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Book I Part II: How to Find Her (lesson to men)
While you’re still free, and can roam on a loose rein, pick one to whom you could say: ‘You alone please me.’ She won’t come falling for you out of thin air: the right girl has to be searched for: use your eyes. The hunter knows where to spread nets for the stag, he knows what valleys hide the angry boar: the wild-fowler knows the woods: the fisherman knows the waters where the most fish spawn: You too, who search for the essence of lasting love, must be taught the places that the girls frequent. I don’t demand you set your sails, and search, or wear out some long road to discover them. Perseus brought Andromeda from darkest India, and Trojan Paris snatched his girl from Greece, Rome will grant you lots of such lovely girls, you’ll say: ‘Here’s everything the world has had.’ Your Rome’s as many girls as Gargara’s sheaves, as Methymna’s grapes, as fishes in the sea, as birds in the hidden branches, stars in the sky: Venus, Aeneas’s mother, haunts his city. If you’d catch them very young and not yet grown, real child-brides will come before your eyes: if it’s young girls you want, thousands will please you. You’ll be forced to be unsure of your desires: if you delight greatly in older wiser years, here too, believe me, there’s an even greater crowd.

Book I Part XIV: Look Presentable (for men)
Don’t delight in curling your hair with tongs, don’t smooth your legs with sharp pumice stone.
Leave that to those who celebrate Cybele the Mother, howling wildly in the Phrygian manner.
Male beauty’s better for neglect: Theseus carried off Ariadne, without a single pin in his hair.
Phaedra loved Hippolytus: he was unsophisticated: Adonis was dear to the goddess, and fit for the woods. Neatness pleases, a body tanned from exercise: a well fitting and spotless toga’s good: no stiff shoe-thongs, your buckles free of rust, no sloppy feet for you, swimming in loose hide: don’t mar your neat hair with an evil haircut: let an expert hand trim your head and beard.
And no long nails, and make sure they’re dirt-free: and no hairs please, sprouting from your nostrils. No bad breath exhaled from unwholesome mouth: don’t offend the nose like a herdsman or his flock. Leave the rest for impudent women to do, or whoever’s the sort of man who needs a man.

Book I Part XVI: Promise and Deceive (lesson for men)
Don’t be shy of promising: promises entice girls: add any gods you like as witness to what you swear. Jupiter on high laughs at lovers’ perjuries, and orders Aeolus’s winds to carry them into the void. Jupiter used to swear by the Styx, falsely, to Juno: now he looks favourably on his own example. Gods are useful: as they’re useful, let’s think they’re there: take wine and incense to the ancient altars: indifferent calm and it’s like, apathy, don’t chain them: live innocently: the divine is close at hand: pay what you owe, hold dutifully to agreements: commit no fraud: let your hands be free from blood. Delude only women, if you’re wise, with impunity: where truth’s more to be guarded against than fraud. Deceive deceivers: for the most part an impious tribe: let them fall themselves into the traps they’ve set. They say in Egypt the life-giving waters failed
in the fields: and there were nine years of drought, then Thrasius came to Busiris, and said that Jove might be propitiated by shedding a stranger’s blood. Busiris told him: ‘You become Jove’s first victim, and you be the stranger to give Egypt water.’ And Phalaris roasted impetuous Perillus’s body in the brazen bull: the unhappy creator was first to fill his work.
Both cases were just: for there’s no fairer law than that the murderous maker should perish by his art. As liars by liars are rightfully deceived, wounded by their own example, let women grieve.

Book III Part V: Conceal Your Defects (lesson for women)
I’ve not come to teach Semele or Leda, or Sidon’s Europa, carried through the waves by that deceptive bull, or Helen, whom Menelaus, being no fool, reclaimed, and you, Paris, her Trojan captor, also no fool, withheld. The crowd come to be taught, girls pretty and plain: and always the greater part are not-so-good. The beautiful ones don’t seek art and instruction:
they have their dowry, beauty potent without art: the sailor rests secure when the sea’s calm:
when it’s swollen, he uses every aid. Still, faultless forms are rare: conceal your faults, and hide your body’s defects as best you may. If you’re short sit down, lest, standing, you seem to sit:
and commit your smallness to your couch: there also, so your measure can’t be taken, let a shawl drop over your feet to hide them. If you’re very slender, wear a full dress, and walk about
in clothes that hang loosely from your shoulders. A pale girl scatters bright stripes across her body, the darker then have recourse to linen from Alexandria. Let an ugly foot be hidden in snow-white leather: and don’t loose the bands from skinny legs. Thin padding suits those with high shoulder blades: a good brassiere goes with a meagre chest. Those with thick fingers and bitten nails, make sparing use of gestures whenever you speak. Those with strong breath don’t talk when you’re fasting. And always keep your mouth a distance from your lover.

Book III Part XVIII: And So To Bed (lesson to women)
To have been taught more is shameful: but kindly Venus said: ‘What’s shameful is my particular concern.’ Let each girl know herself: adopt a reliable posture for her body: one layout’s not suitable for all. She who’s known for her face, lie there face upwards: let her back be seen, she who’s back delights. Milanion bore Atalanta’s legs on his shoulders: if they’re good looking, that mode’s acceptable. Let the small be carried by a horse: Andromache, his Theban bride, was too tall to straddle Hector’s horse. Let a woman noted for her length of body, press the bed with her knees, arch her neck slightly. She who has youthful thighs, and faultless breasts, the man might stand, she spread, with her body downwards. Don’t think it shameful to loosen your hair, like a Maenad, and throw back your head with its flowing tresses.

You too, whom Lucina’s marked with childbirth’s wrinkles, like the swift child of Parthia, turn your mount around. There’s a thousand ways to do it: simple and least effort, is just to lie there half-turned on your right side. But neither Phoebus’s tripods nor Ammon’s horn shall sing greater truths to you than my Muse: If you trust art’s promise, that I’ve long employed: my songs will offer you their promise. Woman, feel love, melted to your very bones, and let both delight equally in the thing. Don’t leave out seductive coos and delightful murmurings,
don’t let wild words be silent in the middle of your games. You too whom nature denies sexual feeling, pretend to sweet delight with artful sounds. Unhappy girl, for whom that sluggish place is numb, which man and woman equally should enjoy. Only beware when you feign it, lest it shows: create belief in your movements and your eyes. When you like it, show it with cries and panting breath: Ah! I blush, that part has its own secret signs. She who asks fondly for a gift after love’s delights, can’t want her request to carry any weight. Don’t let light into the room through all the windows: it’s fitting for much of your body to be concealed.


