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 Family Epigrams

Gregory of Nazianzus
For the tomb of John (Chrysostom) and Theodosius (the First)
1.

Here, the tomb holds god-like, good-natured men.

   Divine John. Famous Theodosius.

Their rich arête united them to Heaven’s name,
   And displayed their share in unpolluted light.

On Great Basil, bishop of Caesarea in Cappadocia

2.

Body living sundered from soul, sooner me from you,

  Or so I thought, Basil, Christ’s choice servant. 

But I’ve endured and remained. Why wait to lift me 

   Up to you and that blessed chorale?

Don’t forget me! By your grave, I beg you. I’d never leave

   You, even if I wished it--Gregory’s sworn word.

3.

When God-minded Basil’s spirit was snatched up
   By Trinity, he was well pleased to rush on;
And all heaven’s army rejoiced at the expedition.
   But all of Cappadocia’s town grieved, and more

The entire world screamed: “Gone, the herald,
   Gone, splendid peace’s bond!”

4.

That pledge of equal Trinity’s share,

   Which is all the world, shakes from shame-faced warrior’s words.   

Ai! Ai! Basil’s lips are silence closed.
   Awake. Check the waves by your words 
And by your offering; for you alone had speech like
  Your life and a life up to your words.
5.
One God rules above, and our age saw an arch-priest,

   Our own birth-righted boy, Basil,
An open-mouthed envoy for Truth, a shining sun

  For us Christians, a lamp-lit soul of beauty,
And for Pontus and Cappadocia, great glory. So now keep on,
  we implore you, stand up and lead the world higher.
6.

Here Basil, Basil’s son, their arch-priest,

   The Caesareans planted, Gregory’s friend

Whom my whole heart cherished—God give him all!

   And swiftly rally soon with my own life.

What’s the payback to be long on the land

   Till I’m wasted, mooning for a star-friend?

7.

A short time you breathed on the land, yet to Christ

Offered all—soul, body, reason, hands.
Basil of Christ’s vast renown, the defense of priests
And defense of a truth now further torn in pieces.

8.

Dialogue, the shared home of friends in beloved Athens,

Our far-gone pledge to the diviner life

We’d lead; Basil’s in paradise, as he wanted.
But Gregory’s still here, his talk in chains.

9.

Caesarea’s grand tune, O Bright Lights Basil!

Your views like thunder, your life like lightning!

But even so, you had to quit your perch by command

Of Christ, to join up quick with the heavenly band.

10.
To all the spirit-depths you knew, to all that’s filed

under wisdom, you were a basilica alive.

10B.

Only eight years, the God-minded did you direct.

Alone, Basil, to you that was too little.

11.

Rejoice, dear Basil, for even though you’ve left us, 

   Here’s Gregory’s epitaph for you--

From this, the beloved voice. Dear Basil, from a darling hand take

   A gift, though abominable job it may have been.

Still, Gregory lays it down, bright Basil, this dust

   Of twelve epigrams.

On his Own Father (Gregory the Elder)
12.

“There a hundred years, a mortal life more than most;

   In the Spirit and on the church throne, forty of that,
The Trinity’s kind, sweet-tongued, radiating expounder.
   Here, the sweet dream is mine, Gregory’s flesh,

While my winged soul’s luck is with God.” So you priests,
   Too, should care for his filial tomb.
13.

From the big and bitter tree God called me,
   A ram to lead a flock to the end.
My God-minded rib, she dispensed me progenial bliss;
   We both survived to luxuriant age,
And my youngest is a humbled priest. If I’m done in,

  I Gregory, by death’s throes, that’s no marvel—I’m just a man.
14.

If on the mount above a holy voice manifest to an initiate
   Moses, then Great Gregory’s mind,

Whom once God’s grace summoned from afar as an arch-priest,

   Can now wait upon the Trinity.
15.

I both roofed a shrine and birthed a priest,

   Gregory, lit up by the pure Trinity,
A teacher with harmonious sound, a herder of folk,

   made wise in either curricula. 

16.
My child, may you best your father in other things,
   Though in gentleness be equal—for what more

Can we ask by law?—and may you grasp elderly age,
   Like the one charged with you, who is waiting.

17.

Not a ram; then the first in rank; moreover then,
   A herder; next a father; then a pastor of pastors,

Gathering up mortals for Immortal God.
   I lie here Gregory, Gregory’s sire.

Blessed, ripest age, and fertile! I died arch-priest,

   Father of an arch-priest, my Gregory. Is anyone else this full?
18.

I did not arrive at daybreak in the fruitful vineyard,
   But now up front, I’m paid more,

I, Gregory, and was given a greater crop
   From Christ to cultivate, by gentleness.
19.
From no sacred stock was I a child, yet with a pure

   Wife I’m joined over three children. And a pure flock
I steered in union. Now, I’ve left,
   Full to the brim and living true and heavenly.
20.
A marvel it was that Gregory hurled grace and the Spirit’s sunlit light

   Down upon his beloved child, while he was lifted up.
21.

The pearl is slightest, yet the empress of gems;
   Even so rustic Bethlehem tribute-birthed the Christ.

And so a little flock was mine, but best—
   Gregory’s. Now, you son, I beg you lead her.

22.

Into your hands I put Gregory’s pan-flute—
   So, my son, lead the flock with flair.

Drive them all open wide through Life’s entrance,
   Then go share the funeral-rites and rest with me.

23.
Christ flashed in eyes, then changed before them, on the mount.
   He flashed as well to purge Gregory’s mind,

To help him slip those dark phantoms. Now, he’s clean,
   Ever consecrating for and leading his own. 

On his Mother Nonna who was Taken to God from the Altar
24.

All your words and all your deeds were noble
   On the Lord’s Day. Others’ grief, by grief

You honored, mother mine, and only relaxed to feast on holy days.
   Joyous and mournful, both seen by the shrine.
The whole place was marked by those womb-born tears.

   Yours alone fixed on a cross.
25.

The incense table never saw your back;
   No blasphemous speech ever left your mouth;

No cackling leer crossed your soft cheek, confirmed one.
   I won’t speak of your secret trouble, blessed one,
Such as you were within; but in public? A revelation.
   For this, and for God’s, you left your body behind.

26.
Why are Nonna’s prayerful bones collapsed? Why do her lips
   No more petition? Why are her eyes like an empty fount?

Others, by her grave, howl. While the sacred table

   No longer bears the fruit from her open palms.

This ground lacks her holy feet, and priests 
   No more place trembling hands upon her head.

Widows and orphans, what now? Virgins and 
   The fertile married, make a vow of shorn hair. . . .

Glorying in her head’s full suffering fallen earthward,
   Thereon in church, she’s left her shriveled frame.
27.

Sarah was wise to honor her spouse. But you mother,

   First a Christian made. Then a great priest
Even from your good husband! Him, once so far from light.

   Anna, you birthed that son you’d prayed for,
And pledged Samuel as a servant in the shrine.
   But Ann’s Other to her breast brought the spacious Christ.

Nonna shared in each one’s splendor. At last, in church

   Praying, she paid down her own dear form.
28.

You, Empedocles, all at once, a useless, human bluster

Combustible Aetna’s cup downed for a toast.
Nonna launched off into no one’s cratered basin, 
But towards this table she toppled spotless as an offering raised,

And now, illustrious among reverend women,
She stands a pillar in their halls, with Susanna, Mary, and the Two Annas.
29.

Hercules, Empedocles, Trophonius, your story’s done,
And you, too, idiot Aristaeus with your cynical shrug,
You were fads with profane proclivities. 

But Nonna’s mighty psyche is cleaving a path,
Christ-bearer, Cross-servant, World-despiser,
Thrusting up to Heaven, past the finish line,
   A triple reward in the shrine when she stripped off her fleshly weight.
30.

Shouting for Gregory from the florid orchard,
You met us, mama, as we came from foreign parts,

Yes, arms outstretched to scoop your treasured young,
And shouting “Gregory!” Your jealous blood burned

For both boys, but especially for that little beast you’d given suck.
For those days, mother, I’ve piled many epigrams on return.

31.
One is famous for work at home;

   Another for her discrete poise;
One for audacious reverence with corporeal pain,
   With tears, and vows, and valiant alms.

Famous Nonna did it all. And even more,

   While praying, she died—though, that’s hardly the word.

32.

“Suckled boy, sacred sapling, I yearned for this

   Transport, Gregory, to bliss.

Yes, with much sweat you waited on your old man
   And agéd me. It’s all down in Christ’s account book. 

But, love, follow us, and soon.
   Our bright splendor is quite ready.”
33.

Nonna, your airborne soul to heaven came,
   But your body from the church we laid with the martyrs.
Martyrs, receive this abundant offering, her worn-out

   Corpus worthy of your blood, 

 For like you, that soul-destroyer’s

Strength she shattered with long struggle.
34.

Sacrificial calves are shadows, so are goats,
   So are all first-born. Nonna offered God none of these,
For Torah first charged kin under icons. With herself,
   she sacrificed a whole life, plus a death. Time you learn how.
35.

As she cried out by that chastest table,
Nonna was let go. An aged woman’s voice and bright words 

Choked. Are you surprised?! God wished to lock

Her hymnal tongue, just as she uttered her last good omens.

And now from paradise she can pray for the fleeting.
36.

By her prayers for drowning sons, divinized Nonna

Put the squall to bed, and gathered up acclaim
From rising east to setting west—a great honor to her 
From mother’s love. An antidote for a husband’s illness,
She too dispensed through prayer. And one marvel more!—

at church praying, she left this life.
37.

Often out of illness and pandemonium,
Cold quakes and wild waves swelling,

You kept me safe when God heard you.

But again save me, father, by mighty intercessions,
As you, mother, did pass while beseeching.
38.

Nonna boasts in cosmic splendor,
   An evergreen shoot from godly stock,

Priest Gregory’s other half in heart,
   A mother of pure children. I am her cairn.
39.

Your prayers, your groans, well-loved; unsleeping nights
   On church ground with your drenching tears—
These your reward, god-like Nonna, and at life’s end
     To finally sentence death in church.
40.
Only your sound survives, starlit Nonna,
   All you rest together in that inspiring ecclesial vat.
Out of a clean heart comes a pure libation. Still, in the end when

   In the church you parted, you left even that.

41.

Nonna did not even die outside the aromatic shrine.
   As an advance, Christ carried her off 

While praying, for she longed with vows to finish

   This life complete with a spotless offering. 
42.

God-like Nonna, who lifted it all up to God,
   At last, raised up your life-breath as a holy gift,
Since here praying, you left a life-path. And here, this altar,
   My mother, offers up doxa for your death.

43.

This very man, my father, was the worker at this table,

   where my mother, begging at its feet, left off all:
I speak of the celebrated Gregory and Nonna. I beg, Lord,
   For such an existence, such an end, and such a meeting.
44.

“Many tears, loved table, Nonna has wept and you took;
   Take now her soul, her ultimate donation,”
She said; then from her shape, herself flew. One thing only she missed,
   Her lad, the one she bore, then forsook. 

45.

Here praying, Nonna’s mind flew up there in vastness,
   Until at last, her spirit followed rising,
So in praying, a corpse she downed by the altar’s feet.
   Write that down, you pious—a wonder for those to follow.
46.
Who has died as Nonna died, by the unpolluted table,
   Its sacred wood clutched in her hands?
Who unfastened Nonna’s figure at her prayers? Dread long
   She wished to stay there, even pious while a corpse.
47.

Here praying, Nonna was told by God on high,
   “Come.” And a welcome release; 
In one hand, the altar gripped tight,
  while the other plead, “Lord Christ, have mercy on us.”

48.
“From righteous root, I shot up. One flesh with a priest,
   And another’s mother.  Christ, take body, life, tears,
My whole self made null; and last, what’s left.”
   In church, Nonna’s now gone from her worn-down frame.

49.

Faith transposed Enoch and Elijah; and among women,

   My mother in the lead; this very altar knows that
When joined up with the bloodless burnt offering, 
   Cherished Nonna was still praying in the body.
50.

Neither disease nor the aging familiar to each, or least of all, grief,
   Or even old age, mom, could take you down.
But unwounded, unbent, under an undefiled altar,
   Praying to Christ, Nonna, you have paid.

51.

Abraham gave to God a sacrifice—his son. And with a daughter,
   Infamous Jephtha did the same. Both big deals.

But mother mine, you gave your sacred life, and at the end,

   Yourself, Nonna, your prayer’s best victim.

52.
Sweet Sarah, how’d you quit your Isaac? And that yearning?
   Was it to take to Abraham’s chest much quicker

Loved Nonna of God-minded Gregory? Passing strange
   That you never died on the outside of temple and its smoke.

52B.

Holy martyrs, assist us. Not your low subaltern in pain,
   Our belovéd Nonna, in private or public war.
Thus, she struck an exact, out-and-out end,
   Her prayer and life purchased together.
53.

Your yearned-for Trinity, One Bright Flame, One Royal Awe,
From the great temple seized you Nonna for the Empyrean, 

And for prayer, since for a higher telos you were now found.
You never let your spotless lips linger on trolled ones,
Neither at meal did you cross pure palms with the godless, my mother. 
And you were gifted with a stunning exit at sacrifice.
54.

An ablaze and brightest angel seized you Nonna here,
While you were praying there, purified in body and in mind;

He seized the one part, and left the other in the shrine.

55.

This church, which was not authorized to claim Nonna’s all,
   Only kept shut her frame when her spirit was clean gone,

So again when waking up spotlessly assumed on high,
   Her wretched body will be dressed with unimaginable glory.

56. 

Some might rival Nonna’s other good works,
But with her prayers, it’s no contest.

Concerning supplications, her life’s end has set the record.

57.

Wailing, weeping, and worries in the night,
Ah, divinized Nonna’s worn-down, overworked limbs!
Unbowed, ancient age was freed in that temple where she watched.
58.

Philtatius’ girl, Nonna:
Where did she pass?
In this very place.

But how?

Vowing.

At what age?

Old age.

An excellent existence! 

A pious passing!
59.

In a chariot of fire Elijah went heavenward.
Nonna when praying, Mighty Spirit made his own.

60.

Here dear Nonna was hushed asleep,
Giddy to follow her man Gregory.
61.

Doom and delight together! Heaved up to heaven
Mid-prayer, Nonna left this life.

62.

Nonna’s life and prayer, her end. This table
Sets the record straight on that unexpected vapor.

63.

I am sacred Nonna’s shrine, who went up to the town-gates
Of Paradise, even while her life still remained.

64.

Weep tears, you deathly; you death-bound, weep. But for one
Like Nonna, who passed praying, I needn’t cry.

65.

In esteeming Nonna’s holy life, esteem more

Her end. In church she ended, and praying.
66.

Here, prostrated in prayer, Nonna was bright in death;

But now she stands in prayer with the blessed beyond the stars.
67.

A memorial to fragrant death is this altar
By which, Nonna, you poured out all.

67B.

Only a little air in herself, but this
Nonna, as prayer, exhaled to God.

68.

Procéss with divinized Nonna from the temple,
Send off the grand old dame on high.

69.

God from his purified temple brought Nonna up;
She pressed ahead hard to join the celestials.

70.

Nonna ascending from the great temple said,

“I have a treasure past my great and many toils.”
71.

Dear Nonna from prayer was laid a victim.
Here Nonna in prayer was loosed from life.
72.

Here at prayer, Nonna’s spirit departed her shell,
So it follows that Nonna rose loosed from that shell.

73.

From the great church, Nona rose as a great offering,
So she had to die. Rejoice all you who attend.

74.

The altar sent the goddess Nonna to GOD.
The Prayers of his Parents for Gregory

75.

May your life be fortunate and all together panegyric,

   Full of what showers on sons who attend their old sires;
And may an easy life and a lawful end attend you,

   Such as the many years the Lord gave to us.
Now, over those naïve students be a good professor, and watch over the priests,
   Just as you were the grey-headed’s help, our Gregory.
76.

In this gladly welcomed earth, by these well-loved hands of our son’s,

   The revered are clothed by reverent Gregory.
Who also with labor lightened our burdened years,

   And now with filial submission attends us.
Relax awhile from pious attention and toil, bravest and best of boys,

   Our Gregory, for you have laid by the Martyrs 

Your sires. The recompense is to be a great, kind father

   Of spiritual, pious children of your own.
For the Family Tomb
77.

A single stone, over the illustrious one and a son, conceals
   the renowned Gregorys, both precious marble lamps,

equally priests. Another has received an honorable daughter,
   Highborn Nonna, with her great son, Caesarius.

So they divided their graves and their sons, but the journey
   Of all is upwards; a single desire craves the heavenly life.

Who First and Who Last Departed This World
78.

First Caesarius, a grief concerning all; then 
Gorgonian; and afterwards, their beloved father; and soon,
Their mother. This wretched hand and wretched writings
Of Gregory’s! Yet I will write out my death, since I’m to be the last.
Epigrams on Himself
79.

First, for her prayers, God gave me to my radiant mother;

   Second, the Lord accepted from my mother me as a gift;

Third, the holy table rescued me from dying;

   Fourth, the Logos gave me quick-cutting speech;

Fifth, my Mistress Virginity caressed me close in precious dreams;
   Sixth, Basil and I with one breath entered the priesthood;
Seventh, my father snatched me up alive from the churning squall;

   Eighth, from contagion I cured myself by purifying my hands;
Ninth, I brought the Trinity—yes, Lord!—to younger Rome;

   Tenth, I was struck by stones, and even by my friends.

80.

My Greece, my precious youth, my great art,
   My body, how with fervor you gave way before Christ!

If as a chrismal priest to God my mother promised me,

   Helped by my father’s ordaining hand, don’t resent me. 

Accept me, blessed Christ, in the circle-dance, and follow with glory
   For Gregory, Gregory’s son, your hired servant. 

81.

Gregory and Nonna’s loved child is outstretched here,
   Gregory, priest to the Trinity and a waiting-man

Who seized wisdom by wisdom, and as a soon adult,
   Whose only riches were a hope in heaven.
82.

For a little while you lived on Earth, yet all to Christ
   You gave, including the high-flying rhetoric.

But now you are an arch-priest in the celestial dance

   As paradise deems you; Gregory, you’re glorified.

83.

God called me out by dreams in the night;
   I reached wisdom’s borders; I washed by reason

My flesh and heart; and naked I fled the conflagrating order
   To stand with Aaron, my begetter Gregory.
84.

My sacred father’s funerary tomb, his reputed name, his ecclesial throne 
   Were my burden, but comrade, remember Gregory,
Gregory, to whose mother through divine gift, Christ pledged
   In nightly omens, and to whom Christ gave a passion for wisdom.
On His Brother Caeserius
85.
Cruel is the tomb. I never bought the hope

   That it would conceal last first;
But still, Caeserius, his parents’ famous son,

   Proceeded his progenitors, greeted by the grave. You call this justice?!
85B.

It’s not the tomb’s fault—don’t go insulting it.
Ill-will’s hard at work, though how can ill-will
Covet a youth who overtakes his elder in wisdom?
86.

Gregory, your young son, best of mortals,
   Fine and wise and Emperor-loved;
Not stronger than coldblooded death,
   As I suspected must be the case, saying:
“Endure. Caeserius has perished, but in trade for
   A son well-loved, a son one can boast of forever.”
(On Gregory and Caeserius’ Parents)
87.

We were marked for the grave, when the stonecutters laid
   The burial stone here for our old age,
But they laid it for us! According to the orderly manner,
   Not for Caeserius, our final son.
Our son, our son! We are anguished by the completest curse. Swiftly, then,
   Accept us in your tomb. We are rushing to that end.
On Caeserius
88.

This marble was to be delivered and erected for their mausoleum,

   Their small share in life that they imagined rather stable yet;

But for Caeserius, they unwillingly had a cruel gift
   To bestow, since before them he unfastened his body.

89.

My old age loitered upon the land, while your father’s
   Burial stone is yours, loved son, Caeserius.

Whose law? Which justice? Lord of creatures, how could you?
   A blessed life is an early death.

90.

I will not honor, I will not honor this gift. You got this sepulcher,

   Alone out of all our possessions, Caeserius;
You got your old parents’ musty grave. This, Ill-Will
   Willed. And now, for us longer misery!
91.

All this prized and subtle skill in learning of
   Geometry and Stellar Locations,
Plus stratagem and skill in Logic, in Grammar,
   And also in Medicine, then powerful Rhetoric,
Caeserius, you alone captured these by soaring reason.

   AI! Ai! Just like the rest, he’s now scattered dust.

92.
All to your brothers you left, so that all
   You have left is a little tomb; Celebrated Caeserius,

Geometry, and the stars’ places that you learned,
   And Medicine were no remedy for death.
 93.
Beautiful one, of patrimony, famous far and wide,

   Caeserius, who climbed to the heights of all wisdom.
We sent you from our land to the Emperor as first of physicians;
   Alas, all our hands received in return from Bithynia were your ashes.

94.

From bitter earthquake you escaped and from loud, woeful threats
   When Nicea’s town was razed by conflict,
Only to expire by painful plague. Your reward for temperate youth

      And for wisdom, exquisite Caeserius!
95.

Gregory and god-like Nonna’s bravest son,
   Exquisite Caeserius, this tomb contains.

A leader among the learned, of high place near the Emperor,

   Striking like lightning to the world’s edge.

96.

When Caeserius perished, the imperial court blanched from horror,
   And all Cappadocia suddenly bowed her head;

And if the good were ever to remain with people, it has passed,
   For fine discourse has been cloaked in the stupor of fog.
97.

If anyone was made a tree by weeping, or anyone a rock,
  If anyone became a gushing brook due to wailing,

Rocks and rivers and trees mourning
   Would become all Caeserius’ neighbors and friends;

Caeserius, highly regarded, the trophy of regals—
   Alas, for our distress—has journeyed to Hades.

98.

From Gregory’s pen: Yearning after my best brother,
   I proclaim to the temporal to not cling to this existence.

Who had beauty like Caeserius? Or any, his altogether
   Wider wisdom and wider goodness so celebrated?
None upon the earth. Yet he darted from the living
   As a rose among choice flowers, brief as dew on the leaves.
99.

You, our hometown martyrs, kindly to your breasts bring
   Gregory’s own flesh and blood.
Gregory and world-famous Nonna’s devotion
   Gathered them all as alms in this holy tomb.

On Caeserius and Philagrius

100.

Pay attention, Alexandria.  Philagrius’s appearance is eaten away,

   A shape once not second to his analytic self;

And Ill-will has plundered still-young Caeserius. Don’t again

   Dispatch their flowering equal from Cappadocia, famed for its steeds.

On Gorgonian his Sister

101.

Gregory and Nonna’s loved child, I lie here

   Gorgonian, initiate for the heavenly life.

102.

Nothing Gorgonian left but her bleached bones in this country; 

   All else she made immortal with you conquering Martyrs.

On Gorgonian and her Husband Alypius 

103.

Her acquisitions, her flesh, her bones, her all, 

   Gorgonian before Christ lay. She left husband behind,

Though not for a long delay, for soon and soon, 

   Christ abruptly snatched up her mate, Alypius.

Elated husband of an ecstatic consort, both you in the baptistery,

   Having washed away filth, are now living new birth.

Further Epigrams

Gregory of Nazianzus
A Funeral Oration upon Martinianus
104.

If there is a Tantalus parched in the deceptive waters,
   If there is, over his head, an alarming rock,

For any devouring birds, a sinner’s unending liver,
   And if any fiery river or never-ceasing nether-darkness,
If a Tantarian pit with ferocious demons,
   Or if any consuming retribution in Hades,

May any who harms celebrated Martinianus
   By defacing his tomb, every horror undergo.
Against Tomb-robbers
105.

You have mountains and the open sea, wicked one, and wheat fields
   Full to satisfy you, and herds of cattle,
And large sums of gold and silver, with noble gems,

   And woven delicate threads from silkworms:
For the living, everything is a livelihood. But for the lifeless, only
    Their little, though loved gravestones. Yet even these you can’t keep your hands off,
Profaning with shame, you wretch, your own tomb. Some other
    Following after will pull it down, though with lawful hands more just.
On Martinianus
106.

When Earth, Mother of all, vanquished Martinianus, 
   Every city of Italy sighed;
And all of Sicily, and the broad far-bordered country
   Made mourning, for humanity had lost Themis.

Yet even now, your great grave we reverence for you,

   To always pass it down with awe to eons after.
107.

Listen, Christ-bearers, if you can, as well as you scholars
   Of ephemeral decrees and declining rites.

Leaving all—Emperor, fatherland, family—I, the toast of viceroys,
   Moaning, am equal now to all; I am forever clothed in dust,
Martinianus, who was once revered by all. Upon my tomb, 

   Let you tears fall, but not your hands.

108.

Poet, orator, lawyer, the best at all,

   The tomb holds that high-born Martinianus, he who
Was courage on the high seas, a soldier on the open lands.
   So, stand far from his tomb, or evil will take you.
109.

Do not battle with the dead—the living are just enough, transgressor—
   Do not battle with the dead. I, Martinianus, 

Order all those alive. It is not our tradition

   To deprive the dead of their small stones.

110.

Themis, many I have placed in your scales
   Weighing them. Yes to you sacred scourgers of shades.
This one carries off my gravestones with torturing iron tools--
   To me he does this. Woe! Woe! Where is a stone like Sisyphus’?
111.

Blessed, ancient, and still sound, I died in the imperial court
   In the lead, possessing supreme divine wisdom.
Have you not heard of Martinianus? So stand back from my tomb;

   Don’t dare place your violent hands on me!

112.

Draw back; draw far back. An evil task you would try,
   To seize and haul out the stones of our tomb.
Draw back. I am Martinianus. I have aided the living,

   And over corpses, I have more than a little power.

113.

Great Cappadocia’s boast, brightest Martinianus,

   Your temporal family offers at your grave;

You were once, in the state stronghold, strong among viceroys;

   By your spear, you possessed Sicily and Libya.
114.

We swear by the immortal God’s power who rules on high,
   And by the dead shades, for you renowned one, and by your dust,

That never, Martinianus, will we ever suffer our hands
   On your record-stones nor your tomb. So few are truly consecrate.

115.

New Rome and my royal sons and the land’s far borders
   Are the record-stones of Martinianus, which time shall not subdue;
Yet I am terrified, nonetheless, of what may happen

   To this nothing of a tomb. So many lack pious hands.
116.
This is the barrow of famous Matinianus. Have you never heard
   Of the one who presided over the well-born Cappadocians in New Rome,

Outstanding in all kinds of virtues? His dust all should
   Dread; his record-stone and tomb all should keep with care.
117.

I never attacked the faded ones, neither their tombs tore
   To erect an edifice. I swear by Justice and by those faded.
So then, don’t destroy my stones with iron,
   Or if you do destroy, then may it fall hard on your head.

I, Matinianus, beseech for this. If there is any gratitude 
   For my renown, let my tomb forever stand.
On Livia, the Wife of Amphilochus

118.

One house. Underneath, the tomb; overhead, the shrine;

   The tomb for the builders; the shrine for the victors.

And some it seems have clothed themselves with sweet savory dust,

   As you have, Livia of Amphilochus, blessed spouse,

And you Euphemius, most beautiful of sons; you martyrs

   Of truth, welcome home those who yet linger behind.

119.

Livia, you owed your belovéd young to live,

   You owed them to travel to old age’s portal;

But now Moira has broken you out of season,

   Still fair, still shining among nuptial blossoms.

Much woe! For Amphilochus, your man, has lost a good

   And wise wife and bears up under a miserable tomb.

120.

Here’s grief—the dust holds fast Livia. I never could

   Imagine her to be only mortal when I

Looked on her form, both her softness and her prudence, 

   A woman surpassing all her feminine tribe;

So then, on your death, honor was given by a fitting grave

   From your three children and your husband Amphilochus.

On the Brothers Amphilochus and Euphemius (Sons of Amphilochus)
121.

See there a holy combination; one psyche, two bodies;

   In every way brothers, in blood, glory, and wisdom,

Sons of Amphilochus, Euphemius and Amphilochus,

   Celestials in the eyes of all Cappadocia.

Yet Ill-Will stared a horrible stare at each, and bereaving
   One of life, left Amphilochus half himself.
On Euphemius
122.

The orators’ orator, the poets’ poet,

   His country’s glory, his parents’ glory,

His first stubble—Euphemius—his first loves

   Called to his rooms; he’s perished; the woe is upon us.
In place of a pledged maiden, he’s fated to a tomb,
   The nuptial songs struck down by lamentations.
123.

Barely twenty years, Euphemius, as no one else, 
   Gathered up the Hellenic and Latin Muse,

Illuminating splendor, yet now abides in the abode under the earth.
   What grief! How quickly Moira takes the good.

124.

Euphemius was a little remnant of the Golden Age,
   Well-born in virtues and insights,

Gentle, melodious, resembling the Graces in form;

   It follows he did not settle among the fleeting for long.

125.

Euphemius intensely shown among people, but briefly,
   As the lightning flash’s flame is not long.

He blazed in craft and beauty and insight.
   Before, these were Cappadocia’s glory; but now, its dirge.

126.

Who is he and whose son? Euphemius of Amphilochus lies here.

   He who was all Cappadocia’s mouthpiece,

He whom the Graces gifted to the Muses. The nuptial singers

   Were at his door, but Ill-Will outraced them.
127.

The blameless seedling, the Muses’ child, his companions’ spring,

   The golden braided crown of the Graces,
 Euphemius has gone from the living. (Ours is lucid grieving.)
   How sad, your chamber’s beacon that Eros kindled.
128.

The Graces said to the Muses: “What can we offer? The divine statue
That we molded, Euphemius, no longer declaims.”
And the Muses said to the Graces, “Since Ill-will is so sinful,
Let her have just this one. But let’s irrevocably swear,

Never among people will such a statue declaim again.”

129.

Springs and streams and glades and avian prattle
   Warbling honorably upon the branches,
And the breezes fluting deep sleep,
   With the assembled Graces’ gardens, all wailing.
Graceful grounds, Euphemias, still more, though dying,
   Has Euphemius made you a name of renown.
130.

Noblest among the virgin boys was Euphemius, if ever such has been;
   Noblest is this place among places, this Elysium.

Therefore, they were mingled. He poured out his life’s cup,
   And gave his name to a noble place.
On Amphilochus
131.

Amphilochus’ beloved frame has come to the great barrow,
   But his soul has flown away to the abode of the blessed.
Everything you prescribed to your relations, blessed man. 
   Every codex you have opened, temporal or eternal. 
In old age you plunged under the gentle earth. You’ve left children

   Mightier than their sires. More than this is not for mortals.

132.

Contented to be placed by both wife and sons, 

   The body of Amphilochus, in luxuriant old age, met theirs.

He was blest, well-born, nobly spoken, the auxiliary of all—

   Of his relations, of the pious, of nobility, of scholars—

And a conversationalist of first order. So take note, dear companion,

  Of this epitaph written by one of your comrades.

133.

Ah! You blessed man, you remedy for public need, you airborne

   Orations, and you fount from which all drew,

In your last short breath, you forsook all, and at that moment

   Your immortal renown alone followed when you were borne down.

Gregory wrote this, a word for words that he learned of you, 

   Amphilochus, to return in kind your kindness.

134.

Amphilochus is dead. If any good had remained,

   It is now ruined among people, as is the orator’s prowess.
The Muses blended with the Graces. Your eminence renewed
   Diocaeserea, your patria and polis, which mourns for you.

135.
Such a little citadel I am, yet much loved;
   For the judicial tribune, I, Diocaeserea, provided a righteous one,

Amphilochus. Yet fading, he decayed and fiery oratory with him
   And his fatherland’s boast in his high birth.
136.

With fiery oratory he struggled with his rivals,
  Yet it tasted like honey in places of understanding.

Amphilochus is now covered with a little dust, far from his fatherland;
   Philtatius and Gorgonia’s son, and a noble one.
137.

Orators, may you sound forth! Silent are the closed lips of
   Countless Amphilochus, his tomb wrapped about him.
138.

Here, the shrine of the delightful Amphilochus, greatest of
   Cappadocians in eloquence and understanding.

On Nicomedes
139.

You have gone, dear Nicomedes, my pride. How shall

   Your pure, tandemed young accomplish their shared life?

What hand shall complete that exquisite chapel?
   What mind shall render perfect sacrifice to God,

Since you, blesséd man, have been early mixed with the celestials?
   (While you wretched race, what a state, you temporal ones!)
140.
Stare on Nicomedes’ tomb—if you have ever heard
   Of the one who erected a chapel to the Great Christ,

Offered first himself, then the well-known
   Chastity of his children, as a brave offering to Christ.
For thus, he was united with the Infinite Trinity.

141.

Tardy you came to the celebrated life, but quickly
   You were taken there. What justice made this so?

The Lord Christ, Nicomedes, so that you, from on high,
   Might rule your children, that righteous duet.
On Carterius, Friend of Gregory
142.

Why left you longsuffering on earth for your best of friends 
   In your eager departure, renowned Carterius?

How could you leave, who controlled my youth’s rudder,
   When among a strange people, I was measuring speeches,
You who linked me to the unfleshly life? Truthfully, your
   Best of friends is the Lord Christ, whom now you have.

143.

Lightning flash of the Radiant Christ, best defender

   Of virgin youth, race-hero of our lives,
Remember Gregory, whom you carefully sculpted into shape
   In the old days, Carterius, master in virtue.

144.

Copious tears, knees, and hands of Carterius
   That in skilled sacrifice appeased the Christ.
How, the same, did he pass like all the mortal wounded?

   They wished there for a cantor in the choir.

(A Prayer)
145.

You have plundered Nicomedius, my heart. You have plundered

   Carterius too soon, the yoke-fellow of my piety. 

146.

Ah! most holy Xola’s sacred earth, you hold 

   The bulwark of Cross-bearers, Carterius, fast to your chest.

On Bassus, who was Killed by Bandits
147.

Beloved Bassus, especially cherished of Christ,

Far from your fatherland, manhandled by others’ arms,
Not even kept by your ancestors’ tomb. And yet no less

Does your name in all great Cappadocia remain fixed,
For inner columns are better than solid ones in engraving it.

Gregory offers this memorial for you, being by you beloved.
148.

Consent to receive to Abraham’s bosom, O Bassus,
   Your truly spiritual child, Carterius;

Even though your grave covers you and your father,

   I absolutely will never abandon our common work.
On Philitatius
149.

A youth who commanded with greatness a great people.
   The holy earth covers Philtatiuis’ form.

On Eusebia and Basilissa
150.

Eusebia and Basilissa, widely known, reside here,

   Christians suckled by holiest Xola,

And the divinized Nonna’s holy body. Those who journey

   Past these tombs, remember their righteous persons.

On the Brothers Helliadus and Eulalius
151.

Always your mind has traveled to heaven, and never 

   On the flat earth did you firmly plant even a faint footprint,
So swiftly you left the scant land. Yet Eulalius,
   Your brother, cares for your dust, Helliadus.

On Helliadus
152.

Young, great in Christ, ancient in perception, Helliadus, 
   The victors’ shrine holds him tightly; no cause here 
For just resentment. Like theirs, distressing pain

   He endured, quenching in the tumult, his rivals’ jealousy.

153.

Only awhile you inhaled on earth by the flesh’s constraint,
   But a better part in the life aloft you have, Helliadus,
Servant of the Great Christ. Yet if suddenly

   Your fetters were shed, this was an honor for your toils.

On Georg
154.

And you, dear frame of Georg, are laid here

   Who sent up countless sacred offerings to Christ.
And your sister in body and in mind, Basilissa,

   Shares your tomb as she did your life.
On Eupraxius
155.

Make room for this arch-priest, holy Eupraxius,
   Which the great Arianzian nation embraces,
Gregory’s friend and age and sojourner,
   So this neighbor’s tomb is close nearby.
On Naucratius, the Brother of the Great Basil (of Caesarea)
156.

Once when Naucratius was fishing, a net in the deep water was

   Wrapped around a rock; eddies in the river roared from below,
And the net would not loosen. But it clung to him. How did the net

   Drag down the fisherman of the sea? Tell me, tale.
For Naucratius, with a spotless habit of life, as best I can suppose,
   Came both grace and destiny from the water.
157.

Naucratius died in the jealous river’s eddies
   Entangled, imprisoned by the net in the deep;
So that you from this fable, passing one, might consider this life’s puppetry,
   From which this young steed was taken.

158.

Naucratius in his twisted net was fettered and entangled;
From the fetters of this life, by fishing he was loosened.

On Maxentius
159.

I was born of well-born blood; I took my place in the imperial court;
I was an empty-minded ass. All this I scattered when
Christ called out to me; among many paths of life,
I dropped hard my tread, longing, amidst the quaking, above all
To find terra firma. I wore out for Christ my frame with many pains,
And now I, Maxentius, have ascended with ease from here.

160.

I’ve vertigo, Maxentius, as I write out your name,
   You who journeyed on Life’s hard road—aimless,
Perilous, joyless. No Christian, bravest man,
   Is fearless as he approaches your grave.

On Emmelia, Mother of (St.) Basil
161.

Emmelia is dead. Who could believe it? For such a brood
   Of impressive young she gave over to the light of life,
Sons and daughters, both married and unmarried;
   Both noble and many, to which she alone gave voice.
Not one, but three became famous priests, and one the wife
   Of a priest, and the rest as a holy army.

162.

I was astonished when I set eyes on Emmelia’s family’s number, 
   And its quality, the whole wealth of her potent womb;
Still, when I pondered that she was Christ’s valuable by devout line,
   I said, “No surprise here.  Look at her tree.”
This is your reverent return on your devotion, all faithful one,
   Your children’s esteem, with whom you have but one possession.
On Macrina, Sister of Basil the Great
163.

The dust holds the radiant virgin, perhaps you have heard her name—
   Macrina—admirable Emmelia’s first-born;

She escaped the notice of every man’s eyes, yet now she is on 
   every tongue and the boast of every brave warrior.
On Theosebia, Sister of Basil the Great
164.

And you Theosebia, child of famous Emmelia,
   The equally yoked of great Gregory,
Baptized here in sacred soil, support of pious

   Women. In life’s due season, you were released.

On Gregory, his Mother’s Brother
165.

Gregory’s uncle, the high priest Gregory, laid him here,
   Placed beside the spotless Martyrs,

Barely a man, barely in bloom, barely bearded. Alas! his plans
   For old age’s attendant are lying in the dust.

Moral Epigrams

Gregory of Nazianzus
On Those who Revel in the Martyrs’ Shrines
166.

It follows: if contests are dear to the dancers, then parties must
   Be dear to the prize-winners. But aren’t these at odds? 

If neither dancers are in the true contest, nor parties are how 

  One wins the goal, how can you bring your medals to the Martyrs—
Your goblets, your wine, your meat, your gas? If you stuff those sacks

   By custom, does that make you anything but a loser?
167.

Martyrs, tell me really, if you love get-togethers? 
   What could be better? Above anything else?
Here’s the test: Many are abler when they’re born anew,

   When they come to prize virtue. Now you’re speaking true.
But a hard drinking drunk and a slave to the gut, that’s 

   For others. Excess isn’t home with the victors.
168.

Don’t lie like champions are heroes of the paunch.
   That’s your guzzle’s rule, gentle folk.
But there’s one way to praise the martyrs: drive the outrage
   From your soul and spend down by tears your lard.

169.

Martyrs—prize-winners and witnesses—the gluttons 
   Pay you honor by smorgasbord.

You crave no savory scented table or chefs,
   Yet instead of excellence, your praise they belch.

On Revelers and Raiders in the Martyrs’ Shrines
170.

A triple sentence. First, you mixed defiled bodies
With the athletes of God’s, so their shrines include soothsayers.

Second, you even dismantled tombs against the law, and you 

Already have barrows of the same worth, so the remainder 

You profited off a third time. Then, for the third crime, you defile
The martyrs you claim to love. Sodom’s eruptions now come!
On Raiders in the Martyrs’ Shrines
171.

You sons of Christians, listen to this. The tomb
   Is nothing. Why, then, do you heap up brilliant nothings?
Still, this respect is owed to all: never to pull apart 

   Others’ graves with hostile hands.

But if corpses can’t be aware of this, and you’re not sentenced,
   I’ll go along, if you can stomach your own father’s savaged grave.

172.

Tomb-robbers, gluttons, belching boys, big oafs,
   How long will you honor the Martyrs’ shrines 
With gifts given for others by your law-breaking? 

   Kick your habit. Then I’ll believe you bring the Martyrs good things.

On Those who Build Shrines from Tombstones
173.

To honor the Martyrs is to ever die to life,
   Always pondering their noble heavenly blood,
Since tombs are for those who decay. May those who build 

   Memorials from stolen stones, be marked by no grave.
On Those Who Revel in Martyrs’ Shrines
174.

Martyrs, who poured out your libation of blood to God,

   You have received from God a fitting return,

Shrines, hymns, gathered people, with prayers in awe. But from the tombs,
   Flee, you death-revelers, as the Martyrs have sought to warn you.

175.

They feasted in crowds for demons, those who once had tried to 
   Win the demons’ aid by lurid bacchanalias;
These, we Christians redeemed by ransom, victoriously

   Founding our spiritual assemblies.

But now I am myself alarmed. Listen up you revelers,

   For you abandon us for the old impress of demons.
Upon the Violators of Tombs
176.

No longer drive the well-made plow into the land,
   Nor sail the sea, nor wield a perilous spear.

Rather, grab up your mattock with your wild, warty self

   And go into the fathers’ tombs dreaming of gold,
Now that my own gorgeous tomb 

   Is viciously dug up with cunning!
177.

The Seven Wonders of the World: a wall; a statue, 
   A garden, a pyramid, a ship, a statue, a tomb.

I was the eighth. Here, a gigantic tomb,

   A towering promontory, far above these rock-gods,

Sung worldwide, first among the decaying. All’s the credit

   To the insatiable work of your homicidal raging hands.

178.

Once I was an immovable mausoleum, as if on the highest mount,

   noticeable above the far seen headland.
Long gone. A predator by my fireside stabbed for gold;

  All at once, I was slain by neighbor’s hands.

179.

The looter of such a choice tomb, with foursquare
   Molding on every side crowning the center, 

Deserves a treat: set him up inside the cairn,
   And let the pollution close up the hole he began.

180.

Traveling, I have seen a wicked work, an open-mouthed tomb,
   A business in treacherous gold. 

If you have the gold, you’ve picked up evil. But if you 

   came up empty, at least you’ve got a godless hole.
181.
Forever, I’d outran the life of mortals; yet it wasn’t destiny
   To outflank my neighbor’s accurséd hands,

Who threw high me to the ground with his brutal filthy self,
   I who’d never feared God, nor respected the dead.

182.

Flee, everyone, from the criminal polluter of tombs;

   Take note how the high point he shatters without shame.

Unbelievable—shameless he shatters. Pull back then,

   Retreat! Only thus can you placate the shades.

183.

Ai! Ai! Some evil, I forebode, is about to fall

   Both defilers of tombs and dwellers nearby,

For the high and gleaming mark is destroyed,

   And justice knows the foe. And we weep for the dead.

 

184.

Masulos’ tomb is monstrous, but the Carians

   Show it honor. No polluting hands are there.

I was chief of Cappadocians, but you see 

   I’m alone here. Write on the stile the slayer of the dead. 
185.

The edifice wall with its foothills and its steep and straight ascent. 
   And over the upper hollow, the flanks gathering at a point,

Such a tomb, a hill’s crest superior upon a crest. But what now?
   The gold diggers have dismantled it entirely.
186.

If only the dead’s memorials were dead, and the one who mounts
   The magnificent tomb here in dirt meet ill,
For such a one my grave would never have plundered,

   If gold he had not hoped to gain from the dead.

187.

Whose and for whom?
The gravestone is mute

Undone before its tomb.

What are the dates?
A mark with a most

Ancient origin.

And who slew you?

This is slaughter.

A neighbor’s sinful hands.

To grab what?

Gold.

Darkness take him!
188.

You who stroll past my sign, know that
   Lately inheriting hands have been unjust,

For I had no gold or silver, yet looked the part—

   Such fine beauty sparkling along my flanks.

189.

Stand near, and wail to see some dead one’s sign;
If ever real, for now one wicked holds the stone.
I am an emblem that no one else should raise a tomb.
For what’s the use if itching palms for gold take it apart?
190.

Aeons and bolted entries to death,
   And Lathe, despairing depths, and you corpses,
How could his hands dare to carry off my tomb?
   How could he? Not even divinity protects the dead ones.

191.

I am wounded by terrible and shameful blows,
   I, the tomb, am wounded as if a man in dismal war;

Is this what the fragile love? So lawless the culprits that
   I contain but a corpse, for I’m stripped of my gold.
192.

By the God of hospitality, I beg you that pass here 
   By my tomb, declare, “This be the doer’s plight, as well.”

One knows not whom the tomb bears, but one can say

   With tears soaking earth, “This be the doer’s plight, as well.”

193.

Forsaking all, the earth’s inner places and the limits of the sea,

   You come aching for the gold of my corpse;

I have a corpse and the wrath of the ruined dead. If any would pillage
   Me for plunder’s sake, I offer these as welcome.

194.

If I had offered you gold as a secret to myself, would you not have guarded
   Carefully the very loot you’d received? Otherwise, you’d be thoroughly evil.
But if you dig up a grave, an esteemed trust, and this hunting gold, 

   What are you worth, and what can you say?

195.

Bury in the earth the living, since you won’t bury the dead?
They are worthy of graves since they let you live,

You necrophile and gold-addict.

196.

And you, scumbag, shall you in your palms the mystic food

   Dare to receive, or invoking the God,

Your hands worm through my tomb? In fact, the just ones

   Do not have what’s best, if you avoid the judge’s scales.

197.

Justice investigates: “Where is faith, since you destroyed

   The passing dead I gave to your womb, dear Earth?”

“Earth did not slay me; a reckless fool ended my prime,

   And for greedy gain. Arrest him.”

198.

In the past, these two were free from outrage: the God and the dead.

   Though God is quite kind, as to the dead, the looter will have to see.

199.

Indeed, the Furies will wheel about you, but I will

   Lament for the perished, lament for your accurséd palms.

200.

Put an end, tomb-builders; put an end to concealing

   In the earth’s depths the departed; yield to the tomb-wreckers.

So the gold-addicted find it in their palms, this is but 

   A confidence trick of the dead’s to scatter about such tokens. 

 

201.

Who set you up, senseless, to exchange big advantage

   For big evil, on an empty trade?

202.

To gravestones and tombs, a hearty good-bye, to insignia of the dead;

   I no longer herald the record-stones of the decayed,

My own once famous grave ended by a neighbor.

   Dear earth, from me to you, please receive the decayed.

 

203.

Gravestones and broad-tombs in the hills, giants’ heroics,

   The decayed’s unceasing Mnemosyne,

May a quake winnow you all for succoring my corpses,

   Those the deadly hand has come upon possessing iron.

204.

Upon the hill, when you broke, brutal Titan, into the 
   Much discussed tomb, how could you eye the corpses?

And eyeing them, how could you handle their bones? Quickly they

   Would have kept you, if right order allowed a welcome to their tomb.

205. 

Markers and ashes and bones, you demonic familiars,

   Digest the one who emptied this crested place,

An original sinner, who ransacked you.     

   For you, how even the neighbors spurt great tears!

 

206.

Tombs and high places and hills and travelers,

   Wail for my tomb, wail for the tomb-breaker;

And from out of the echoing high places sing out

   You neighbors, “Wail for the tomb-breaker.”

 

207.

Slay, loot, disfigure, profiteering men.

   No one shuts the door to love of money.
If you ventured this, malevolents, for malignant gold,

   Then take heart and set your hands on consuming all.
208.

This one sacked my loved grave in empty hope,

   The one thing of mine I’d departed with, 

So let some other sinner’s hands unmake him,

   And broken, fling him far from the fathers’ tombs.
209.

Who wasted my beloved mausoleum on the highest peak
   Vaunted far above this sublime outlook?
Gold sharpens the sacrificial blade upon people. 
   Gold in the wintery swells sinks a greedy seaman.

In hope of gold, one wasted me, this large exquisite tomb.
   Gold is second to none for the unjust ones.

210.
Many a wayfarer covers a body that suffered shipwreck 

   Found adrift on the pregnant waves, and many beast-torn, too.
And often in the melee the one who slays buries the other.
   But my neighbor desecrated my barrow, heaped up by other hands.
211.

Ah treacherous gold! A load of trouble for mortals,
   Who bring unjust hands against both living and dead;
For my tomb and its bones I gave them to watch

   Whose polluted palms I perished utterly under.

212.

For corpses, all has perished. Why do we frolic here? 
   No awe among the living for those who’ve passed. 
Grasp clearly this grave, ravaged for expected gold; it was 

   A marvel for travelers and a marvel for neighbors.
213.

I beg you, if I die, hurl my frame into the river, 
   Or to the hounds, or in the all-devouring flames.
Better these than devastation by gold-addicted palms.

   I stare in horror at this grave in such a state.
214.

Once in the past, King Cyrus opened a royal tomb
   In search of gold and found only an inscription:

“Opening tombs is by the voracious hand.” As this vast mound, 
   Your hands, devoid of devotion, too, have undone, temporal one.
215.
One vile to those not dead, might assist those who are dead,

But one against the dead, would never aid those not dead,

So since you have sacked the tombs of the dead,
It follows that those not dead won’t expect a hand from you.

216.

My testament to nothing: a poor corpse I’ve laid out here;
   Don’t dishonor me with your tomb-craving palms.
The grave near mine, it had no gold, yet it’s hewn in halves.

   All is wide for the addicts of gold. Justice, just fly away.

217.

The barrows all said, “Aid the dead,”
   When the heated breakers ruined this grave.

And corpses to the barrows cried, “How can we act? For Justice,
   She’s back up high, as when she fled the oxen’s sacrifice.”
218.

One went to Hades; a second flew; another slew
   The beasts; while yet another plaited a house for a son.

This man’s deed is not second to these; he made a victim

   Of a grave he shattered with polluted arms.
219.

If you did build a work for the perished, it’s no great wonder;

   Yet if you ruined it, you would be the subject of song.

And your number added to the infamous most wanted,

   A tomb-breaker of that one whose murderers shuddered.

220.

Gold once flooded Rhodes, as to you from the tombs
   Gold arrives from iron, as evil arrives from the same.

Dig, dig it all out, and maybe on you some tomb

   Will quickly cave, giving aid to all the corpses.

221.

I was a tomb, yet now I am rubble and no tomb.
   This, the pleasure of gold-addicts. What justice.

222.

Alas and I am ashes, and sinners’ hands

 I have not slipped. Is anything lower than gold?
223.

I’m dry before the human race, if one has dared,
   Tomb, with hands unholy to embrace and throw you down.
224.

I was a tomb, a watch upon the peak. But hands have

   Leveled me ground-ward. What law commanded this?
225.

This my house when I went deathward. But iron

   Came to my tomb. May another have your home!
226.

Use spade upon the soil, but on my grave shed tears,
   And no hands—this is justice for the shades.

227.

Use spade upon the soil, but from my tomb withdraw,
   There is nothing here inside but raging corpses.

228.

If insatiable one, I had expected such a rank grave-digger,
A peg and roulette I’d have hung up for you. 

229.

What can you dig up in an empty grave?
   Nothing in me to find but bones and ash.

230.

I am a tomb overmatching all tombs, but they opened me
   By killers’ hands as if I were one of the herd;

Killers’ hands unmade me! Mortals, stop the tombs and gifts
   For funerals. Come to the corpses, you hounds!

Come to the corpses, you hounds; men hunting for gold
   Talk of gold among the corpses’ decay.

231.

Another one resurrected a tomb, which you did end again.
   Another one may resurrect your grave, if God allows, for
   another to bring it low.

232.

Already again the gold-addicts devour the dead.
   Flee this tomb, if able, you decaying ones.

233.

Why dig up my stones? Herds of the fleeting dead

   Are all I hold. The tomb’s bones its only wealth.

234.

Demons, which possess me, you should shun. That is all that is in
  My tomb. The tomb’s bones its only wealth.

235.

If the whole grave were a golden house, Ah gold-addicts!
   Never would you bring your hands to possess the passing.

236.

Lethe and silence are gifts for corpses. Yet the one who 

   drained me down has made my grave the toast of many.
237.

You living have all; but me, only as little as my few dear stones,
   Me the decaying. Spare us corpses.

238.

I am not a house for gold. Why am I cut open? I’m just
   A tomb, which you are prying. My wealth is corpses.

239.

I, this tomb, was the glory of the neighboring nations,
   But now I’m just a block for a wicked sculptor.

240.

If your heart has the worst gold-fit, go digging gold

   Elsewhere, for all I have is the decaying dead.

241.

Do not reveal for talk the unclad corpse, or some other

   Will unclad you. All too often gold is just a dream.

242.

Wasn’t it plenty enough with mortals mugging mortals

   That you had to go in eager for corpses’ gold?

243.

Go defend your tomb, you who look on this record-stone 

   Destroyed. Stone the tomb-raider.

244.

I, who was clothed and petrified for eons still,

  Who unclad me, a poor corpse, for a tease?

245.

Why cut through my crypt, you worm? May God

   Cut down your life abominated addict for gold!

246.

So Tartarus is myth, or else this grave was never opened

   By a man. Ah me! Justice, you drag your heels.

247.

Yes, you drag your heels, Justice, and Tartarus is no one’s nightmare,

   Or else this man would never have opened up my grave!

248.


I swore by the passing, and swore by Tartarus itself,

   Never with eyes of mercy to look on gravediggers!

249.

Mountains and hills, for my grave as for a comrade shed tears. 

   But on the one who cut through it, may every stone fall.

250.

I’m a wealthy pauper; a well-off tomb, empty of gold.

   Learn how you humiliate a corpse with nothing to give.

251.

Even if you dig a hole up through the bottom, your toil’s

   End will be to come up only into bones.

252.

Cut in, cut in here, for tomb flows with gold

   For those who would spelunk for stones. Otherwise, it’s all ash.

253.

Beloved Earth, don’t suckle at your breast that one,

   Soon dying, who delights in lucre from raiding tombs.

254.

The insolent iron upon me, one not living, with aching
   Sought for gold and found only a poor corpse.

