
Passages 

1. “Rome, anxious worthily to thank her Probus, hastened to beg the Emperor’s favour for 

that hero’s sons. Her slaves, Shock and horrid Fear, yoked her winged chariot; ’tis they who 

ever attend Rome with loud-voiced roar, setting wars afoot, whether she battle against the 

Parthians or vex Hydaspes’ stream with her spear. The one fastens the wheels to the hubs, the 

other drives the horses beneath the iron yoke and makes them obey the stubborn bit. Rome 

herself in the guise of the virgin goddess Minerva soars aloft on the road by which she takes 

possession of the sky after triumphing over the realms of earth. She will not have her hair 

bound with a comb nor her neck made effeminate with a twisted necklace. Her right side is 

bare; her snowy shoulder exposed; her brooch fastens her flowing garments but loosely and 

boldly shows her breast: the belt that supports her sword throws a strip of scarlet across her 

fair skin. She looks as good as she is fair, chaste beauty armed with awe; her threatening helm 

of blood-red plumes casts a dark shadow and her shield challenges the sun in its fearful 

brilliance, that shield which Vulcan forged with all the subtlety of his skill. In it are depicted 

the children Romulus and Remus, and their loving father Mars, Tiber’s reverent stream, and 

the wolf that was their nurse; Tiber is embossed in electrum, the children in pure gold, brazen 

is the wolf, and Mars fashioned of flashing steel.” (Cons. Ol. Prob., Rome 75ff.) 

 

2. “Then at the Fury’s bidding he left his fatherland and approached the cities of the East, 

threading the once floating Symplegades and the seas renowned for the voyage of the Argo, 

ship of Thessaly, till he came to where, beneath its high-walled town, the gleaming Bosporus 

separates Asia from the Thracian coast. 

When he had completed this long journey and, led by the evil thread of the fates, had won his 

way into the far-famed palace, then did ambition straightway come to birth and right was no 

more. Everything had its price. He betrayed secrets, deceived dependents, and sold honours 

that had been wheedled from the emperor. He followed up one crime with another, heaping 

fuel on the inflamed mind and probing and embittering the erstwhile trivial wound.” (In Ruf. 

1.171ff.) 

3. “Tethys stayed her tide, and Rhine let fall his urn and shrank his stream. Thereupon, in the 

guise of an old man, her serpent locks changed at her desire to snowy hair, her dread cheeks 

furrowed with many a wrinkle and feigning weariness in her gait she enters the walls of 

Elusa,  in search of the house she had long known so well.” (In Ruf. 1.134ff., Megara from 

the underworld) 

 

 4. “Surely such presages were sent by the sister deities of Styx, rejoicing that under this 

consul at last all peoples were delivered into their hands.” (In Eutr. 2.31-2) 

 

5. “[Mars] addressed Bellona, implacable goddess, who, her raiment all stained with blood, 

was combing her snake-hair, fattened on the slaughter of Illyrians.” (In Eutr. 2.109ff.) 

 

6. “Taking upon her the similitude of his wife she comes to meet him; proudly she steps forth 

like the barbarian queen, clothed in linen raiment. Close to her breast a brooch fastened her 

dress that trailed behind her; she had bound her locks into a coil that a polished circlet 

confined, and bidden her green snakes turn to gold. She hastens to greet him on his return and 

throws her snowy arms about his neck, instilling the poison of the furies into his soul by her 

kisses. Guilefully to stir his rage she asks if the great man has been generous to him; if he 

brings back rich presents. With tears he recounts his profitless journey, his useless toil, the 

pride and insults, moreover, which he had to bear at the eunuch’s hands. At once she seized 



the favourable moment, and tearing her cheek with her nails, discloses her complaints.” (In 

Eutr. 2.181ff) 

7. “Sudden from out that trembling throng upleaps bold Leo 1 with his vast bulk, he 

whose single prowess Cyclopean hunger could scarce match, whom starving Celaeno could 

not outvie. ’Tis to this fact that he is said to have owed his name. Bold (when his foe was 

absent), brave (as a speaker), great in bulk but small of heart, once a highly skilled spinner of 

thread and a cunning carder, none other could so well cleanse the dirt from out the fleece and 

fill the baskets, none other pull the thick wool over the iron teeth of the comb as could he. He 

was then Eutropius’ Ajax and far and near he raged, shaking not a huge shield compact of 

seven layers of ox-hide, but that belly of his, laden with  continuous feastings, as he sat lazily 

among old dames and distaffs. At length he arose and, panting, said, “What unwonted 

sluggishness is this, my friends? How long must we sit closeted in the women’s apartments 

and suffer our perils to increase by reason of our sloth? Fate weaves for us a network of ill 

while we waste our time in useless vows. This difficult task demands my action; never was 

my hand slow to use iron. Let but Minerva favour mine attempts and the work begun will be 

the work completed. Now will I render proud Tarbigilus, whose madness has caused all this 

turmoil, of less weight than a ball of wool, the faithless Gruthungi I will drive before me like 

a flock of wretched sheep; and when I have restored peace I will set the women of Phrygia 

once more beside their ancient spinning.” (general Leo, In Eutr. 2.404-419) 

 

8.“Tarbigilus feigns retreat and raises the presumptuous hopes of Leo, then suddenly he 

bursts all unexpected upon the wine-sodden army, as, overcome by the heavy feast, they brag 

over their cups of leading the foe in chains. Some are slain as they lift their sluggish limbs 

from the couch, others know not any break between sleep and death. Others rush pell-mell 

into a neighbouring swamp and heap the marsh high with their dead bodies. Leo himself, 

swifter than deer or antelope, fled trembling on his foam-flecked horse, and it falling under 

his weight Leo sank in the mire and on all fours fought his way through the clinging slime. 

Held up at first by the thick mud, his fat body gradually settles down panting like a common 

pig, which, destined to grace the coming feast, squeals when Hosius arms him with flashing 

knife, and gathers up his garments, pondering the while what portions he will transfix with 

spits, which pieces of the flesh he will boil and how much sea-urchin stuffing will be needed 

to fill the empty skin. The work of preparation goes on apace, Bosporus echoes to many a 

blow and the savoury smell envelops Chalcedon.” (In Eutr. 2.464-84) 
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