1587, 1593, 1603 and 1612.

The Metamorphosis was then not published again for nearly three hundred years. The 1567 text was republished in 1904 under the title ‘Shakespeare's Ovid’: being Arthur Golding's Translation of the Metamorphoses, edited by W. H. D. Rouse (1904; reprinted 1961); and as Ovid's Metamorphoses: The Arthur Golding Translation 1567, edited by John Frederick Nims (New York and London: 1965). A facsimile reprint of the 1567 edition has also been published (Amsterdam: 1977).


TABLE OF DATES


	1536	Arthur Golding born to John and Ursula Golding, the second son among their seven children. The place of his birth is not established.

	1548	The family moves from Belchamp Hall to Bloomsters Manor near Halstead, after John Golding's death in 1547.

	1552	Golding matriculates at Jesus College, Cambridge, in the Easter term, being entered as a ‘fellow commoner’. There is no evidence of his receiving a degree, or indication of the length of his residence in Cambride.

	1562	Golding begins his career of translation with his first known publication, A Brief Treatise Concerning the Burning of Bucer and Fagius at Cambridge. Following the death of John de Vere on 3 August, Golding is appointed by William Cecil as ‘receiver’ for his nephew Edward de Vere during his minority.

	1565	Publication of the four-book Metamorphosis.

	1567	Publication of the completed fifteen-book Metamorphosis.

	1573	Golding is made a member of the Inner Temple ‘without payment’. During this period, Golding becomes a member of the Society of Antiquaries.

	1575	Earliest mention of his eldest son, Henry, the first of eight children (Henry, George, Thomas, Percival, Jane, Alice, Elizabeth and Dorothy), following his marriage to Ursula Roydon at an unknown date. His elder brother, Henry, who inherited his father's estate, dies, leaving Golding wealthy, with large but encumbered properties. Numerous lawsuits over the properties persistently drain his resources over the following twenty years, and after his defeat in legal battles Golding is consigned for debt to the Fleet prison for an unknown period of time.

	1587	Publication of the translation of Philippe de Mornay's A Work Concerning the Trueness of the Christian Religion, which was begun by Philip Sidney and completed by Golding; this was one of his last publications.

	1606	Golding dies intestate and deeply in debt; he is buried 13 May 1606 in the parish church of Belchamp St Paul's.
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NOTE ON THE TEXT

The first four books of Golding's Metamorphosis were published in 1565. The complete translation appeared in 1567, and subsequent editions were published in 1575, 1584, 1587, 1593, 1603 and 1612. This edition is based on two copies of the 1567 edition (STC no. 18956) in the Bodleian Library, Oxford (cat. nos. Douce O. 159 and Malone 321). I have also, where necessary, referred to other editions, using copies in the Bodleian Library and copies on University Microfilms reels as follows: 1565 edition (STC no. 18955, University Microfilms reel 347) from the Huntington Library, San Marino, California; 1575 edition (STC no. 18957) in the Bodleian Library, cat. no. 90 d. 25; 1584 edition (STC no. 18958, University Microfilms reel 1525) from the University of Illinois Library, Urbana, Illinois; 1587 edition (STC no. 18959, University Microfilms reel 330) from the Huntington Library; 1593 edition (STC no. 18960, University Microfilms reel 259) from the Huntington Library; 1603 edition (STC no. 18961, University Microfilms reel 1491) from the University of Illinois Library; 1612 edition (STC no. 18962) in the Bodleian Library, cat. no. Vet. A2 e. 196.

Few textual problems arise in the 1567 edition. Typographical errors and uncertainties in the text have been checked against the later editions. Clear typographical errors corrected in later editions have been silently corrected here; other alterations, including errors corrected for the first time in this edition, cases where the intended text remains unclear, and lines in which later editions have corrected a faulty metre are discussed in the Notes. Spelling and punctuation have been modernized throughout, including all the quotations from Golding's other works that appear in the Introduction and the Notes.

Pronunciation is not easy to clarify without excessive marking of the text. Accents are used to indicate syllables voiced by Golding but unvoiced in modern English. In a very few cases the spelling of the original text calls for a syllable which is wholly absent from the modern version of the word (‘mushrommes’ as a three-syllable word); such cases are discussed in the Notes. The metre also requires that some syllables normally voiced in modern English be omitted or swallowed. In some cases the original text supplies these in full (e.g. ‘even’, pronounced ‘e’en’), leaving it to the reader to adjust pronunciation according to the metre; in other cases the spelling clearly indicates which syllable is omitted (e.g. ‘neighbrod’ for ‘neighbourhood’). In the present edition the general rule has been to retain the normal spelling, so that the reader must use the metre to determine which syllables are left unvoiced. Only where there seems a possibility of confusion is the pronunciation indicated in the text or discussed in the Notes.

Golding's proper names are still more difficult. Where the spelling of proper names could be modernized without affecting the pronunciation, this has been done. However, Golding's proper names often differ from standard modern forms and may vary to accommodate the needs of metre and rhyme (e.g. ‘Galat’, ‘Galate’ and ‘Galatea’; ‘Caen’, ‘Caeney’ and ‘Caeneus’); in this edition, minor variations in spelling have been standardized but variant forms have been retained. Golding also regularly drops the final 's’ of names ending ‘-eus’ to indicate a change in pronunciation; thus ‘Proteus’ will normally be three syllables, but ‘Proteu’ only two. This distinction, too, is observed. The variants are given in the Index. In some instances, spelling and metre together determine the pronunciation. Golding uses ‘Niob’ (two syllables) and ‘Niobe’ (two or three syllables). ‘Niob’ denotes that the final ‘e’ is silent; ‘Niobe’ (two syllables) leaves the ‘o’ unvoiced; and ‘Niobe’ (three syllables) voices all three vowels separately. In such cases the reader will be able to establish the pronunciation according to the metre of the line; in a few cases that seem particularly likely to confuse, accents have been added to clarify pronunciation.

Modernization of Golding's punctuation is not straightforward; his sentence structures do not always conform to modern expectations. I have attempted to punctuate in a way that makes the syntactical progression of the sentence as clear as possible. One construction that Golding regularly uses, in which the subordinate clause is divided up and interspersed with the main clause, is particularly problematic: For example: ‘The secret flames of fire / He haling inward still, did say, “O happy man…”’ (8.440-41). Adding commas on either side of ‘He’ would serve to mark off the subordinate clause, but the sentence would remain awkward; the difficulty of splitting-up and inversion cannot be removed, and a proliferation of commas is visually off-putting. In such cases, I have punctuated as above; it is an imperfect compromise.

Headings have been added in the margins to make the text more negotiable. Footnotes represent marginal notes in the original.

This is not a critical edition and does not set out definitively to establish the relationship between the early editions. However, from the textual crux at 10. 830 it is possible to deduce that 1575 corrects 1567, and that subsequent editions up to 1593 follow 1575, making some further corrections in the process. The 1603 edition goes back to a 1567 text different from that on which 1575 is based, and is followed by 1612, which offers a few further corrections. A fuller discussion is given in the note to 10. 830.

This edition reprints the Preface to the Reader and the Epistle of 1567, along with the 1565 Epistle, which has never been reprinted.





To the right honourable and his singular good Lord,

Robert, Earl of Leicester; Baron of Denbeigh,

Knight of the most noble Order of the

Garter, &c. Arthur Golding Gent.

wisheth continuance of health,

with prosperous estate

and felicity.


If this work were fully performed with like eloquence and cunning of inditing by me in English as it was written by th‘author thereof in his mother tongue, it might perchance delight your Honour to bestow some vacant time in the reading of it, for the number of excellent devices and fine inventions contrived in the same, purporting outwardly most pleasant tales and delectable histories, and fraughted inwardly with most pithy instructions and wholesome examples, and containing both ways most exquisite cunning and deep knowledge. Wherefore to countervail my default, I request most humbly the benefit of your L[ordship's] favour, whereby you [10] are wont not only to bear with the want of skill and rudeness of such as commit their doings to your protection, but also are wont to encourage them to proceed in their painful exercises attempted of a zeal and desire to enrich their native language with things not heretofore published in the same. Th'assured hope and confidence whereof (furthered by the privilege of the new year, which of an ancient and laudable custom licenceth men to testify their good wills, not only to their friends and acquaintance, but also to their betters and superiors by presents though never so simple) giveth me boldness to dedicate this my maimed and unperfect translation of the first [20] four books of Ovid's Metamorphoses unto your Honour, and to offer it unto you for a poor new year's gift, I confess, not correspondent to your worthiness or my desire, but yet agreeable to the state of the giver. The which if it may please you to take in good part, I account my former travail herein sufficiently recompensed and think myself greatly enforced to persevere in the full accomplishment of all the whole work. And thus beseeching God to send your Honour many prosperous and joyful new years, I cease to trouble you any further at this time. At Cecil House, the 23 of [30] December, Anno 1564.

Your good L[ordship's] most humbly to command,
Arthur Golding.



To the right honourable and his singular good Lord,

Robert, Earl of Leicester; Baron of Denbeigh,

Knight of the most noble Order of the

Garter, &c. Arthur Golding Gent.

wisheth continuance of health,

with prosperous estate

and felicity.







		At length my chariot wheel about the mark hath found the way,


		And at their weary race's end my breathless horses stay.


		The work is brought to end by which the author did account


		(And rightly) with eternal fame above the stars to mount.


		For whatsoever hath been writ of ancient time in Greek


		By sundry men dispersedly, and in the Latin eke,


		Of this same dark philosophy of turnèd shapes, the same


		Hath Ovid into one whole mass in this book brought in frame.


		Four kind of things in this his work the poet doth contain.


	10	That nothing under heaven doth aye in steadfast state remain. 


		And next, that nothing perisheth, but that each substance takes


		Another shape than that it had. Of these two points he makes


		The proof by showing through his work the wonderful exchange


		Of gods, men, beasts and elements to sundry shapes right strange,


		Beginning with creation of the world and man of slime


		And so proceeding with the turns that happened till his time.


		Then showeth he the soul of man from dying to be free


		By samples of the noblemen who for their virtues be


		Accounted and canonizèd for gods by heathen men,


	20	And by the pains of Limbo lake and blissful state again 


		Of spirits in th'Elysian fields. And though that of these three


		He make discourse dispersedly, yet specially they be


		Discussèd in the latter book, in that oration where


		He bringeth in Pythagoras dissuading men from fear


		Of death and preaching abstinence from flesh of living things.


		But as for that opinion which Pythagoras there brings


		Of souls removing out of beasts to men, and out of men


		To birds and beasts both wild and tame, both to and fro again,


		It is not to be understood of that same soul whereby


	30	 We are endued with reason and discretion from on high,


		But of that soul or life the which brute beasts, as well as we,


		Enjoy. Three sorts of life or soul (for so they termèd be)


		Are found in things. The first gives power to thrive, increase and grow;


		And this in senseless herbs and trees and shrubs itself doth show.


		The second giveth power to move and use of senses five;


		And this remains in brutish beasts, and keepeth them alive.


		Both these are mortal, as the which, receivèd of the air


		By force of Phoebus, after death do thither eft repair.


		The third gives understanding, wit and reason; and the same


	40	 Is it alonely which with us of soul doth bear the name.


		And as the second doth contain the first, even so the third


		Containeth both the other twain. And neither beast, nor bird,


		Nor fish, nor herb, nor tree, nor shrub, nor any earthly wight


		Save only man can of the same partake the heavenly might.


		I grant that when our breath doth from our bodies go away,


		It doth eftsoons return to air; and of that air there may


		Both bird and beast participate, and we of theirs likewise.


		For while we live – the thing itself appeareth to our eyes –


		Both they and we draw all one breath. But for to deem or say


	50	 Our noble soul (which is divine and permanent for aye)


		Is common to us with the beasts, I think it nothing less


		Than for to be a point of him that wisdom doth profess.


		Of this I am right well assured there is no Christian wight


		That can by fondness be so far seducèd from the right.


		And finally he doth proceed in showing that not all


		That bear the name of men (how strong, fierce, stout, bold, hardy, tall,


		How wise, fair, rich or highly born, how much renowned by fame


		So e'er they be, although on earth of gods they bear the name)


		Are for to be accounted men, but such as under awe


	60	 Of reason's rule continually do live in virtue's law;


		And that the rest do differ nought from beasts, but rather be


		Much worse than beasts, because they do abase their own degree.


		To natural philosophy the formest three pertain,


		The fourth to moral; and in all are pithy, apt and plain


		Instructions which import the praise of virtues and the shame


		Of vices, with the due rewards of either of the same.


	Out of the first book	As, for example, in the tale of Daphne turned to bay


		A mirror of virginity appear unto us may;


		Which, yielding neither unto fear, nor force, nor flattery,


	70	Doth purchase everlasting fame and immortality. 


	Out of the second	In Phaeton's fable unto sight the poet doth express


		The natures of ambition blind and youthful wilfullness,


		The end whereof is misery, and bringeth at the last


		Repentance when it is too late, that all redress is past;


		And how the weakness and the want of wit in magistrate


		Confoundeth both his commonweal and eke his own estate.


		This fable also doth advise all parents, and all such


		As bring up youth, to take good heed of cockering them too much.


		It further doth commend the mean and willeth to beware


	80	Of rash and hasty promises, which most pernicious are 


		And not to be performèd. And in fine it plainly shows


		What sorrow to the parents and to all the kindred grows


		By disobedience of the child; and in the child is meant


		The disobedient subject that against his prince is bent.


		The transformations of the crow and raven do declare


		That claw-backs and coal-carriers ought wisely to beware


		Of whom, to whom, and what they speak. For sore against his will


		Can any friendly heart abide to hear reported ill


		The party whom he favoureth. This tale doth eke bewray


	90	The rage of wrath and jealousy to have no kind of stay; 


		And that light credit to reports should in no wise be given,


		For fear that men too late to just repentance should be driven.


		The fable of Ocyrhoë by all such folk is told


		As are in searching things to come too curious and too bold.


		A very good example is described in Battus' tale


		For covetous people which for gain do set their tongues to sale.


	Out of the third	All such as do in flattering frekes and hawks and hounds delight,


		And dice and cards, and for to spend the time both day and night


		In foul excess of chamberwork, or too much meat and drink,


	100	 Upon the piteous story of Actaeon ought to think.


		For these and their adherents, used excessive, are indeed


		The dogs that daily do devour their follwers-on with speed.


		Tiresias wills inferior folk in any wise to shun


		To judge between their betters, lest in peril they do run.


		Narcissus is of scornfulness and pride a mirror clear


		Where beauty's fading vanity most plainly may appear.


		And Echo in the selfsame tale doth kindly represent


		The lewd behaviour of a bawd and his due punishment.


	Out of the fourth	The piteous tale of Pyramus and Thisbe doth contain


	110	 The heady force of frantic love, whose end is woe and pain.


		The snares of Mars and Venus show that time will bring to light


		The secret sins that folk commit in corners or by night.


		Hermaphrodite and Salmacis declare that idleness


		Is chiefest nurse and cherisher of all voluptuousness,


		And that voluptuous life breeds sin; which, linking all together,


		Make men to be effeminate, unwieldy, weak and lither.


	Out of the fifth	Rich Pier's daughters turned to pies do openly declare


		That none so bold to vaunt themselves as blindest bayards are.


		The Muses plainly do declare again at other side


	120	 That whereas chiefest wisdom is, most mildness doth abide.


	Out of the sixth	Arachne may example be that folk should not contend


		Against their betters, nor persist in error to the end.


		So doth the tale of Niobe and of her children, and


		The transformation of the carls that dwelt in Lycy land,


		Together with the flaying off of piper Marsyas' skin.


		The first do also show that long it is ere God begin


		To pay us for our faults and that he warns us oft before


		To leave our folly, but at length his vengeance striketh sore;


		And therefore that no wight should strive with God in word nor thought


	130	 Nor deed. But pride and fond desire of praise have ever wrought


		Confusion to the parties which account of them do make.


		For some of such a nature be that, if they once do take


		Opinion (be it right or wrong), they rather will agree


		To die, than seem to take a foil; so obstinate they be.


		The tale of Tereus, Philomel and Procne doth contain


		That folk are blind in things that to their proper weal pertain,


		And that the man in whom the fire of furious lust doth reign


		Doth run to mischief like a horse that getteth loose the rein.


		It also shows the cruel wreak of women in their wrath,


	140	And that no heinous mischief long delay of vengeance hath, 


		And, lastly, that distress doth drive a man to look about


		And seek all corners of his wits, what way to wind him out.


	Out of the seventh	The good' success of Jason in the land of Colchos and


		The doings of Medea since, do give to understand


		That nothing is so hard but pain and travail do it win,


		For fortune ever favoureth such as boldly do begin;


		That women both in helping and in hurting have no match


		When they to either bend their wits; and how that for to catch


		An honest meaner under fair pretence of friendship is


	150	An easy matter. Also there is warning given of this: 


		That men should never hastily give ear to fugitives,


		Nor into hands of sorcerers commit their state or lives.


		It shows, in fine, of stepmothers the deadly hate in part,


		And vengeance most unnatural that was in mother's heart.


		The deeds of Theseus are a spur to prowess and a glass


		How princes' sons and noblemen their youthful years should pass.


		King Minos shows that kings in hand no wrongful wars should take,


		And what provision for the same they should beforehand make.


		King Aeacus gives also there example how that kings


	160	Should keep their promise and their leagues above all other things. 


		His grave description of the plague and end thereof express


		The wrath of God on man for sin; and how that, ne'ertheless,


		He doth us spare and multiply again for good men's sakes.


		The whole discourse of Cephalus and Procris mention makes


		That married folk should warily shun the vice of jealousy


		And of suspicion should avoid all causes utterly,


		Reproving by the way all such as causeless do misdeem


		The chaste and guiltless for the deeds of those that faulty seem.


	Out of the eighth	The story of the daughter of King Nisus setteth out


	170	What wicked lust drives folk unto to bring their wills about. 


		And of a righteous judge is given example in the same,


		Who for no meed nor friendship will consent to any blame.


		We may perceive in Daedalus how every man by kind


		Desires to be at liberty and with an earnest mind


		Doth seek to see his native soil; and how that straight distress


		Doth make men wise and sharps their wits to find their own redress.


		We also learn by Icarus how good it is to be


		In mean estate and not to climb too high, but to agree


		To wholesome counsel; for the hire of disobedience is


	180	 Repentance when it is too late for thinking things amiss.


		And Partridge tells that excellence in anything procures


		Men envy, even among those friends whom nature most assures.


		Philemon and his fere are rules of godly patient life,


		Of sparing thrift and mutual love between the man and wife,


		Of due obedience, of the fear of God, and of reward


		For good or evil usage showed to wandering strangersward.


		In Erisycthon doth appear a lively image both


		Of wickedness and cruelty which any wight may loathe,


		And of the hire that longs thereto. He showeth also plain


	190	 That, whereas prodigality and gluttony doth reign,


		A world of riches and of goods are ever with the least


		To satisfy the appetite and eye of such a beast.


	Out of the ninth	In Hercules' and Acheloy's encounters is set out


		The nature and behaviour of two wooers that be stout.


		Wherein the poet covertly taunts such as, being base,


		Do seek by forged pedigrees to seem of noble race;


		Who, when they do perceive no truth upon their side to stand,


		Instead of reason and of right use force and might of hand.


		This fable also signifies that valiantness of heart


	200	 Consisteth not in words, but deeds; and that all sleight and art


		Give place to prowess. Furthermore, in Nessus we may see


		What breach of promise cometh to, and how that such as be


		Unable for to wreak their harms by force do oft devise


		To wreak themselves by policy in far more cruel wise.


		And Deianira doth declare the force of jealousy


		Deceivèd through too light belief and fond simplicity.


		The process following painteth out true manliness of heart


		Which yieldeth neither unto death, to sorrow, grief nor smart;


		And, finally, it shows that such as live in true renown


	210	Of virtue here have after death an everlasting crown 


		Of glory. Caun and Byblis are examples contrary:


		The maid of most outrageous lust, the man of chastity.


	Out of the tenth	The tenth book clearly doth contain one kind of argument,


		Reproving most prodigious lusts of such as have been bent


		To incest most unnatural. And in the latter end


		It showth in Hippomenes how greatly folk offend


		That are ingrate for benefits which God or man bestow


		Upon them in the time of need. Moreover it doth show


		That beauty, will they, nill they, aye doth men in danger throw;


	220	And that it is a foolishness to strive against the thing 


		Which God before determineth to pass in time to bring.


		And last of all Adonis' death doth show that manhood strives


		Against forewarning, though men see the peril of their lives.


	Out of the eleventh	The death of Orphey showeth God's just vengeance on the vile


		And wicked sort which horribly with incest them defile.


		In Midas of a covetous wretch the image we may see,


		Whose riches justly to himself a hellish torment be;


		And of a fool, whom neither proof nor warning can amend


		Until he feel the shame and smart that folly doth him send.


	230	His barber represents all blabs which seem with child to be 


		Until that they have blazed abroad the things they hear or see.


		In Ceyx and Alcyone appears most constant love,


		Such as between the man and wife to be it doth behove.


		This Ceyx also is a light of princely courtesy


		And bounty toward such whom need compelleth for to fly.


		His voyage also doth declare how vainly men are led


		To utter peril through fond toys and fancies in their head.


		For idols' doubtful oracles and soothsayers' prophecies


		Do nothing else but make fools fain and blind their blearèd eyes.


	240	Daedalion's daughter warns to use the tongue with modesty 


		And not to vaunt with such as are their betters in degree.


	Out of the twelfth	The siege of Troy, the death of men, the razing of the city


		And slaughter of King Priam's stock without remorse of pity,


		Which in the twelfth and thirteenth books be written, do declare


		How heinous wilful perjury and filthy whoredom are


		In sight of God. The frantic fray between the Lapiths and


		The Centaurs is a note whereby is given to understand


	Out of the thirteenth	The beastly rage of drunkenness. Ulysses doth express


		The image of discretion, wit and great advisèdness;


	250	 And Ajax on the other side doth represent a man


		Stout, heady, ireful, haught of mind, and such a one as can


		Abide to suffer no repulse. And both of them declare


		How covetous of glory and reward men's natures are.


		And finally, it showeth plain that wisdom doth prevail


		In all attempts and purposes when strength of hand doth fail.


		The death of fair Polyxena doth show a princely mind


		And firm regard of honour rare engraft in womankind.


		And Polymnestor, King of Thrace, doth show himself to be


		A glass for wretched covetous folk wherein themselves to see.


	260	 This story further witnesseth that murder crieth aye


		For vengeance, and itself one time or other doth bewray.


		The tale of giant Polypheme doth evidently prove


		That nothing is so fierce and wild, which yieldeth not to love.


		And in the person of the selfsame giant is set out


		The rude and homely wooing of a country clown and lout.


	Out of the fourteenth	The tale of apes reproves the vice of wilful perjury


		And willeth people to beware they use not for to lie.


		Aeneas, going down to hell, doth show that virtue may


		In safety travel where it will, and nothing can it stay.


	270	 The length of life in Sibyl doth declare it is but vain


		To wish long life, sith length of life is also length of pain.


		The Grecian Achaemenides doth learn us how we ought


		Be thankful for the benefits that any man hath wrought.


		And in this Achaemenides the poet doth express


		The image of exceeding fear in danger and distress.


		What else are Circe's witchcrafts and enchantments than the vile


		And filthy pleasures of the flesh, which do our souls defile?


		And what is else herb moly than the gift of steadfastness


		And temperance, which doth all foul concupiscence repress?


	280	 The tale of Anaxarete wills dames of high degree


		To use their lovers courteously, how mean so e'er they be.


		And Iphis learns inferior folk too fondly not to set


		Their love on such as are too high for their estate to get.


	Out of the fifteenth	Alemon's son declares that men should willingly obey


		What God commands, and not upon exceptions seem to stay.


		For he will find the means to bring the purpose well about


		And in their most necessity dispatch them safely out


		Of danger. The oration of Pythagoras implies


		A sum of all the former work. What person can devise


	290	A notabler example of true love and godliness 


		To one's own native countryward than Cipus doth express?


		The turning to a blazing star of Julius Caesar shows


		That fame and immortality of virtuous doing grows.


		And lastly, by examples of Augustus and a few


		Of other noble princes' sons, the author there doth show


		That noblemen and gentlemen should strive to pass the fame


		And virtues of their ancestors, or else to match the same.


		These fables out of every book I have interpreted


		To show how they and all the rest may stand a man in stead,


	300	Not adding overcuriously the meaning of them all, 


		For that were labour infinite, and tediousness not small


		Both unto your good Lordship and the rest that should them read,


		Who well might think I did the bounds of modesty exceed


		If I this one epistle should with matters overcharge


		Which scarce a book of many quires can well contain at large.


		And whereas in interpreting these few I attribute


		The things to one, which heathen men to many gods impute,


		Concerning mercy, wrath for sin and other gifts of grace,


		Describèd for example's sake in proper time and place,


	310	Let no man marvel at the same. For though that they, as blind 


		Through unbelief and led astray through error even of kind,


		Knew not the true eternal God – or if they did him know,


		Yet did they not acknowledge him, but vainly did bestow


		The honour of the maker on the creature – yet it doth


		Behove all us (who rightly are instructed in the sooth)


		To think and say that God alone is he that rules all things


		And worketh all in all, as lord of lords and king of kings;


		With whom there are none other gods that any sway may bear,


		No fatal law to bind him by, no Fortune for to fear.


	320	 For gods and Fate and Fortune are the terms of heathenness,


		If men usurp them in the sense that paynims do express.


		But if we will reduce their sense to right of Christian law,


		To signify three other things these terms we well may draw.


		By gods we understand all such as God hath placed in chief


		Estate to punish sin, and for the godly folk's relief;


		By Fate, the order which is set and stablishèd in things


		By God's eternal will and word, which in due season brings


		All matters to their falling out; which falling out or end


		(Because our curious reason is too weak to comprehend


	330	 The cause and order of the same, and doth behold it fall


		Unwares to us), by name of Chance or Fortune we it call.


		If any man will say these things may better learnèd be


		Out of divine philosophy or scripture, I agree


		That nothing may in worthiness with Holy Writ compare.


		Howbeit, so far forth as things no whit impeachment are


		To virtue and to godliness but furtherers of the same,


		I trust we may them safely use without desert of blame.


		And yet there are (and those not of the rude and vulgar sort,


		But such as have of godliness and learning good report)


	340	 That think the poets took their first occasion of these things


		From Holy Writ, as from the well from whence all wisdom springs.


		What man is he but would suppose the author of this book


		The first foundation of his work from Moses' writings took?


		Not only in effect he doth with Genesis agree,


		But also in the order of creation, save that he


		Makes no distinction of the days. For what is else at all


		That shapeless, rude and pestered heap, which Chaos he doth call,


		Than even that universal mass of things which God did make


		In one whole lump before that each their proper place did take?


	350	 Of which the Bible saith that in the first beginning God


		Made heaven and earth; the earth was waste, and darkness yet abode


		Upon the deep. Which holy words declare unto us plain


		That fire, air, water and the earth did undistinct remain


		In one gross body at the first. For God the Father that


		Made all things, framing out the world according to the plat


		Conceivèd everlastingly in mind, made first of all


		Both heaven and earth uncorporal, and such as could not fall


		As objects under sense of sight; and also air likewise,


		And emptiness. And for these twain apt terms he did devise.


	360	He callèd air darkness, for the air by kind is dark; 


		And emptiness by name of depth full aptly he did mark,


		For emptiness is deep and waste by nature. Overmore,


		He formèd also bodiless (as other things before)


		The natures both of water and of spirit and, in fine,


		The light; which, being made to be a pattern most divine


		Whereby to form the fixèd stars and wandering planets seven


		With all the lights that afterward should beautify the heaven,


		Was made by God both bodiless and of so pure a kind


		As that it could alonely be perceivèd by the mind.


	370	To this effect are Philo's words. And certainly this same 


		Is it that poets in their work confusèd Chaos name.


		Not that God's works at any time were packed confusedly


		Together; but because no place nor outward shape whereby


		To show them to the feeble sense of man's deceitful sight


		Was yet appointed unto things, until that by his might


		And wondrous wisdom God in time set open to the eye


		The things that he before all time had everlastingly.


		Decreed by his providence. But let us further see


		How Ovid's scantlings with the whole true pattern do agree.


	380	The first day by his mighty word (saith Moses) God made light; 


		The second day the firmament, which heaven or welkin hight.


		The third day he did part the earth from sea and made it dry,


		Commanding it to bear all kind of fruits abundantly.


		The fourth day he did make the lights of heaven to shine from high


		And stablishèd a law in them to rule their courses by.


		The fifth day he did make the whales and fishes of the deep,


		With all the birds and feathered fowls that in the air do keep.


		The sixth day God made every beast both wild and tame and worms.


		That creep on ground, according to their several kinds and forms.


	390	And in the image of himself he formèd man of clay 


		To be the lord of all his works the very selfsame day.


		This is the sum of Moses' words. And Ovid (whether it were


		By following of the text aright, or that his mind did bear


		Him witness that there are no gods but one) doth plain behold


		That God (although he knew him not) was he that did unfold


		The former Chaos, putting it in form and fashion new,


		As may appear by these his words which underneath ensue:


		This strife did God and nature break and set in order due.


		The earth from heaven, the sea from earth he parted orderly,


	400	 And from the thick and foggy air he took the lightsome sky.


		In these few lines he comprehends the whole effect of that


		Which God did work the first three days about this noble plat.


		And then by distributions he entreateth by and by


		More largely of the selfsame things, and paints them out to eye


		With all their bounds and furniture. And whereas we do find


		The term of Nature joined with God, according to the mind


		Of learnèd men, by joining so is meant none other thing


		But God, the lord of nature, who did all in order bring.


		The distributions being done right learnedly, anon


	410	 To show the other three days' works he thus proceedeth on:


		The heavenly soil to gods and stars and planets first he gave;


		The waters next both fresh and salt he let the fishes have;


		The subtle air to flickering fowls and birds he hath assigned;


		The earth to beasts both wild and tame of sundry sorts and kind.


		Thus partly in the outward phrase, but more in very deed,


		He seems according to the sense of scripture to proceed.


		And when he comes to speak of man, he doth not vainly say


		(As some have written) that he was before all time for aye,


		Ne mentioneth mo gods than one in making him. But thus


	420	 He both in sentence and in sense his meaning doth discuss:


		Howbeit, yet of all this while the creature wanting was


		Far more divine, of nobler mind, which should the residue pass


		In depth of knowledge, reason,, wit and high capacity,


		And which of all the residue should the lord and ruler be.


		Then either he that made the world and things in order set


		Of heavenly seed engendered man; or else the earth, as yet


		Young, lusty, fresh and in her flower, and parted from the sky


		But late before, the seeds thereof as yet held inwardly,


		The which Prometheus, tempering straight with water of the spring,


	430	Did make in likeness to the gods that govern everything. 


		What other thing means Ovid here by term of heavenly seed


		Than man's immortal soul, which is divine and comes indeed


		From heaven and was inspired by God, as Moses showeth plain?


		And whereas of Prometheus he seems to add a vain


		Device, as though he meant that he had formèd man of clay,


		Although it be a tale put in for pleasure by the way,


		Yet by th‘interpretation of the name we well may gather


		He did include a mystery and secret meaning rather.


		This word ‘Prometheus’ signifies a person sage and wise,


	440	Of great foresight, who headily will nothing enterprise. 


		It was the name of one that first did images invent;


		Of whom the poets do report that he to heaven up went


		And there stole fire, through which he made his images alive;


		And therefore that he formèd men the paynims did contrive.


		Now when the poet read, perchance, that God Almighty by


		His providence and by his word (which everlastingly


		Is aye his wisdom) made the world, and also man to bear


		His image and to be the lord of all the things that were


		Erst made, and that he shapèd him of earth or slimy clay,


	450	He took occasion, in the way of fabling, for to say 


		That wise Prometheus, tempering earth with water of the spring,


		Did form it like the gods above that govern everything.


		Thus may Prometheus seem to be th'eternal word of God,


		His wisdom and his providence, which formèd man of clod.


		And where all other things behold the ground with grovelling eye,


		He gave to man a stately look replete with majesty


		And willed him to behold the heaven with count’nance cast on high,


		To mark and understand what things are in the starry sky.


		In these same words both parts of man the poet doth express


	460	As in a glass, and giveth us instruction to address 


		Ourselves to know our own estate; as that we be not born


		To follow lust, or serve the paunch like brutish beasts forlorn,


		But for to lift our eyes, as well of body as of mind,


		To heaven as to our native soil, from whence we have by kind


		Our better part; and by the sight thereof to learn to know


		And knowledge him that dwelleth there; and wholly to bestow


		Our care and travail to the praise and glory of his name,


		Who for the sakes of mortal men created first the same.


		Moreover, by the golden age what other thing is meant


	470	 Than Adam's time in Paradise, who, being innocent,


		Did lead a blest and happy life until that thorough sin


		He fell from God? From which time forth all sorrow did begin.


		The earth, accursèd for his sake, did never after more


		Yield food without great toil. Both heat and cold did vex him sore;


		Disease of body, care of mind, with hunger, thirst and need,


		Fear, hope, joy, grief and trouble fell on him and on his seed.


		And this is termed the silver age. Next which there did succeed


		The brazen age, when malice first in people's hearts did breed,


		Which never ceasèd growing till it did so far outrage


	480	 That nothing but destruction could the heat thereof assuage;


		For why men's stomachs, waxing hard as steel against their God,


		Provokèd him from day to day to strike them with his rod.


		Proud giants also did arise that with presumptuous wills


		Heaped wrong on wrong, and sin on sin, like huge and lofty hills


		Whereby they strove to climb to heaven and God from thence to draw,


		In scorning of his holy word and breaking nature's law.


		For which anon ensued the flood, which overflowèd all


		The whole round earth and drownèd quite all creatures great and small,


		Excepting few that God did save, as seed whereof should grow


	490	 Another offspring. All these things the poet here doth show


		In colour, altering both the names of persons, time and place.


		For where, according to the truth of scripture in this case,


		The universal flood did fall but sixteen-hundred years


		And six-and-sixty after the creation (as appears


		By reckoning of the ages of the fathers) under Noy,


		With whom seven other persons mo like safeguard did enjoy


		Within the ark, which at the end of one whole year did stay


		Upon the hills of Armeny; the poet, following aye


		The fables of the glorying Greeks (who shamelessly did take


	500	 The praise of all things to themselves), in fabling wise doth make


		It happen in Deucalion's time, who reigned in Thessaly


		Eight-hundred winters since Noy's flood or thereupon well nigh,


		Because that in the reign of him a mighty flood did fall


		That drowned the greater part of Greece, towns, cattle, folk and all,


		Save few that by the help of boats attainèd unto him


		And to the highest of the forked Parnassus top did swim.


		And for because that he and his were driven awhile to dwell


		Among the stony hills and rocks until the water fell,


		The poets hereupon did take occasion for to feign


	510	That he and Pyrrha did repair mankind of stones again. 


		So in the sixth book, afterward, Amphion's harp is said


		The first foundation of the walls of Thebe to have laid,


		Because that by his eloquence and justice (which are meant


		By true accord of harmony and musical consent)


		He gathered unto Thebe town and in due order knit


		The people that dispersed and rude in hills and rocks did sit.


		So Orphey in the tenth book is reported to delight


		The savage beasts and for to hold the fleeting birds from flight,


		To move the senseless stones and stay swift rivers, and to make


	520	The trees to follow after him and for his music sake 


		To yield him shadow where he went; by which is signified


		That in his doctrine such a force and sweetness was implied


		That such as were most wild, stour, fierce, hard, witless, rude and bent


		Against good order, were by him persuaded to relent


		And for to be conformable to live in reverent awe


		Like neighbours in a commonweal by justice under law.


		Considering, then, of things before rehearsed the whole effect,


		I trust there is already showed sufficient to detect


		That poets took the ground of all their chiefest fables out


	530	Of scripture; which they shadowing with their glosses, went about 


		To turn the truth to toys and lies. And of the selfsame rate


		Are also these: their Phlegeton, their Styx, their blissful state


		Of spirits in th'Elysian fields; of which the former twain


		Seem counterfeited of the place where damnèd souls remain,


		Which we call hell; the third doth seem to fetch his pedigree


		From Paradise, which scripture shows a place of bliss to be.


		If poets, then, with leasings and with fables shadowed so


		The certain truth, what letteth us to pluck those visors fro


		Their doings, and to bring again the darkened truth to light,


	540	 That all men may behold thereof the clearness shining bright?


		The readers, therefore, earnestly admonished are to be


		To seek a further meaning than the letter gives to see.


		The travail ta'en in that behalf, although it have some pain,


		Yet makes it double recompence with pleasure and with gain.


		With pleasure, for variety and strangeness of the things;


		With gain, for good instruction which the understanding brings.


		And if they, happening for to meet with any wanton word


		Or matter lewd (according as the person doth afford


		In whom the evil is described), do feel their minds thereby


	550	 Provoked to vice and wantonness (as nature commonly


		Is prone to evil), let them thus imagine in their mind:


		‘Behold, by scent of reason and by perfect sight I find


		A panther here, whose painted coat with yellow spots like gold


		And pleasant smell allure mine eyes and senses to behold.


		But well I know his face is grim and fierce, which he doth hide


		To this intent: that, while I thus stand gazing on his hide,


		He may devour me unbewares.’ Ne let them more offend


		At vices in this present work in lively colours penned


		Than if that in a crystal glass foul images they found,


	560	 Resembling folk's foul visages that stand about it round.


		For sure these fables are not put in writing to th‘intent


		To further or allure to vice; but rather this is meant:


		That men, beholding what they be when vice doth reign instead


		Of virtue, should not let their lewd affections have the head.


		For as there is no creature more divine than man as long


		As reason hath the sovereignty and standeth firm and strong,


		So is there none more beastly, vile and devilish than is he


		If reason, giving over, by affection mated be.


		The use of this same book therefore is this: that every man


	570	 (Endeavouring for to know himself as nearly as he can),


		As though he in a chariot sat well ordered, should direct


		His mind by reason in the way of virtue and correct


		His fierce affections with the bit of temperance, lest perchance


		They, taking bridle in the teeth, like wilful jades do prance


		Away and headlong carry him to every filthy pit


		Of vice and, drinking of the same, defile his soul with it;


		Or else do headlong harry him upon the rocks of sin


		And, overthrowing forcibly the chariot he sits in,


		Do tear him worse than ever was Hippolytus, the son


	580	Of Theseus, when he went about his father's wrath to shun. 


		This worthy work in which of good examples are so many,


		This orchard of Alcinous in which there wants not any


		Herb, tree or fruit that may man's use for health or pleasure serve,


		This plenteous horn of Acheloy which justly doth deserve


		To bear the name of treasury of knowledge, I present


		To your good Lordship once again, not as a member rent


		Or parted from the residue of the body any more,


		But fully now accomplishèd; desiring you therefore


		To let your noble courtesy and favour countervail


	590	My faults, where art or eloquence on my behalf doth fail. 


		For, sure, the mark whereat I shoot is neither wreaths of bay,


		Nor name of poet, no, nor meed; but chiefly that it may


		Be likèd well of you and all the wise and learnèd sort,


		And next that every wight that shall have pleasure for to sport


		Him in this garden may as well bear wholesome fruit away


		As only on the pleasant flowers his reckless senses stay.


		But why seem I these doubts to cast, as if that he who took


		With favour and with gentleness a parcel of the book


		Would not likewise accept the whole? Or even as if that they


	600	Who do excel in wisdom and in learning would not weigh 


		A wise and learned work aright? Or else as if that I


		Ought aye to have a special care how all men do apply


		My doing to their own behoof? As of the former twain


		I have great hope and confidence, so would I also fain


		The other should, according to good meaning, find success.


		If otherwise, the fault is theirs, not mine, they must confess.


		And, therefore, briefly to conclude, I turn again to thee,


		O noble Earl of Leicester, whose life God grant may be


		As long in honour, health and wealth as ancient Nestor's was,


	610	Or rather as Tithonus's; that all such students as 


		Do travail to enrich our tongue with knowledge heretofore


		Not common to our vulgar speech may daily more and more


		Proceed through thy good furtherance and favour in the same,


		To all men's profit and delight and thy eternal fame;


		And that (which is a greater thing) our native country may


		Long time enjoy thy counsel and thy travail to her stay.




At Barwicke the 20 of April 1567.

Your good L[ordship's] most humbly to command, Arthur Golding.



To the Reader






		I would not wish the simple sort offended for to be


		When in this book the heathen names of feigned gods they see.


		The true and everliving God the paynims did not know,


		Which caused them the name of ods on creatures to bestow.


		For nature being once corrupt and knowledge blinded quite


		By Adam's fall, those little seeds and sparks of heavenly light


		That did as yet remain in man, endeavouring forth to burst


		And wanting grace and power to grow to that they were at first,


		To superstition did decline and drave the fearful mind


	10	Strange worships of the living God in creatures for to find. 


		The which, by custom taking root and growing so to strength,


		Through Satan's help possessed the hearts of all the world at length.


		Some worshipped all the host of heaven; some dead men's ghosts and bones;


		Some wicked fiends; some worms and fowls, herbs, fishes, trees and stones.


		The fire, the air, the sea, the land and every running brook,


		Each queachy grove, each craggèd cliff the name of godhead took.


		The night and day, the fleeting hours, the seasons of the year


		And every strange and monstrous thing for gods mistaken were.


		There was no virtue, no, nor vice, there was no gift of mind


	20	Or body, but some god thereto or goddess was assigned. 


		Of health and sickness, life and death, of neediness and wealth,


		Of peace and war, of love and hate, of murder, craft and stealth,


		Of bread and wine, of slothful sleep and of their solemn games


		And every other trifling toy their gods did bear the names.


		And look how every man was bent to goodness or to ill,


		He did surmise his foolish gods inclining to his will.


		For God, perceiving man's perverse and wicked will to sin,


		Did give him over to his lust to sink or swim therein.


		By means whereof it came to pass (as in this book ye see)


	30	 That all their gods with whoredom, theft or murder blotted be;


		Which argues them to be no gods, but worser in effect


		Than they whose open punishment their doings doth detect.


		Who, seeing Jove, whom heathen folk do arm with triple fire,


		In shape of eagle, bull or swan to win his foul desire;


		Or grisly Mars, their god of war, entangled in a net


		By Venus' husband purposely to trap him warily set;


		Who, seeing Saturn eating up the children he begat;


		Or Venus dallying wantonly with every lusty mate;


		Who, seeing Juno play the scold; Or Phoebus mourn and rue


	40	 For loss of her whom, in his rage, through jealous mood he slew;


		Or else the subtle Mercury that bears the charmèd rod


		Conveying neat and hiding them, would take him for a god?


		For if these faults in mortal men do justly merit blame,


		What greater madness can there be than to impute the same


		To gods, whose natures ought to be most perfect, pure and bright,


		Most virtuous, holy, chaste and wise, most full of grace and light?


		But as there is no Christian man that can surmise in mind


		That these or other such are gods, which are no gods by kind,


		So would to God there were not now of Christian men professed


	50	 That worshipped in their deeds these gods whose names they do detest.


		Whose laws we keep, his thralls we be, and he our god indeed.


		So long is Christ our god as we in Christian life proceed;


		But if we yield to fleshly lust, to lucre or to wrath,


		Or if that envy, gluttony or pride the mastery hath,


		Or any other kind of sin, the thing the which we serve


		To be accounted for our god most justly doth deserve.


		Then must we think the learnèd men that did these names frequent


		Some further things and purposes by those devices meant.


		By Jove and Juno understand all states of princely port;


	60	 By Ops and Saturn, ancient folk that are of elder sort;


		By Phoebus, young and lusty brutes of hand and courage stout;


		By Mars, the valiant men of war that love to fight it out;


		By Pallas and the famous troop of all the Muses nine,


		Such folk as in the sciences and virtuous arts do shine;


		By Mercury, the subtle sort that use to filch and lie,


		With thieves and merchants who to gain their travail do apply;


		By Bacchus, all the meaner trades and handicrafts are meant;


		By Venus, such as of the flesh to filthy lust are bent;


		By Neptune, such as keep the seas; by Phoebe, maidens chaste


	70	And pilgrims such as wanderingly their time in travel waste; 


		By Pluto, such as delve in mines and ghosts of persons dead;


		By Vulcan, smiths and such as work in iron, tin or lead;


		By Hecate, witches, conjurors and necromancers read,


		With all such vain and devilish arts as superstition breed;


		By satyrs, sylvans, nymphs and fauns with other such beside,


		The plain and simple country folk that everywhere abide.


		I know these names to other things oft may, and must, agree,


		In declaration of the which I will not tedious be,


		But leave them to the reader's will to take in sundry wise,


	80	As matter rising giveth cause constructions to devise. 


		Now when thou read'st of god or man, in stone, in beast or tree,


		It is a mirror for thyself thine own estate to see.


		For under feignèd names of gods it was the poet's guise


		The vice and faults of all estates to taunt in covert wise,


		And likewise to extol with praise such things as do deserve,


		Observing always comeliness from which they do not swerve.


		And as the person greater is of birth, renown or fame,


		The greater ever is his laud, or fouler is his shame.


		For if the states that on the earth the room of God supply


	90	Decline from virtue unto vice and live disorderly, 


		To eagles, tigers, bulls and bears and other figures strange,


		Both to their people and themselves most hurtful, do they change.


		And when the people give themselves to filthy life and sin,


		What other kind of shape thereby than filthy can they win?


		So was Lycaon made a wolf, and Jove became a bull;


		The t'one for using cruelty, the t'other for his trull.


		So was Elpenor and his mates transformèd into swine


		For following of their filthy lust in women and in wine;


		Not that they lost their manly shape as to the outward show,


	100	But for that in their brutish breasts most beastly lusts did grow. 


		For why, this lump of flesh and bones, this body, is not we;


		We are a thing which earthly eyes denied are to see.


		Our soul is we, endued by God with reason from above;


		Our body is but as our house, in which we work and move.


		T'one part is common to us all, with God of heaven himself;


		The t'other common with the beasts, a vile and stinking pelf.


		The t'one bedecked with heavenly gifts and endless; t'other gross,


		Frail, filthy, weak and born to die, as made of earthly dross.


		Now look how long this clod of clay to reason doth obey,


	110	 So long for men by just desert account ourselves we may.


		But if we suffer fleshly lusts as lawless lords to reign,


		Then are we beasts; we are no men; we have our name in vain.


		And if we be so drowned in vice that feeling once be gone,


		Then may it well of us be said, we are a block or stone.


		This surely did the poets mean when in such sundry wise


		The pleasant tales of turned shapes they studied to devise.


		Their purpose was to profit men and also to delight,


		And so to handle everything as best might like the sight.


		For as the image portrayed out in simple white and black


	120	 (Though well proportioned, true and fair), if comely colours lack,


		Delighteth not the eye so much, nor yet contents the mind


		So much as that that shadowed is with colours in his kind;


		Even so a plain and naked tale or story simply told


		(Although the matter be indeed of value more than gold)


		Makes not the hearer so attent to print it in his heart


		As when the thing is well declared, with pleasant terms and art.


		All which the poets knew right well; and for the greater grace,


		As Persian kings did never go abroad with open face,


		But with some lawn or silken scarf, for reverence of their state,


	130	 Even so they, following in their works the selfsame trade and rate,


		Did under covert names and terms their doctrines so imply


		As that it is right dark and hard their meaning to espy;


		But being found, it is more sweet and makes the mind more glad


		Than if a man of tried gold a treasure gained had.


		For, as the body hath his joy in pleasant smells and sights,


		Even so in knowledge and in arts the mind as much delights.


		Whereof abundant hoards and heaps in poets packed been,


		So hid that (saving unto few) they are not to be seen.


		And therefore, whoso doth attempt the poets' works to read


	140	Must bring with him a staïd head and judgement to proceed. 


		For as there be most wholesome hests and precepts to be found,


		So are there rocks and shallow shelves to run the ship aground.


		Some naughty person, seeing vice showed lively in his hue,


		Doth take occasion by and by like vices to ensue;


		Another, being more severe than wisdom, doth require,


		Beholding vice (to outward show) exalted in desire,


		Condemneth by and by the book and him that did it make


		And wills it to be burnt with fire for lewd example sake.


		These persons overshoot themselves and other folks deceive,


	150	Not able of the author's mind the meaning to conceive. 


		The author's purpose is to paint and set before our eyes


		The lively image of the thoughts that in our stomachs rise.


		Each vice and virtue seems to speak and argue to our face,


		With such persuasions as they have, their doings to embrace.


		And if a wicked person seem his vices to exalt,


		Esteem not him that wrate the work in such defaults to halt.


		But rather with an upright eye consider well thy thought;


		See if corrupted nature have the like within thee wrought.


		Mark what affection doth persuade in every kind of matter;


	160	Judge if that even in heinous crimes thy fancy do not flatter. 


		And were it not for dread of law or dread of God above,


		Most men (I fear) would do the things that fond affections move.


		Then take these works as fragrant flowers most full of pleasant juice,


		The which the bee, conveying home, may put to wholesome use


		And which the spider, sucking on, to poison may convert


		Through venom spread in all her limbs and native in her heart.


		For to the pure and godly mind are all things pure and clean,


		And unto such as are corrupt the best corrupted been;


		Like as the finest meats and drinks that can be made by art


	170	In sickly folks to nourishment of sickness do convert. 


		And therefore, not regarding such whose diet is so fine


		That nothing can digest with them unless it be divine,


		Nor such as to their proper harm do wrest and wring awry


		The things that to a good intent are written pleasantly,


		Through Ovid's work of turned shapes I have with painful pace


		Passed on, until I had attained the end of all my race.


		And now I have him made so well acquainted with our tongue


		As that he may in English verse, as in his own, be sung.


		Wherein, although for pleasant style I cannot make account


	180	 To match mine author, who in that all other doth surmount,


		Yet (gentle reader) do I trust my travail in this case


		May purchase favour in thy sight my doings to embrace;


		Considering what a sea of goods and jewels thou shalt find,


		Not more delightful to the ear than fruitful to the mind.


		For this do learnéd persons deem of Ovid's present work:


		That in no one of all his books, the which he wrate, do lurk


		Mo dark and secret mysteries, mo counsels wise and sage,


		Mo good ensamples, mo reproofs of vice in youth and age,


		Mo fine inventions to delight, mo matters clerkly knit,


	190	 No, nor more strange variety to show a learnèd wit.


		The high, the low, the rich, the poor, the master and the slave,


		The maid, the wife, the man, the child, the simple and the brave,


		The young, the old, the good, the bad, the warrior strong and stout,


		The wise, the fool, the country clown, the learned and the lout,


		And every other living wight shall in this mirror see


		His whole estate, thoughts, words and deeds expressly showed to be.


		Whereof, if more particular examples thou do crave,


		In reading the Epistle through thou shalt thy longing have.


		Moreover, thou may'st find herein descriptions of the times,


	200	 With constellations of the stars and planets in their climes,


		The sites of countries, cities, hills, seas, forests, plains and floods,


		The natures both of fowls, beasts, worms, herbs, metals, stones and woods.


		And finally, whatever thing is strange and delectable,


		The same conveyed shall you find most featly in some fable.


		And even as in a chain each link within another winds,


		And both with that that went before and that that follows binds,


		So every tale within this book doth seem to take his ground


		Of that that was rehearsed before, and enters in the bound


		Of that that follows after it; and every one gives light


	210	To other; so that whoso means to understand them right 


		Must have a care as well to know the thing that went before


		As that the which he presently desires to see so sore.


		Now to th'intent that none have cause hereafter to complain


		Of me as setter out of things that are but light and vain,


		If any stomach be so weak as that it cannot brook


		The lively setting forth of things describèd in this book,


		I give him counsel to abstain until he be more strong,


		And for to use Ulysses' feat against the mermaids' song.


		Or if he needs will hear and see and wilfully agree


	220	(Through cause misconstrued) unto vice allurèd for to be, 


		Then let him also mark the pain that doth thereof ensue,


		And hold himself content with that that to his fault is due.




FINIS.


The First Book of Ovid's Metamorphoses, translated into English metre






	The Poet's introduction	Of shapes transformed to bodies strange I purpose to entreat.


		Ye gods, vouchsafe (for you are they that wrought this wondrous feat)


		To further this mine enterprise, and from the world begun


		Grant that my verse may to my time his course directly run.


	The creation	Before the sea and land were made, and heaven that all doth hide,


		In all the world one only face of nature did abide


		Which Chaos hight; a huge, rude heap, and nothing else but even


		A heavy lump and clottered clod of seeds together driven


		Of things at strife among themselves for want of order due.


	10	No sun as yet with lightsome beams the shapeless world did view; 


		No moon in growing did repair her horns with borrowed light.


		Nor yet the earth amidst the air did hang by wondrous flight,


		Just peisèd by her proper weight; nor, winding in and out,


		Did Amphitrite with her arms embrace the earth about.


		For where was earth, was sea and air; so was the earth unstable,


		The air all dark, the sea likewise to bear a ship unable.


		No kind of thing had proper shape, but each confounded other;


		For in one selfsame body strove the hot and cold together,


		The moist with dry, the soft with hard, the light with things of weight.


	20	This strife did God and nature break and set in order straight. 


		The earth from heaven, the sea from earth he parted orderly,


		And from the thick and foggy air he took the lightsome sky;


		Which when he once unfolded had and severed from the blind


		And clodded heap, he, setting each from other, did them bind


		In endless friendship to agree. The fire most pure and bright,


		The substance of the heaven itself, because it was so light


		Did mount aloft and set itself in highest place of all.


		The second room of right to air for lightness did befall.


		The earth, more gross, drew down with it each weighty kind of matter


	30	 And set itself in lowest place. Again, the waving water


		Did lastly challenge for his place the utmost coast and bound


		Of all the compass of the earth, to close the steadfast ground.


		Now when he in this foresaid wise (what god so e'er he was)


		Had broke and into members put this rude confusèd mass,


		Then first, because in every part the earth should equal be,


		He made it like a mighty ball in compass, as we see.


		And here and there he cast in seas, to whom he gave a law:


		To swell with every blast of wind and every stormy flaw,


		And with their waves continually to beat upon the shore


	40	 Of all the earth within their bounds enclosed by them afore.


		Moreover, springs and mighty meres and lakes he did augment,


		And flowing streams of crooked brooks in winding banks he pent.


		Of which the earth doth drink up some, and some with restless race


		Do seek the sea, where, finding scope of larger room and space,


		Instead of banks they beat on shores. He did command the plain


		And champaign grounds to stretch out wide, and valleys to remain


		Aye underneath, and eke the woods to hide them decently


		With tender leaves, and stony hills to lift themselves on high.


		And as two zones do cut the heaven upon the righter side


	50	 And other twain upon the left likewise the same divide,


		The middle in outrageous heat exceeding all the rest;


		Even so likewise through great foresight to God it seemèd best


		The earth included in the same should so divided be,


		As with the number of the heaven her zones might full agree.


		Of which the middle zone in heat, the utmost twain in cold,


		Exceed so far that there to dwell no creature dare be bold.


		Between these two so great extremes two other zones are fixed


		Where temperature of heat and cold indifferently is mixed.


		Now over this doth hang the air which, as it is more slighty


	60	 Than earth or water, so again than fire it is more weighty.


		There hath he placèd mist and clouds and, for to fear men's minds,


		The thunder and the lightning eke, with cold and blustering winds.


		And yet the maker of the world permitteth not alway


		The winds to use the air at will. For at this present day,


		Though each from other placèd be in sundry coasts aside,


		The violence of their boisterous blasts things scarcely can abide.


		They so turmoil as though they would the world in pieces rend;


		So cruel is those brothers' wrath when that they do contend.


		And therefore to the morning grey, the realm of Nabathy,


	70	To Persis and to other lands and countries that do lie 


		Far underneath the morning star did Eurus take his flight.


		Likewise the setting of the sun and shutting in of night


		Belong to Zephyr. And the blasts of blustereing Boreas reign


		In Scythia and in other lands set under Charles his wain.


		And unto Auster doth belong the coast of all the south,


		Who beareth showers and rotten mists continual in his mouth.


		Above all these he set aloft the clear and lightsome sky


		Without all dregs of earthly filth or grossness utterly.


		The bounds of things were scarcely yet by him thus pointed out


	80	But that appearèd in the heaven stars glistering all about 


		Which in the said confusèd heap had hidden been before.


		And to th'intent with lively things each region for to store,


		The heavenly soil to gods and stars and planets first he gave;


		The waters next both fresh and salt he let the fishes have;


		The subtle air to flickering fowls and birds he hath assigned;


		The earth to beasts both wild and tame of sundry sort and kind.


		Howbeit, yet of all this while the creature wanting was


		Far more divine, of nobler mind, which should the residue pass


		In depth of knowledge, reason, wit and high capacity,


	90	And which of all the residue should the lord and ruler be. 


		Then either he that made the world and things in order set


		Of heavenly seed engendered man; or else the earth, as yet


		Young, lusty, fresh and in her flowers, and parted from the sky


		But late before the seed thereof as yet held inwardly,


		The which Prometheus, tempering straight with water of the spring,


		Did make in likeness to the gods that govern everything.


		And where all other beasts behold the ground with grovelling eye,


		He gave to man a stately look replete with majesty


		And willed him to behold the heaven with count'nance cast on high,


	100	 To mark and understand what things were in the starry sky.


		And thus the earth, which late before had neither shape nor hue,


		Did take the noble shape of man and was transformèd new.


	The golden age	Then sprang up first the golden age, which of itself maintained


		The truth and right of everything unforced and unconstrained.


		There was no fear of punishment; there was no threatening law


		In brazen tables nailèd up to keep the folk in awe.


		There was no man would crouch or creep to judge with cap in hand;


		They livèd safe without a judge in every realm and land.


		The lofty pine-tree was not hewn from mountains, where it stood


	110	 In seeking strange and foreign lands to rove upon the flood;


		Men knew none other countries yet than where themselves did keep.


		There was no town enclosèd yet with walls and ditches deep.


		No horn nor trumpet was in use, no sword nor helmet worn;


		The world was such that soldiers' help might easily be forborne.


		The fertile earth as yet was free, untouched of spade or plough;


		And yet it yielded of itself of everything enough.


		And men themselves contented well with plain and simple food


		That on the earth of nature's gift without their travail stood;


		Did live by raspis, hips and haws, by cornels, plums and cherries,


	120	 By sloes and apples, nuts and pears and loathsome brambleberries,


		And by the acorns dropped on ground by Jove's broad tree in field.


		The springtime lasted all the year, and Zephyr with his mild


		And gentle blast did cherish things that grew of own accord.


		The ground, untilled, all kind of fruits did plenteously afford.


		No muck nor tillage was bestowed on lean and barren land


		To make the corn of better head and ranker for to stand.


		Then streams ran milk, then streams ran wine; and yellow honey flowed


		From each green tree whereon the rays of fiery Phoebus glowed.


	The decline of the world	But when that, into Limbo once Saturnus being thrust,


	130	The rule and charge of all the world was under Jove unjust 


		And that the silver age came in, more somewhat base than gold,


		More precious yet than freckled brass, immediately the old


		And ancient spring did Jove abridge and made thereof anon


		Four seasons: winter, summer, spring and autumn off and on.


		Then first of all began the air with fervent heat to swelt;


		Then icicles hung roping down; then,, for the cold was felt,


		Men gan to shroud themselves in house. Their houses were the thicks


		And bushy queaches, hollow caves or hurdles made of sticks.


		Then first of all were furrows drawn and corn was cast in ground;


	140	The simple ox with sorry sighs to heavy yoke was bound. 


		Next after this succeeded straight the third and brazen age,


		More hard of nature, somewhat bent to cruel wars and rage,


		But yet not wholly past all grace. Of iron is the last,


		In no part good and tractable as former ages past.


		For when that of this wicked age once opened was the vein,


		Therein all mischief rushèd forth. Then faith and truth were fain,


		And honest shame, to hide their heads; for whom stepped stoutly in


		Craft, treason, violence, envy, pride and wicked lust to win.


		The shipman hoist his sails to wind whose names he did not know;


	150	And ships that erst in tops of hills and mountains had ygrow 


		Did leap and dance on uncouth waves. And men began to bound


		With dowels and ditches drawn in length the free and fertile ground


		Which was as common as the air and light of sun before.


		Not only corn and other fruits for sust'nance and for store


		Were now exacted of the earth, but eft they gan to dig


		And in the bowels of the ground unsatiably to rig


		For riches couched and hidden deep in places near to hell,


		The spurs and stirrers unto vice, and foes to doing well.


		Then hurtful iron came abroad; then came forth yellow gold,


	160	More hurtful than the iron far; then came forth battle bold 


		That fights with both and shakes his sword in cruel bloody hand.


		Men live by ravine and by stealth. The wandering guest doth stand


		In danger of his host, the host in danger of his guest,


		And fathers of their son-in-laws; yea, seldom time doth rest


		Between born brothers such accord and love as ought to be.


		The goodman seeks the goodwife's death, and his again seeks she;


		The stepdames fell their husbands' sons with poison do assail;


		To see their fathers live so long the children do bewail.


		All godliness lies underfoot. And Lady Astrey, last


	170	 Of heavenly virtues, from this earth in slaughter drownèd passed.


	Crimes of giants and men	And to th‘intent the earth alone thus should not be oppressed


		And heaven above in slothful ease and careless quiet rest,


		Men say that giants went about the realm of heaven to win,


		To place themselves to reign as gods and lawless lords therein.


		And hill on hill they heaped up aloft unto the sky


		Till God Almighty from the heaven did let his thunder fly.


		The dint whereof the airy tops of high Olympus brake


		And pressèd Pelion violently from under Ossa strake.


		When whelmèd in their wicked work those cursèd caitiffs lay,


	180	 The earth, their mother, took their blood yet warm and (as they say)


		Did give it life. And for because some imps should still remain


		Of that same stock, she gave it shape and limbs of men again.


		This offspring eke against the gods did bear a native spite;


		In slaughter and in doing wrong was all their whole delight.


		Their deeds declarèd them of blood engendered for to be.


	Jove summons parliament	The which as soon as Saturn's son from heaven aloft did see,


		He fetched a sigh and therewithal, revolving in his thought


		The shameful act which at a feast Lycaon late had wrought,


		As yet unknown or blown abroad, he gan thereat to storm


	190	 And stomach like an angry Jove. And therefore, to reform


		Such heinous acts, he summoned straight his Court of Parliament


		Whereto resorted all the gods that had their summons sent.


		High in the welkin is a way apparent to the sight


		In starry nights, which of his passing whiteness Milky hight.


		It is the street that to the court and princely palace leads


		Of mighty Jove, whose thunderclaps each living creature dreads.


		On both the sides of this same way do stand in stately port


		The sumptuous houses of the peers (for all the common sort


		Dwell scattering here and there abroad); the face of all the sky


	200	The houses of the chief estates and princes do supply. 


		And sure and if I may be bold to speak my fancy free,


		I take this place of all the heaven the palace for to be.


		Now when the gods assembled were and each had ta'en his place,


		Jove, standing up aloft and leaning on his ivory mace,


		Right dreadfully his bushy locks did thrice or four times shake,


		Wherewith he made both sea and land and heaven itself to quake,


		And afterward in wrathful words his angry mind thus brake:


		‘I never was in greater care nor more perplexity


		How to maintain my sovereign state and princely royalty


	210	When with their hundred hands apiece the adder-footed rout 


		Did practise for to conquer heaven and for to cast us out.


		For though it were a cruel foe, yet did that war depend


		Upon one ground, and in one stock it had his final end.


		But now, as far as any sea about the world doth wind,


		I must destroy both man and beast and all the mortal kind.


		I swear by Styx's hideous streams that run within the ground,


		All other means must first be sought; but when there can be found


		No help to heal a festered sore, it must away be cut


		Lest that the parts that yet are sound in danger should be put.


	220	We have a number in the world that man's estate surmount 


		Of such whom for their private gods the country folks account,


		As satyrs, fauns and sundry nymphs, with silvans eke beside,


		That in the woods and hilly grounds continually abide.


		Whom into heaven since that as yet we vouch not safe to take


		And of the honour of this place co-partners for to make,


		Such lands as to inhabit in we erst to them assigned.


		That they should still enjoy the same, it is my will and mind.


		But can you think that they in rest and safety shall remain


		When proud Lycaon lay in wait by secret means and train


	230	To have confounded me, your lord, who in my hand do bear 


		The dreadful thunder, and of whom even you do stand in fear?’


		The House was moved at his words and earnestly required


		The man that had so traitorously against their lord conspired.


		Even so when rebels did arise to stroy the Roman name


		By shedding of our Caesar's blood, the horror of the same


		Did pierce the hearts of all mankind and made the world to quake;


		Whose fervent zeal in thy behalf, O August, thou did take


		As thankfully as Jove doth hear the loving care of his.


		Who, beckoning to them with his hand, forbiddeth them to hiss;


	240	 And therewithal through all the House attentive silence is.


		As soon as that his majesty all muttering had allayed,


		He brake the silence once again and thus unto them said:


	Lycaon	‘Let pass this careful thought of yours; for he that did offend


		Hath dearly bought the wicked act the which he did intend.


		Yet shall you hear what was his fault and vengeance for the same.


		A foul report and infamy unto our hearing came


		Of mischief usèd in those times; which wishing all untrue,


		I did descend in shape of man th’infamèd earth to view.


		It were a process overlong to tell you of the sin


	250	 That did abound in every place whereas I entered in;


		The bruit was lesser than the truth and partial in report.


		The dreadful dens of Maenalus, where savage beasts resort,


		And Cyllen had I overpassed, with all the pine-trees high


		Of cold Lycaeus, and from thence I entered by and by


		The harbourless and cruel house of late th’Arcadian king


		Such time as twilight on the earth dim darkness gan to bring.


		I gave a sign that god was come, and straight the common sort


		Devoutly prayed; whereat Lycaon first did make a sport


		And after said, “By open proof ere long I mind to see


	260	 If that this wight a mighty god or mortal creature be.


		The truth shall try itself.” He meant (the sequel did declare)


		To steal upon me in the night and kill me unbeware.


		And yet he was not so content, but went and cut the throat


		Of one that lay in hostage there which was an Epirot.


		And part of him he did to roast and part he did to stew;


		Which when it came upon the board, forthwith I overthrew.


		The house with just revenging fire upon the owner's head.


		Who, seeing that, slipped out of doors amazed for fear and fled


		Into the wild and desert woods where, being all alone,


	270	 As he endeavoured (but in vain) to speak and make his moan,


		He fell a-howling. Wherewithal for very rage and mood


		He ran me quite out of his wits and waxèd furious wood,


		Still practising his wonted lust of slaughter on the poor


		And silly cattle, thirsting still for blood as heretofore.


		His garments turned to shaggy hair, his arms to rugged paws;


		So is he made a ravening wolf whose shape expressly draws


		To that the which he was before. His skin is hoary grey,


		His look still grim with glaring eyes; and every kind of way


		His cruel heart in outward shape doth well itself bewray.


	280	Thus was one house destroyèd quite. But that one house alone 


		Deserveth not to be destroyed; in all the earth is none


		But that such vice doth reign therein as that ye would believe


		That all had sworn and sold themselves to mischief, us to grieve.


		And therefore, as they all offend, so am I fully bent


		That all forthwith (as they deserve) shall have due punishment.’


		These words of Jove some of the gods did openly approve


		And with their sayings more to wrath his angry courage move;


		And some did give assent by signs. Yet did it grieve them all


		That such destruction utterly on all mankind should fall,


	290	Demanding what he purposèd with all the earth to do 


		When that he had all mortal men so clean destroyed, and who


		On holy altars afterward should offer frankincense,


		And whether that he were in mind to leave the earth fro thence


		To savage beasts to waste and spoil because of man's offence.


	The flood	The king of gods bade cease their thoughts and questions in that case


		And cast the care thereof on him. Within a little space


		He promised for to frame anew another kind of men


		By wondrous means, unlike the first, to fill the world again.


		And now his lightning had he thought on all the earth to throw,


	300	But that he fearèd lest the flames perhaps so high should grow 


		As for to set the heaven on fire and burn up all the sky.


		He did remember furthermore how that by destiny


		A certain time should one day come wherein both sea and land


		And heaven itself should feel the force of Vulcan's scorching brand,


		So that the huge and goodly work of all the world so wide


		Should go to wreck; for doubt whereof forthwith he laid aside


		His weapons that the Cyclopes made, intending to correct


		Man's trespass by a punishment contrary in effect.


		And namely with incessant showers from heaven ypourèd down


	310	 He did determine with himself the mortal kind to drown.


		In Aeolus' prison by and by he fettered Boreas fast


		With all such winds as chase the clouds or break them with their blast,


		And set at large the southern wind; who straight with watery wings


		And dreadful face as black as pitch forth out of prison flings.


		His beard hung full of hideous storms; all dankish was his head,


		With water streaming down his hair that on his shoulders shed.


		His ugly forehead wrinkled was with foggy mists full thick,


		And on his feathers and his breast a stilling dew did stick.


		As soon as he between his hands the hanging clouds had crushed,


	320	 With rattling noise a-down from heaven the rain full sadly gushed.


		The rainbow, Juno's messenger, bedecked in sundry hue,


		To maintain moisture in the clouds great waters thither drew.


		The corn was beaten to the ground; the tillman's hope of gain


		For which he toilèd all the year lay drownèd in the rain.


		Jove's indignation and his wrath began to grow so hot


		That for to quench the rage thereof his heaven sufficèd not;


		His brother Neptune with his waves was fain to do him ease.


		Who, straight assembling all the streams that fall into the seas,


		Said to them, standing in his house: ‘Sirs, get you home apace;


	330	 You must not look to have me use long preaching in this case.


		Pour out your force (for so is need), your heads each one unpend,


		And from your open springs your streams with flowing waters send.’


		He had no sooner said the word but that, returning back,


		Each one of them unloosed his spring and let his waters slack.


		And to the sea with flowing streams yswollen above their banks,


		One rolling in another's neck, they rushèd forth by ranks.


		Himself with his three-tinèd mace did lend the earth a blow


		That made it shake and open ways for waters forth to flow.


		The floods at random where they list through all the fields did stray;


	340	 Men, beasts, trees, corn and with their gods were churches washed away.


		If any house were built so strong against their force to stand,


		Yet did the water hide the top; and turrets in that pond


		Were overwhelmed. No difference was between the sea and ground,


		For all was sea. There was no shore nor landing to be found.


		Some climbèd up to tops of hills, and some rowed to and fro


		In boats where they, not long before, to plough and cart did go.


		One over corn and tops of towns whom waves did overwhelm


		Doth sail in ship; another sits a-fishing in an elm.


		In meadows green were anchors cast (so fortune did provide),


	350	And crooked ships did shadow vines, the which the flood did hide. 


		And where but t'other day before did feed the hungry goat,


		The ugly seals and porpoises now to and fro did float.


		The seanymphs wondered under waves the towns and groves to see;


		And dolphins played among the tops and boughs of every tree.


		The grim and greedy wolf did swim among the silly sheep;


		The lion and the tiger fierce were borne upon the deep.


		It booted not the foaming boar his crooked tusks to whet;


		The running hart could in the stream by swiftness nothing get.


		The fleeting fowls, long having sought for land to rest upon,


	360	Into the sea with weary wings were driven to fall anon. 


		Th'outrageous swelling of the sea the lesser hillocks drowned;


		Unwonted waves on highest tops of mountains did rebound.


		The greatest part of men were drowned; and such as scaped the flood,


		Forlorn with fasting overlong, did die for want of food.


		Against the fields of Aony and Attic lies a land


	Deucalion and Pyrrha	That Phocis hight, a fertile ground while that it was a land,


		But at that time a part of sea and even a champaign field


		Of sudden waters, which the flood by forced rage did yield;


		Whereas a hill with forked top, the which Parnassus hight,


	370	Doth pierce the clouds and to the stars doth raise his head upright. 


		When at this hill (for yet the sea had whelmèd all beside)


		Deucalion and his bedfellow, without all other guide,


		Arrived in a little bark, immediately they went


		And to the nymphs of Corycus with full devout intent


		Did honour due, and to the gods to whom that famous hill


		Was sacred, and to Themis eke in whose most holy will


		Consisted then the oracles. In all the world so round


		A better nor more righteous man could never yet be found


		Than was Deucalion, nor again a woman, maid nor wife,


	380	 That fearèd God so much as she nor led so good a life.


		When Jove beheld how all the world stood like a plash of rain


		And of so many thousand men and women did remain


		But one of each, howbeit those both just and both devout,


		He brake the clouds and did command that Boreas with his stout


		And sturdy blasts should chase the flood, that earth might see the sk


		And heaven the earth. The seas also began immediately


		Their raging fury for to cease. Their ruler laid away


		His dreadful mace and with his words their woodness did allay.


		He callèd Triton to him straight, his trumpeter, who stood


	390	 In purple robe on shoulder cast aloft upon the flood,


		And bade him take his sounding trump and out of hand to blow


		Retreat, that all the streams might hear and cease from thence to flow.


		He took his trumpet in his hand; his trumpet was a shell


		Of some great whelk or other fish, in fashion like a bell


		That gathered narrow to the mouth and, as it did descend,


		Did wax more wide and writhen still down to the nether end.


		When that this trump amid the sea was set to Triton's mouth,


		He blew so loud that all the streams both east, west, north and south


		Might easily hear him blow retreat, and all that heard the sound


	400	 Immediately began to ebb and draw within their bound.


		Then gan the sea to have a shore and brooks to find a bank,


		And swelling streams of flowing floods within her channels sank.


		Then hills did rise above the waves that had them overflow.


		And, as the waters did decrease, the ground did seem to grow.


		And after long and tedious time the trees did show their tops


		All bare, save that upon the boughs the mud did hang in knops.


		The world restorèd was again, which though Deucalion joyed


		Then to behold, yet for because he saw the earth was void


		And silent like a wilderness, with sad and weeping eyes


	410	And ruthful voice he then did speak to Pyrrha in this wise: 


		‘O sister, O my loving spouse, O silly woman left


		As only remnant of thy sex that water hath bereft,


		Whom nature first by right of birth hath linkèd to me fast,


		In that we brothers' children been, and secondly the chaste


		And steadfast bond of lawful bed, and lastly now of all


		The present perils of the time that lately did befall:


		On all the earth from east to west where Phoebus shows his face


		There is no mo but thou and I of all the mortal race.


		The sea hath swallowed all the rest. And scarcely are we sure


	420	That our two lives from dreadful death in safety shall endure; 


		For even as yet the dusky clouds do make my heart adrad.


		Alas, poor wretched silly soul, what heart would'st thou have had


		To bear these heavy haps if chance had let thee scape alone?


		Who should have been thy consort then? Who should have rued thy moan?


		Now trust me truly, loving wife, had thou as now been drowned,


		I would have followed after thee and in the sea been found.


		Would God I could my father's art of clay to fashion men


		And give them life, that people might frequent the world again.


		Mankind, alas, doth only now within us two consist


	430	As moulds whereby to fashion men; for so the gods do list.’ 


		And with these words the bitter tears did trickle down their cheek


		Until at length between themselves they did agree to seek


		To God by prayer for his grace and to demand his aid


		By answer of his oracle; wherein they nothing stayed,


		But to Cephisus sadly went, whose stream as at that time


		Began to run within his banks, though thick with muddy slime.


		Whose sacred liquor straight they took and sprinkled with the same


		Their heads and clothes, and afterward to Themis' chapel came,


		The roof whereof with cindery moss was almost overgrown;


	440	For since the time the raging flood the world had overflown, 


		No creature came within the church, so that the altars stood


		Without one spark of holy fire or any stick of wood.


		As soon as that this couple came within the chapel door,


		They fell down flat upon the ground and, trembling, kissed the floor


		And said: ‘If prayer that proceeds from humble heart and mind


		May in the presence of the gods such grace and favour find


		As to appease their worthy wrath, then vouch thou safe to tell,


		O gentle Themis, how the loss that on our kind befell


		May now eftsoons recovered be, and help us to repair


	450	 The world, which drownèd under waves doth lie in great despair.’


		The goddess, movèd with their suit, this answer did them make:


		‘Depart you hence. Go hill your heads and let your garments slake


		And both of you your grandam's bones behind your shoulders cast.’


		They stood amazèd at these words till Pyrrha at the last,


		Refusing to obey the hest the which the goddess gave,


		Brake silence and with trembling cheer did meekly pardon crave;


		For sure, she said, she was afraid her grandam's ghost to hurt


		By taking up her buried bones to throw them in the dirt.


		And with the answer hereupon eftsoons in hand they go,


	460	 The doubtful words whereof they scan and canvas to and fro.


		Which done, Prometheus’ son began by counsel wise and sage


		His cousin-german's fearfulness thus gently to assuage:


		‘Well, either in these doubtful words is hid some mystery


		Whereof the gods permit us not the meaning to espy,


		Or, questionless, and if the sense of inward sentence deem


		Like as the tenor of the words apparently do seem,


		It is no breach of godliness to do as God doth bid.


		I take our grandam for the earth; the stones within her hid


		I take for bones; these are the bones the which are meanèd here.’


	470	 Though Titan's daughter at this wise conjecture of her fere


		Were somewhat moved, yet none of both did steadfast credit give,


		So hardly could they in their hearts the heavenly hests believe.


		But what and if they made a proof? What harm could come thereby?


		They went their ways and veiled their heads and did their coats untie


		And at their backs did throw the stones by name of bones foretold.


		The stones (who would believe the thing, but that the time of old


		Reorts it for a steadfast truth?) of nature tough and hard


		Began to wax both soft and smooth and shortly afterward


		To win therewith a better shape; and, as they did increase,


	480	A milder nature in them grew and rudeness gan to cease. 


		For at the first their shape was such as in a certain sort


		Resembled man, but of the right and perfect shape came short;


		Even like to marble images new drawn and roughly wrought


		Before the carver by his art to purpose hath them brought.


		Such parts of them where any juice or moisture did abound


		Or else were earthy turned to flesh; and such as were so sound


		And hard as would not bow nor bend did turn to bones; again,


		The part that was a vein before doth still his name retain.


		Thus by the mighty power of God ere lenger time was passed


	490	The mankind was restored by stones the which a man did cast; 


		And likewise also by the stones the which a woman threw


		The womankind repairèd was and made again of new.


		Of these are we the crooked imps and stony race indeed,


		Bewraying by our toiling life from whence we do proceed.


	The rebirth of animal life	The lusty earth of own accord soon after forth did bring,


		According to their sundry shapes, each other living thing.


		As soon as that the moisture once caught heat against the sun,


		And that the fat and slimy mud in moorish grounds begun


		To swell through warmth of Phoebus' beams, and that the fruitful seed


	500	Of things well cherished in the fat and lively soil indeed, 


		As in their mother's womb, began in length of time to grow


		To one or other kind of shape wherein themselves to show,


		Even so, when that seven-mouthèd Nile the watery fields forsook


		And to his ancient channel eft his bridled streams betook,


		So that the sun did heat the mud the which he left behind,


		The husbandmen that tilled the ground among the clods did find


		Of sundry creatures sundry shapes. Of which they spièd some


		Even in the instant of their birth but newly then begun;


		And some unperfect, wanting breast or shoulders in such wise


	510	That in one body oftentimes appearèd to the eyes 


		One half thereof alive to be, and all the rest beside,


		Both void of life and seemly shape, stark earth to still abide.


		For when that moisture with the heat is tempered equally,


		They do conceive and of them twain engender by and by


		All kind of things. For though that fire with water aye debateth,


		Yet moisture mixed with equal heat all living things createth.


		And so those discords in their kind, one striving with the other,


		In generation do agree and make one perfect mother.


		And therefore when the miry earth, bespread with slimy mud


	520	 Brought over all but late before by violence of the flood,


		Caught heat by warmness of the sun and calmness of the sky,


		Things out of number in the world forthwith it did supply.


		Whereof in part the like before in former times had been,


		And some so strange and ugly shapes as never erst were seen.


	Apollo and the Python	In that she did such monsters breed was greatly to her woe;


		But yet thou, ugly Python, wert engendered by her tho,


		A terror to the new-made folk which never erst had known


		So foul a dragon in their life, so monstrously forgrown,


		So great a ground thy poison-paunch did underneath thee hide.


	530	 The god of shooting, who nowhere before that present tide


		Those kind of weapons put in use but at the speckled deer


		Or at the roes so wight of foot, a thousand shafts well near


		Did on that hideous serpent spend, of which there was not one


		But forcèd forth the venomed blood along his sides to gon;


		So that, his quiver almost void, he nailed him to the ground


		And did him nobly at the last by force of shot confound.


		And lest that time might of this work deface the worthy fame,


		He did ordain in mind thereof a great and solemn game


		Which of the serpent that he slew of Pythians bare the name;


	540	 Where whoso could the mastery win in feats of strength or sleight


		Of hand or foot or rolling wheel might claim to have of right


		An oaken garland fresh and brave. There was not anywhere


		As yet a bay; by means whereof was Phoebus fain to wear


		The leaves of every pleasant tree about his golden hair.


	Daphne and Apollo	Peneian Daphne was the first where Phoebus set his love,


		Which not blind chance but Cupid's fierce and cruel wrath did move.


		The Delian god, but late before surprised with passing pride


		For killing of the monstrous worm, the god of love espied


		With bow in hand already bent and letting arrows go.


	550	To whom he said, ‘And what hast thou, thou wanton baby, so 


		With warlike weapons for to toy? It were a better sight


		To see this kind of furniture on our two shoulders bright,


		Who, when we list, with steadfast hand both man and beast can wound,


		Who t’other day with arrows keen have nailed to the ground


		The serpent Python so forswollen, whose filthy womb did hide


		So many acres of the ground in which he did abide.


		Content thyself, son, sorry loves to kindle with thy brand;


		For these our praises to attain thou must not take in hand.’


		To him quoth Venus’ son again, ‘Well, Phoebus, I agree


	560	Thy bow to shoot at every beast, and so shall mine at thee. 


		And look how far that under god each beast is put by kind,


		So much thy glory less than ours in shooting shalt thou find.’


		This said, with drift of feathered wings in broken air he flew


		And to the forked and shady top of Mount Parnassus drew.


		There from his quiver full of shafts two arrows did he take


		Of sundry works: t'one causeth love, the t'other doth it slake.


		That causeth love is all of gold with point full sharp and bright;


		That chaseth love is blunt, whose steal with leaden head is dight.


		The god this fixed in the nymph Peneis for the nonce;


	570	The t'other pierced Apollo's heart and overraught his bones. 


		Immediately in smouldering heat of love the t'one did swelt;


		Again, the t'other in her heart no spark nor motion felt.


		In woods and forests is her joy the savage beasts to chase


		And as the prize of all her pain to take the skin and case.


		Unwedded Phoebe doth she haunt and follow as her guide;


		Unordered do her tresses wave, scarce in a fillet tied.


		Full many a wooer sought her love; she, loathing all the rout,


		Impatient and without a man walks all the woods about.


		And as for Hymen or for love and wedlock, often sought,


	580	She took no care; they were the furthest end of all her thought. 


		Her father many a time and oft would say, ‘My daughter dear,


		Thou owest me a son-in-law to be thy lawful fere.’


		Her father many a time and oft would say, ‘My daughter dear,


		Of nephews thou my debtor art, their grandsire's heart to cheer.’


		She, hating as a heinous crime the bond of bridely bed,


		Demurely casting down her eyes and blushing somewhat red,


		Did fold about her father's neck with fawning arms and said,


		‘Dear father, grant me while I live my maidenhead for to have,


		As to Diana heretofore her father freely gave.’


	590	 Thy father, Daphne, could consent to that thou dost require


		But that thy beauty and thy form impugn thy chaste desire,


		So that thy will and his consent are nothing in this case


		By reason of the beauty bright that shineth in thy face.


		Apollo loves and longs to have this Daphne to his fere,


		And as he longs, he hopes; but his foredooms do fail him there.


		And as light hain when corn is reaped, or hedges burn with brands


		That passers-by when day draws near throw loosely fro their hands,


		So into flames the god is gone and burneth in his breast


		And feeds his vain and barren love in hoping for the best.


	600	 Her hair unkembed about her neck down flaring did he see;


		‘O Lord, and were they trimmed,’ quoth he, ‘how seemly would she be!’


		He sees her eyes as bright as fire the stars to represent;


		He sees her mouth, which to have seen he holds him not content.


		Her lily arms mid part and more above the elbow bare,


		Her hands, her fingers and her wrists him thought of beauty rare.


		And sure he thought such other parts as garments then did hide


		Excellèd greatly all the rest the which he had espied.


		But swifter than the whirling wind she flees and will not stay


		To give the hearing to these words the which he had to say:


		‘I pray thee, nymph Peneis, stay! I chase not as a foe.


	610	 Stay, nymph! The lambs so flee the wolves, the stags the lions so;


		With flittering feathers silly doves so from the goshawk fly,


		And every creature from his foe. Love is the cause that I


		Do follow thee; alas, alas, how would it grieve my heart


		To see thee fall among the briars, and that the blood should start


		Out of thy tender legs, I – wretch – the causer of thy smart.


		The place is rough to which thou run'st; take leisure, I thee pray;


		Abate thy flight and I myself my running pace will stay.


		Yet would I wish thee take advice and wisely for to view


	620	What one he is that for thy grace in humble wise doth sue. 


		I am not one that dwells among the hills and stony rocks;


		I am no shepherd with a cur attending on the flocks;


		I am no carl nor country clown, nor neatherd taking charge


		Of cattle grazing here and there within this forest large.


		Thou dost not know, poor simple soul, God wot thou dost not know


		From whom thou flee'st. For if thou knew, thou would'st not flee me so.


		In Delphos is my chief abode; my temples also stand


		At Claros and at Patara within the Lycian land,


		And in the Isle of Tenedos the people honour me.


	630	The king of gods himself is known my father for to be. 


		By me is known that was, that is and that that shall ensue.


		By me men learn to sundry tunes to frame sweet ditties true.


		In shooting have I steadfast hand; but surer hand had he


		That made this wound within my heart that heretofore was free.


		Of physic and of surgery I found the arts for need;


		The power of every herb and plant doth of my gift proceed.


		Now woe is me that ne'er an herb can heal the hurt of love


		And that the arts that others help their lord doth helpless prove!’


		As Phoebus would have spoken more, away Peneis stale


	640	With fearful steps and left him in the midst of all his tale. 


		And as she ran, the meeting winds her garments backward blew


		So that her naked skin appeared behind her as she flew;


		Her goodly yellow golden hair that hangèd loose and slack


		With every puff of air did wave and toss behind her back.


		Her running made her seem more fair. The youthful god therefore


		Could not abide to waste his words in dalliance anmore


		But, as his love advisèd him, he gan to mend his pace


		And with the better foot before the fleeing nymph to chase.


		And even as, when the greedy grew'nd doth course the silly hare


	650	Amidst the plain and champaign field without all covert bare, 


		Both twain of them do strain themselves and lay on footmanship


		Who may best run with all his force the t'other to outstrip,


		The t'one for safety of his life, the t'other for his prey


		(The grew‘nd, aye pressed with open mouth to bear the hare away,


		Thrusts forth his snout and girdeth out and at her loins doth snatch


		As though he would at every stride between his teeth her latch;


		Again, in doubt of being caught, the hare aye shrinking slips


		Upon the sudden from his jaws and from between his lips);


		So fared Apollo and the maid. Hope made Apollo swift,


	660	 And fear did make the maiden fleet, devising how to shift.


		Howbeit, he that did pursue of both the swifter went,


		As furthered by the feathered wings that Cupid had him lent;


		So that he would not let her rest, but pressèd at her heel


		So near that through her scattered hair she might his breathing feel.


		But when she saw her breath was gone and strength began to fail,


		The colour faded in her cheeks and, ginning for to quail,


		She lookèd to Peneus’ stream and said, ‘Now, father dear,


		And if you streams have power of gods, then help your daughter here.


		O let the earth devour me quick on which I seem too fair,


	670	 Or else this shape which is my harm by changing straight appair.’


		This piteous prayer scarce said, her sinews waxèd stark,


		And therewithal about her breast did grow a tender bark.


		Her hair was turnèd into leaves, her arms in boughs did grow;


		Her feet that were erewhile so swift now rooted were as slow.


		Her crown became the top; and thus of that she erst had been


		Remainèd nothing in the world but beauty fresh and green.


		Which when that Phoebus did behold, affection did so move,


		The tree to which his love was turned he could no less but love.


		And as he softly laid his hand upon the tender plant,


	680	 Within the bark new overgrown he felt her heart yet pant.


		And, in his arms embracing fast her boughs and branches lithe,


		He proffered kisses to the tree; the tree did from him writhe.


		‘Well,’ quoth Apollo, ‘though my fere and spouse thou cannot be,


		Assurèdly from this time forth yet shalt thou be my tree.


		Thou shalt adorn my golden locks and eke my pleasant harp;


		Thou shalt adorn my quiver full of shafts and arrows sharp.


		Thou shalt adorn the valiant knights and royal emperors


		When for their noble feats of arms like mighty conquerors


		Triumphantly with stately pomp up to the Capitol


	690	They shall ascend with solemn train that do their deeds extol. 


		Before Augustus’ palace door full duly shalt thou ward,


		The oak amid the palace yard aye faithfully to guard.


		And as my head is never pulled nor never more without


		A seemly bush of youthful hair that spreadeth round about,


		Even so this honour give I thee: continually to have


		Thy branches clad from time to time with leaves both fresh and brave.’


		Now when that Paean of this talk had fully made an end,


		The laurel to his just request did seem to condescend


		By bowing of her new-made boughs and tender branches down


	700	And wagging of her seemly top as if it were her crown. 


		There is a land in Thessaly, enclosed on every side


	The transformation of Io	With woody hills, that Tempe hight, through mid whereof doth glide


		Peneus gushing full of froth from foot of Pindus high;


		Which with his headlong falling down doth cast up violently


		A misty stream like flakes of smoke, besprinkling all about


		The tops of trees on either side, and makes a roaring-out


		That may be heard a great way off. This is the fixèd seat,


		This is the house and dwelling-place and chamber of the great


		And mighty river. Here he sits in court of pebble stone


	710	And ministers justice to the waves and to the nymphs each one 


		That in the brooks and waters dwell. Now hither did resort


		(Not knowing if they might rejoice and unto mirth exhort


		Or comfort him) his country brooks: Spercheus, well-beseen


		With sedgy head and shady banks of poplars fresh and green;


		Enipeus, restless, swift and quick; old father Apidane;


		Amphrysus with his gentle stream; and Aeas clad with cane;


		With divers other rivers mo which, having run their race,


		Into the sea their weary waves do lead with restless pace.


		From hence the careful Inachus absents himself alone,


	720	Who in a corner of his cave with doleful tears and moan 


		Augments the waters of his stream, bewailing piteously


		His daughter Io, lately lost. He knew not certainly


		And if she were alive or dead. But for he had her sought


		And could not find her anywhere, assuredly he thought


		She did not live above the mould ne drew the vital breath,


		Misgiving worser in his mind, if aught be worse than death.


		It fortuned on a certain day that Jove espied this maid


		Come running from her father's stream alone; to whom he said,


		‘O damsel worthy Jove himself, like one day for to make


	730	 Some happy person whom thou list unto thy bed to take,


		I pray thee, let us shroud ourselves in shadow here together –


		Of this or that’ (he pointed both) ‘it makes no matter whether –


		Until the hottest of the day and noon be overpast.


		And if for fear of savage beasts perchance thou be aghast


		To wander in the woods alone, thou shalt not need to fear;


		A god shall be thy guide to save thee harmless everywhere,


		And not a god of meaner sort, but even the same that hath


		The heavenly sceptre in his hand, who in my dreadful wrath


		Do dart down thunder wanderingly. And therefore make no haste


	740	 To run away.’ She ran apace and had already passed


		The fen of Lerna and the field of Lyrcey set with trees


		When Jove, intending now in vain no lenger time to leese,


		Upon the country all about did bring a foggy mist


		And caught the maiden whom, poor fool, he usèd as he list.


		Queen Juno, looking down that while upon the open field,


		When in so fair a day such mists and darkness she beheld,


		Did marvel much, for well she knew those mists ascended not


		From any river, moorish ground or other dankish plot.


		She looked about her for her Jove, as one that was acquainted


	750	 With such escapes and with the deed had often him attainted.


		Whom when she found not in the heaven, ‘Unless I guess amiss,


		Some wrong against me’, quoth she, ‘now my husband working is.’


		And with that word she left the heaven and down to earth she came,


		Commanding all the mists away. But Jove foresees the same,


		And to a cow as white as milk his leman he conveys.


		She was a goodly heifer, sure; and Juno did her praise


		Although, God wot, she thought it not, and curiously she sought


		Where she was bred, whose cow she was, who had her thither brought –


		As though she had not known the truth. Her husband by and by,


	760	Because she should not search too near, devised a cleanly lie 


		And told her that the cow was bred even now out of the ground.


		Then Juno, who her husband's shift at fingers' ends had found,


		Desired to have the cow of gift. What should he do as tho?


		Great cruelness it were to yield his lover to her foe;


		And not to give would breed mistrust. As fast as shame provoked,


		So fast again at other side his love his mind revoked,


		So much that love was at the point to put all shame to flight,


		But that he fearèd if he should deny a gift so light


		As was a cow to her that was his sister and his wife


	770	Might make her think it was no cow and breed perchance some strife. 


		Now when that Juno had by gift her husband's leman got,


		Yet altogether out of fear and careless was she not.


		She had him in a jealousy and thoughtful was she still


		For doubt he should invent some means to steal her from her, till


		To Argus, old Arestor's son, she put her for to keep.


		This Argus had an hundred eyes, of which by turn did sleep


		Always a couple, and the rest did duly watch and ward


		And of the charge they took in hand had ever good regard.


		What way so ever Argus stood, with face, with back or side


	780	To Io ward, before his eyes did Io still abide. 


		All day he let her graze abroad; the sun once underground,


		He shut her up and by the neck with writhen withe her bound.


		With crops of trees and bitter weeds now was she daily fed;


		And in the stead of costly couch and good soft featherbed


		She sat a-nights upon the ground, and on such ground whereas


		Was not sometime so much as grass; and oftentimes she was


		Compelled to drink of muddy pits. And when she did devise


		To Argus for to lift her hands in meek and humble wise,


		She saw she had no hands at all; and when she did assay


	790	To make complaint, she lowèd out, which did her so affray 


		That oft she started at the noise and would have run away.


		Unto her father Inach's banks she also did resort,


		Where many a time and oft before she had been wont to sport.


		Now, when she looked in the stream and saw her horned head,


		She was aghast and from herself would all in haste have fled.


		The nymphs her sisters knew her not, nor yet her own dear father;


		Yet followed she both him and them and suffered them the rather


		To touch and stroke her where they list, as one that pressèd still


		To set herself to wonder at and gaze upon their fill.


	800	 The good old Inach pulls up grass and to her straight it bears;


		She, as she kissed and licked his hands, did shed forth dreary tears.


		And, had she had her speech at will to utter forth her thought,


		She would have told her name and chance and him of help besought.


		But for because she could not speak, she printed in the sand


		Two letters with her foot whereby was given to understand


		The sorrowful changing of her shape. Which seen, straight cried out


		Her father Inach, ‘Woe is me!’ And clasping her about


		Her white and seemly heifer's neck and crystal horns both twain,


		He shriekèd out full piteously, ‘Now woe is me!’ again.


	810	 ‘Alas, art thou my daughter dear, whom through the world I sought


		And could not find? And now by chance art to my presence brought?


		My sorrow, certes, lesser far a thousand fold had been


		If never had I seen thee more than thus to have thee seen.


		Thou stand'st as dumb and to my words no answer can thou give,


		But from the bottom of thy heart full sorry sighs dost drive


		As tokens of thine inward grief and dolefully dost moo


		Unto my talk – the only thing left in thy power to do.


		But I, mistrusting nothing less than this so great mischance,


		By some great marriage earnestly did seek thee to advance


	820	 In hope some issue to have seen between my son and thee.


		But now thou must a husband have among the herds, I see,


		And eke thine issue must be such as other cattles be.


		O that I were a mortal wight, as other creatures are,


		For then might death in length of time quite rid me of this care!


		But now, because I am a god and fate doth death deny,


		There is no help but that my grief must last eternally.’


		As Inach made this piteous moan, quick-sighted Argus drave


		His daughter into further fields to which he could not have


		Access, and he himself aloof did get him to a hill


	830	From whence he, sitting at his ease, viewed every way at will. 


		Now could no lenger Jove abide his lover so forlorn,


		And thereupon he called his son that Maia had him borne,


		Commanding Argus should be killed. He made no long abode,


		But tied his feathers to his feet and took his charmed rod,


		With which he bringeth things asleep and fetcheth souls from hell,


		And put his hat upon his head. And when that all was well,


		He leapèd from his father's towers and down to earth he flew,


		And there both hat and wings also he lightly from him threw,


		Retaining nothing but his staff, the which he closely held


	840	Between his elbow and his side, and through the common field 


		Went plodding like some good plain soul that had some flock to feed;


		And as he went, he piped still upon an oaten reed.


		Queen Juno's herdman, far in love with this strange melody,


		Bespake him thus: ‘Good fellow mine, I pray thee heartily,


		Come sit down by me on this hill, for better feed I know


		Thou shalt not find in all these fields, and (as the thing doth show)


		It is a cool and shadowy plot, for shepherds very fit.’


		Down by his elbow by and by did Atlas' nephew sit.


		And, for to pass the time withal for seeming overlong,


	850	He held him talk of this and that; and now and then among 


		He played upon his merry pipe to cause his watching eyes


		To fall asleep. Poor Argus did the best he could devise


		To overcome the pleasant naps; and though that some did sleep,


		Yet of his eyes the greater part he made their watch to keep.


		And after other talk, he asked (for lately was it found)


		Who was the founder of that pipe that did so sweetly sound.


	Pan and Syrinx	Then said the god, ‘There dwelt sometime a nymph of noble fame


		Among the hills of Arcady, that Syrinx had to name.


		Of all the nymphs of Nonacris and fairy far and near


	860	In beauty and in personage this lady had no peer. 


		Full often had she given the slip both to the satyrs quick


		And other gods that dwell in woods and in the forests thick


		Or in the fruitful fields abroad. It was her whole desire


		To follow chaste Diana's guise in maidenhead and attire.


		Whom she did counterfeit so nigh that such as did her see


		Might at a blush have taken her Diana for to be,


		But that the nymph did in her hand a bow of cornel hold,


		Whereas Diana evermore did bear a bow of gold;


		And yet she did deceive folk so. Upon a certain day


	870	 God Pan, with garland on his head of pine-tree, saw her stray


		From Mount Lycaeus all alone and thus to her did say:


		“Unto a god's request, O nymph, vouchsafe thou to agree,


		That doth desire thy wedded spouse and husband for to be.”’


		There was yet more behind to tell: as how that Syrinx fled


		Through wayless woods and gave no ear to that that Pan had said,


		Until she to the gentle stream of sandy Ladon came


		Where, for because it was so deep she could not pass the same,


		She piteously to change her shape the waternymphs besought;


		And how, when Pan between his arms to catch the nymph had thought,


	880	Instead of her he caught the reeds new grown upon the brook,


		And as he sighed with his breath the reeds he softly shook


		Which made a still and mourning noise, with strangeness of the which


		And sweetness of the feeble sound the god, delighted much,


		Said, ‘Certes, Syrinx, for thy sake it is my full intent


		To make my comfort of these reeds wherein thou dost lament;’


		And how that there of sundry reeds with wax together knit


		He made the pipe which of her name the Greeks call Syrinx yet.


	The death of Argus and the story of Io concluded	But as Cyllenius would have told this tale, he cast his sight


		On Argus. And behold, his eyes had bid him all good-night.


		There was not one that did not sleep, and fast he gan to nod.


		Immediately he ceased his talk and with his charmed rod


		So stroked all his heavy eyes that earnestly they slept.


		Then with his woodknife by and by he lightly to him stepped


		And lent him such a perilous blow whereas the shoulders grew


		Unto the neck that straight his head quite from the body flew.


		Then tumbling down the headlong hill his bloody corse he sent,


		That all the way by which he rolled was stained and besprent.


		There li'st thou, Argus, underfoot with all thy hundred lights,


		And all the light is clean extinct that was within those sights;


	900	One endless night thy hundred eyes hath now bereft for aye. 


		Yet would not Juno suffer so her herdsman's eyes decay,


		But in her painted peacock's tail and feathers did them set,


		Where they remain like precious stones and glaring eyes as yet.


		She took his death in great despite and, as her rage did move,


		Determined for to wreak her wrath upon her husband's love.


		Forthwith she cast before her eyes right strange and ugly sights,


		Compelling her to think she saw some fiends or wicked sprites.


		And in her heart such secret pricks and piercing stings she gave her


		As though the world from place to place with restless sorrow drave her.


	910	Thou, Nilus, wert assigned to stay her pains and travels past; 


		To which as soon as Io came with much ado at last,


		With weary knuckles on thy brim she kneelèd sadly down


		And, stretching forth her fair long neck and crystal horned crown,


		Such kind of count‘nance as she had she lifted to the sky


		And there with sighing sobs and tears and lowing dolefully


		Did seem to make her moan to Jove, desiring him to make


		Some end of those her troublous storms endured for his sake.


		He took his wife about the neck and, sweetly kissing, prayed


		That Io's penance yet at length might by her grant be stayed.


	920	‘Thou shalt not need to fear’, quoth he, ‘that ever she shall grieve thee 


		From this day forth. And in this case the better to believe me,


		The Stygian waters of my words unpartial witness been.’


		As soon as Juno was appeased, immediately was seen


		That Io took her native shape in which she first was born


		And eke became the selfsame thing the which she was beforn.


		For by and by she cast away her rough and hairy hide,


		Instead whereof a soft smooth skin with tender flesh did bide.


		Her horns sank down; her eyes and mouth were brought in lesser room;


		Her hands, her shoulders and her arms in place again did come.


	930	 Her cloven clees to fingers five again reduced were,


		On which the nails like polished gems did shine full bright and clear.


		In fine, no likeness of a cow save whiteness did remain,


		So pure and perfect as no snow was able it to stain.


		She vaunced herself upon her feet, which then was brought to two;


		And though she gladly would have spoke, yet durst she not so do


		Without good heed, for fear she should have lowèd like a cow.


		And therefore softly with herself she gan to practise how


		Distinctly to pronounce her words that intermitted were.


		Now as a goddess is she had in honour everywhere


	940	 Among the folk that dwell by Nile yclad in linen weed.


		Of her in time came Epaphus, begotten of the seed


		Of mighty Jove. This noble imp now jointly with his mother


		Through all the cities of that land have temples, t'one with t'other.


	Epaphus and Phaëton	There was his match in heart and years, the lusty Phaëton,


		A stalworth stripling strong and stout, the golden Phoebus' son.


		Whom, making proud and stately vaunts of his so noble race


		And unto him in that respect in nothing giving place,


		The son of Io could not bear, but said unto him thus:


		‘No marvel though thou be so proud and full of words, iwis;


	950	 For every fond and trifling tale the which thy mother makes


		Thy giddy wit and hare-brained head forthwith for gospel takes.


		Well, vaunt thyself of Phoebus still; for when the truth is seen,


		Thou shalt perceive that father's name a forgèd thing to been.’


		At this reproach did Phaeton wax as red as any fire;


		Howbeit for the present time did shame repress his ire.


		Unto his mother Clymen straight he goeth to detect


		The spiteful words that Epaphus against him did object.


		‘Yea, mother,’ quoth he, ‘and which ought your greater grief to be,


		I, who at other times of talk was wont to be so free


	960	 And stout, had ne’er a word to say; I was ashamed to take


		So foul a foil – the more because I could none answer make.


		But if I be of heavenly race exacted, as ye say,


		Then show some token of that high and noble birth, I pray,


		And vouch me for to be of heaven.' With that he gently cast


		His arms about his mother's neck and, clasping her full fast,


		Besought her, as she loved his life and as she loved the life


		Of Merops and had kept herself as undefilèd wife


		And as she wishèd wealthily his sisters to bestow,


		She would some token give whereby his rightful sire to know.


	970	It is a doubtful matter whether Clymen, movèd more 


		With this her Phaeton's earnest suit exacting it so sore


		Or with the slander of the bruit laid to her charge before,


		Did hold up both her hands to heaven and, looking on the sun,


		‘My right dear child, I safely swear’, quoth she to Phaëton,


		‘That of this star, the which so bright doth glister in thine eye,


		Of this same sun that cheers the world with light indifferently


		Wert thou begot. And if I feign, then with my heart I pray


		That never may I see him more unto my dying day.


		But if thou have so great desire thy father for to know,


	980	Thou shalt not need in that behalf much labour to bestow. 


		The place from whence he doth arise adjoineth to our land;


		And if thou think thy heart will serve, then go and understand


		The truth of him.’ When Phaeton heard his mother saying so,


		He gan to leap and skip for joy. He fed his fancy tho


		Upon the heaven and heavenly things; and so with willing mind


		From Ethiope first, his native home, and afterward through Inde,


		Set underneath the morning star, he went so long till as


		He found me where his father's house and daily rising was.




FINIS PRIMI LIBRI.



End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   



OvidsMetamorphoses/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OvidsMetamorphoses/page-map.xml
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





OvidsMetamorphoses/images/9780140422306_001.jpg





OvidsMetamorphoses/images/9780140422306_002.jpg
bybh P‘Ouldlus Nafo, en Qlcd

L Metamorphofis, tranflated dutcof
‘Latin into Enghfl meeter,by A= -“%1"'
thur Gol ngGmdeman, _‘

;. L e R ity
mm..m"f.‘:.‘:’.’:m’m""" 4






OvidsMetamorphoses/images/9780140422306_003.jpg







