
Propertius 1.3

Like the maid of Cnossus [Ariadne] as in a swoon she lay on the deserted shore when Theseus’ ship 
sailed away; like Cepheus’ daughter Andromeda as she rested in her first slumber on her release 
from the rugged cliff; no less like the Thracian bacchant, exhausted after incessant dances, when she
collapses on the grassy bank of the Apidanus: even so did Cynthia seem to me to breathe a gentle 
repose, her head pillowed on a cushion of her hands, when home I came dragging footsteps 
unsteadied by much wine and the slaves were shaking their dying torches in the far-gone night.
Not yet were all my senses gone, and I tried by leaning gently on the couch to reach her; and, 
although seized with a double passion, for the two inexorable gods, on this side Love, on that 
Bacchus, were urging me to edge my arm deftly beneath her and try her as she lay, and, bringing up 
my hand, to steal belated kisses, yet I did not venture to disturb my lady’s peace, fearing the 
chidings of a cruelty I had tasted before; but I remained rooted with eyes intent upon her, like those 
of Argus upon the strange horns of Inachus’ child.
[21] And now I was taking off the garlands from my brow and arranging them about your temples, 
Cynthia; and now I took pleasure in building up your fallen locks, then with hollowed palms I 
stealthily gave you apples. But all these gifts I was bestowing on ungrateful sleep, gifts which 
repeatedly rolled down from your lap; and when from time to time you stirred and heaved a sigh, I 
held my breath, believing in a vain divination, for I feared lest some nightmare be bringing you 
fantastic terrors, and a phantom lover forcing you to yield to him against your will.
At length the moon hurrying by the parted shutters, the officious moon with light that would fain 
have stayed, opened with its gentle beams Cynthia’s fast-closed eyes. Then, with elbow propped on 
the soft couch, she cried: ‘Has another’s scorn then at last brought you to my bed, expelling you 
from doors closed in your face? [37] For where have you spent the long hours of the night which 
was due me, you who come, ah me, exhausted, when the stars are driven from the sky? Oh, may 
you spend nights like these, you villain, such as you are always compelling poor me to endure!
‘For now I was beguiling sleep by spinning crimson thread, and now in my weariness by music of 
Orpheus’ lyre; and sometimes, all forlorn, I softly complained to myself that in unmarried love 
waiting is often long: till Sleep with soothing wings overcame my exhausted body. That was my 
weeping’s last concern.’


