Silius 14, 353-365 translation

While he exhausted the Roman leader and his army with his cunning, a hundred Carthaginian ships, 
having hoisted sail, were sailing to give help and were cutting the deep blue with their beaks. The 
Syracusian youth were suddenly roused to hope and, leaving the harbour, joined their ships together.
The opposing Romans did not hesitate to apply their muscle to the oars and quickly ploughed the 
water with their immersed blades. The strokes twisted the sea and their rhythmic beat whitened the 
surface of the sea-swell. A track of white foamed the wide, furrowed, deep waters. They (the rowers) 
jumped in equally (eagerly) and Neptune’s kingdoms feared this new storm. Then the sea resounded  
with voices and shouts re-echoed from the rocks.
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