Propertius 2.20.15-24 unseen Tr. Goold

“By the bones of my mother and my father I swear to you (if I lie, may the ghosts of each come
back to haunt me!) that I will remain faithful to you, sweetheart, to my dying hour: a single
love, a single end shall take us both away. If neither your renown nor your beauty kept me true,
yet the mildness of your bondage might do so. Already the seventh full moon is drawing out its
course since every street corner started talking of you and me: all this time your door has full
often shown favour to me, and full often have I gained admittance to your bed. “



