Latin Recitation Level 1 OJCL 2019
No Virtue in Exile

Hae lacrimae Milonem non movent. Incrédibilem roborem animi habet. Nisi locus est virtiti, ibi
exsilium esse putat. Mors est natiirae finis, non poena. Sic semper ea mente fuit. Quid vos,
itdicés? Quo tandem animo eritis? Memoriam Milonis retinébitis, ipsum €icietis? Et erit dignior
ullus locus in terris quam qui hanc virtitem excipiat quam hic, qui procreavit?

Based on Cicero, Pro Milone,
XXXVII, 101

These tears do not move Milo. He has an unbelievable strength of mind. If there is no place for virtue, that place he
considered to be exile. Death is the end of nature, not a punishment. He has always been of this opinion. What about
you, judges? Of what mind, pray tell, will you be? Will you retain Milo’s memory, but take Milo himself? And will
there be any more worthy place on earth which would welcome his virtue than in this one, which produced him?
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Latin Recitation Level 11 OJCL 2019

Cicero Urges Catiline to Depart

Quae cum ita sint, Catilina, perge, quo coepisti, égredere aliquando ex urbe; patent portae;
proficiscere. Nimium diii té imperatorem tua illa Manliana castra désiderant. Ediic técum etiam
omneés tuos, s1 minus, quam plurimos; purga urbem. Magno me metu liberabis, dum modo inter me
atque té mirus intersit. Nobiscum versari iam dititius non potes; non feram, non patiar, non
sinam. Magna dis immortalibus habenda est atque huic ipsi [ov1 Statori, antiquissimo ciistodi
huius urbis, gratia, quod hanc tam taetram, tam horribilem tamque infestam rei publicae pestem

totiens iam effagimus.

Cicero, In Catilinam 1, 5

Therefore, Catiline, keep going where you have begun to go, finally get out of the city; the gates are open, leave! Too
long that camp of yours under Manlius has desired you as its commander. Lead out with you also all your followers, if
less, as many as possible; clean out the city. You will free me from great fear provided that there may be a wall
between me and you. You cannot linger with us any longer. [ won't tolerate it, | won’t endure it, | won’t permit it.
Great gratitude should be paid to the immortal gods and to this very Jupiter Stator, the most ancient guardian of this
city, because we have now escaped so many times this menace, so foul, so horrible, and so dangerous to the republic.
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Calgacus Addresses His People in Anticipation of a Roman Invasion

"Quotiéns causas belli et necessitatem nostram intueor, magnus mihi animus est hodiernum diem
consénsumgque vestrum initium libertatis toti Britanniae fore: nam et Giniversi coistis et servititis
expertés, et nullae ultra terrae ac né mare quidem séctirum imminente nobis classe Romana. ...
Nunc terminus Britanniae patet, atque omne ignotum pro magnifico est; sed nulla iam ultra gens,
nihil nisi fluctls ac saxa, et infestiorés Romani, quorum superbiam friistra per obsequium ac
modestiam effugias. Raptorés orbis, postquam cuncta vastantibus défuére terrae, mare scriitantur:
s1loctiplés hostis est, avari, si pauper, ambitiosi, quos non Oriéns, non Occidéns satiaverit: sol
omnium opés atque inopiam pari adfectii concupiscunt. Auferre trucidare rapere falsis nominibus
imperium, atque ubi solitiidinem faciunt, pacem appellant.”

Tacitus, Agricola, 30 (abridged)

“As often as I survey the causes of this war and our current problems, | have a great spirit that today and your
agreement will be the beginning of freedom for all of Britain: for you have come together and free from slavery, and
no lands beyond, not even the sea, will be free while the Roman fleet threatens us. ... Now the uttermost parts of
Britain lie exposed, and everything unknown seems great; but there is now no nation beyond us, nothing except
waves and rocks, and the more hostile Romans, whose haughtiness you may flee in vain through obedience and self-
restraint. These plunderers of the world investigate the sea after lands were lacking to them who were destroying
everything. If the enemy is rich, they are greedy; if poor, they are ambitious. Neither East nor West will have satisfied
them. Alone of all peoples they desire wealth and poverty with equal feeling. To carry off, to butcher, to take by force
is power under false names, and where they create a wasteland, they call it peace.”
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Latin Recitation Advanced Poetry

Narcissus’s Lament to his Reflection

“Et placet et video; sed quod videoque placetque,

non tamen invenio” -- tantus tenet error amantem --
“quoque magis doleam, nec nos mare séparat ingéns
nec via nec montés nec clausis moenia portis;

exigua prohibémur aqua! Cupit ipse teneéri:

nam quotiéns liquidis porréximus oscula lymphis,

hic totiéns ad mé resupino nititur ore.

Posse putés tangl: minimum est, quod amantibus obstat.
Quisquis es, huc exi! Quid me, puer Unice, fallis

quove petitus abis? Certé nec forma nec aetas

est mea, quam fugias, et amarunt me quoque nymphae!
Spem mihi nescio quam vultii promittis amico,

cumque ego porrexi tibi bracchia, porrigis ultro.

Cum ris], adrides; lacrimas quoque saepe notavi

meé lacrimante tuas; niitii quoque signa remittis

et, quantum motu formosi suspicor oris,

verba refers aurés non pervenientia nostras!”
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Ovid, Metamorphoses 111. 446-462

“He charms me and I see him, but what I see and charms me I cannot find” --such a great delusion holds this lover -
“and that [ may grieve even more, what separates us is not a huge sea, nor a road, nor mountains, nor walls with
closed gates. We are kept apart by the tiniest water! My lover himself desires to be held: for he struggles toward me
with his mouth facing mine as often as I offer kisses to these liquid waters. You would think he could be touched. It is
a very small thing which blocks lovers. Whoever you are, come out to here! Why, O boy unlike any other, do you
elude me? Or where do you go when you are sought? Surely, it’s neither my physique nor my age that you flee, and
nymphs have also loved me! You promise me some sort of hope with your friendly face, and when I have offered you
my arms, you offer yours voluntarily. When I have laughed, you laugh back at me. I have often noted your tears as
well when [ was weeping. You also signal back to me with your nod, and how much I suspect from the movement of

your sweet mouth, you return words which do not reach my ears!”
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