
Statius Silvae 3.4 (106 lines) (loeb translation by Mozley) 

 

THE HAIR OF FLAVIUS EARINUS 

 

Go, locks, and speed, I pray, across a favoring sea, go, lying softly on garlanded gold, go! 

Gentle Cytherea shall give you fair voyage and calm the south winds. Perhaps she will take 

you from the perilous craft and lead you over the waters in her own shell. 

Accept, son of Phoebus, the lauded tresses that Caesar’s lad presents to you; accept 

them gladly and show them to your unshorn father. Let him compare them how beautifully 

they shine, and long think they are from his brother Lyaeus. Perhaps he in turn will sever the 

beauty of his own unfailing hair and place it for you enclosed in other gold. 

Pergamus, more fortunate by far than pine-clad Ida, though Ida pride herself on the 

cloud of a holy rape—for surely she gave the High Ones him at whom Juno ever looks 

askance, recoiling from his hand and refusing the nectar: but you have the gods’ favor, 

specially commended by your fair nursling. You sent to Latium a servant whom Ausonian 

Jupiter and Roman Juno3 alike regard with kindly brow, both approving; and not without the 

will of the gods is the lord of earth so well pleased. 

’Tis said that as golden Venus was driving her soft swans on her way from Eryx’ 

height to the Idalian groves, she entered the Pergamene dwelling where the gentle god is 

present to aid the sick, their greatest helper, staying the hastening Fates and brooding over his 

health-giving serpent. She sees a boy, shining with star of peerless beauty, as he plays before 

the altar of the very god. Deceived at first for a little while by the sudden apparition, she 

fancies him one of her many sons; but he had no bow and no shades springing from his 

radiant shoulders. She wonders at his boyish grace, gazing at his face and hair, and “Shall you 

go,” she says, “neglected of Venus to the Ausonian towers? Shall you bear a mean dwelling 

and common yoke of servitude? Far be it! I shall give this beauty the master it deserves. 

Come now with me, boy, come! I shall fly you through the stars in my winged chariot to the 

leader, a gift of gifts. No common bondage shall await you: you are destined to serve dignity 

in the Palace. Nothing so sweet in all the world have I seen or given birth to, I own it. The 

boys of Latmos and Sangaris4 shall freely yield to you, and he that a vain image in a fountain 

and a barren love consumed. The cerulean Naiad would have preferred you and seized your 

urn in a stronger grip to drag you down. Boy, you are beyond them all; more beautiful he only 

to whom you shall be given.” 

So saying, she lifts him by her side through the light air and tells him to take a seat in 

the swan-drawn car. In a trice, there are the Latian Hills and the home of ancient 

Evander,5 that Germanicus, renowned father of the world, adorns with new masonry and 

levels with the topmost stars. Then it becomes the goddess’ closer care how best to arrange 

his locks, what dress is meet to kindle his rosy countenance, what gold is worthiest on his 

fingers, what on his neck. Well she knew the leader’s celestial eyes; she herself had joined the 

marriage torches and given him his bride with bounteous hand. So she decks the hair, so 

drapes him with Tyrian raiment, gives him beams of her own fire. Former favorites retire, the 

flocks of servitors; he bears first cups to the great leader, weighty murrhine and crystal, with 

a hand more fair. New grace enhances the wine. 

Boy dear to the High Ones, chosen to sip first the reverenced nectar and touch so 

often that mighty hand, the hand the Getae seek to know, and Persians, Armenians, Indians to 

touch! O born under a lucky star, greatly have the gods favored you. Once too your country’s 

god himself left lofty Pergamus to cross the sea, lest the first down mar your shining cheeks 

and darken your beauty’s joys. None other was entrusted with the power to soften the boy, but 

with silent skill Phoebus’ son gently bade this body leave its sex, not shocked by any gash. 

Yet Cytherea is gnawed by worry, fearing the boy might suffer. Not yet had the leader’s noble 
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clemency begun to keep male children intact from birth. Now ’tis forbidden to mollify sex 

and change manhood; rejoicing Nature sees only those she created. No more under an evil 

law do slave mothers fear to bear the burden of sons. 

You too, had you been born later, would now be a young man, with shaded cheeks and limbs 

full-grown, stronger. More gifts than one you would have sent rejoicing to Phoebus’ shrine; 

as it is, let only the tress sail to your native shores. The Paphian used to steep it in plenteous 

perfume, the kindly Graces used to comb it with threefold hand. The severed lock of purple 

Nisus will yield to it, and that which proud Achilles was keeping for Sperchius. When first it 

was decreed to crop your snow-white brow and unveil your gleaming shoulders, the tender 

winged ones with their Paphian mother run up and make ready your tresses and place a silken 

robe over your breast. Then they cut the lock with linked arrows and place it on gold and 

gems. Mother Cytherea herself catches it as it falls and anoints it once again with her secret 

essences. Then spoke a boy from the throng who had chanced to carry in upturned hands the 

mirror resplendent with jeweled gold: “Let us give this too. No gift will be more welcome to 

his native temple; it will be more potent than the gold itself. Only do you fix a look therein 

and leave your face there forever.” So he spoke and shut in the mirror, catching the likeness. 

But the peerless boy, stretching his hands to the stars: “In return for these gifts, 

gentlest guardian of mankind, may you long wish, if I have so deserved, to renew our lord’s 

youth and preserve him for the world. The stars ask this with me, and the waters and the 

lands. Let him, I pray, pass through Ilian and Pylian years both, rejoicing that his own home 

and the Tarpeian temple grow old along with himself.” 

So he spoke, and Pergamus wondered that the altars shook.  

 


