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Entertainment

The Amphitheatre – In Pompeii, the Colosseum, types of Gladiators

i.

Amphitheatre at Pompeii

ii.

Colosseum in Rome

iii.

Mosaic of two gladiators fighting. Hoplomachus (right) against Thraex (left)

iv.

Epitaph of Marcus Antonius Niger

DIIS MANIBVS

M[ARCO] ANTONIO NIGRO

VETERANO THRAECI

QUI VIX[IT] ANN[OS] XXXVIII

PVGNAVIT XVIII

FLAVIA DIOGENIS

CONIVGI SVO BENE

MERENTI

DE SVO FECIT

To the blessed soul of Marcus Antonius Niger, veteran thraex, who lived thirty-eight years and

fought 18 times. Flavia Diogenis had this made at her own expense for her well-deserving husband.

ILS 5090, Rome

v.

Extract from Cicero, Tusculan Disputations, 2.41

Just look at the gladiators, either debased men or foreigners, and consider the blows they endure!

Consider how they who have been well-disciplined prefer to accept a blow than ignominiously avoid

it! How often it is made clear that they consider nothing other than the satisfaction of their master

or the people! Even when they are covered with wounds they send a messenger to their master to

inquire his will. If they have given satisfaction to their masters, they are pleased to fall. What even

mediocre gladiator ever groans, ever alters the expression on his face? Which one of them acts

shamefully, either standing or falling? And which of them, even when he does succumb, ever

contracts his neck when ordered to receive the blow?

Tr. D. Noy

vi.

Reproduction and description of Pompeiian graffiti in Henry Sampson’s A history of

Advertising from the Earliest Times, p.39.

The Theatre at Pompeii – Scenery and Props, actors, plays

i.

Plan of the Large Theatre at Pompeii

ii.

1

View of the stage and quadriporticus at the Large Theatre at Pompeii1

Photograph by Drew Baker, July 2007 on ‘The Skenographia Project’ by King’s Visualisation Lab, KCL.

iii.

Mosaic depicting the choregos and tragic actors from the tablinum in the House of the

Tragic Poet, Pompeii.

iv.

Pompeii painting of a theatre mask at the Naples Archaeological Museum

v.

Chrysalus, the ‘Clever Slave’ character in Plautus’ Bacchides (Act 4, Scene 4)

There's nothing more worthless than a servant without skill--worthless, if he has not a breast

mightily well-stocked, so that, whenever there is necessity, he may draw his supply from his own

breast. No one can be a person well to do... unless he understands both how to do good and how to

do evil. With rogues he must be a rogue; with thieves let him filch whatever he can. It befits him who

is truly wise, to be a person that can shift his very skin3. Good with the good let him be, bad with the

bad: just as things are, so let him ever frame his character.

Tr. H. T. Riley, slightly adapted

vi.

Phormio, the ‘Parasite’ character in Terence’s Phormio (Act 5, Scene 8)

Nausistrata: (to Phormio): Do tell me, what’s your name?

Phormio: What, mine? Phormio; a well-wisher to your family, upon my honour, and to your son

Phaedria in particular.

Nausistrata: Then, Phormio, I swear by Castor that from this moment I’ll say and do whatever I

can to please you.

Phormio: You speak very kindly.

Nausistrata: Well, you deserve it.

Phormio: Well then, would you at once do the following, Nausistrata, to please me and make

your husband’s eyes ache with annoyance?

Nausistrata: Of course.

Phormio: Invite me to dinner.

Nausitrata: Why, you’re invited!

Tr. H. T. Riley, adapted

The Circus Maximus and Chariot Racing – The structure, charioteers and races

i.

Plan of Rome with Circus Maximus

ii.

Mosaic depicting Chariot Racing at the Villa Romana del Casale, Sicily

iii.

Roman sestercius depicting Emperor Caracalla (r. 198-217) and the Circus Maximus with

Augustus’ Obelisk

iv.

Martial, Epigrams, 10.53. Epitaph of the charioteer Scorpus.

O Rome, I am Scorpus, the glory of your noisy circus, the object of your applause, your short-lived

favourite. The envious Lachesis, when she cut me off in my twenty-seventh year, accounted me, in

judging by the number of my victories, to be an old man.

Tr. Barbara F. McManus

v.

Anecdote about a die-hard chariot-racing fan in Pliny the Elder’s Natural History 7.54

We find it stated in our Annals, that Felix, a charioteer of the red party, being placed on the funeral

pile, some one of the number of his admirers threw himself upon the pile; a most silly piece of

conduct. Lest, however, this circumstance might be attributed to the great excellence of the dead

man in his art, and so redound to his glory, the other parties all declared that he had been

overpowered by the strength of the perfumes.

Tr. J. Bostock

vi.

Extract from a letter (Book III, letter 51) sent by Emperor Theoderic I (reigned 493-526

AD) to Faustus, the Praetorian Prefect. In reality the letter was written by Theoderic’s

private secretary, Cassiodorus.

We observe, too, that the rule of this contest is that it be decided in twenty-four heats, an equal

number to that of the hours of day and night. Nor let it be accounted meaningless that the

number of circuits round the goals is expressed by the putting up of eggs, since that emblem,

pregnant as it is with many superstitions, indicates that something is about to be born from

thence. And in truth we may well understand that the most fickle and inconstant characters,

well typified by the birds who have laid those eggs, will spring from attendance on these

spectacles. It were long to describe in detail all the other points of the Roman Circus, since each

appears to arise from some special cause. This only will we remark upon as pre-eminently

strange, that in these beyond all other spectacles men's minds are hurried into excitement

without any regard to a fitting sobriety of character. The Green charioteer flashes by: part of the

people is in despair. The Blue gets a lead: a larger part of the City is in misery. They cheer

frantically when they have gained nothing; they are cut to the heart when they have received no

loss; and they plunge with as much eagerness into these empty contests as if the whole welfare

of the imperilled fatherland were at stake.

No wonder that such a departure from all sensible dispositions should be attributed to a

superstitious origin. We are compelled to support this institution by the necessity of humouring

the majority of the people, who are passionately fond of it; for it is always the few who are led

by reason, while the many crave excitement and oblivion of their cares. Therefore, as we too

must sometimes share the folly of our people, we will freely provide for the expenses of the

Circus, however little our judgment approves of this institution.

Tr. T. Hodgkin

Dinner Parties – the triclinium, entertainment at dinner

i.

Triclinium at the Pompejanum villa, a replica Roman villa in Aschaffenburg, Bavaria,

Germany.

ii.

Mosaic from the Grotte Celloni area in Rome

iii.

Roman cutlery

iv.

A recipe by the Roman cook Apicius for a rich entrée of fish, poultry and sausage in

cream (patina ex lacte)

Soak [pignolia] nuts, dry them, and also have fresh sea-urchins ready. Take a deep dish

[casserole] in which arrange the following things [in layers]: medium-sized mallows and beets,

mature leeks, celery, stewed tender cabbage, and other boiled green vegetables; a disjointed

chicken stewed in its own gravy, cooked [calf’s or pig’s] brains, Lucanian sausage, hard-boiled

eggs cut into halves, big Tarentian sausage sliced and broiled in the ashes, chicken giblets or

pieces of chicken meat. Bits of fried fish, sea nettles, pieces of [stewed] oysters and fresh cheese

are alternately put together. Sprinkle in between the nuts and whole pepper, and the juice as is

cooked from pepper, lovage, celery seed and silphium. This essence, when done, mix with milk

to which raw eggs have been added. [Pour this over the pieces of the food in the dish] so that

the whole is thoroughly combined. Stiffen it [in a hot-water bath] and when done [garnish with]

fresh mussels [and sea-urchins, poached and chopped fine]. Sprinkle pepper over and serve.

Tr. J. D. Vehling

v.

Extract from Of Consolation to Helvia (section 10) by Seneca the Younger

There is no need for prying into all the depths of the sea, for loading one’s stomach with heaps of

slaughtered animals, or for tearing up shell-fish from the unknown shore of the furthest sea: may

the gods and goddesses bring ruin upon those whose luxury transcends the bounds of an empire

which is already perilously wide. They want to have their ostentatious kitchens supplied with game

from the other side of the Phasis, and though Rome has not yet obtained satisfaction from the

Parthians, they are not ashamed to obtain birds from them: they bring together from all regions

everything, known or unknown, to tempt their fastidious palate: food, which their stomach, worn

out with delicacies, can scarcely retain, is brought from the most distant ocean: they vomit that they

may eat, and eat that they may vomit, and do not even deign to digest the banquets which they

ransack the globe to obtain. If a man despises these things, what harm can poverty do him? If he

desires them, then poverty even does him good, for lie is cured in spite of himself, and though he

will not receive remedies even upon compulsion, yet while he is unable to fulfil his wishes he is as

though he had them not. Gaius Caesar, whom in my opinion Nature produced in order to show what

unlimited vice would be capable of when combined with unlimited power, dined one day at a cost of

ten millions of sesterces: and though in this he had the assistance of the intelligence of all his

subjects, yet he could hardly find how to make one dinner out of the tribute-money of three

provinces. How unhappy are they whose appetite can only be aroused by costly food! And the

costliness of food depends not upon its delightful flavour and sweetness of taste, but upon its rarity

and the difficulty of procuring it: otherwise, if they chose to return to their sound senses, what need

would they have of so many arts which minister to the stomach? Of so great a commerce? Of such

ravaging of forests? Of such ransacking of the depths of the sea? Food is to be found everywhere,

and has been placed by Nature in every part the world, but they pass it by as though they were

blind, and wander through all countries, cross the seas, and excite at a great cost the hunger which

they might allay at a small one.

Tr. A. Stewart

vi.

Horace, Satires, Book II, poem 8 – Nasidienus’ Dinner Party

‘How was dinner with Nasidienus, the blessed? Trying to get you as my guest yesterday I was told

you’d been drinking there since lunch-time.’

‘Yes, and had the time of my life.’

‘Tell me, if it’s no bother, What dish was first to assuage your raging appetites?’

‘The first was Lucanian wild-boar: caught, as the head of the feast kept saying, when a soft southerly

blew. Round it spiced turnips, lettuce, radishes, things that tease a jaded palate, with water-

parsnips, pickled-fish, the lees of Coan wine. When they were cleared away a girded lad wiped the

maple board with a bright cloth, while a second swept away whatever scraps remained or whatever

might offend the diners: then in came dusky Hydaspes with the Caecuban wine, just like

an Attic maiden carrying Ceres’ sacred emblems, and Alcon with a Chian needing no added brine.

Then said our host: “Maecenas, if Alban is more pleasing to you, or Falernian, well, we have both.”’

‘The miseries of riches! But Fundanius, I’m eager to know who enjoyed the meal with you.’

‘I was there at the head, and next to me Viscus from Thurii, and below him Varius if I remember

correctly: then Servilius Balatro and Vibidius, Maecenas’ shadows, whom he brought with him.

Above our host was Nomentanus, below Porcius, that jester, gulping whole cakes at a time.

Nomentanus was by to point out with his finger anything that escaped our attention since the rest of

the crew, that’s us I mean, were eating oysters, fish and fowl, hiding far different flavours than usual:

soon obvious for instance when he offered me fillets of plaice and turbot cooked in ways new to me.

Then he taught me that sweet apples were red when picked by the light of a waning moon. What

difference that makes you’d be better asking him. Then Vibidius said to Balatro: “We’ll die

unavenged if we don’t drink him bankrupt”, and called for larger glasses. Then the host’s face went

white, fearing nothing so much as hard drinkers, who abuse each other too freely, while fiery wines

dull the palate’s sensitivity. Vibidius and Balatro were tipping whole jugs full of wine into goblets

from Allifae, the rest followed suit, only the guests on the lowest couch sparing the drink.’

‘A lamprey arrived, stretched out on a dish with prawns swimming round it. The host said:

“This was caught before spawning, after they spawn the flesh is inferior. The dressing’s mixed like

this: Venafran oil, from the first pressing; fish sauce made with juice of the Spanish mackerel; five-

year old wine, from Italian slopes not Greek ones, added while boiling (Chian is best for this after

boiling, nothing better); white pepper, and without fail vinegar made from

fermented Methymnian grapes. I was first to proclaim that green rocket, and bitter Elecampne be

simmered there too: Curtillus adds unwashed sea-urchins, their juice is better than brine.”

While he was speaking the wall-hanging over it collapsed heavily onto the dish, dragging down more

black dust than the North-wind blows from Campania’s fields. We feared worse, but finding there

was no subsequent danger, uncurled. Rufus wept, head bowed, as if his son had met an untimely

fate. What would the outcome have been if Nomentanus the wise hadn’t rallied his friend:

“O Fortune, what deity treats us more cruelly than you? How you always delight in mocking human

affairs!”

Varius with a napkin barely smothered his laughter. Balatro who always sneers, said:

“It’s the mortal condition, and the returns of fame will never prove equal to your efforts. To think,

that to entertain me in splendour, you should be strained and tormented by every anxiety, lest

the bread’s burned, the dressing’s not properly seasoned, each slave’s correctly dressed, and

groomed for serving! And all the other risks, the wall-hanging falling, as it did, or your servant

slipping and breaking a dish. But as with a general, so a host: adversity often reveals his genius,

success conceals it.”

Nasidienus replied: “The gods grant you every blessing you pray for! You’re a fine fellow, and a

courteous guest!”

He called for his slippers. Then from each couch you heard the murmur of whispers filling those

attentive ears.’

‘There’s no attraction I’d rather have watched: but say what did you find to laugh at next?’

‘While Vibidius was questioning the servants as to whether the jug was broken too since the glasses

hadn’t arrived as asked, while we were laughing at tall stories, Balatro prompting, back you

come, Nasiedenus, with smoother brow, ready to remedy mishap with art. Then boys follow bearing

a vast dish containing crane’s legs, seasoned with plenty of salt, sprinkled with meal, plus the liver of

a white goose fattened on rich figs, and shoulder of hare on its own, reckoned more tasty than if

eaten attached to the loin. We saw blackbird, then, the breast charred, and pigeon without the

rump, delightful things if the host wasn’t full of their source and nature: in revenge we fled from

him, so as not to taste them, as if Canidia had breathed on them with a breath more deadly

than African serpents.’

Tr. A. S. Kline

Myths and Beliefs

Roman Gods – Jupiter, Juno, Mars, Venus, Neptune, Minerva, Apollo, Diana, Vulcan, Vesta, Pluto,

Mercury and their roles

i.

Extract from Ovid’s Metamorphoses Book IV, lines 169-189. Vulcan’s traps Venus and

Mars

‘Love even takes the Sun prisoner, who rules all the stars with his light. I will tell you about

his amorous delights. He was the first god they say to see the adulteries of Venus and Mars: he sees

all things first. He was sorry to witness the act, and he told her husband Vulcan, son of Juno, of this

bedroom intrigue, and where the intrigue took place. Vulcan’s heart dropped, and he dropped in

turn the craftsman’s work he held in his hand. Immediately he began to file thin links of bronze, for a

net, a snare that would deceive the eye. The finest spun threads, those the spider spins from the

rafters, would not better his work. He made it so it would cling to the smallest movement, the

lightest touch, and then artfully placed it over the bed. When the wife and the adulterer had come

together on the one couch, they were entangled together, surprised in the midst of their embraces,

by the husband’s craft, and the new method of imprisonment he had prepared for them.

The Lemnian, Vulcan, immediately flung open the ivory doors, and let in the gods. There the two

lay shamefully bound together, and one of the gods, undismayed, prayed that he might be shamed

like that. And the gods laughed. And for a long time it was the best-known story in all the heavens.’

Tr. A. S. Kline (slightly adapted)

ii.

Extract from Virgil’s Aeneid, Book XII, lines 791-842. Jupiter admonishes Juno for helping

Aeneas’ arch-rival Turnus by working with his divine sister Juturna. As the gods speak,

the final battle between Aeneas and Turnus rages on the battlefield below.

The king of almighty Olympus meanwhile was speaking to Juno, as she gazed at the fighting from a

golden cloud:

‘Wife, what will the end be now? What will be left in the end? You know yourself, and confess you

know, that Aeneas, is destined for heaven as the nation’s god: the Fates raise him to the stars. What

are you planning? What hope do you cling to in the cold clouds? Was it right that this god be defiled

by a mortal’s wound? Or that the lost sword (for what could Juturna achieve without you?) be

restored to Turnus, the defeated gaining new strength? Now cease, at last, and give way to my

entreaties, lest such sadness consume you in silence, and your bitter woes stream back to me often

from your sweet lips. It has reached its end. You have had the power to drive the Trojans over land

and sea, to stir up evil war, to mar a house, and mix marriage with grief: I forbid you to attempt

more.’

So Jupiter spoke: so, with humble look, the Saturnian goddess replied:

‘Great Jupiter, truly, it was because I knew it was your wish that I parted reluctantly from Turnus and

the Earth: or you would not see me alone now, on my celestial perch, enduring the just and the

unjust, but I’d be standing, wreathed in flame, in the battle line itself, and drawing the Trojans into

deadly combat. I counselled Juturna (I confess) to help her unfortunate brother and approved

greater acts of daring for the sake of his life, yet not for her to contend with the arrow or the bow: I

swear it by the implacable fountainhead of Styx, that alone is held in awe by the gods above. And

now I yield, yes, and leave the fighting I loathe. Yet I beg this of you, for Latium’s sake, for the

majesty of your own kin: since it is not prohibited by any law of fate: when they soon make peace

with happy nuptials (so be it) when they join together soon in laws and treaties, don’t order the

native Latins to change their ancient name, to become Trojans or be called Teucrians, or change

their language, or alter their clothing. Let Latium still exist, let there be Alban kings through the ages,

let there be Roman offspring strong in Italian virtue: Troy has fallen, let her stay fallen, along with

her name.’

Smiling at her, the creator of men and things replied:

‘You are a true sister of Jove, another child of Saturn, such waves of anger surge within your heart.

Come, truly, calm this passion that was needlessly roused: I grant what you wish, and I relent,

willingly defeated. Ausonia’s sons will keep their father’s speech and manners, as their name is, so it

will be: the Trojans shall sink, merged into the mass, only. I will add sacred laws and rites, and make

them all Latins of one tongue. From them a race will rise, merged with Ausonian blood, that you will

see surpass men and gods in virtue, no nation will celebrate your rites with as much devotion.’

Juno agreed it, and joyfully altered her purpose: then left her cloud, and departed from the sky.

Tr. A.S. Kline

iii.

The Rape of Proserpina – a marble statue depicting Pluto’s abduction of Persephone by

Gian Lorenzo Bernini. 1621-22.

iv.

Diana of Versailles: Roman copy of a lost Greek bronze original. 1st – 2nd Century AD.

v.

Temple of Mercury, Dougga, Tunisia

vi.

Depiction of Marcus Agrippa (obverse) and Neptune (reverse) on a Roman coin

State Religion – Temple of Jupiter in Pompeii, sacrifices

i.

Drawing of a reconstructed Temple of Jupiter in Pompeii from ‘Pompeii, its life and art’

(1902)

ii.

Bust of Jupiter at the Temple of Jupiter, Pompeii.

iii.

Roman relief depicting a scene of sacrifice, Stockholm Museum of Antiquities

iv.

Extract from Lucan’s Pharsalia, Book I, lines 592-637. Caesar has crossed the Rubicon,

and the citizens of Rome are in panic. They urgently seek signs from the gods of what is

to come.

Then, at his orders, the fearful citizens circled the city while the pontiffs empowered to perform the

task cleansed the walls with solemn lustration, marching around the sacred pomerium, the boundary

of the city. Behind them walked the lesser priests, girded in Gabine fashion; the Vestal Virgins led by

the priestess, her brow bound with sacred ribbons, she alone allowed to set eyes on Trojan Minerva;

and next the Fifteen who guard the divine prophecies and mystic chants, who summon Cybele from

her bath in Almo’s brook; then the Augurs, who read the meaning of bird-flight on the left; the Seven

who hold the festal banquets; the Titian Guild; the Salii who bear the sacred shields on their

shoulders in triumph; and the Flamen whose pointed cap rises tall from his noble head. While this

long procession wound round the vast city, Arruns gathered the scattered embers of the lightning-

bolts and buried them in the earth to a gloomy muttering. He sanctified the place, and brought a

sacrificial bull to a holy altar, a bull chosen for its size, but when he began to pour the wine, and

sprinkle the grain from his slanting knife, the victim struggled violently against the unwelcome

sacrifice; yet when the noble attendants dragged on its horns it sank to earth, helplessly offering its

unprotected neck to the blow. The liquid that flowed from the gaping wound was not red blood but

a strange and terrible slime. Appalled by the dark outcome, Arruns grew pale, and snatched up the

entrails to read the cause of divine anger. Their very colour alarmed him, the organs, black with

congealed gore, were marked with signs of malignant sickness, covered everywhere with dull

patches, and spots of blood. The liver, he saw, was flabby and rotten, with ominous streaks on its

exposed part. The branches of the panting lungs were indistinct, with only a thin membrane

separating the vital organs. The heart was flattened, the flesh exuded corrupted blood through

gaping cracks, and the bowels betrayed their hiding place. Behold, he saw a horror never once

witnessed in a victim’s entrails without disaster following; a vast second lobe grew on the lobe of the

liver, so that one part hung flabby with sickness, while the other quivered and its veins trembled to

an a-rhythmic beat. Perceiving the prediction of profound disaster, he cried aloud:

‘I scarcely dare to reveal to man the evil the gods prepare. My sacrifice finds favour, not with mighty

Jove but with the infernal gods who enter the body of this dead bull. We feared the worst, but what

follows will be worse than our fears. May the gods re-cast what we saw, the entrails prove false, and

the arts of our founder Tages mere invention!’

Tr. A. S. Kline

v.

Extract from Livy’s History of Rome (Ab Urbe Condita), Book 7, chapter 6.

That same year, whether owing to an earthquake or to some other violent force, it is said that the

ground gave way, at about the middle of the Forum, and, sinking to an immeasurable depth, left a

prodigious chasm. This gulf could not be filled with the earth which everyone brought and cast into

it, until admonished by the gods, they began to inquire what it was that constituted the chief

strength of the Roman People; for this the soothsayers declared that they must offer up, as a

sacrifice to that spot, if they wished the Roman Republic to endure. Thereupon Marcus Curtius, a

young soldier of great prowess, rebuked them, so the story runs, for questioning whether any

blessing were more Roman than arms and valour. A hush ensued, as he turned to the temples of the

immortal gods which rise above the Forum, and to the Capitol, and stretching forth his hands, now

to heaven, and now to the yawning chasm and to the gods below, devoted himself to death. After

which, mounted on a horse caparisoned with all possible splendour, he plunged fully armed into the

gulf; and crowds of men and women threw offerings and fruits in after him.

Tr. W. Heinemann

vi.

Cicero’s denunciation of Gallic sacrificial practices, Pro Marco Fontio 31

Lastly, can anything appear holy or solemn in the eyes of those men, who, if ever they are so much

influenced by any fear as to think it necessary to propitiate the immortal gods, defile their altars and

temples with human victims? So that they cannot pay proper honour to religion itself without first

violating it with wickedness. For who is ignorant that, to this very day, they retain that savage and

barbarous custom of sacrificing men? What, therefore, do you suppose is the good faith, what the

piety of those men, who think that even the immortal gods can be most easily propitiated by the

wickedness and murder of men? Will you connect your own religious ideas with these witnesses?

Will you think that anything is said holily or moderately by these men?

Tr. C. D. Younge

Beliefs in the Afterlife – Tombs in Pompeii, beliefs in life after death

i.

Tomb of Lucius Barbidius Communis and Pithia Rufillia, Pompeii.

ii.

Tomb of the Flavii, Pompeii

iii.

Extract from Propertius, Book IV, poem 11, lines 1-18. Cornelia is addressing her

husband Paullus.

Paullus, no longer burden my grave with tears: the black gate opens to no one’s prayer. When

once the dead obey the law of infernal places, the gate remains like adamant, unmoved by

pleas. Though the god of the dark courts may hear your request, surely the shores of deafness

will drink your tears. Entreaty moves the living: when the ferryman has his coin, the ghastly

doorway closes on a world of shadows. The mournful trumpets sang it, when the unkindly torch

was placed below my bier, and raging flames dragged down my head.

What use was my marriage to Paullus, or the triumphal chariot of my ancestors, or those dear

children, my glory? Cornelia found the Fates no less cruel: and I am now such a burden as five

fingers might gather. Wretched night, and you, shallow sluggish marshes, and whatever waters

surround my feet, I came here before my time, yet I’m not guilty. Father, make sweet your

judgement on my soul.

Tr. A. S. Kline

iv.

Extract from Lucian, Of Mourning, sections 10-13. Lucian discusses the practice of

‘Charon’s obol’.

So profoundly have the common people been impressed with these doctrines that, when a man

dies, the first act of his relations is to put a penny into his mouth, that he may have wherewithal

to pay the ferryman: they do not stop to inquire what is the local currency, whether Attic or

Macedonian or Aeginetan; nor does it occur to them how much better it would be for the

departed one if the fare were not forthcoming,--because then the ferryman would decline to

take him, and he would be sent back into the living world. Lest the Stygian Lake should

prove inadequate to the requirements of ghostly toilets, the corpse is next washed, anointed

with the choicest unguents to arrest the progress of decay, crowned with fresh flowers, and laid

out in sumptuous raiment; an obvious precaution, this last; it would not do for the deceased to

take a chill on the journey, nor to exhibit himself to Cerberus with nothing on. Lamentation

follows. The women wail; men and women alike weep and beat their breasts and rend their hair

and lacerate their cheeks; clothes are also torn on the occasion, and dust sprinkled on the head.

The survivors are thus reduced to a more pitiable condition than the deceased: while they in all

probability are rolling about and dashing their heads on the ground, he, bravely attired and

gloriously garlanded, reposes gracefully upon his lofty bier, adorned as it were for some

pageant.

Tr. H. W. Fowler and F. G. Fowler

v.

Extract from Pliny’s Natural History, Book VII, chapter 55.

All men, after their last day, return to what they were before the first; and after death there is no

more sensation left in the body or in the soul than there was before birth. But this same vanity of

ours extends even to the future, and lyingly fashions to itself an existence even in the very moments

which belong to death itself: at one time it has conferred upon us the immortality of the soul; at

another transmigration; and at another it has given sensation to the shades below, and paid divine

honours to the departed spirit, thus making a kind of deity of him who has but just ceased to be a

man. As if, indeed, the mode of breathing with man was in any way different from that of other

animals, and as if there were not many other animals to be found whose life is longer than that of

man, and yet for whom no one ever presaged anything of a like immortality. For what is the actual

substance of the soul, when taken by itself? Of what material does it consist? Where is the seat of its

thoughts? How is it to see, or hear, or how to touch? And then, of what use is it, or what can it avail,

if it has not these faculties? Where, too, is its residence, and what vast multitudes of these souls and

spirits must there be after the lapse of so many ages? But all these are the mere figments of childish

ravings, and of that mortality which is so anxious never to cease to exist. It is a similar piece of

vanity, too, to preserve the dead bodies of men; just like the promise that he shall come to life again,

which was made by Democritus; who, however, never has come to life again himself. Out upon it!

What downright madness is it to suppose that life is to recommence after death! Or indeed, what

repose are we ever to enjoy when we have been once born, if the soul is to retain its consciousness

in heaven, and the shades of the dead in the infernal regions? This pleasing delusion, and this

credulity, quite cancel that chief good of human nature, death, and, as it were, double the misery of

him who is about to die, by anxiety as to what is to happen to him after it. And, indeed, if life really is

a good, to whom can it be so to have once lived?

How much more easy, then, and how much more devoid of all doubts, is it for each of us to put his

trust in himself, and guided by our knowledge of what our state has been before birth, to assume

that that after death will be the same.

Tr. J. Bostock

vi.

Epitaph of Posilla Senenia

POSILLA SENENIA QVART[AE] F[ILIA] QVARTA SENENIA C[AI] L[IBERTA]

HOSPES RESISTE ET PA[RITE]R SCRIPTVM PERLIG[E]

MATREM NON LICITVM ESS[E UNI]CA GNATA FRUEI

QVAM NEI ESSET CREDO NESCI[O QVI] INVEIDIT DEVS

EAM QVONIAM HAVD LICITVM [EST V]EIVAM A MATRE ORNARIE[R]

POST MORTEM HOC FECIT AEQ[VO]M EXTREMO TEMPORE

DECORAVIT EAM MONVMENTO QVAM DEILEXSERAT

Posilla Senenia, daughter of Quartus, and Quarta Senenia, freedwoman of Gaius. Stop, stranger, and

also read through what is written here: a mother was not permitted to enjoy the presence of her

only daughter. Some god or other, it’s my belief, cast unfriendly eye on her life. Since it was not

permitted to her to be arrayed in life by her mother, her mother performed this act after her death,

at the limit of her time, as was due. She has provided with a memorial her whom she had loved.

CIL 1.1837, Monteleone Sabino

Aeneas, Romulus and Remus – The Exile from Troy, visit to the underworld, Romulus and Remus

found Rome

i.

Coin depicting Domitian (Roman Emperor 81 – 96 AD) on the obverse side and Romulus

and Remus on the reverse side. Minted approx. 77 AD

ii.

Aeneas rescues his Father from Burning Troy, Rudolf Meyer, Zurich, 1605 – 1638

iii.

The Meeting of Dido and Aeneas, by Sir Nathaniel Dance-Holland, 1766.

iv.

Extract from Aeneid, Book II, lines 705 – 729. Aeneas escapes from Troy with Iulus and

Anchises

He speaks, and now the fire is more audible, through the city, and the blaze rolls its tide nearer.

“Come then, dear father, clasp my neck: I will carry you on my shoulders: that task won’t weigh on

me. Whatever may happen, it will be for us both, the same shared risk, and the same salvation. Let

little Iulus come with me, and let my wife follow our footsteps at a distance. You servants, give your

attention to what I’m saying. At the entrance to the city there’s a mound, an ancient temple of

forsaken Ceres, and a venerable cypress nearby, protected through the years by the reverence of

our fathers: let’s head to that one place by diverse paths. You, father, take the sacred objects, and

our country’s gods, in your hands: until I’ve washed in running water, it would be a sin for me,

coming from such fighting and recent slaughter, to touch them.”

So saying, bowing my neck, I spread a cloak made of a tawny lion’s hide over my broad shoulders,

and bend to the task: little Iulus clasps his hand in mine, and follows his father’s longer strides. My

wife walks behind. We walk on through the shadows of places, and I whom till then no shower of

spears, nor crowd of Greeks in hostile array, could move, now I’m terrified by every breeze, and

startled by every noise, anxious, and fearful equally for my companion and my burden.

Tr. A. S. Kline

v.

Extract from Livy’s The History of Rome, Book 1, section 7. The death of Remus

Remus is said to have been the first to receive an augury, from the flight of six vultures. The omen

had been already reported when twice that number appeared to Romulus. Thereupon each was

saluted king by his own followers, the one party laying claim to the honour from priority, the other

from the number of the birds. They then engaged in a battle of words and, angry taunts leading to

bloodshed, Remus was struck down in the affray. The commoner story is that Remus leaped over the

new walls in mockery of his brother, whereupon Romulus in great anger slew him, and in menacing

wise added these words withal, “So perish whoever else shall leap over my walls!” Thus Romulus

acquired sole power, and the city, thus founded, was called by its founder's name.

Tr. William Heinemann

vi.

Extract from Virgil’s Aeneid, lines 777-797. Anchises reveals to Aeneas the future of

Rome

Yes, and a child of Mars will join his grandfather to accompany him, Romulus, whom his mother Ilia

will bear, of Assaracus’s line. See how Mars’s twin plumes stand on his crest, and his father marks

him out for the world above with his own emblems? Behold, my son, under his command glorious

Rome will match earth’s power and heaven’s will, and encircle seven hills with a single wall, happy in

her race of men: as Cybele, the Berecynthian ‘Great Mother’, crowned with turrets, rides through

the Phrygian cities, delighting in her divine children, clasping a hundred descendants, all gods, all

dwelling in the heights above. Now direct your eyes here, gaze at this people, your own Romans.

Here is Caesar, and all the offspring of Iulus destined to live under the pole of heaven. This is the

man, this is him, whom you so often hear promised you, Augustus Caesar, son of the Deified, who

will make a Golden Age again in the fields where Saturn once reigned, and extend the empire

beyond the Libyans and the Indians (to a land that lies outside the zodiac’s belt, beyond the sun’s

ecliptic and the year’s, where sky-carrying Atlas turns the sphere, inset with gleaming stars, on his

shoulders).

Tr. A. S. Kline

