Horace, Odes 1.2
(1)   Iam satis terris nivis atque dirae 

grandinis misit Pater et rubente

dextera sacras iaculatus arces


terruit urbem,
(5)   terruit gentis, grave ne rediret

saeculum Pyrrhae nova monstra questae,

omne cum Proteus pecus egit altos 

visere montes,

(9)   piscium et summa genus haesit ulmo,

nota quae sedes fuerat columbis,

et superiecto pavidae natarunt


aequore dammae.

(13) Vidimus flavum Tiberim, retortis 

litore Etrusco violenter undis,

ire dejectum monumenta regis


templaque Vestae,

(17) Iliae dum se nimium querenti 
iactat ultorem, vagus et sinistra 
labitur ripa, Jove non probante, 

uxorius amnis.

(21) Audiet civis acuisse ferrum,

quo graves Persae melius perirent,

audiet pugnas vitio parentum


rara iuventus. 

(25) quem vocet divum populus ruentis

imperi rebus?  Prece qua fatigent

virgines sanctae minus audientem


carmina Vestam?

(29) Cui dabit partis scelus expiandi

Juppiter?  Tandem venias, precamur, 

nube candentis umeros amictus,


augur Apollo; 

(33) sive tu mavis, Erycina ridens, 

quam Iocus circum volat et Cupido; 

sive neglectum genus et nepotes


respicis, auctor,
(37)
heu nimis longo satiate ludo, 

quem iuvat clamor galeaeque leves

acer et Marsi peditis cruentum


vultus in hostem;

(41) Sive mutata iuvenem figura

ales in terris imitaris almae

filius Maiae, patiens vocari


Caesaris ultor: 
(45) serus in caelum redeas, diuque

laetus intersis populo Quirini,
neve te nostris vitiis iniquum


ocior aura

(49) tollat; hic magnos potius triumphos,

hic ames dici pater atque princeps,

neu sinas Medos equitare inultos,


te duce, Caesar.
(1-4) Already Father Jupiter has sent enough fierce hail and snow and his red right arm has struck his holy citadel and brought fear to the city

(5-8) and fear to the nations. The cruel age of Pyrrha seemed to be returning, when she bewailed strange sights and Proteus drove his herds to visit the high mountains,

(9-12) shoals of fishes stuck in the tops of elms where once the doves had nested and deer swam in terror in seas thrown down upon the earth
(13-16) We have seen the yellow Tiber wrench his waves back from the Tuscan shore and rush to hurl down king Numa’s memorials and Vesta’s temple,
(17-20) to show himself the avenger of Ilia’s loud grievances. Leaving his course, without the blessing of Jupiter, the doting husband flooded the left bank.
(21-24) Young men will hear that fellow citizens sharpened swords that should rather have slain Persians. They will hear – what few there are, thanks to the sins of their fathers – of the battles fought.

(25-28) What god can the people call upon to shore up their crumbling empire? What prayer can the Virgins din into the ears of Vesta who does not hear their chanting?

(29-32) To whom will Jupiter give the task of expiating our crime? Come at long last, we pray, your white shoulders veiled in cloud, augur Apollo;

(33-36) or you, smiling Venus of Eryx, come if you prefer, with Jest and Cupid hovering round you; or, if you take thought for the race you founded and your neglected descendants,

(37-40) come, god of war, sated with your sport, exulting in the battle cry, in polished helmets and the face of the Marsian foot soldier showing no pity for his bleeding enemy; 

(41-44) or if you, winged son of bountiful Maia, have changed shape and are imitating a young man on the earth, accepting the name of Caesar’s avenger,

(45-48) do not return too soon to the sky. For long years be pleased to stay with the people of Romulus, and may no breeze come and snatch you up too soon, angered by our sins.

(49-52) Here rather celebrate your triumphs. Here delight to be hailed as Father and Princeps and do not allow the Medes to ride unavenged while you, Caesar, are our leader. *tr. West, OUP, 1995.
Virgil, Georgics, 1.463-514

… solem quis dicere falsum  (463)

audeat? ille etiam caecos instare tumultus

saepe monet fraudemque et operta tumescere bella;  

ille etiam exstincto miseratus Caesare Romam,

cum caput obscura nitidum ferrugine texit

impiaque aeternam timuerunt saecula noctem.

tempore quamquam illo tellus quoque et aequora ponti,

obscenaeque canes importunaeque uolucres  (470)            
signa dabant. quotiens Cyclopum efferuere in agros  

uidimus undantem ruptis fornacibus Aetnam,

flammarumque globos liquefactaque uoluere saxa!

armorum sonitum toto Germania caelo

audiit, insolitis tremuerunt motibus Alpes.       (475)    

uox quoque per lucos uulgo exaudita silentis

ingens, et simulacra modis pallentia miris

uisa sub obscurum noctis, pecudesque locutae

(infandum!); sistunt amnes terraeque dehiscunt,

et maestum inlacrimat templis ebur aeraque sudant.   

proluit insano contorquens uertice siluas  (481)
fluuiorum rex Eridanus camposque per omnis

cum stabulis armenta tulit. nec tempore eodem

tristibus aut extis fibrae apparere minaces

aut puteis manare cruor cessauit, et altae       (485)

per noctem resonare lupis ululantibus urbes.

non alias caelo ceciderunt plura sereno

fulgura nec diri totiens arsere cometae.

ergo inter sese paribus concurrere telis

Romanas acies iterum uidere Philippi;          (490)

nec fuit indignum superis bis sanguine nostro

Emathiam et latos Haemi pinguescere campos.

scilicet et tempus ueniet, cum finibus illis

agricola incuruo terram molitus aratro

exesa inueniet scabra robigine pila,           (495)

aut grauibus rastris galeas pulsabit inanis

grandiaque effossis mirabitur ossa sepulcris.

di patrii Indigetes et Romule Vestaque mater,

quae Tuscum Tiberim et Romana Palatia seruas,

hunc saltem euerso iuuenem succurrere saeclo 

ne prohibete. satis iam pridem sanguine nostro

Laomedonteae luimus periuria Troiae;

iam pridem nobis caeli te regia, Caesar,   (503)

inuidet atque hominum queritur curare triumphos,

quippe ubi fas uersum atque nefas: tot bella per orbem,    

tam multae scelerum facies, non ullus aratro

dignus honos, squalent abductis arua colonis,

et curuae rigidum falces conflantur in ensem.

hinc mouet Euphrates, illinc Germania bellum;

uicinae ruptis inter se legibus urbes      (510)

arma ferunt; saeuit toto Mars impius orbe,

ut cum carceribus sese effudere quadrigae,

addunt in spatia, et frustra retinacula tendens

fertur equis auriga neque audit currus habenas.

Who’d dare to question the sun’s word? For it is he, once more, who forestalls troubles, hidden but at hand, of conflicts festering out of sight. And it was he who felt for Rome that time that Caesar fell and veiled his gleaming head in gloom so dark the infidels began to fear that night would last forever; although, in that catastrophe, the earth itself and stretches of the sea, unruly hounds, and bad-natured birds, sounded their predictions too. How frequently we’ve watched eruptions of Mount Etna and the expulsions from her furnaces spill on the one-eyed giants’ lands, fireballs and molten lava. The skies of Germany resounded with the din of war, weird stirrings caused the Alps to tremble. What’s more, in quiet groves a voice was heard by many peoples, a monstrous voice, and pallid spectres loomed through the dead of night and – dare I say it? – cattle spoke. The rivers ground to a halt, gaping holes appeared and in the sanctuary carved ivories began to weep the tears of mourning and bronzes to perspire. The Po, king river, swept away in raging rushes across the open plains whole plantations, cattle and their stalls, swept all away. That was a time when entrails, carefully scrutinized, showed nothing but the worst and wellsprings spouted blood all day and hill towns howled all night with wolves. And never was a time more streaks of lightning split a limpid sky – Nor dismal comets flared at such close intervals.  So was it any wonder that Philippi observed for the second time the clash of Roman forces in a civil war, and gods above did not think it a shame that we with our own blood, would once again enrich wide-spreading Emathia and the plains below Haemus.  Nothing surer than the time will come when, in those fields, a farmer ploughing will unearth rough and rusted javelins and hear his heavy hoe echo on the sides of empty helmets and stare in open-eyed amazement at the bones of heroes he’s just happened on. O Romulus, god of our fathers, strength of our homes, our mother Vesta, who watches over our Etruscan Tiber and the palaces of Rome, stand back, don’t block the way of this young one who comes to save a world in ruins. More than enough, and long ago, we paid in blood for the lies Laomedon told at Troy. Long, long ago since heaven’s royal estate begrudged you first your place among us, Caesar, grumbling of your empathies with the cares of men and the victories they earn. For right and wrong are mixed up here, there’s so much warring everywhere, evil has so many faces, and there is no regard for the labors of the plough. Bereft of farmers, fields have run to a riot of weeds. Scythes and sickles have been hammered into weapons of war. Look here, the east is up in arms; look there, hostilities in Germany. Neighboring cities renege on what they pledged and launch attacks – the whole world’s at loggerheads, a blasphemous battle, as when, right from the ready, steady, go, chariots quicken on a track until the driver hasn’t a hope of holding the reigns and he’s carried away by a team that pays heed to nothing, wildly away and no control.  *tr. Peter Fallon, Oxford World Classics, 2009
