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4+ hrough the crawling period in his 1life.

Bahrens alee thinks, if the Culex had been written by Vergil,
Vergil or some one of his contemporaries, most ‘liKGIY Ovid, would have
mentioned it. But we may see from the Eclogues how difficult it is to
obtain internal evidence from Vergil, and the fact that Ovid has no
dlrect reference to a poem of so little importance as the Culex is no
proof of its non-existence. Nor does Ovid mention the Georgics.

Heyne thinks Vergil wrote such a poem as the Culex, but because of
the many repitions of thought and redundant style, the original poem
has been greatly mutilated and the copy we now habve of the Culex is but
artyy genuine, the remaining lines having been added after Vergil's
difetime. As Cicero was the pattern for all orators after his time, so
Vergil and Ovid were imitated by poets, and it became a common custom
Tor scholars and would-be poets to practice upon the poems of Vergil
and Ovid, by expressing one thought in various ways. These variations,
written in the margins of the manuscripts, were subsequently copied
dinto manuscripts with the original verses, either through the ignorancg
of copyists or because they wished to make a longer and therefore more
Saleable manuscript.

Heyne proceeds to reconstruct the Culex in accordance with his own
Vviews and decides which verses are spurious and which were written by
Vergil. He therefore cuts the poem of four hundred and thirteen verses
down to ninety-nine verses leaving out almost all of the description eof
Hades. This selection, while satisfactory to Heyne, does not and
C annot meet the approval of other editors and scholars, for the reason

t hat ne two men would 88¥€& on the same lines and there would be as

TMany different versions as there are men.
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Nor can there be any fixed rule by'which we may determine whether a
1ine is spurious or not. Sillig in his preface to the Heyne- Wagner
edition of Vergil, attacks Heyne's theory of interpolation and says
tnhat Heyne has left out some of the best lines and put in some of the
most worthless, that he makes the serpent appear like a thunderclap out
of a clear sky,land if Vergil ever wrote any such poem as Heyne's
reconstm}ced Culex, he must have done so for the express accomodation
of" interpolators. One of Heyne's arguments for the interpolation
theory is the outline of the plot given in Suetonius' Life of Vergil.
guietonius says— Then he wrote the catalepton, priapia, epigrammata and
dirae, likewise, the ciris and the Culex when he was sixbeen years old.
It s contents are as follows: A shepherd, when)worn out by heat, he had
fallen asleep under a tree, and a serpent was hastening to him from the
swamp, a gnat flew up and implanted his sting on the temples of the
shepherd, But he immediately crushed and killed the gnat and built a
tomb for it and composed these two lines-—

"Parve Culex pecudum custes tibi merenti

Funeris officium vitae pro munere reddit.”
I this outline of the plot of the Culex nothing is said of the gnat's
visit to Hades, nor of the many sights seen there, the description of
which occupies the greater part of the Culex as we now have it.

On this account Heyne thinks the greater part of the Culex has
been sdded after this time. But this passage from Suetonius cannot be
regarded as a proof of interpolation because in the bare outline of a
PIlot much would necessaril¥y have to be omitted and merely the skeleton
oFf the story given.

ic
Ribbeckin his Geschkte der Romischen Dichtung, says that Vergil
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could not have written the Culex because in line 402 the author speaks

of the oleander which was not introduced into Italy before the second
half of the first century K.D., therefore Vergil could have known
nothing of the plant, and the poem must have been written by some author
1ong after Vergil's death. But even if the oleander was not introduced
into Italy until the latter half of the first century B.C., that proves
nothing, for in the text the Greek word for oleander is given— rhodod-
aphne. Now a student such as Vergil undoubtedly was, would be aquainted
with the Greek name of the flower, though he had never seen the fliower
itself and his use of it is perfectly natural. In the Eclogues alseo he
introduces plants and scenery foreign to Italy. Therefore this point
proves nothing.

ihere seems to be some question as to the date of the wiiting of

the Culex. Statius, writing of Lucan says that he is to write his
Pharsalia before the age at which Vergil wrote the Culex. Lucan was
born in 39 A.D. and wrote his Pharsalia in 65 A.D. which would meake

nhim twenty-six years old. Cruttwell and Tueffel, from this passage
think that Vergil must have written the Culex at the age of twenty-six.
But all the other references place the date of its compositien when
Vergil was sixteen, and judging from the character eof the poem it must
if it is Vergil's have been written at the earlier date since it is
inconceivable that Vergil wrote the Culex only two years before the
Eclogues,

It is not yet settled to whom Vergil has addressed his poem.

In line I, he mentions one, Octavvius and in 25 addresses him as Octavi
venerande, in 26, as sancte puer, BY those who do not believe in the

Vergilian authorship of the Culex, it is thought that Octavius must refer
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to the Emperor Octavianus, to whé Vergil dedicated his first Eclogue
and who treated him with such marked kindness. But at the time when
the Culex was written Octavius, afterwards called Octavianus, who was
born in 63 B.C. could not have been more than nine years old, and was
then of no importance whatever, as it was not until several years later
that his uncle Julius Caesar, made his coup d'etat. Moreover we Know
from Servius and the Berne scholia that Vergil was not introduced to
Octavimus wuntil about twelve years after the Culex was written. So it
seems impossible that the Octevius of the Culex could be the Octavianus
of later years. This is used as an argument by those who do not be-
lieve in the Vergilian authorship of the poem. They say that some one,
having written the poem, and desiring to make it seem as much as possi-
ble like Vergil's remembered Octavianus, to whom Vergil had before
addressed poems, and argaing from the "juvenis" of Ecloguel had made
him "sancte puer" in the poem which he wished to have people believe
was written by Vergil in his youth. But it escaped his memory that
Octavius at that age gave no promise of doing deeds worthy to be
remembered.

For those of us who believe Vergil wrote the Culex, there is
another explanation, given by Ribbeck in his edition Vergil.

In Catalepta XIV, Vergil defends the memory of an Octavius who is
supposed to have died from the effects of over-drinking. He appears
to have been a historian and his fatlkbr outlived him. Catelepta XIII
is written to a Musa, both poet and historian. This fusa is about to

make a journey to foreign lands, and is evidently much respected by the
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From Horace SatIl. X, 82, we find an Octavius spoken of, along
with Plotius, Varius, Maecenas, Vergil, Valgins and others so he must
have been some-where near Vergil's age. Ribbeck and Bshrens also
think this Octavius the same as reffered to in the Culex, and perhaps
Vergil was making a feeble effort at a rlay on words in lines 6 and 8.
If this Octavius Musa was afterwards a histerian as he seéms to have
been, in his youth he was bprobably fond of history, and the prassage
in the Culex where Weegil asks him to accept his verses even though they
tell not of Jove's sad wars, nor Centaurs, nor Lapiths, may have some
connection with that fact. Servius and the Berne Scholia say that an
Octavius Musa was one of the triumvérs, who assisted in alloting the
farmes of Mantua to the veterans.

In this event he would have been instrumental in depriving Verdil
of his home. This might at first seem a proof of unkindly feeling
between Vergil and Musa but after all Musa was but acting under the
Emperor's orders and the other two triumvérs, Pollio and Gallus, were
stanch friends of Ver®il and it may not be unlikely that Musa was
associated with them in their efforts on Vergil's behalf. At any rate
this would be no proof that an unfriendly feeling had existed twelve
years before.

Bahrens thinks the reverent attitude which Vergil assumes toward
Octavius in Catelecta XIII due to his greater age and he emends"sancte
puer" to "sancte pater."

But there would be no need of emendation if we take Ribbeck's view
that his reverent attitude toward Octavius was due to the fact that
Octavius was enjoying an intimacy with persons of higher rank which
Vergil had not yet attained. Vergil's worshipful attitude towards his

friends is shown by the way in which he speaks of Augustus as a god in
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Ecloguel, at a time when Augustus was barely twenty-two years old.
Pollio in E.IV is another illustration of this.

In closing I would say that it is a very difficult matter to de-
cide the question of the authorship of the Culex. There are many
things which might lead ué to think that Vergil could not have written
it but since these objections can be answered satisfactorily to some
extent and #&ince ahcient testimony is on the side of its genuineness,
it does not seem a wise thing to deny it without strong proofs.

' For this reason I incline to the belief that the Culex was written by
Vergil in his sixteenth year and was addressed to Octavius Musa, a

contemporary of Vergil's.



Culex of P. Vergilius Maro.

‘Outline of Vergil's Culex——We, Octavius, under the influence of
the tender mute have spun this jesting history of a gnat. Hereafter,
our muse will speak to thee in more serious strain when the rassing of
time shall have made me able to write songs worthy of thy fame.

Phoebus shall be our guide and the author or our seng, whether by
the river Xanthus or Asteria, or Mt. Parnassus or Castaly. Wherefore,
ve Néides, go and celebrate this god with sounding chorus, and thou,
sacred Pales, to whom is the care of husbandry.

And thou, Octavius, look kindly on my first attempt,-my book sings
not of Jove's sad war, nor giants blood, nor of Centaurs or Lapiths,
nor the burning of Erechthonian towers by the east, nor Mt. Athos, nor
the chains of the Pontic Sea, nor Hellespont, trampled with horses feet
when Greece trembled at the coming of the Persians. But my muse, under
Phoebus guidance, delights to play a gentle song, more fitted to her
strength. And thou, sacred child, may eternal glory be thine and the
memory of thy good deeds be imperishable. But let us to our task.

The fiery sun had already mounted the high towers of heaven,
shaking from his golden chariot his glittering beams, and Aurora, with
her rosy hair, had put to flight the darkness, when the shepherd drove
his little goats from the fold to their usual pastures on the summit
of a lofty mountain where the brocad spreading slopes are covered with
grass, which the goats, wandering here and there, pluck at will. And

they crop the tender twigs of the willow or the alder.
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What benefits belong to a shepherd's life, renderéd anxieus by ne
greedy cares. What if he have no fleeces twice dippred in Assyrian dyes,
'no golden laquer work, ner pictures fine, nor the gleam of precious
stones, nor cups engraved by Alcon or Boethius, nor costly pearls from
Indie. He, with pure heart may stretch his bedy in the soft, dewy
grass, which Spring dots with many colored flowers, and lying there,
remote from the hollow mockery and deceit of the world, he plays his
slender reed. Who can be happier than one who knows neither greedy
riches nor sad wars, nor the perils of fighting fleets, nor risks his life
while he celebrates the deities with trophies? He worships Ged with
scgthe, not by polished art; He delights in groves , the flowers are
his frankinscense. He has quiet peace, unmixed with care. This his
only desire, peace and sleep. 0 flocks, o farms, o charming vale of
ihe fountain of the Hamadryads, through whose simple care each shepherd
leads a quiet life.

S0 now with their shepherd the goats seek the limpid streams, and
the sun has reached his genith when the shepherd drives his flocks into
the shade of the grove, where once Agave, fleeing from Nectileus, came.

Here played the satyrs, the dryads and the néids. Not less than Or-
pheus stayed the Hebrus by his songs did you accomplish divine choruses
with your joyful faces. The very nature of the place is restful. Where
the plane trees tower aloft, mingled with the impious lotus, which
neld Ulysses' companions captives, and the poplars, the changed daugh-
ters of the sun, and the oak whose acorns were our primitive food.

Eére grew also the pine of the Argive ships, the holm-oak and the
cypress, the ivy, the poplar and the myrtle. And where a cocl fountain

flows between its banks, the birds in the trees pour forth their sweet

songs.,
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All about the sound of the frogs and the cicadese, and here and there th
flocks lay dewn to rest in the murmuring breeze.

The shepherd, resting in the shade by the spring, fell asleep.
Hither to escape from the intense heat and to bury himself in the mud,
comes a mighty serpent, gliding through the grass with huge body.
Seeing the shepherd he is filled with rage at the intrusion and with
jaws dripping with blood the serpent starts for the shepherd. At this
juncture, a little gmat seeing the predicament of the unconscious
sleeper, to arouse him, implants his sting upon the temples, in return
for which the shepherd immedistely crushes him with his broad palm.

At the same moment he sees the seppent near at hand and snatching a
club he kills the monster with some difficuliy.

At length, the flocks safely housed again, night comes on and the
shepherd compeses himself for sleep, when the ghost of the gnat appears
to him and laments his sorrewful plight. "What have I done to deserve
such a cruel fate? Because your life was more precious than my own, I
now am tossed about by idle winds while you recline in sleep, saved
from 8 terrible death. But I am compelled to swim Lethe's stream, the
prey of Charon. I see the gleaming lights at every threshold, and Tisi
phone, who with her serpents shekes her fiery scourge at me, and
cerberus, barking with the glittering snakes about his neck. Alas that
mine is such a thankless fate! Where are the rewards of piety and
justice and loyalty? I, without care for myself have warded off death
from another in return for which I have met my own., I am carried among
the Cymerian groves-here sits Otos and Tityus, mindful of thy implac—
able anger. Latona, the food of birds, Tantalus and Sisyphus. The
maidens whom Erifiys enkindled, the Colchian mother, Procne and Philo—

mella, the sons of Cadmus fighting in mortal combat.
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I am borne in another direction to the Elysian plains. Here
Persephone urges her furies against me. Hefe is Alcestis and Penelope
with her slain suitors at a distance and Eurydice, runished, Orpheus
for loocking back. Thou, Orpheus, wert a brave man who feared neither
Cerberus nor Pluto, nor Phlegthon, nor Tartarus, nor the judgement seat
Made bold by fortune, Orpheusstopred the rivers and caused the trees
to follow him,-the moon restrained her horses to listen. And by this
same power he overcame the strength of Tartarus and would have set
Furydice free had he not broken the decree of the gods. And here are
the two sons of Aeacus. Peleus and Telamon. Who could not reccunt the
mishaps of the Trojan war?-the Trojan slain, and Xanthus flowing with
blood and Hector hurling wounds, weapons, slaughter, and fires at the
enemy. And Mt., Ida furnishing firebrands to her foster children-
Hector on one side-— Achilles on the other, and the bedy of Hector
dragged thrice around the walls of Troy. The slaying of Achilles by
Paris and of Ajax by Ulysses- Ulysses adventures with the Cicyons, the
Leestrigones, Scylla, Charybdis,Aetna and the Cyclops and the journey
to Hades. Here sits also Agamemon by whom thy Trojan towers were
burned. Here are other heroes of equal courage- the Fabii, the Decii,
and the Horatii, Camillus, Curtius, Mutius, Curius, Flaminius and the
Scipios. They are held in honor, while I am compelled to wander about
the dark Plutonian lakes and Plegethon where Minos has his judgment
seat to whom I must perforce tell the cause of my death.— I depart
never to return- but do thou frequent the green pastures and thy cool

groves." Thus he spoke and departed.
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The shepherd when he awakem filled with grief at the thought of the
gnat's death constructs with great care a tomb beside the river's mossy
bank, heaping up a mound and setting up a marble stone. And round
about he plents sweet flowers—acanthus, roses. lilies, violets, spartan
myrtle, hyacinth, crocus, lauicl, oleander, the sabine flower, Crysan-
thus, 1vy, box, amaranthus, oxeye, evergreen pine, narcissus, and all
the beautiful flowers of spring-time. On the stone he rlaced this
inscription: |

Liltle gnat, to thee for the gift of life, the keeper of the

flocks dedicates this sad testimonial.








