Thebaid translation 4.652 -663

Exhausted, Bacchus was bringing back his army from defeated Haemus. There now for two winter’s 
seasons he had accustomed the weapon- bearing Getae people to carry his sacred emblems and 
white Othrys and Rhodope to become verdant along their ridges with Icarian shade. And now he was 
driving his vine-clad chariot to his mother’s city. Lynxes without reins follow his chariot to right and 
left and tigers lick the wine-soaked reins. Behind, rejoicing Bacchantes carry the booty of the herd, 
half-dead wolves and bears that have been shredded to pieces. His companions are not inactive. 
Here there are Anger, Madness, Valour and never sober Passion, with staggering steps and an army 
very similar to its leader.


(Sorry Ruth, I’ve had to concentrate on the upcoming long essay after changing my mind about which question to answer so haven’t done the commentary on 697-710-and even if I had it would have been shamelessly reliant on your notes! Many apologies.)
