HORACE  SUMMARIES
GATHER YE ROSEBUDS
· Horace advises his friend Leuconoë, not to try to find out about the future or consult astrologers to discover how long (s)he will live.
·  Instead of building his/her hopes on the future, (s)he should  enjoy each moment.

· Even while you are talking, time is passing.

· Carpe diem!

ENJOY THE PRESENT HOUR
· This poem begins with images of bleak, cold winter, icy mountains woods covered in snow and frozen streams.

· Horace piles logs on the fire, drinks his wine and enjoys jokes. 
· He advises leaving the future, the world and the weather to the gods. 
· You should seize the pleasures of the moment and make them yours. ‘The best is but in season best.’
·  Enjoy youth while you can because you will not enjoy the same pleasures eg. love when you are old. 

A QUIET LIFE
· Even the boldest sailor or soldier desires quiet. 
· Wealth and power do not bring ease to the soul but rather the burden of responsibility.

·  The happy man is one with little – just what his father has left him. He is free from unrealistic ambition and irrational fear.
·  There is no point in rushing around on one scheme or another because you can’t escape yourself.
· No matter what one does one cannot avoid worries.

·  Don’t worry but enjoy the present because nothing is perfect. 
· Either a short life or a long one may be equally desirable.
· You are happy with your riches, but all I want is a little cell for me and my Muse away from cheats and fools. (ie. each to his own).
WE ALL MUST DIE
· You can pray all you like but time moves on regardless. 
· Sacrifices and prayers to Pluto will not prolong your life, nor will avoiding war, storms at sea or summer’s heat. 
· Everyone must die and leave what they value – land, wife, wine etc.

· After your demise, your ‘lavish’ heir will recover very quickly and squander the wine which your carefully stored.

RUSTIC JOYS
· Happy is the man free from business worries living on his own land.
·  He is not bothered by debts, battles, storms, lawsuits or patrons. 
· Instead he works his land, pruning, tending bullocks, bees, lambs, gathering fruit, sleeping by a stream or hunting in autumn. 
· A life such as this would be capable of making even one who was slighted in love feel better.
· Even better if he has a wife to help him to produce homegrown food rather foreign imports.
· On religious festival days the farmer holds a big feast, eating kid goats killed by wolves and enjoys seeing his cows coming to be milked, his oxen ploughing and his cheerful slaves gathering around.

· Thus Alfius the moneylender praised country life, made up his mind to buy a country house, but in the end couldn’t resist going for more profit.
CEASE TO MOURN
· Rain, tempests and snow do not last forever. 
· You Valgius, are mourning for Mystes day and night even more than Nestor mourned his son at Troy or Troilus was mourned by his sisters.
·  Stop lamenting and instead join me in singing of Caesar’s victories.

THE GOOD MAN NEED FEAR NOTHING
· An upright man is untouched by evildoers and tyrants.  
· Even if the world were shattered by a storm or a thunderbolt from Jupiter, the good man would not be moved because his soul is solid and complete.
ENJOY  YOUR  POSSESSIONS  WHILE  THEY  ARE  YOURS
· Rest among the pine and poplar trees by the streams while your age and wealth allow.
· Enjoy the fragrance of flowers and drinking wine.

· Soon you will be forced to leave your beautiful estate by the Tiber and all your money which you have saved will be seized by your heirs.
ODE TO SPRING
· Horace addresses his friend Torquatus and reminds him that the constantly changing seasons remind us we will not live forever.
·  When we die and go to the Underworld like Ancus and Aeneas, ‘we are dust and dreams.’
·  There may be no tomorrow so enjoy the present and don’t save things for your heir. 
· When you come before the stern judges of the Underworld (to be assessed as to which area you will be assigned), your lineage, eloquence and not your goodness will count for nothing.
· Not even Diana could rescue her lover Hippolytus from there nor could Theseus rescue Pirithous.
SATIRES
THE  TOWN  MOUSE  AND  THE  COUNTRY  MOUSE
· A country mouse welcomed his friend from the city.
· The host was a frugal fellow but he generously laid out the best feast he could, vetch and oats, a raisin and some bacon scraps.

· Although the country mouse ate only darnel (rough grain) to leave the goodies for the town mouse, this was not good enough for his guest.

· He wonders why anyone would live out in the wilds and persuades his friend to come to the city and to enjoy the good things in life while he can, as everyone’s days are numbered.

· So they creep inside the city wall and into a wealthy house and the country mouse is stunned by the luxurious lifestyle.

· The town mouse served the country mouse with food left over from a feast.

· Suddenly the doors crashed open and they scuttled away in panic when they heard the sound of  mastiffs barking throughout the house.
· The country mouse declared that this was not the life for him and that he would be happy with his hole in the woods and simple food.
THE  BORE
· Here Horace describes walking down the Via Sacra in Rome absorbed in his thoughts when a fellow he knows only by name dashes up to him and greets him warmly.
· Horace tries to be brisk but the man stays with him.

· Horace asks if there was anything else and the man urges Horace to get to know him as he is an intellectual.

· Horace makes a noncommittal reply.
· He then describes the various ploys he uses to escape from the Bore:

he moves fast and then very slowly,

he stops and speaks in whispers to his servant.
· He thinks as he listens to interminable chatter how he envies his friend Bolanus his hot temper.

· He breaks into a sweat.

· At last the Bore tells him that it’s no use trying to escape; he will stay with him.

· Horace says he has to visit a sick friend across the Tiber near Caesar’s gardens, but the Bore says he has nothing to do and stays with him.

· Horace sulks like a sullen donkey who feels too heavy a load on his back.

· The Bore declares that in his opinion that Horace will value his friendship and rattles on about what a good poet he is (ie. how much verse he can write in how short a time), what a good dancer and singer he is.

· Horace asks him if he has any family waiting for him at home but the Bore says he has buried them all!

· Horace exclaims how lucky they are and that he’ll be next! 
