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Catullus 16

P&dicabo ego vos et irrumabo,
Aureli pathice et cinaede Furt,
qui me ex versiculis mets putastis

quod sunt molliculi parum pudicum.

Nam castum esse decet pium po€tam
ipsum, versiculds nihil necesse est,

qui tum dénique habent salem ac leporem,
st sint mollicult ac parum pudici

et quod priiriat incitare possunt,

non, dico, puerTs sed his pilosis

qui diirdos nequeunt movere lumbos.

Vos, quod milia multa basiorum
legistis, male m& marem putatis?

Pedicabo ego voOs et irrumabo.

I will butt-fuck you both and face-fuck you too,
Aurelius you punk, and pretty-boy Furius,
who considered me, from my little verses—

because they are rather soft—to lack restraint!

For to be chaste suits the pious poet himself,
but the little verses need nothing of it—

they then, indeed, possess wit and even charm,
if they be soft and even lack restraint

and by that are able to stir up longing

not in boys, I say, but in these hairy ones

who are unable to raise up hardened loins.

You two, because of the many thousands of
kisses you read, consider my manhood weak?

I will butt-fuck you both and face-fuck you too.

Translation by Todd Doucet in 2023.



