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Batoaxouvouayio
Ounpov
Apxouevoc mewtng oeAidog xopov €€ EAwdwvog
EADELV €lg EUOV TTOQ €TtevxopaL elver” AOLOTG,
v véov év déATOLOLY €UOLS €Tl YoUvaot Onka,
onow amelpeoiny, moAeuokAovov €gyov Agnog,

EVXOHEVOG HEQOTIEOTLY €C oVt TtaoL PaAéoOat
TG HVEG €V PATOAXOLOLV AQLOTEVOAVTES EfNoay,
YNYEVEWVY avdQ@V ppovpevol éoya Iryavtwy,
Ws AdYog €v Ovntotow Env. toinv O’ €xev agxnv:

Mvg mote dupaAéog yaAéncg kivovvov aAvéag

nAnolov év Alpvnt Atxvov magéOnke yévelov,
VOATL TEQTOHEVOG HEANDET TOV DE KaTELDE
AlpvoxaoLs moAvenuog, émog O épOéyEato tolov:

«Belve Tig el; modev NADec €’ Nidvag; Tic O PLIAG;
niavta O aAnjfevoov, un Pevdopevov oe vorow.

eLyag oe yvoinv @idov a&ov, éc dopov dwr
dawoat O€ Tot dwow Eetvijia MOAAX Kot ETOAA.

eluL o’ éyw Paocidedg Puotyvabog, 0¢ kata Alpvnyv
TIHOHAL PATOAXWV TYOVHEVOS HATA TIAVTOC

kat pe matre IInAevg avedoéparto, Ydoouedovont

pxOeic ev eulotntL g’ 6x0ag Howavolo.

Kat o€ BAETW KAAOV Te kKat AAKLHOV ECoxoV AAAwY,
OKNMTOUXOV BACANA Kal €V TTOAELOLoLY XN TV
Eupevar aAA” dye Orooov €NV YEVETV AyOQEVE.»

Tov 0" av Wixaonal anapeiBeto pavnoév e

«Timte yévog tovpov (ntels; dNAov O’ év amaotv
avOpwToLs te Oe0ls Te KAl 0LEAVIOLE TETENVOIG.
Wixaomal Hev €yw KIKANOKOPAL el 0& KODQOG
Towlaotao mMATEOS HeYAAT}TOQOG" 1) D€ VU UT)TNO
AgtxopvAn, Buyatno Itegvotodktov BactAnoc.
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Battle of Frogs and Mice
Translated by Tanisha Chakma

Beginning at first I pray to the chorus of writing from
Helicon

To come to my heart for the sake of a song.

A new one have I put down on the writing tablets upon
my knees --

Great battle, clamorous war, the work of Ares.

I offer to place in the ears of all articulate men

How the mice bested the frogs

Mimicking the works of Giants, those earth-born men,
Such was the word among mortals. It began thus:

When a thirsty mouse escaping from the danger of a
polecat

Placed his delicate muzzle by the full brink of the marsh,
Delighting in the honey sweet water, there saw him

The many voiced glory of the marsh, which croaked:
“Who are you, foreign friend? Whence have you come to
this shore? Who was your begetter?

Speak the truth altogether, and let me not find you lying
For if I come to know you as a worthy friend, I will bring
you to my house,

And I will give you many noble gifts of friendship.

I am king Puffycheeks, who across the marsh

Am honoured as eternal ruler of the frogs.

My father Peleus sired me, who lay in love with
Hydromedusa, by the banks of Eridanus.

I see that you are both handsome and brave,
distinguished above others,

A sceptred king and a warrior in battles, no doubt.

But come already, tell me of your lineage.”

Crumb-snatcher in turn replied and spoke to him:
“Wherefore ask after my lineage? it is widely evident
to humans and to gods alike, and also to winged
creatures of the heavens.

Crumb-snatcher I am called. I am the son

of Bread-nipper, my great-hearted father. My mother is
Millstone-licker, daughter of king Ham-gnawer.
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vetvarto 0 év kaAvPNL pe kat ExQuy’ évveréfeoBat
OoUKOLC KAl KAQUOLS KL EDETHATL TTAVTOOATIOLOLV.
TGS O& PIAOV TOUL HE, TOV €C PUOLY OVDEV OLOLOV;
ool 1eV YaQ Plog €0Tiv €v DdaoLv: avTap Eporye
dooa R’ AvOEATOLE TEWYELY DO 0VDE e ANjOel

AQTOG TOLOKOTIAVLOTOG AT €VKUKAOL KAVEOLO,

0V0¢ MAAKOUG TAVUTIEMAOG EXWV TTOAD OTJOAHOTLQOV,
0L TOHOGC €K TITEQVTG, OVY Tt AgvkoXitwva,

0V TLEOG VEOTINKTOG ATO YAVKEQOLO YAAQAKTOG,

0L XONOTOV HeAlTwHa, TO Kol HAKAQES TtoO€ovoty,
oL’ 6oa TEOE Botvag HLEQOTIWV TEVXOVUL LAYELQOL,
KOOHOUVTEG XUTQAS AQTUHATL TTAVTODATITOLOLV.

0V TRWYW QAPAVOUS, 0V KQAUPAS, 0V kaAokvviag,

0V TIRAOOO0LE XAWQOILS ETBOCKOUAL 0VDE OeAlvOLS:
TAVTA YAXQ VUETEQ” E0TLV EDETHATA TV KATA AUVIV.»
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She bore me in a hut and nourished me

With figs and nuts and all such delicacies.

How will you make a friend of me, who am not at all
similar to you in nature?

Your life is to live on water, whereas mine is

To feed on whatever available in the house of men.
Thrice-kneaded bread in its well-circled basket escapes
me not.

Neither does the flat-cake with its flowing robe, full of
cheese and sesame

Nor a slice of ham; neither does liver in its white
encasing

Nor cheese freshly curdled from sweet milk.

Not healthful honey-cake, which even the blessed ones
long for.

None of these foods which the cooks of the articulate
ones prepare, improving their pots with various
seasonings.

I don’t eat cabbage, or anything like that --

No green kale do I feed upon, nor celery

For these are your foods under water”



