You, I remember, you certainly Graecinus told me that it was not possible for one person to love two women at the same time. I have been deceived by you, and having been caught off guard by you, look, I shamefully love two women at once. Each of them is well-formed, both are painstakingly dressed, it is doubtful whether this one is more skilled than that one; that one is more beautiful than this one, but this one is also more beautiful than that one, and this one and that one both please me more. I wander, like a boat tossed about by rough winds, and my love for one and the other is held, divided. Venus, why do you double my troubles without end? Was it not enough to have one girl in my cares? Why add leaves to the trees, why add stars to the full sky, why gather water to add to the tumultuous sea? But this, however, is better than if I were to lay without love. May an austere life happen to my enemies; may it happen that my enemies sleep in an empty bed and in the middle of the bed spread their limbs wide.

Hi Jules, for full transparency I just wanted to let you know that I actually did this poem with my A level students a few years ago! I’ve done this translation without going back to the one I prepared for my students then and so have tried to do it in the spirit of the course, but obviously I do remember quite a lot of it. Elspeth    
