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A. E. Housman (1859-1936)

The death of Atys:

gvBa 61 O £€lvog, ouToc 81 O kaBapBeic
TOV dpovov, Kaheopevocg 6€ "AdpnoTocg,
dkovTilwv TOV UV To0 PEV AUOPTAVEL
Tuyxavel 6€ 1o Kpoioou matdog . . . £Bee
O€ TIg AyyeAéwv T Kpolow TO yeyovag,
ATUKOMEVOG O€ €C TAG 2APSIC TAV TE HAXNV
Kall TOV o0 matbog popov €orunve ol.

Hdt. 1.43
Lydian gold:
Bwpata 8¢ yij <> Audin éq~ napfoav 6& peta todto ol Aubdot
ouyypadnv ol pHAAa £XEL, old Te Kal bEPOVTEC TOV VeEKPOV, OTiLoOE € lmeTo ol
AAAN xwpn, mape€ tol €k tod TuwAou 0 ¢oveuc.

katadepopEvou Priypatoc. Hdt. 1.93 Hdt. 1.45



“Atys”(1920)

‘Lydians, lords of Hermus river,
Sifters of the golden loam,

See you yet the lances quiver
And the hunt returning home?’

‘King, the star that shuts the even
Calls the sheep from Tmolus down;
Home return the doves from heaven,
And the prince to Sardis town

From the hunting heavy laden
Up the Mysian road they ride;
And the star that mates the maiden
Leads his son to Croesus' side.

‘Lydians, under stream and fountain
Finders of the golden vein,

Riding from Olympus mountain,
Lydians, see you Atys plain?’

‘King, | see the Phrygian stranger
And the guards in hunter's trim,
Saviours of thy son from danger;
Them | see. | see not him!

‘Lydians, as the troop advances,
—Itis eve and | am old—

Tell me why they trail their lances,
Washers of the sands of gold.

‘I am old and day is ending

And the wildering night comes on;
Up the Mysian entry wending,
Lydians, Lydians, what is yon?’

Hounds behind their master whining,
Huntsmen pacing dumb beside,

On his breast the boar-spear shining,
Home they bear his father's pride.



Constantine Cavafy (1863-1933)

On his poem “The Naval Battle”:

Betw[een] Aes[chylus] & Her[odotus], | chose
t[he] lat[ter]. T[he] po[em] is thus his[torically]
accurate.. ..

On his poem “Darius”:

YTLAPXEL AVAULELC XPOVWV KAl TIPOCWTTWV OTOUG
oTixouc 5 kat 6 — kat 17 kat 18" kal otoug
otiyoug 27—33. [There is a mixing of periods and
characters in lines 5and 6 — and 17 and 18; and in lines 27—

33.]

CC BY-SA 4.0 Cavafy Archive Onassis Foundation



«'H Naupayia» (1899)

"AgavicOixapey xel oty Sahapiva.
'O, 6, 6d, dd, dck, dck, v& Mépe.

Awxd pag elva o "Exfdrave, to Soboa,

xat N [lepoémolig — of md dpatol témor.

Tt &yvpedapev éxel oty Toahapiva

oTOAovg v xovPavolpe xal vi VLY ODLE.
Tapa O& nape wiow otd *ExBdravd pac,

Oa mape oy Mepoémorl pac, xal otd Toloa.
Oc mape, TV cav TpdTa Stv 0& Td Yopobye.
"Orototot, dtototol” ) vavpayio

adTh yratt va yévetar xal v’ dmwatTeiTar.
"Orototot, dtoToTol" yiati v& mpémet

va onxavépeBa, va mapattopey SAa,

% €xel va Tatvoupe va vawpayobpe &OAiwe.
“Etot yatt v elvan: péhig xavelg &xet

T Teptdvopa ExBatava, 1a Todoa

xat Thv Ilepoémohy, 00b¢ &Bpotler otéro

xat Tnativer Tpog ToLg "ENnvag va vavpaynoet.
“A vai BeBaiwe &\ho Adyo va pn Afpe:

4ToTOTOL, 6TOTOTOL, OTOTOTOL.

“A val T@ 8vttt Ti pig MEVEL T VO TTODWE:

P > 7

oa, 6a, o6a, da, O, Oct.

“The Naval Battle”

We were annihilated there at Salamis.

Let us say 03, 03, 03, 03, 03, oa.

Ecbatana and Susa belong to us,

and Persepolis—the loveliest of places.

What were we doing there at Salamis

hauling our fleets and doing battle at sea?
Now we shall return to our Ecbatana

to our Persepolis, and to Susa.

We shall go, but shan’t enjoy them as once we did.
Otototoi, otototoi: this battle at sea,

why must it be, why must it be sought out?
Otototoi, otototoi: why must

we pick ourselves up, abandon everything,
and go there to do battle so wretchedly at sea.
Why is it thus: as soon as someone owns
illustrious Ecbatana, and Susa,

and Persepolis, he straightaway assembles a fleet
and goes forth to battle the Greeks at sea.
Ah yes, of course: let’s not say another word:
otototoi, otototoi, otototoi.
Ah yes, indeed: what’s left for us to say:
04, 03, 03, 03, 03, 04a.

Translated by Daniel Mendelsohn




«'O Aapetoc» (1920)

‘O mowyTys Pepvalns T6 omovdaiov Hépog

ToU &mixol MOLjUaTOS TOU KALVEL.

Td wés Ty Pagireia tév Iepady

napéraPe 6 Aapeiog Yordomov. (Amd abtov
xatdyetar 6 Evdokds pag Baotiels,

6 Mibpiddtng, Atbvuoog x” Edmdtwp). AAN’ €36
xperaletar prrogodia: mpemer v' dvadioel

T& aloBfpatae mol B& elxev 6 Aapeiog:

{owg OmepoPiav xal uébny: dxt Spuws — udAdov
oav xatavénot THs patadTyTos TEY peyaleiwy.
Babéws oxémreTal TO Tpdypa 6 momTiS.

AAAa TOV SlaxdTrTeL 6 UTNpeTYS Tov ol umaivel

Tpéxovrag, xal ™y Papvoruavtyy eldnat dyyéder.

Apxioe 6 woAepog ut Tovs Pwpaiovs.
Toé mAeioTov Tol oTpatol pag mépace Ta alvopa.

‘O moTNg péver éveds. T cuudopa!
ITod Tapa 6 &vdoEés pas Paairels,

6 Mibpidatyg, Abvuoos x° Edmatwp,
© EAAna movjpata v’ doyoAndel.

Mcéoa ot mélepo — pavtacov, EAANVIXG TOUATA.

Adnpovel 6 Pepvalns. Atvyia!

"Exei moU 70 elye Oetind ut Tov «Aapeio»

v’ @vadetyBel, xal Tovg émxpiTag Tov,

ToUg pBovepols, TEAEIWTIXG V' ATOTTORWUEL.
Ti avaoln, Tt dvaPol) ot oxédid Tov.

Kai vétav puévo dvaBoly, mdAt xald.

AX\a va dolpe &v Exoupe w1 dopdAela

o)y Apiod. Aty elvar modrtela éxtdxtwg SxVpY).
Elvat ppuetdrator gxbpol of Pwyaiot.

Mmopolpe va & Bydiovpe 1 adtols,

ol Kammaddxeg; Téverar moTé;

Elvat v puetpnnolipe tdpa pt T Aeyedves;

Ocol peydlot, Tis Adiag mpoordTat, Bonbiore pas- —

“‘Opws s ¢ EAn Tov THV Tapayy xal Td xaxd,
émipova 3’ %) momTuey idéa maet x’ EpxeTar—

0 mbavétepo elvar, BéPata, Omepoiav xal pény:
Omepodiav xal pébny Bé elyev 6 Aapeios.




“Darius”

Phernazis the poet is at work

on the crucial part of his epic:

how Dareios, son of Hystaspis,

took over the Persian kingdom.

(It’s from him, Dareios, that our glorious king,
Mithridatis, Dionysos and Evpator, descends.)

But this calls for serious thought; Phernazis has to analyze
the feelings Dareios must have had:

arrogance, maybe, and intoxication? No—more likely
a certain insight into the vanities of greatness.

The poet thinks deeply about the question.

But his servant, rushing in, cuts him short
to announce very serious news:

the war with the Romans has begun;
most of our army has crossed the borders.

The poet is dumbfounded. What a disaster!

How can our glorious king,

Mithridatis, Dionysos and Evpator,

bother about Greek poems now?

In the middle of a war—just think, Greek poems!

Phernazis gets all worked up. What bad luck!
Just when he was sure to distinguish himself
with his Dareios, sure to silence

his envious critics once and for all.

What a setback, terrible setback to his plans.

And if it’s only a setback, that wouldn’t be too bad.
But can we really consider ourselves safe in Amisos?
The town isn’t very well fortified,

and the Romans are the most awful enemies.

Are we, Cappadocians, really a match for them?
Is it conceivable?

Are we now to pit ourselves against the legions?
Great gods, protectors of Asia, help us.

But through all his distress, all the turmoil,

the poetic idea comes and goes insistently:

arrogance and intoxication—that’s the most likely, of course:
arrogance and intoxication are what Dareios must have felt.

Translated by Edmund Keeley and Philip Sherrard



from Cavafy’s essay “Persian Manners”
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Louls MacNeice (190/-19563

8.0 ‘THE GLORY THAT
IS CREECE'

‘Programme to celebrate the spirit of
the Greek Army and the Greek
people on the first anniversary of the
entry of Greece into the war. Written
by Louis MacNeice. Music com-

m'and conducted by George
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The Glory that is Greece (1941)

PERSIAN scouT: Then, my lord, this is the sober truth. These Spartans
who were in front of the wall—some of them were practising jumps
and somersaults; some of them were combing their hair.

What did you say?

Some of them were combing their hair!

XERXES!:

PERSIAN SCOUT:

XErXES: Combing their hair under the nose of my army!... Where is
Demaratus?

DEMARATUS: [ am here, my lord.

XERXES: Demaratus, you heard the report of my scout? He says that

the Greeks at Thermopylae are sitting there combing their hair.
DEMARATUS: I can believe it, my lord.

MARDONIUS: Demaratus can believe anything.

XERXES: Mardonius, the Great King does not desire you to speak.

Demaratus, tell me about these Greeks. Do they not know they are in
danger?

DEMARATUS: That is just it, my lord; they know that only too well. The
Spartan soldier is a rough diamond, he takes little trouble with his
appearance. Except on one occasion—when he expects to die he
makes a careful toilet.

XERXES:  So they expect to die? They are quite right... Mardonius!

wg O¢ TTpocAAace O ITTITTEUG TTPOC TO OTPATOTTEDOV,
£0NEITO Te Kai KaTwpa TTav Pév ol 1O oTPATOTTEDOV ...
ETuyov O& ToUTOoV TOV XPOVvoVv AaKEDAIPOVIO! EEW
TETAYMEVOL. TOUG hEV O Wpa yupvalopévoug TV
avopyv, Toug O¢ TaG KOPAG KTEVICOUEVOUG. TalTa O
Bewpevog EBwpade ...

dkouwv 8¢ Z€pEnc ok eixe cUPPaAéaBal TO €6V, OTI
TTAPACKEUALOVTO WG ATTOAEOUEVOI TE Kai ATTOAEOVTES
Kot OUvapiv: GAA’ auT® yeAoia yap £QaivovTo TTOIEEIV,
METETTEUWATO AnudapnToV ...

6 8¢ gime ... ‘oi Gvdpec oUTOI ATTiKATAI HAXNOOUEVOI iV
Tepi THG €0000u, Kai TalTa TTapackeuddovTal. VOUOG
Yap o@l ExwV oUTw £0Ti* £TTEAV EAAWOT KIVOUVEUEIV TR
WUXA, TOTE TAG KEPAAAG KOTPEovTal. ETTIOTOCO OF ... EOTI
o000V GAAO £BvoC AvBpwTIWY TO 0E, BaaIAeD, UTTOPEVEEI
X€EIpag avrasipdpevov: viv yap Tpog BaaiAninv Te Kai
KaAAioTnVv TV £v "EAANCI TTpoC@épEeal Kai Avopag
apioToug.

Hdt. 7.208.2-209.4



The Glory that is Greece (1941)

stavros: All this has happened before. That's what it says in my
books.

kosta: All this has happened before, eh? Poor little sods like us
climbing up breakneck mountains, that what you mean? Poor little
fellows in boots that don'’t fit, soaked to the skin and hungry as hell,
kicked by mules and scrambling in the slush and—

stavros: It's all happened before, Kosta, we stood it then and we can
stand it now. That time too we were vastly outnumbered. The odds
were ten to one.

kosTa: What time are you talking about?

stavros:  Trouble with you is, Kosta, you never learnt any history.

kosta:  All right, all right, Stavros. We know you went to college.

stavros:  College or no college, a Greek should know his history. This
country of ours isn’t an infant. We've got a colossal past. We've got
a reputation as fighters—

kosTA: A, you mean the Old 'Uns. The ones that built the Acropolis.

stavros: That’s right, Kosta. They had their invasions too. The wars
between Greece and Persia.

kosTA:  Oh, I've heard about those!

stavros:  First there was the invasion of Darius. What happened? We
met them at Marathon, drove them into the sea.

janni:  That's what's coming to Musso.

stavros:  The set-up’s much the same. The bloated tyrant who thinks
he can walk in and take us. They get the idea that Greece is easy
pickings. Musso thinks so now. Darius thought so then. So did
Xerxes.




Favan Boland (1944-2020)

... WG SLaBatvelv Eneparo o6 Kipog €édvta vnuoumepntoy,
EvOalTa ol TV TS LpQV mwv TV AeUK®V UTIO UBPLOC
€oBac ¢ Tov notapov dtaBaivelv Enelpdro, 0 O€ pv
ocupoac umtoPBpuxLoV olXWKeE PEPWV. KAPTA TE ON
EYoAEMave T notap® o Kipoc todto uPBploavty, kat ol
gnnneiAnoe oUtw 6N pv doBevea moloey wote tod
Aouod Kkal yuvalkag pv eUTIETEWC TO YOVU oU
Bpexovoac dtaPfrioeoBal. peta O€ THV ATEINNV UETELC
TNV ént BaBuA®va otpdteuoty SLoipee TV OTPATLAV
Oixa, SleAwv 6& KaTETEWVE OXOLWVOTEVEQC UTTOOEEQC
Slwpuyac dydwkovta Kal EKATOV Ttap” EKATEPOV TO
X€T\o¢ to0 MNUVOEW TETPAUEVAC TIAVTA TPOTIOV,
dtataoc &€ TOV oTpATOV OPUCOELY EKEAEUVE.

Hdt. 1.189



from
“The Greek Experience’
(1975)

Until that night, the night I lost my wonder,
He was my deity. First of my mentors.
Master craftsman he; mere apprentice

LL.]

My name means nothing here. His, Herodotus

Towers in Babylon, salts the Aegean
Is silted into each Ionic ear.

.. ]

’

Prepared to be harangued

And angled by his anecdotes, his school
Of stories, instead I found that night

A mind incapable of insight as a mule

Of generation. ‘The times need iron men,
Pragmatists,” he said, ‘who can devise

For those problems which arise

So frequently, a swift solution.

A man such as this:

He is a soldier, able to lead, to train.
His stallion where the Gyndes finds the Tigris
And those two rivers join in dissolution
In the Gulf, drowned. The waters combed its mane.

‘Now he was leading Persian against Mede
But called a truce, cut his troops in two

And swore revenge upon the water.

He was the first to take his blade,

The first to teach the lesson

With stabs and thrusts. He prolonged the slaughter
All summer long. The river now is channelled.
Those are the men we need. I listened, chilled [... ]




A. E. Stallings (b. 1968)

Battle of Plateia: Aftermath

Out of Book Nine of the Histories of Herodotus

The Spartan Generals
The Concubines
Lampon the Aeginite

The Immortals

Aristodemus the Coward



Battle of Plataea: Aftermath

Out of Book Nine of the Histories of Herodotus

-

THE SPARTAN GENERALS

After the blood-brimmed field, we were amazed to stride | kKeAeOoal TOUG T€ APTOKOTTOUG KaAi TOUG OYOTTOIOUS KATA
TaUTA KaBwg Mapdoviw OeiTvov TTapacKeUAlElv. ...
evoalTa 1OV Mauoaviny idévTa ... TpaTTéEdag TE XPUOEAG Kai
ApYUp£AG Kai TTapacKeunVv heyaotrpetéa 100 deitTvou ...
at all the untold booty: gods be praised! Our king bid for- keAeOoal éTTi YEAWTI TOUC EwuToU SINKOVOUG

eign cooks spare no expense to make the meal our foes | TTAPAOKEUAOQ! AAKWVIKOV OgTTTvoV. ...TOV MNMauoavinv
yeAaoavTa petatrépyacOal Twv EANAVWY Toug

] _ oTPATNYOUG, CUVEABOVTWY OE TOUTWV EITTEIV TOV

braised flesh melting off the bone! Such colors, scents! Our Mauoaviny, SEIKVOVTA £C EKATEPNV TOT SETVOU

king laughed as he laid out on the cloth, beside the feast, TTOPACKEURY, ‘Avdpec "EMNVEC, TOVE giveka Eyt UPEAC
our ration of black broth: “Behold! They came to rob us of | Guvryayov, Bouldpevog upiv Toide Toi MAdwv rfygpovog
TRV appoouvnv déal, B¢ Toivde diaitav Exwv NAOE £¢
AMEAG oUTw OICUpnV EXOVTAG ATTAIPNOOUEVOG.’

into those empty silken tents—bright tapestries, wrought
silver ornaments, the furnishings of solid gold. Eyes glazed

would eat, prepare their pastries, spices, wine. Such slowly

our fare!” We also laughed, though fed up with that food,

the soldier’s mess, the black broth of blood.
Hdt. 9.82
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Battle of Plataea: Aftermath

Out of Book Nine of the Histories of Herodotus

-

THE SPARTAN GENERALS

After the blood-brimmed field, we were amazed to stride
into those empty silken tents—bright tapestries, wrought
silver ornaments, the furnishings of solid gold. Eyes glazed
at all the untold booty: gods be praised! Our king bid for-
eign cooks spare no expense to make the meal our foes
would eat, prepare their pastries, spices, wine. Such slowly
braised flesh melting off the bone! Such colors, scents! Our
king laughed as he laid out on the cloth, beside the feast,
our ration of black broth: “Behold! They came to rob us of
our fare!” We also laughed, though fed up with that food,
the soldier’s mess, the black broth of blood.

=

After the blood-brimmed field, we were amazed
To stride into those empty silken tents—
Bright tapestries, wrought silver ornaments,
The furnishings of solid gold. Eyes glazed
At all the untold booty: gods be praised!
Our king bid foreign cooks spare no expense
To make the meal our foes would eat, prepare
Their pastries, spices, wine. Such slowly braised
Flesh melting off the bone! Such colors, scents!
Our king laughed as he laid out on the cloth,
Beside the feast, our ration of black broth:
“Behold! They came to rob us of our fare!”
We also laughed, though fed up with that food,
The soldier’s mess, the black broth of blood.

[relineated by RF]




Michael Longley (b. 1939)

... TIOVTIKOV P&V oUvopa T6 8evdpéw am’ ob o,
HEYaO0C O€ KATA CUKENV MAALOTA KN® KOPTIOV OE
dopéel kuapw (oov, mupfva 6 €xel. toUTo €nmeav
YEVNTOL TIETIOV, OOKKEOUOL Lpatiolol, amoppéct &
art’ avtod moyL kot pEAav, olvopa 6& T®
amoppEovtL €Tl Aoyu” ToUto Kal Aeiyouot kat
YAAQKTL OUULOYOVTEG TtivouotL ... UTIO Sevdpew O€
£KOLOTOC KOTOLKNTAL, TOV HEV XELLADVA EMEAV TO
S€vdpeov mepkaAl PN AW oTeyv® AsUK®, TO O€
B€poc aveu miAou. ToUTouG 0UOELC ABLKEEL
&vBpwnwv (ipot yap Aéyovtal elvat), o08E T
Aaprov OmAov Ektéatal. kol toUto peEv Tolol
TLEPLOLKEOUDL 0UTOL £l0L Ol TAC SLadopaC
Slalpgovteg, ... oOvoua 6€ oot EotL Apyunaiol.

Hdt. 4.23



MICHAEL
LONGLEY

3

Snow Water

“Aschy” (2004)

We are both in our sixties now, our bodies
Growing stranger and more vulnerable.

It is time for that tonic called aschy,
Shadowy cherry-juice from South Russia.

The Argippaei who are all bald from birth,
Snub-nosed and long-chinned lap it up
With lip-smacking gusto or mix it with milk
Or make pancakes out of the sediment.

In bitter spells they wrap the trunks with felt
As thick and white as the snowy weather.

A weird sanctity protects you and me

While we stay under our ponticum-tree.
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