

[image: Cover Image]



Everyman’s Poetry

Everyman, I will go with thee, and be thy guide

Ovid

Edited with an introduction by DAVID HOPKINS

University of Bristol

[image: image]



Note on the Author and Editor


OVID (Publius Ovidius Naso) was born at Sulmo in central Italy in 43 BC. As the son of an old equestrian (aristocratic) family, he was sent to study rhetoric in Rome, completing his education with a grand tour of Greece. After holding some minor judicial positions, he abandoned a career in public service for writing, and was soon acknowledged as the leading Roman poet of his generation. But in AD 8 he was suddenly banished by the Emperor Augustus – for reasons which remain the subject of much (inconclusive) speculation – to Tomis, an inclement and culturally isolated outpost of the Roman Empire on the Black Sea. Despite complaints and pleas to Augustus, and later to his successor, Tiberius, Ovid remained in exile until his death in AD 17. His extant work comprises three books of witty and sometimes risque´ love-elegies (Amores), a collection of the fictional correspondence of mythological heroines (Heroides), two quasi-didactic poems addressed to lovers (Ars amatoria and Remedia amoris), a poem on the Roman calendar (Fasti), two collections of personal poems written from exile (Tristia and Ex Ponto), a short invective (Ibis) and, most famously, a mythological poem in fifteen books on transformation and change (Metamorphoses). Ovid has been one of the most most influential of all European writers: his work (particularly Metamorphoses) has been translated, adapted, echoed, and alluded to by poets in all the major vernaculars, as well as being copiously drawn upon by dramatists, musicians and visual artists.

DAVID HOPKINS read Classics and English at St Catherine’s College, Cambridge, and is currently Reader in English Poetry at the University of Bristol. Among his publications on classical/English literary relations are contributions to Ovid Renewed, ed. Charles Martindale (Cambridge, 1988) and Horace Made New, ed. Charles Martindale and David Hopkins (Cambridge, 1993).



Chronology of Ovid’s Life








	Year

	Life




	44 BC

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	43 BC

	20 Mar. Ovid (Publius Ovidius Naso) born at Sulmo on the Abruzzi, the son of an old equestrian family.




	 

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	42 BC

	 




	 

	 




	40 BC

	 




	 

	 




	39 BC

	 




	 

	 




	?37 BC

	 




	 

	 




	36 BC

	 




	31 BC

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	30 BC

	 




	 

	 




	29 BC

	 




	 

	 




	29–19 BC

	 




	 

	 




	28 BC

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	27 BC

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	c. 27 BC

	Ovid assumes the toga with the ‘broad purple stripe’, a sign that he was a candidate for the cursus honorum, the sequence of magistracies leading to admission to the Senate.




	 

	 




	?c. 25 BC

	Ovid begins work on Amores (‘Loves’).




	 

	 




	after 24 BC

	Ovid embarks on a career in public service.




	23 BC

	 




	20 BC

	 




	 

	 




	19 BC

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	18–17 BC

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	not before

	 




	16 BC

	The revised Amores, in three books, published.




	 

	 




	13 BC

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	12 BC

	 




	 

	 




	8 BC

	 




	 

	 




	by 2 BC

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	?before

	 




	2 BC

	Composition of Heroides (‘Letters of the Heroines’) 1–14.




	2 BC

	 




	?2 BC–AD1

	Publication of Ars amatoria (‘The Art of Love’).




	2 BC–AD2

	Publication of Remedia amoris (‘Remedies for Love’).




	?AD 1–8

	Composition of Heroides 16–21.




	AD 4

	 




	before AD 8

	Composition of Metamorphoses (‘Transformations’), Ovid’s most famous work.




	 

	From the same period comes Fasti (‘The Calendar’).




	AD 8

	Ovid exiled to Tomis.




	AD 9

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	AD 9–12

	Tristia (‘Sorrows’) sent from Ovid in exile to his wife and to (unnamed) Roman friends.




	c. AD 10

	Composition of Ibis, an abstruse curse-poem, directed against an unnamed enemy.




	AD 13

	Publication of Epistulae ex Ponto (‘Letters from Pontus’) 1–3, poems addressed to Ovid’s (named) friends and acquaintances from exile (Book 4 probably appeared posthumously).




	AD 14

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	 

	 




	AD 17

	Death of Ovid at Tomis.






Chronology of his Times








	Year

	Cultural Context

	Historical Context




	44 BC

	 

	13 Mar. Assassination of Julius Caesar. The publication of Caesar’s will (dated 13 Sept. 45) reveals that Octavian has been adopted as his heir.




	43 BC

	 

	
c. 27 Apr. Octavian defeats Mark Antony at the battle of Mutina. Octavian and Antony subsequently reconciled.

27 Nov. Establishment of triumvirate (Octavian, Mark Antony, Lepidus) to rule Rome and the Empire.





	42 BC

	 

	Octavian and Mark Antony defeat the army of Brutus and Cassius at the Battle of Philippi.




	40 BC

	 

	Mark Antony marries Octavia (Octavian’s sister).




	39 BC

	 

	Pact of Misenum, between Sextus Pompeius (son of Pompey the Great) and the triumvirs.




	?37 BC

	Publication of Virgil’s Eclogues. Around this date, Virgil joins the circle of Maecenas and Octavian.

	 




	36 BC

	 

	Defeat of Sextus Pompeius, who had broken the Pact of Misenum. Lepidus forced to leave the triumvirate, and to retire into private life.




	31 BC

	 

	Octavian assumes the consulship and defeats Antony and Cleopatra at the Battle of Actium (13 Sept.).




	30 BC

	Publication of Horace, Satires, 1.

	 




	29 BC

	Publication of Virgil’s Georgics. ?Publication of Book 1 of Propertius’ Elegies.

	 




	29–19 BC

	Composition of Virgil’s Aeneid.

	 




	28 BC

	Octavian’s Mausoleum, gardens and crematorium built on the Campus Martius.

	Octavian enrols himself as Princeps Senatus, revives ancient religious ceremonies and dedicates a temple of Apollo on the Palatine.




	27 BC

	?Publication of Tibullus, Elegies 1. Building work starts on the Pantheon in the Campus Martius.

	16 Jan. Octavian receives the title Augustus, thus affirming his superior position in the Senate.




	c. 27 BC

	 

	 




	 

	 

	 




	 

	 

	 




	?c.25 BC

	 

	 




	after 24 BC

	 

	 




	23 BC

	Publication of Horace, Odes 1–3. Virgil reads Books 2, 4 and 6 of the Aeneid to Augustus’ family. ? Publication of Propertius, Elegies 3.

	
Death of Marcellus (Augustus’ son-in-law and heir-apparent).

23 July. Augustus resigns the consulship but is granted powers involving complete control of the Senate, a move which marks the absolute end of the Roman Republic.





	20 BC

	Publication of Horace, Epistles 1.

	 




	19 BC

	Deaths of Virgil and Tibullus (the latter lamented by Ovid in Amores, 3.9).

	 




	18–17 BC

	 

	Augustus introduces a programme of moral and religious reform, including the Lex Julia de adulteriis (making adultery a public crime), and laws privileging marriage and condemning luxury.




	not before 16 BC

	Publication of Propertius, Elegies 4.

	 




	13 BC

	?Publication of Horace, Odes, 4. Building of the Theatre of Marcellus.

	 




	12 BC

	 

	Augustus becomes Pontifex Maximus (the official head of Roman religion).




	8 BC

	27 Nov. Death of Horace (Horace known personally by Ovid: see Tristia 4.10). Death of Maecenas.

	 




	by 2 BC

	Propertius dead (Ovid’s friend: see Tristia 4.10).

	 




	?before 2 BC

	 

	 




	2 BC

	Dedication of the Forum of Augustus, containing the temple of Mars Ultor (‘Mars the Avenger’).

	Augustus saluted as Pater Patriae. His daughter Julia banished for adultery.




	?2 BC–AD1

	 

	 




	2 BC–AD 2

	 

	 




	?AD 1–8

	 

	 




	AD 4

	 

	Tiberius adopted by Augustus as his likely successor.




	before

	 

	 




	AD 8

	 

	 




	 

	 

	 




	AD 8

	 

	Augustus’ granddaughter Julia banished for adultery.




	 

	 

	 




	AD 9

	 

	Augustus’ last social law, the Lex Papia Poppaea,, offering further inducements to have children.




	 

	 

	 




	AD 9–12

	 

	 




	 

	 

	 




	c. AD 10

	 

	 




	 

	 

	 




	AD 13

	 

	 




	 

	 

	 




	AD 14

	 

	9 Aug. Death of Augustus. 17 Sept. Tiberius proclaimed Emperor. The Senate decrees that Augustus should be accepted among the gods of the state.




	AD 17

	Death of Livy.

	 







Introduction


The reception-history of Ovid’s poetry has often been characterized by a curious schizophrenia. On the one hand, Ovid has been one of the most widely read and frequently imitated writers in the whole of European literature. His work has been translated, adapted, echoed, and alluded to by poets in all the major vernaculars, and drawn upon as a source of narrative and descriptive raw material by dramatists from Seneca to Shakespeare, composers from Monteverdi to Britten, and visual artists from Titian to Picasso. Critical accounts of Ovid, by contrast, have often been grudging, and sometimes openly hostile. The critics, it seems, have not always been able, or willing, to define or applaud the qualities that have given Ovid such widespread appeal for ordinary readers and fellow-artists.

Nearly every area of Ovid’s extant output has been popular and widely influential. His amatory poetry, with its conspiratorially established rapport between poet and reader, its playful self-mockery, its erotic outspokenness, and its knowing delineation of lovers’ deceits and delusions, has offered later poets such as Marlowe and Donne an attractive alternative to the fervent solemnities of the Petrarchan tradition; its telling vignettes of Roman social life have struck a common chord in the hearts of numerous subsequent city-dwellers. The Heroides have been admired for their shrewd understanding of the sufferings and stratagems of women in love, and have provided later writers with a model of how familiar epic and tragic material might be presented from unexpectedly new angles. The Heroides have engendered a whole literature of ‘female complaint’ – of which Chaucer’s Legend of Good Women and Pope’s ‘Eloisa to Abelard’ are the most celebrated English examples – and were a crucial influence on the development of the epistolary novel in the eighteenth century. Tristia and Ex Ponto have served as models for later poetry of personal lament and artistic self-justification. Above all, the Metamorphoses have captured the imaginations of countless readers with their pictorial vividness and narrative variety. The poem’s descriptive set-pieces – the Cave of Sleep, the abode of Famine, the House of Fame – have inspired numerous subsequent poetic personifications and allegories: ‘The shadowy beings … which abound in Spenser, Milton (and I might go back to Chaucer)’, wrote George Sewell in 1717, ‘are mostly owing to Ovid.’ The narrative techniques of the Metamorphoses – sometimes rapid and cinematographic, sometimes more leisurely and digressive, often involving Chinese-box effects of tales-within-tales – have afforded later writers a whole repertoire of storytelling devices. The myths have been felt to embody deep wisdom, both of a gravely mysterious and homelier kind. Ovid’s tales have been frequently thought to contain profound philosophical, moral, religious, even scientific, truths. And they have passed into the very fabric of the common language. Whenever someone is described as ‘stonyhearted’, as ‘narcissistic’, or as having ‘the Midas touch’, or whenever reference is made to ‘Time, the great devourer’, the phrases carry with them submerged memories of Ovid’s depictions of the grief of Niobe, of the unrequited self-love of Narcissus, of Midas’ wish that all he touched should become gold, and of the philosopher Pythagoras’ grand vision of nature’s flux and continuities. Ovid’s treatment of the classical gods – for him, a convenient fiction rather than the object of solemn reverence – has provided a framework within which numerous later artists have found it useful to conduct their own explorations of the conditions which ennoble, constrain or threaten human life. His bold presentation of taboo subjects – rape, incest, mutilation, cannibalism, impotence, bestialism – have given artists the confidence to treat matters which might otherwise have seemed quite beyond the bounds of civilized discourse. And his self-consciously signalled awareness of his own role as a poet, of the possibilities and limitations of his own art, and of the literary traditions within (and against) which he was working has inspired many equally self-conscious artists in later ages. Ovid’s work has served as a constant and potent reminder that literary language and conventions are sophisticated devices (with their own complex history) for discovering, constructing, interrogating, and negotiating with the world we inhabit, rather than transparent windows through which a fixed, external reality is neutrally, objectively, and innocently observed.

Given the nature of their subject-matter, it is perhaps not surprising that the Amores and the Ars amatoria should have been regularly denounced by the puritanically minded as dangerous incitements to sexual licence. But critical hostility to Ovid has not been confined to his amatory works. From Roman times onwards, it was frequently alleged that Ovid had indulged his verbal ingenuity and playful wit in ways that seriously violated the canons of good taste. And such criticisms were often focused particularly on Ovid’s most popular work, the Metamorphoses.

It was said, for example, that, when portraying the flood which had once all but destroyed the human race, Ovid had undercut the grandeur and momentousness of the event by including irrelevant, fanciful details and childish trifles which made it seem merely paltry and absurd: wolves swimming among the sheep, lions carried along by the waves, sea-monsters grazing in the tree-tops. And in the episodes in the Metamorphoses where human characters appear in the extremities of pain and distress, it was alleged, Ovid had frequenly made them burst into puns, epigrams, or strings of obtrusive rhetorical figures, thereby preventing any free flow of sympathy with their plight. ‘Would any man who is ready to die for love’, remarked Dryden, ‘describe his passion like [Ovid’s] Narcissus?’ – that is, in a sequence of artfully contrived paradoxes and antitheses. ‘On these occasions’, Dryden judged, ‘the poet should endeavour to raise pity; but instead of this, Ovid is tickling you to laugh.’ On such grounds, Ovid was branded by his more extreme detractors as a glib and callous trifler who was always more concerned to display his own cleverness than to provoke genuine understanding or compassion. His interest in human suffering was thought to be as cruel and prurient as it was shallow, and his self-conscious artifice and obtrusive verbal wit were seen as the fatal flaws of a writer seriously over-enamoured of his own rhetorical virtuosity.

It is, however, a curious fact that the very features of Ovid’s art that were most vehemently deplored by hostile critics were often positively relished by the poet’s translators and imitators. Moreover, the positive and negative responses were sometimes expressed by the same persons, wearing (as it were) two different hats. For, in the very volume whose Preface contains the negative response to Ovid’s Narcissus quoted above, Dryden translated several episodes from Metamorphoses in ways which reveal his delight in, and desire to imitate to the full, the very puns, antitheses, verbal repetitions and fanciful-wit-in-‘serious’-situations, on which, as a critic, he had felt obliged to deliver the familiar negative verdict. In the act of translation, it seems, Dryden had divined a purpose and expressive function in stylistic traits which, as a critic, he could only write off as empty, self-indulgent mannerisms.

A clue to the nature of this purpose and function is provided by some passing remarks from a distinguished poet of our own day. In the Introduction to his Tales from Ovid (1997), Ted Hughes has referred to the ‘playful philosophical breadth of [Ovid’s] detachment, his readiness to entertain every possibility, his strange yoking of incompatible moods’. Hughes here suggestively links Ovid’s verbal playfulness with two larger poetic qualities: a breadth of imaginative vision deserving the epithet ‘philosophical’, and a capacity to integrate apparently incompatible sentiments and perceptions in an unexpectedly unified whole. On such an account, Ovid’s highly patterned rhetoric is to be seen not as frigid trifling, indulged in for its own sake, but as a means to an end: a ‘distancing’ effect which allows a wider range of perceptions and emotions to come into play than would be possible if the poet were empathizing with his characters and situations in a more wholehearted and full-blooded way. According to this view, Ovid’s wordplay enables him to attain, and to impart to his readers, a broader and more comprehensive understanding of his fictional situations than would otherwise be possible: to create a perspective which is simultaneously sympathetic and distanced, wry and intimate, cool and compassionate, playful and grave, and which thus fuses in a new compound states of feeling and response which are normally kept rigorously separate.

Dryden’s translations confirm that such a conception of Ovid’s art was, indeed, in his mind when he rendered some of the key episodes from the Metamorphoses. For example, in his version of the episode of Myrrha, the Cretan princess consumed by an incestuous passion for her father, the antitheses and verbal patternings that characterize the heroine’s opening soliloquy are seen, and rendered, as a sophisticated device for bringing home to the reader, at one and the same moment, the absurd sophistry and the agonizing pathos of her plight – with the result that we entertain a complex view of her: neither sympathetic understanding, nor contempt, nor amusement, nor horror, but a subtle blend of all four. There is, therefore, a peculiarly satisfying aptness in the conclusion of Ovid’s narrative, in which Myrrha is neither condemned, pardoned nor punished, but reassimilated into the nature of which she is part, by being transformed into a myrrh tree which preserves, in its twisted trunk and odorous gum, both the beauty and the pain of her former existence. An insoluble human dilemma has thus been comprehended (in more than one sense of the term) by Ovid’s wittily fanciful treatment. Similarly, in the story of Ceyx, king of Trachis, drowned in a storm at sea far from his beloved wife Alcyone, the reader is allowed by Dryden’s rendering (as by Ovid’s original) to dwell with relish on the zestfully competitive striving of the waves to destroy Ceyx’s ship, and on the comedy of the uncaring God of Sleep, pestered by Iris to send Alcyone news of her husband’s death, without such responses preventing compassion for Alcyone’s loss, or undercutting the delicacy of the tale’s close, where husband and wife are re-united in their weirdly beautiful transformation into mating sea-birds. Ovid’s distinctive blend of playfully distancing wit, exuberant animism, and discerning psychological precision allows the reader to view the two main characters in the episode as both touching and absurd, self-knowledgeable and deluded, precious to the gods and of no concern to them at all. It allows equal play to those intuitions which would suggest that the natural world is arbitrarily malign and those which would imply some mysteriously beneficent ordering in events. To be allowed to share Ovid’s inclusiveness of vision has a strangely calming and consolatory effect. For Ovid’s ‘philosophical breadth’ allows his readers a momentary accommodation with aspects of the human condition which would otherwise seem intractably bizarre, cruel, absurd or terrifying.

DAVID HOPKINS



Note on Translations and Texts


The translations of Ovid used in this selection are by English poets of the late seventeenth and early eighteenth centuries. These versions allow themselves local freedoms of omission and expansion which may surprise readers used to more literal renderings. But the avowed aim of the translators of this period was to render the ‘spirit’ rather than merely the ‘letter’ of their originals, and they realized that, in order to give English readers some sense of Ovid’s distinctive feel and flavour, it was, paradoxically, necessary to treat the paraphrasable, line-by-line content of his text with a certain freedom. It is their capacity to find an English equivalent for Ovid’s verse rhetoric (which, as we have seen, was more than merely decorative in its function) that makes the ‘Augustan’ versions still the best point of access to Ovid for English readers.

Translations have been drawn from the following collections (some of which contain material which had appeared previously elsewhere):


Ovid’s Epistles, Translated by Several Hands (1680)

Ovid’s Art of Love, in Three Books, together with his Remedy of Love, Translated into English Verse by Several Eminent Hands (1709)

T. P., Ovid’s Tristia (1713; 4th edition, 1726)

Ovid’s Epistles, Translated by Several Hands, with his Amours by Dryden, Congreve, etc. (1725)

Ovid’s Metamorphoses, in Fifteen Books, Translated by the Most Eminent Hands [edited by Sir Samuel Garth] (1717)

William Massey, Ovid’s Fasti, or the Romans’ Sacred Calendar, Translated into English Verse (1757)



Spelling, punctuation and paragraphing have been modernized. Italic headnotes provide a brief indication of each poem’s subject, or of the narrative context from which excerpted passages emanate. The identity of particular translators is supplied immediately after the version(s) in question. To enable texts to be economically keyed to the Notes, editorial line-numberings have been supplied for each extract in the selection. The Notes provide cross-references to the relevant line-numberings in the Latin original. For convenience, all information on mythological and historical persons and places has been collected in the alphabetical glossary which follows the Notes.

While preparing this selection, I have received valuable assistance and advice from Sandra Hopkins, and from my colleagues, Duncan Kennedy and Charles Martindale.


from Amores (‘Loves’)


1.1

How Ovid came to write love elegies.



	For mighty wars I thought to tune my lute,

	 




	And make my measures* to my subject suit.

	 




	Six feet* for every verse the Muse designed,

	 




	But Cupid, laughing, when he saw my mind,

	 




	From every second verse a foot purloined.

	5




	Who gave thee, boy, this arbitrary sway,*

	 




	Or subjects not thy own commands to lay,

	 




	Who Phoebus only and his laws obey?

	 




	’Tis more absurd than if the queen of love*

	 




	Should in Minerva’s arms to battle move,

	10




	Or manly Pallas from that queen should take

	 




	Her torch, and o’er the dying lover shake.

	 




	In fields as well may Cynthia sow the corn,

	 




	Or Ceres wind in woods the bugle horn.

	 




	As well may Phoebus quit the trembling string

	15




	For sword and shield, and Mars may learn to sing.

	 




	Already thy dominions are too large;

	 




	Be not ambitious of a foreign charge!*

	 




	If thou wilt reign o’er all, and everywhere,

	 




	The god of music* for his harp may fear.

	20




	Thus when with soaring wings I seek renown,

	 




	Thou pluck’st my pinions,* and I flutter down.

	 




	Could I on such mean thoughts my Muse employ,

	 




	I want* a mistress, or a blooming boy.

	 




	Thus I complained; his bow the stripling bent,

	25




	And chose an arrow fit for his intent.

	 




	The shaft his purpose fatally pursues;

	 




	‘Now, poet, there’s a subject for thy Muse,’

	 




	He said – too well, alas, he knows his trade!

	 




	For in my breast a mortal wound he made.

	30




	Far hence, ye proud hexameters remove,

	 




	My verse is paced* and travelled* into love.

	 




	With myrtle wreaths* my thoughtful brows enclose,

	 




	While in unequal* verse I sing my woes.

	 







1.4


Ovid instructs his mistress on how to behave at a feast, with her husband present.

 



	Your husband will be with us at the treat:*

	 




	May that be the last supper he shall eat!

	 




	And am poor I a guest invited there,

	 




	Only to see, while he may touch, the fair?

	 




	To see you kiss and hug your nauseous lord,

	5




	While his lewd hand descends below the board?

	 




	Now wonder not that Hippodamia’s charms

	 




	At such a sight the centaurs urged to arms;

	 




	That in a rage they threw their cups aside,

	 




	Assailed the bridegroom, and would force the bride.

	10




	I am not half a horse – I would I were! –

	 




	Yet hardly can from you my hands forbear.

	 




	Take, then, my counsel, which, observed, may be

	 




	Of some importance both to you and me.

	 




	Be sure to come before your man be there;

	15




	There’s nothing can be done, but come howe’er.

	 




	Sit next him – that belongs to decency –

	 




	But tread upon my foot in passing by;

	 




	Read in my looks what silently they speak,

	 




	And slyly with your eyes your answer make.

	20




	My lifted eyebrow shall declare my pain;

	 




	My right hand to his fellow shall complain,

	 




	And on the back a letter shall design,

	 




	Besides a note that shall be writ in wine.

	 




	Whene’er you think upon our last embrace,

	25




	With your forefinger gently touch your face;

	 




	If any word of mine offend my dear,

	 




	Pull, with your hand, the velvet of your ear;

	 




	If you are pleased with what I do or say,

	 




	Handle your rings, or with your fingers play;

	30




	As suppliants use at altars, hold the board,

	 




	Whene’er you wish the devil may take your lord.

	 




	When he fills for you, never touch the cup,

	 




	But bid th’ officious cuckold drink it up.

	 




	The waiter on those services employ;

	35




	Drink you, and I will snatch it from the boy,

	 




	Watching the part where your sweet mouth hath been,

	 




	And thence with eager lips will suck it in.

	 




	If he with clownish* manners thinks it fit

	 




	To taste, and offer you the nasty bit,

	40




	Reject his greasy kindness, and restore

	 




	Th’ unsavoury morsel he had chewed before;

	 




	Nor let his arms embrace your neck, nor rest

	 




	Your tender cheek upon his hairy breast;

	 




	Let not his hand within your bosom stray,

	45




	And rudely with your pretty bubbies* play;

	 




	But, above all, let him no kiss receive:

	 




	That’s an offence I never can forgive!

	 




	Do not, O do not, that sweet mouth resign,

	 




	Lest I rise up in arms and cry, ‘’Tis mine!’

	50




	I shall thrust in betwixt, and, void of fear,

	 




	The manifest adulterer will appear.

	 




	These things are plain to sight; but more I doubt

	 




	What you conceal beneath your petticoat.

	 




	Take not his leg between your tender thighs,

	55




	Nor with your hand provoke my foe to rise.

	 




	How many love-inventions I deplore,

	 




	Which I myself have practised all before!

	 




	How oft have I been forced the robe to lift

	 




	In company; to make a homely shift*

	60




	For a bare bout, ill huddled o’er in haste,

	 




	While o’er my side the fair her mantle cast!

	 




	You to your husband shall not be so kind;

	 




	But, lest you should, your mantle leave behind.

	 




	Encourage him to tope,* but kiss him not,

	65




	Nor mix one drop of water in his pot.

	 




	If he be fuddled well, and snores apace,

	 




	Then we may take advice from time and place.

	 




	When all depart, when compliments are loud,

	 




	Be sure to mix among the thickest crowd;

	70




	There I will be, and there we cannot miss,

	 




	Perhaps to grubble,* or at least to kiss.

	 




	Alas, what length of labour I employ,

	 




	Just to secure a short and transient joy!

	 




	For night must part us; and when night is come,

	75




	Tucked underneath his arm he leads you home.

	 




	He locks you in; I follow to the door,

	 




	His fortune envy, and my own deplore.

	 




	He kisses you, he more than kisses too;

	 




	Th’ outrageous cuckold thinks it all his due.

	80




	But add not to his joy by your consent,

	 




	And let it not be giv’n, but only lent.

	 




	Return no kiss, nor move in any sort;

	 




	Make it a dull and a malignant sport.

	 




	Had I my wish, he should no pleasure take,

	85




	But slubber o’er* your business for my sake;

	 




	And whate’er fortune shall this night befall,
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