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Educate Yourself

Read Like A Wolf Eats

Be Excellent to Each Other

Books Then, Books Now, Books Forever

In this retelling, as in all my retellings, I have tried to make the work of literature accessible to modern readers who may lack the knowledge about mythology, religion, and history that the literary work’s contemporary audience had. 

Do you know a language other than English? If you do, I give you permission to translate this book, copyright your translation, publish or self-publish it, and keep all the royalties for yourself. (Do give me credit, of course, for the original retelling.)

I would like to see my retellings of classic literature used in schools, so I give permission to the country of Finland (and all other countries) to give copies of any or all of my retellings to all students forever. I also give permission to the state of Texas (and all other states) to give copies of any or all of my retellings to all students forever. I also give permission to all teachers to give copies of any or all of my retellings to all students forever. Of course, libraries are welcome to use my eBooks for free.

Teachers need not actually teach my retellings. Teachers are welcome to give students copies of my eBooks as background material. For example, if they are teaching Homer’s Iliad and Odyssey, teachers are welcome to give students copies of my Virgil’s Aeneid: A Retelling in Prose and tell them, “Here’s another ancient epic you may want to read in your spare time.” 
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Dedicated to My Uncle Reuben Saturday
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When he was a young man, my mother’s brother Reuben wanted to escape from poverty and lard sandwiches, so he tried to run away from it. He stole a car so he could drive up north where he hoped to find opportunity, but he got caught and ended up on a Georgia chain gang for several months. In a chain gang, prisoners are shackled every few feet by the ankles to a long length of chain to keep them from escaping. They work in the hot sun while shackled to the chain, and when they sleep, they are shackled to the bed. No freedom, hard work, hot sun, no pay, bad food, and some mean guards.

When my uncle got released from the chain gang, he hitchhiked up north. He did what a lot of people trying to escape from poverty do: He drifted. He drifted from town to town, seeking opportunity and not finding it.  He worked when he could, but the jobs were temporary and low pay. My uncle slept rough often, and he was hungry often. Once, when he was completely broke and completely hungry, he saw a restaurant with a buffet and went inside and asked to speak to the manager. He said, “I am very hungry, I don’t have any money, and I would appreciate it very much if you would give me any food that the restaurant is going to throw away. I will be happy to wait by the rear entrance until you are ready to throw away food.”

The manager told him to sit down at a table, and then the manager went to the buffet, loaded a big plate high with food, and gave it to him free of charge.

One way out of poverty is to get a good job, and my uncle got out of poverty by getting a job working with sheet metal.

My uncle’s work ethic helped him. His employer sent him to California to do some special sheet-metal work, and the people in California wanted to keep him there. They explained that their California employees liked to come to work late, leave early, and take many days off. It was difficult to get someone who would show up and do the work they were supposed to do and were paid to do.

My uncle was also good with money. He got married, bought a house, and raised six children. Each time he made a mortgage payment, he paid extra money so he could pay off the mortgage faster.

If there was a sale on food, he bought lots of it. For example, if there was a sale on peanut butter, two jars for the price of one, he would buy twelve jars and sometimes go back the next day and buy six more jars. 

If you went in his pantry — a closet set aside to store food — you saw that it was packed with food. If you went in his kitchen, you saw that he had taken off the doors of the high cabinets in which he stored food so that he could see the food. If you went in his bedroom, you saw that he had all the regular bedroom furniture, but he also had lots of shelves he had installed. The shelves were loaded with things that he had bought on sale that he knew his family could use: food (of course), light bulbs, toothpaste, toilet paper, etc. His bedroom looked like a warehouse.

Once he made a bad purchase: he bought a case of baked beans. Beans are beans, but the sauce they came in can taste good or bad, and the sauce these beans came in tasted bad. His kids told him, “Dad, throw those beans away! They’re awful!”

But when you grow up poor, you don’t throw beans away. For a long time, whenever my uncle and his family ate baked beans, they ate a mixture of one can of good baked beans and one can of bad baked beans.

My uncle’s kids never had to eat lard sandwiches. 

***
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The doing of good deeds is important. As a free person, you can choose to live your life as a good person or as a bad person. To be a good person, do good deeds. To be a bad person, do bad deeds. If you do good deeds, you will become good. If you do bad deeds, you will become bad. To become the person you want to be, act as if you already are that kind of person. Each of us chooses what kind of person we will become. To become a good person, do the things a good person does. To become a bad person, do the things a bad person does. The opportunity to take action to become the kind of person you want to be is yours.
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CAST OF CHARACTERS
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Male Characters

AUGUSTUS CAESAR. Emperor of Rome. 

MAECENAS. Poet and patron; counselor to Augustus Caesar. 

MARCUS OVID. Father to PUBLIUS OVID. 

LUSCUS. Servant to MARCUS and PUBLIUS OVID.

TIBULLUS. Elegiac poet. 

CORNELIUS GALLUS Elegiac poet. 

PROPERTIUS. Elegiac poet. Sextus Propertius.

FUSCUS ARISTIUS. Scholar and writer, friend of HORACE.

PUBLIUS OVID. Publius Ovidius Naso, elegiac poet. Referred to mostly as OVID in this book, and sometimes as young Ovid or Ovid the poet or Publius Ovid. His father will always be OVID SENIOR. Ovid wrote Ars Amatoria [The Art of Love] and Metamorphoses.

VIRGIL. Publius Virgilius Maro, epic poet, author of Aeneid. 

HORACE. Quintus Horatius Flaccus, satirical poet, author of Satires.

TREBATIUS. Lawyer, friend of HORACE. 

LUPUS. Tribune. Asinius Lupus.

TUCCA. Military man, sort of. He has a stutter and/or sputters at times, as when his emotions are strong or when he is pretending that his emotions are strong. Pantilius Tucca.

CRISPINUS. The Poetaster. Poetasters are poets who write bad poetry. Rufus Laberius Crispinus.

HERMOGENES. Musician and singer. 

DEMETRIUS FANNIUS. Hack writer. 

ALBIUS. Tradesman, husband to CHLOE. 

MINOS. Apothecary, aka pharmacist.

HISTRIO. Actor. 

AESOP. Actor. 

PYRGI. Pages to TUCCA. The singular is Pyrgus.

LICTORS.

EQUITES ROMANI. Knights. Members of the Equestrian class.

Female Characters

JULIA. Daughter to AUGUSTUS CAESAR. 

CYTHERIS. PROPERTIUS’ love.

PLAUTIA. TIBULLUS’ love. 

CHLOE. Wife to ALBIUS.

MAIDS.

In the Induction

ENVY.

PROLOGUE. (Heroic Virtue). The Prologue speaks the prologue at or near the beginning of the play.

THE SCENE: ROME

NOTES:

An arraignment is a calling to account, such as calling an accused person into a courtroom to defend him- or herself. Or it can mean a denunciation.

In Ben Jonson’s society, a person of higher rank would use “thou,” “thee,” “thine,” and “thy” when referring to a person of lower rank. (These terms were also used affectionately and between equals.) A person of lower rank would use “you” and “your” when referring to a person of higher rank.

“Sirrah” was a title used to address someone of a social rank inferior to the speaker. Friends, however, could use it to refer to each other.

The word “wench” in Ben Jonson’s time was not necessarily negative. It was often used affectionately.

The poetaster, Crispinus, is a parody of the playwright John Marston, with whom Ben Jonson had a feud. The two men were sometimes frienemies.

Ben Jonson’s play conflates Julia the Elder (Augustus Caesar’s daughter), and Julie the Younger (Augustus Caesar’s granddaughter, the daughter of Julia the Elder).

Roman Offices

Consuls: The office of Consul was the highest political office of the Roman Republic. Two Consuls were elected each year and served for one year. 

Praetors: A Praetor can be 1) the commander of an army, or 2) a magistrate. The office of Praetor (magistrate) was the second highest political office of the Roman Republic. They were subject only to the veto of the Consuls. Praetors could take the auspices, the performance of which was a religious rite. Taking the auspices was a way of (supposedly) foretelling the future. 

Lictors: Lictors served the Consuls and carried rods and axes as symbols of the Senators’ authority. Rods were symbols of the Consuls’ power to inflict corporal punishment, and axes were symbols of their power to inflict capital punishment. Lictors executed punishments on people who had been convicted of serious crimes.

Tribunes: Tribunes were administrative officers. Some were judicial Tribunes, and some were military Tribunes.

Aediles: An Aedile was a Roman magistrate who was in charge of maintaining public buildings. They also organized public festivals and were in charge of weights and measures.

Censors: They supervised public morality and maintained the census.

Prefects: They had civil or military power, but that power was delegated to them from others.

Praecones: Heralds. Criers in meetings of the Senate. They cried loudly things during a trial, such as “Silence!”
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THE INDUCTION
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The induction — introduction — of this play began with the second sounding of a trumpet. The first sounding was a warning for the audience to begin taking their seats. The third sounding would be a notice that the play was starting. Envy arrived at the second sounding in order to speak before the real Prologue arrived.

Like other denizens of hell in plays, Envy arose from a trapdoor in the stage floor. Several snakes were entwined around her arms and hung from her neck.

Envy said to herself, “Light, I salute thee, but with wounded nerves, wishing that thy golden splendor were pitchy darkness.” 

Some plays at this time had the title of the play written on a title board on stage.

Envy looked at the title board and said, “What’s here? The Arraignment? Aye: this, this is it that our sunken eyes have stayed awake and waited for all this while. Here will be the subject matter for my snakes and me. 

“Cling to my neck and wrists, my loving worms — my loving snakes — and cast yourselves round in soft and amorous folds until I bid thee to uncurl. Then break your knots and shoot out yourselves at length, as if your forced stings would hide themselves within the regarded-with-malice sides of him to whom I shall apply you.”

Envy was hostile to Ben Jonson, the playwright. She wanted her snakes of envy to bite his sides, which she hated, and she would force them to do that.

Envy looked at the audience and the stage candles and said, “Wait! The shine of this assembly here offends my sight. I’ll darken that first and outface — confront and disconcert — their grace.”

Envy blew out some candles that provided light for the stage.

She then said to the audience:

“Don’t marvel if I stare and glare at you. These past fifteen weeks — as long as it took Ben Jonson to turn the embryo of the plot into a finished play — have I with burning lights — my eyes — mixed vigilant thoughts in expectation of this hated play, which will criticize envious slanderers. But now at last I have arrived as its Prologue.

“Nor would I desire that you should look for other looks, gestures, or expressions of compliment and courtesy from me than what the infected bulk — breast — of Envy can furnish.

“For I have arisen here with a covetous hope to blast your pleasures and destroy your sports with wrong-headed wrestings of meanings, wrong-headed comments and explanations, wrong-headed applications of supposed allusions to real people and real events, spy-like suggestions, private whisperings, and a thousand such promoting sleights and sly tricks as these.

Envy was planning on traducing the play with her lies and false interpretations.

She said, “Closely notice how I will begin: the scene is —”

She then looked at the location signs on stage.

Envy said, “Ha! ‘Rome’? ‘Rome’? And ‘Rome’?”

She then said to herself:

“Crack, eye-strings, and let your eyeballs drop onto the earth! Let me be forever blind!

“I am forestalled; all my hopes are crossed, checked, and abated. Bah, a freezing sweat flows forth at all my pores; my entrails burn!

“What should I do? ‘Rome’? ‘Rome’? 

“O my vexed soul, how might I force an application of this play to the present state?”

In other words: If this play is set in Rome, how could it apply to England and its government and society?

Obviously, it could apply to England and its government and society and to many other countries and their governments and societies. And it could apply to many different times, not just the present time. Satire is like that.

Obviously, Ben Jonson knew that, but he was afraid of being sued for libel.

If you want to satirize an Englishman, the safe thing to do is to pretend that the Englishman is a Roman.

Envy peered into the audience and said:

“Are there no actors here? No poet-apes — poor poets who try to imitate real poets — who come with basilisks’ eyes, whose forked tongues are steeped in venom, as their hearts are steeped in gall?”

A basilisk was a mythological monster that could kill with a glance.

Envy continued:

“Either of these would help me; they could wrest, pervert, and poison all they hear or see with senseless glosses, interpretations, explanatory notes, and allusions.”

Envy began to address the “good” devils she hoped were in the audience:

“Now, if you are good devils, don’t flee from me.

“You know what dear, precious, and ample faculties I have endowed you good devils with; I’ll lend you more.

“Here, take my snakes among you, come, and eat, and while the squeezed juice flows in your black jaws, help me to damn the author.”

Black jaws are those that spew forth slander and malicious envy. 

In art, Envy was often depicted as eating a snake.

Envy continued:

“Spit the juice forth upon his lines, and show your rusty — discolored and rotten — teeth at every word or accent.

“Or else each of you choose one of my longest vipers, to stick down in your deep throats, and let the heads come forth at your rank — gross and stinky — mouths so that he may see you armed with triple malice, to hiss, sting, and tear his work and him.

“The snake heads and their forked tongues may forge lies, and then declaim, traduce, corrupt, apply, spy and inform the authorities, suggest —

“Oh, these are gifts wherein your souls are blest.”

No “good devils” spoke up. No one was willing to defame Ben Jonson. 

Envy said:

“What! Do you hide yourselves? Will none appear? None answer? What! Does his calm troop of audience members frighten you?

“Nay, then I do despair.”

She said to herself:

“Down, sink again. This travail is all lost with my dead hopes.”

Envy had traveled and labored — travailed — to say the prologue.

She continued:

“If in such bosoms spite have left to dwell, 

“Envy is not on earth, nor scarcely in hell.”

Envy partially descended back into hell.

The trumpet sounded for the third time and the real Prologue, who was wearing armor, appeared on stage.

The Prologue said to Envy:

“Wait, monster, before thou sink beneath the stage.”

The Prologue placed a foot on Envy’s head and said:

“Thus on thy head we set our bolder, stronger foot, with which we tread thy malice into earth.”

As Envy descended into hell, the Prologue said, “So spite should die, despised and scorned by noble industry such as the industry spent in writing this play.”

Envy disappeared, and the Prologue said:

“If anyone should muse why I greet the stage in the guise of an armed Prologue, know that it is a dangerous age, wherein who writes had better present his scenes forty-fold proof against the conjuring, secretly-working-together means of base detractors and illiterate apes that fill up theater seats in fair and well-formed shapes.

“Against these we have put on this defense we are forced to wear, whereof the allegory and hidden sense is that a well-erected confidence can frighten their pride and laugh their folly away from here. 

“Here now, suppose that our author should once more swear that his play were good — he implores you to not accuse him of arrogance, however much that common spawn of ignorance, our small-fry writers, may slime his fame and give his action that adulterated, corrupt name and title of arrogance.

“Such full-blown vanity he loathes more than base dejection; there’s a mean between both. With a constant firmness he pursues that mean, as one who knows the strength of his own muse. And this he hopes all free souls will allow.

“Others, who take with a rugged brow and frown of displeasure his assertion that this play is good,

“Their moods he rather pities than maliciously envies.

“His mind is above their injuries.”
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CHAPTER 1

— 1.1 —
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Publius Ovid read out loud from the new poem he was working on:

“Then, when this body falls in funeral fire,

“My name shall live, and my best part aspire.”

He then said, “It shall go so: My poem will end with these lines.”

Luscus, his servant and the servant of Ovid’s father, Marcus Ovid, aka Ovid Senior, entered the room and said, “Young master, Master Ovid, do you hear me? God save me! Away with your songs and sonnets and on with your gown and cap, quickly — here, here —”

He handed Ovid the garments.

Law students in Ben Jonson’s England wore distinctive caps and gowns.

Luscus continued, “Your father will be a man of this room quickly. Come — nay, nay, nay, nay, be quick.” 

He took Ovid’s poem from him and said, “These verses, too, a poison on them, I cannot abide them, they make me ready to vomit, by the banks of Helicon. Look what a rascally untoward — improper and foolish — thing this poetry is; I could tear them — your poems — now.”

Helicon was a mountain sacred to the Muses. Its springs were also sometimes called Helicon.

As he took back his poem, Ovid said, “Give it to me.”

He then asked, “How near is my father?”

Luscus answered, “By the heart of man! Get a law book in your hand; I will not answer you otherwise.”

Ovid picked up a law book.

Luscus continued, “Why, good; now there’s some formality in you. By Jove and three or four of the gods more, I am right of my old master’s humor and opinion about that — we have the same opinion about your poems: This villainous poetry will undo you, by the welkin, aka heavens.”

“What! Have thou buskins on, Luscus, that thou swear so tragically and high?” Ovid asked.

Buskins are thick-soled boots worn by actors in tragedies to give them added height and gravitas. 

Luscus replied, “No, but I have boots on and I am prepared and ready for anything, sir, and your father also has boots on, too, by this time, for he called for them before I came from the lodging where he is staying in the city.”

“Why, was he no more dressed than that?” Ovid asked.

Luscus said, “Oh, no; and there was the mad skeldering — begging — captain with the velvet arms — weapons carried in velvet scabbards — ready to lay hold on him as he comes down from his room — he who presses every man he meets, with an oath, to lend him money, and cries, ‘Thou must do it, old boy, as thou are a man, a man of worship and worthiness.’”

“Who, Pantilius Tucca?” Ovid asked.

“Aye, he,” Luscus answered, “and I met little Master Lupus, the Tribune, going thither, too.”

Ovid said, “If my father is under their arrest — if Tucca and Lupus are detaining him — I may with safety enough read over my elegy before he comes here.”

He put down the law book and picked up his poem.

“God save me!” Luscus said. “What’ll you do? Why, young master, you are not Castalian-mad, lunatic, frantic, desperate? Huh? Are you?”

A Castalian-mad man is a poet made mad by poetic inspiration. The nymph Castalia turned herself into a spring at Delphi to escape the god Apollo. People who drank its waters became poetically inspired.

“What ails thou, Luscus?” Ovid said. “What is wrong with you?”

“God be with you, sir, and goodbye,” Luscus said. “I’ll leave you to your poetical fancies and furies. I’ll not be guilty of encouraging you in such pursuits, I.”

Luscus exited.

“Don’t be guilty of that, good Ignorance,” Ovid said.

“Good Ignorance” referred to Luscus.

Ovid continued:

“I’m glad thou are gone, for thus alone, our ear shall better judge the hasty errors of our morning muse.”

He began to read his new poem out loud:

“Envy, why twitt’st thou me [by saying] my time’s spent ill

“And call’st my verse fruits of an idle quill?

“Or that, unlike the [family] line from whence I sprung,

“War’s dusty honors I pursue not young? 

“Or that I study not the tedious laws

“And prostitute my voice in every cause?

“Thy scope is mortal, mine [is] immortal, fame,

“Which through the world shall ever chant my name.

“Homer will live whilst Tenedos stands, and Ide [Ida],

“Or to the sea fleet Simois doth [does] slide;”

Ovid wished to pursue immortal fame as a poet rather than be a soldier or a lawyer. Homer and other poets had achieved immortal fame for their poetry.

Homer is the author of the Iliad and the Odyssey. These works will last as long as Tenedos (an island), Ida (a mountain), and the Simois (a river), all of which are mentioned in Homer’s epic poems, last.

To end the Trojan War, Odysseus came up with the idea of the Trojan Horse. The Trojan War had been fought for 10 years, and the forces of Agamemnon and the other Greeks had not been able to conquer Troy by might, and so Odysseus had the idea of using trickery to conquer Troy. The Greeks built a huge wooden horse and left it outside Troy, and then they seemed to sail away in their ships and return home. However, the Trojan Horse was hollow and filled with Greek soldiers, including Odysseus, and the ships sailed behind an island called Tenedos so that the Trojans could not see them. A lying Greek named Sinon stayed behind and pretended that he had escaped from Odysseus, who had wanted to kill him. Sinon told the Trojans that if they were to take the Trojan Horse inside the walls of Troy, then Troy would never fall. Amid great rejoicing, the Trojans took the Trojan Horse inside the walls of Troy. That night, the Greek warriors came out of the Trojan Horse, went to the gates of Troy, killed the Trojan guards, and opened the gates of Troy. Agamemnon and his troops were outside the gates, after returning from hiding behind the island. The Greeks then conquered Troy.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“And so shall Hesiod, too, while vines do bear

“Or crooked sickles crop the ripened ear.”

Hesiod is the author of Works and Days, which praises labor and describes the five ages of Humankind, with the Age of Gold being the best.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“Callimachus, though in invention low,

“Shall still be sung, since he in art doth [does] flow.”

Callimachus is a Greek poet whom some critics such as Ben Jonson thought was skillful but not inspired.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“No loss shall come to Sophocles’ proud vein;”

Sophocles is the great Greek tragedian who wrote Oedipus the King, aka Oedipus Rex. In this tragedy, the Sphinx asks Oedipus this riddle: What goes on four legs in the morning, two legs at noon, and three legs in the evening? If Oedipus cannot answer this riddle correctly, the Sphinx will kill him. Fortunately, Oedipus does answer the riddle correctly: Man, who goes on hands and knees as a crawling baby, two legs as a healthy adult, and two legs and a cane as an old person.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“With sun and moon, Aratus shall remain.”

Aratus is a Greek poet who wrote about the constellations.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“Whilst slaves be false, fathers hard, and bawds be whorish,

“Whilst harlots flatter shall Menander flourish.”

Menander is a Greek comic playwright who wrote Dyskolos, aka The Misanthrope.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“Ennius, though rude [uneducated], and Accius’ high-reared strain 

“A fresh applause in every age shall gain.”

Ennius, who used Greek literary models, is considered by some critics the father of Roman poetry.

Accius was a Roman tragedian who made free translations of plays by Greek tragedians, especially Aeschylus, who wrote the Oresteia, a trilogy of three tragedies: Agamemnon, The Libation Bearers, and The Eumenides. In the trilogy, Agamemnon returns home after he and the Greeks defeat Troy. His wife, Clytemnestra, who has taken a lover, murders him, and in turn, is murdered by their son, Orestes. The avenging spirits known as the Furies pursue him until finally the goddess Athena arranges a new function for them, transforming them into the Eumenides, aka the Kindly Ones.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“Of Varro’s name what ear shall not be told?

“Of Jason’s Argo, and the fleece of gold?”

The Roman writer Varro wrote about the Latin language.

Jason and his Argonauts built a ship named the Argo and sailed to Colchis to get the Golden Fleece. With the help of the witch Medea, they got the Golden Fleece and sailed home with it.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“Then shall Lucretius’ lofty numbers [verses] die

“When earth and seas in fire and flames shall fry.”

The Roman Lucretius wrote a book of philosophy titled De Rerum Natura, aka Concerning the Nature of Things.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“Tityrus, Tillage, Aenee [Aeneid] shall be read

“Whilst Rome of all the conquered world is head.”

These were three major works by Virgil. Tityrus is a narrator in Virgil’s Eclogues, aka Bucolics, about pastoral life. The Georgics is about farming, or tillage. The Aeneid is Virgil’s masterpiece. It tells the story of the Fall of Troy and how the Trojan prince Aeneas journeyed to Italy by way of Carthage to become an important ancestor of the Romans.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“Till Cupid’s fires be out and his bow broken

“Thy verses, neat [elegant] Tibullus, shall be spoken.

“Our Gallus shall be known from east to west; 

“So shall Lycoris, whom he now loves best.”

Tibullus and Gallus were two of Ovid’s poet friends. Lycoris was the name Gallus gave to his lover in his poems.

Ovid continued to read out loud: 

“The suffering plowshare or the flint may wear,

“But heavenly poesy [poetry] no death can fear.

“Kings shall give place to it, and kingly shows,

“The banks over which gold-bearing Tagus flows.”

The Tagus River divides Spain and Portugal.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“Kneel hinds [Boors kneel] to trash; me let bright Phoebus swell 

“With cups full flowing from the Muses’ well.”

In other words: “Boors kneel to trash; let bright Phoebus Apollo, god of poetry, fill me with inspiration.”

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud: 

“Frost-fearing myrtle [an evergreen shrub that symbolizes immortality] shall impale [encircle] my head,

“And by sad lovers I’ll be often read.

“Envy the living, not the dead, doth [does] bite,”

In other words: Envy bites the living, not the dead.

Ovid continued to read out loud:

“For after death all men receive their right.

“Then, when this body falls in funeral fire,

“My name shall live, and my best part aspire.”

As an evergreen, myrtle does not fear literal frost; however, it does fear frost-brained poetasters who cannot write good poetry.
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— 1.2 —
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Ovid Senior, Luscus, Tucca, and Lupus entered the room.

Tucca was a military man, sort of. He was also a conman, definitely. Lupus was an official: a Tribune.

Ovid Senior, Ovid’s father, who had heard the end of his son’s poem, said:

“Your name shall live indeed, sir; you say true; but you don’t think about how infamously, how scorned and contemned in the eyes and ears of the best and gravest Romans; you never so much as dream about that.

“Are these the fruits of all my travail and expenses? Is this the scope and aim of thy studies? Are these the hopeful courses wherewith I have so long flattered my expectation from thee? 

“Verses? Poetry? Ovid, whom I thought to see the pleader in cases of law, has become Ovid the play-maker?”

“No, sir,” Ovid, his son, said.

Ovid Senior said:

“Yes, sir. I hear that a tragedy of yours is coming forth for the common actors there, called Medea. 

“By my household gods, I swear that if I come to the acting of it, I’ll add one tragic part more than is yet expected to it; believe me when I promise it.”

The Roman household gods are the Lares and the Penates, the ancestral gods and the gods of the pantry. When Aeneas fled from fallen Troy, he carried his father on his back, and his father held the household gods.

Ovid Senior continued, “What! Shall I have my son a stager now? An ingle for actors? A gull? A rook? A shot-clog?”

A “stager” is a contemptuous term for a theater-man. 

An “ingle” is a young boy who is used for homosexual sex, but the term can also refer to a friend.

Gulls and rooks are fools.

A shot-clog is a fool who is tolerated because he pays the bills.

Ovid Senior continued, “To make suppers and be laughed at? Publius, I will set thee on the funeral pile first.”

Publius Ovid, his son, said, “Sir, I beg you to have patience.”

Luscus said to Ovid:

“Nay, this it is to have your ears dammed up to good counsel.”

Luscus then said to the others:

“I did augur — predict — all this to him beforehand, without poring into an ox’s paunch for the matter, and yet he would not be scrupulous — that is, he would not be wary.”

Augurs are fortune-tellers who would examine the entrails of a sacrificed ox and then predict whether the future would be good or bad.

Tucca the military man said to Luscus:

“How is this now, goodman slave? What, roly poly? We are all rivals, rascal?”

A roly poly is a worthless person.

Tucca thought that Luscus, a servant, was trying to make himself the equal of Tucca and the others present.

Tucca was basically a beggar, and he was protective of what he regarded as his prerogatives. One way to build up yourself is to tear down others.

He then said to Ovid Senior:

“Why, my Master of Worship, do thou hear? Are these thy best projects? 

“Is this thy designs and thy discipline, to allow knaves to be competitors with commanders and gentlemen?”

Tucca then said to Luscus:

“Are we parallels, rascal? Are we equals?”

Tucca, a beggar of sorts, considered himself to be better than Luscus, who was a servant and worked for a living.

Ovid Senior said to Luscus, “Sirrah, go and get my horses ready. You’ll always be prating.”

Tucca said to Luscus, “Do, you perpetual stinkard, do — go, talk to tapsters and ostlers, you slave; they are in your element — go; here are the Emperor’s captains, you ragamuffin rascal, and not your comrades.”

Tapsters are bartenders, and ostlers take care of horses.

Luscus exited.

Lupus the Tribune (a magistrate) said to Ovid Senior:

“Indeed, Marcus Ovid, these actors are an idle generation — that is, an idle breed — and do much harm in a state. They corrupt young gentry very much. I know it. I have not been a Tribune thus long and observed nothing. 
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