Catullus 64 132-151
« Treacherous one, is it thus that you leave me, carried far away from my father’s sanctuary, on an abandoned shore ? Is it thus that, departing, the will of the gods disregarded, forgetful one, you carry home the promise of perjury ? Was there nothing that could bend the intention of so cruel a mind ? Was there no mercy present within you, that such a merciless heart might have pity on me ? It was not these promises that you once gave to me with enticing voice ? You did not lead my unhappy self to hope for such things, but a joyous marriage, and pleasant nuptials. The winds from on high have blown all those things away into nothing. Let no woman now trust a man, swear though he may. Let no woman hope that a man’s discourse is trustworthy. For if their minds, desiring something, and longing for to acquire it, they have no fear of making pledges, and there is nothing they fail to promise. No sooner is the lust of their longing mind satisfied, they remember nothing of their words, take no heed of their perjury. There is no question that I snatched you twisting and turning in the heart of the maelstrom of death, and discerned that I would rather lose my brother, than to desert you in your time of need. For this I shall be given creatures both feral and winged as spoils, to be torn apart. I shall not be buried, no earth having been thrown. »
