Catullus 64 : Verses 154-166
‘quaenam te genuit sola sub rupe leaena, 
quod mare conceptum spumantibus exspuit undis, 155
 quae Syrtis, quae Scylla rapax, quae uasta Carybdis, 
talia qui reddis pro dulci praemia uita? 
si tibi non cordi fuerant conubia nostra,
 saeua quod horrebas prisci praecepta parentis, 
attamen in uestras potuisti ducere sedes, 160
 quae tibi iucundo famularer serua labore, 
candida permulcens liquidis uestigia lymphis, 
purpureaue tuum consternens ueste cubile. 
sed quid ego ignaris nequiquam conquerar auris, 
externata malo, quae nullis sensibus auctae 165
  nec missas audire queunt nec reddere uoces?’
Translation :
‘What lioness gave birth to you beneath a lonely rock?
What sea ejected [you, having been] conceived from foaming waves ?
What Syrtis [was it ?], what rapacious Scylla, what great Carybdis, 
You who returns such recompense  for a sweet life,
 If your heart was not set on our nuptials, 
Because you feared the fierce demands of your strict father, 
You could however have led me to your family home,  
That I might have served you as a slave with joyous labour,
Washing the soles your beautiful feet with pure water ?
covering your bed with a purple vestment.
But why should I, distracted with pain, complain in vain to the oblivious wind, 
Who, endowed with no senses, 
Neither can hear nor return the voices sent ?’

