Classical Reading Competition: Guidance
Judges are keen to point out that there is no single correct way of reading or interpreting any of these passages.  Any coherent and convincing performance may be given credit, but accuracy is very important.  The criteria will include good phrasing, variety of pace and tone where appropriate, and the understanding of metre.
For pronunciation we recommend W.S. Allen’s Vox Graeca and Vox Latina.
Elisions may be treated according to the informed preferences of individual pupils and their teachers.  In the marked versions macrons are given over vowels long by nature or diphthongs, and where there may be some doubt, e.g. when they are followed by a combination of a mute and a liquid.
We do not insist that the Greek pitch accent is produced, although that would be welcomed.
This is a reading competition, so while a degree of acting and movement may contribute to an interpretation, particularly with the dialogues and the chorus, the declamation itself is essential.  No credit will be given for costumes.
Should you spot errors on the marked passages, do please let us know; but the judges will be careful not to penalise pupils unfairly.



















Beginners’ Latin: Cambridge Latin Course, Stage 12, “finis”
iam nubes atra ad terram descendebat; iam cinis densissimus incidebat. plurimi Pompeiani iam de urbe sua desperabant. Clemens tamen non desperabat, sed obstinate villam petivit, quod Caecilium quaerebat. tandem ad villam pervenit. sollicitus ruinas spectavit. tota villa ardebat. Clemens fumum ubique vidit. per ruinas tamen fortiter contendit et dominum suum vocavit. Caecilius tamen non respondit. subito canis latravit.    			5 
servus tablinum intravit, ubi canis erat. Cerberus dominum custodiebat. 
Caecilius in tablino moribundus iacebat. murus semirutus eum paene celabat. Clemens domino vinum dedit. Caecilius, postquam vinum bibit, sensim respiravit.
‘quid accidit, domine?’ rogavit Clemens.
‘ego ad villam veni’, inquit Caecilius. ‘Metellam non vidi ! Quintum non vidi ! villa erat	10 deserta. tum ego ad tablinum contendebam. subito terra tremuit et paries in me incidit. tu es servus fidelis. abi ! ego te iubeo. de vita mea despero. Metella et Quintus perierunt. nunc ego quoque sum moriturus.’
Clemens recusavit. in tablino obstinate manebat. Caecilius iterum clamavit, ‘Clemens, abi !
te iubeo. fortasse Quintus superfuit. quaere Quintum ! hunc anulum Quinto da !’		15
Caecilius, postquam Clementi anulum suum tradidit, statim exspiravit. Clemens domino triste ‘vale’ dixit et e villa discessit.
Cerberus tamen in villa mansit. dominum frustra custodiebat.







Already a black cloud was coming down to the ground; already very thick ash was falling. Very many Pompeians were already despairing for their city. However, Clemens was not despairing, but obstinately made for the house, because he was looking for Caecilius. Finally he arrived at the house. Worried, he looked at the ruins. The whole house was on fire. Clemens saw smoke everywhere. However, he bravely hurried through the ruins and called his master. Yet Caecilius did not respond. Suddenly the dog barked.
The slave entered the study, where the dog was. Cerberus was guarding his master.
Caecilius, close to death, was lying in the study. A half-collapsed wall was almost hiding him. Clemens gave wine to his master. Caecilius, after drinking the wine, gradually recovered his breath. 
‘What has happened, master?’ asked Clemens.
‘I came to the house,’ said Caecilius. ‘I didn’t see Metella! I didn’t see Quintus! The house was deserted. Then I hurried to the study. Suddenly the ground shook and a wall fell upon me. You are a loyal slave. Go away! I order you. I am despairing for my life. Metella and Quintus have perished. Now I also am about to die.’
Clemens refused. He remained stubbornly in the study. Caeclius shouted out again,
‘Clemens, go away! I order you. Perhaps Quintus has survived. Seek Quintus! Give Quintus this ring!’
After he handed over his ring to Clemens, Caecilius immediately died. Clemens sadly said goodbye to his master and left the house.
However, Cerberus remained in the house. He was guarding his master in vain. 











Beginners’ Greek: Babrius, Fable 122, “Doctor Wolf”

Ὄνος πατήσας σκόλοπα χωλὸς εἱστήκει·
λύκον δ´ ἰδὼν παρόντα και σαφῆ δείσας 
ὄλεθρον οὕτως εἶπεν· “ὦ λύκε, θνῄσκω,
μέλλω τ´ ἀποπνεῖν. σοὶ δὲ συμβαλὼν χαίρω.
σὺ μᾶλλον ἢ γὺψ ἢ κόραξ με δειπνήσεις.		5
χάριν δέ μοι δὸς ἀβλαβῆ τὲ καὶ κούφην
ἐκ τοῦ ποδός μου τὴν ἄκανθαν εἰρύσσας,
ὥς μου κατέλθῃ πνεῦμ´ ἀναλγὲς εἰς ᾍδου.”
κἀκεῖνος εἰπὼν  “χάριτος οὐ φθονῶ ταύτης”
ὀδοῦσιν ἄκροις σκόλοπα θερμὸν ἐξῄρει.		10
ὁ δ´ ἐκλυθεὶς πόνων τε κἀνίης πάσης
τὸν κνηκίην χάσκοντα λακτίσας φεύγει,
ῥῖνας μέτωπα γομφίους τ´ ἀλοιήσας.
“οἴμοι” λύκος “τάδ´” εἶπε “σὺν δίκῃ πάσχω·
τί γὰρ ἄρτι χωλούς ἠρξάμην ἰατρεύειν,			15
μαθὼν ἀπ´ ἀρχῆς οὐδὲν ἢ μαγιρεύειν;”

A donkey was lame after stepping on a thorn. Seeing a wolf close by and fearing death already in sight, he made a speech as follows: ‘Wolf, I’m dying. I’m on the point of breathing my last. But I’m glad I met you; I’m glad to know that it’s you who will dine on me, rather than a vulture or a crow. [5] Do me a slight favour, which will be no trouble; draw the thorn out of my foot, so my spirit may go down to death free of pain.’ ‘This is a favour I don’t mind granting,’ said the wolf, and with the edge of his teeth he pulled out the feverish thorn. [10] Freed of all his pain and discomfort, the donkey lashed out with his heels against the tawny beast while his mouth was still open, smashing in his whole face, snout and jaws alike. Then he fled. ‘Alas!’ said the wolf. ‘This is what I deserve to suffer. Why, at this late date, did I undertake to heal the lame, in the role of a physician, [15] when the only profession I ever learned was that of a butcher?’
Tr. B. Perry (1965)




Pre-GCSE Latin: Virgil, Aeneid 2.776-789
“quid tantum insano iuvat indulgere dolori,
o dulcis coniunx? non haec sine numine divum
eveniunt; nec te comitem hinc portare Creusam
fas aut ille sinit superi regnator Olympi.
longa tibi exsilia, et vastum maris aequor arandum;		780
et terram Hesperiam venies, ubi Lydius arva
inter opima virum leni fluit agmine Thybris.
illic res laetae regnumque et regia coniunx
parta tibi. lacrimas dilectae pelle Creusae.
non ego Myrmidonum sedes Dolopumve superbas		785
aspiciam aut Grais servitum matribus ibo, 
Dardanis et divae Veneris nurus;
sed me magna deum genetrix his detinet oris.
iamque vale et nati serva communis amorem.”

‘O husband that I love, why do you choose to give yourself to wild grief? These things do not happen without the approval of the gods. It is not their will that Creusa should go with you when you leave this place. The King of High Olympus does not allow it. Before you lies a long exile and a vast expanse of sea to plough [780] before you come to the land of Hesperia where the Lydian Tiber flows with smooth advance through a rich land of brave warriors. There prosperity is waiting for you, and a kingdom and a royal bride. Wipe away the tears you are shedding for Creusa whom you loved. I shall not have to see the proud palaces of the Myrmidons and Dolopians. [785] I am a daughter of Dardanus and my husband was the son of Venus, and I shall never go to be a slave to any matron of Greece. The Great Mother of the Gods keeps me here in this land of Troy. Now fare you well. Do not fail in your love for our son.’
Tr. D. West (1990)



Open Latin: Catullus, Poem 8
Miser Catulle, desinas ineptire,
et quod vides perisse perditum ducas.
fulsere quondam candidi tibi soles,
cum ventitabas quo puella ducebat
amata nobis quantum amabitur nulla.			5
ibi illa multa tum iocosa fiebant,
quae tu volebas nec puella nolebat.
fulsere vere candidi tibi soles.
nunc iam illa non vult: tu quoque, impotens, noli,
nec quae fugit sectare, nec miser vive,			10
sed obstinata mente perfer, obdura.
vale, puella! iam Catullus obdurat,
nec te requiret nec rogabit invitam:
at tu dolebis, cum rogaberis nulla.
scelesta, vae te! quae tibi manet vita!			15
quis nunc te adibit? cui videberis bella?
quem nunc amabis? cuius esse diceris?
quem basiabis? cui labella mordebis?
at tu, Catulle, destinatus obdura.
Wretched Catullus, you should stop fooling / and what you know you’ve lost, admit losing. / The sun shone brilliantly for you, time was, / when you kept following where a girl led you, / loved by us as we shall love no-one. [5] / There when those many amusing things happened / which you wanted nor did the girl not want, / the sun shone brilliantly for you, truly. / Now she’s stopped wanting, you must stop, weakling. / Don’t chase what runs away, nor live wretched, [10] / but with a mind made up be firm, stand fast. / Goodbye, girl. Catullus now stands fast, / won’t ask nor look for you who’re not willing. / But you’ll be sorry when you’re not asked for. / Alas, what life awaits you now, devil? [15] / Who’ll find you pretty now? What type touch you?  / Whom will you love and whose be called henceforth? / Whom will you kiss? And you will bite whose lips? / But you, Catullus, mind made up, stand fast.
Tr. G. Lee (1990)

Greek dialogue: Aeschylus, Agamemnon 931-947 and 958-960
Κλ: καὶ μὴν τόδ᾽ εἰπὲ μὴ παρὰ γνώμην ἐμοί.
Ἀγ: γνώμην μὲν ἴσθι μὴ διαφθεροῦντ᾽ ἐμέ.
Κλ: ηὔξω θεοῖς δείσας ἂν ὧδ᾽ ἔρδειν τάδε.
Ἀγ: εἴπερ τις, εἰδώς γ᾽ εὖ τόδ᾽ ἐξεῖπον τέλος.
Κλ: τί δ᾽ ἂν δοκεῖ σοι Πρίαμος, εἰ τάδ᾽ ἤνυσεν;		935
Ἀγ: ἐν ποικίλοις ἂν κάρτα μοι βῆναι δοκεῖ.
Κλ: μή νυν τὸν ἀνθρώπειον αἰδεσθῇς ψόγον.
Ἀγ: φήμη γε μέντοι δημόθρους μέγα σθένει.
Κλ: ὁ δ᾽ ἀφθόνητός γ᾽ οὐκ ἐπίζηλος πέλει.
Ἀγ: οὔτοι γυναικός ἐστιν ἱμείρειν μάχης.			940
Κλ: τοῖς δ᾽ ὀλβίοις γε καὶ τὸ νικᾶσθαι πρέπει.
Ἀγ: ἦ καὶ σὺ νίκην τήνδε δήριος τίεις;
Κλ: πιθοῦ: κράτος μέντοι πάρες γ᾽ ἑκὼν ἐμοί.
Ἀγ: ἀλλ᾽ εἰ δοκεῖ σοι ταῦθ᾽, ὑπαί τις ἀρβύλας
λύοι τάχος, πρόδουλον ἔμβασιν ποδός.				945
καὶ τοῖσδέ μ᾽ ἐμβαίνονθ᾽ ἁλουργέσιν θεῶν
μή τις πρόσωθεν ὄμματος βάλοι φθόνος.
Κλ: ἔστιν θάλασσα, τίς δέ νιν κατασβέσει;			958
τρέφουσα πολλῆς πορφύρας ἰσάργυρον
κηκῖδα παγκαίνιστον, εἱμάτων βαφάς.				960


Cl: One thing more. Be true to your ideals and tell me –
Ag: True to my ideals? Once I violate them I am lost.
Cl: Would you have sworn this act to god in a time of terror?
Ag: Yes, if a prophet called for a last, drastic rite.
Cl: But Priam – can you see him if he had your success? 		935
Ag: Striding on the tapestries of god, I see him now. 
Cl: And you fear the reproach of common men?
Ag: The voice of the people – aye, they have enormous power.
Cl: Perhaps, but where’s the glory without a little gall?
Ag: And where’s the woman in all this lust for glory?		940
Cl: But the great victor – it becomes him to give way.
Ag: Victory in this…war of ours, it means so much to you?
Cl: O give way! The power is yours if you surrender, all of your own free will, to me!
Ag: Enough. If you are so determined – let someone help me off with these at least. 
Old slaves, they’ve stood me well. 					945 
Hurry, and while I tread his splendours dyed red in the sea, 
may no god watch and strike me down with envy from on high….
Cl: There is the sea and who will drain it dry?			958
Precious as silver, inexhaustible, ever-new, it breeds the more we reap it –
tides on tides of crimson dye our robes blood-red.			960
Tr. R. Fagles (1966)



Greek chorus: Euripides, Hippolytus 525-554
Ἔρως Ἔρως, ὁ κατ᾽ ὀμμάτων						525
στάζων πόθον, εἰσάγων γλυκεῖαν
ψυχᾷ χάριν οὓς ἐπιστρατεύσῃ,
μή μοί ποτε σὺν κακῷ φανείης
μηδ᾽ ἄρρυθμος ἔλθοις.
οὔτε γὰρ πυρὸς οὔτ᾽ ἄστρων ὑπέρτερον βέλος,		530
οἷον τὸ τᾶς Ἀφροδίτας ἵησιν ἐκ χερῶν
Ἔρως ὁ Διὸς παῖς.
ἄλλως ἄλλως παρά τ᾽ Ἀλφεῷ					535
Φοίβου τ᾽ ἐπὶ Πυθίοις τεράμνοις
βούταν φόνον Ἑλλὰς αἶ᾽ ἀέξει·
Ἔρωτα δέ, τὸν τύραννον ἀνδρῶν,
τὸν τᾶς Ἀφροδίτας
φιλτάτων θαλάμων κλῃδοῦχον, οὐ σεβίζομεν,		540
πέρθοντα καὶ διὰ πάσας ἱέντα συμφορᾶς
θνατοὺς ὅταν ἔλθῃ.
τὰν μὲν Οἰχαλίᾳ								545
πῶλον ἄζυγα λέκτρων, 
ἄνανδρον τὸ πρὶν καὶ ἄνυμφον, οἴκων
ζεύξασ᾽ ἀπ᾽ Εὐρυτίων
δρομάδα ναΐδ᾽ ὅπως τε βάκ-						550
χαν σὺν αἵματι, σὺν καπνῷ,
φονίοισι νυμφείοις
Ἀλκμήνας τόκῳ Κύπρις ἐξέδωκεν· ὦ 
τλάμων ὑμεναίων.






Eros, Eros, you who distil your drops of longing on the eyes of lovers and fill with sweet joy the hearts of those you set out to conquer, never, I pray, show yourself in anger to me or come beyond due measure! For neither shaftof fire nor beam of the stars is stronger [530] than Aphrodite’s dart shot from the hands of Eros, son of Zeus.
In vain does the land of Greece kill bull after bull in sacrifice by Alpheus’ stream, [535] in vain at Phoebus’ Pythian shrine, if Eros, monarch of men, who holds the keys to Aphrodite’s chambers of desire, fails to receive our worship [540], the god who devastates mortals when he comes and hurls them through every misfortune. 
The girl of Oechalia [545] was virgin once, a filly still unyoked, to men and marriage a stranger; but put in harness and taken from Eurytus’ home, like a running nymph or worshipper of Bacchus, [550] amid blood and smoke, in a marriage sealed by slaughter, she was given to Alcmene’s son – the Cyprian’s work, all. O wretched bride!
Tr. J. Davie (1996)

