In the agtuma of 38 BC the poet Horaca took a trip lasting almost thoee
weeks, half the length of Naly, Luckily for us, be kept a diary, or so be'd
have us think, which be tumed nto a poem of just over ooe bundred lines,
In it be mecords, in cleverly varied daily detail, the fifieen stopping places
between Rofme and Brandicium, a distance of about 370 milss, Much of the
journey was clearly very enjoyable, some of it was not—except perhaps in
retrospect. Horace seems to have been one of those emcellent macontenrs
who can eotertain us even with hiz own misfortunes, and thers were nof 3
few of those to recount. The main group of travellars npmbered seven
besides Horace: Heliodomns, Maecenas, Coceeins, Capite, Vergil, Plotius
ard Varius, How many slaves or humbler companicns weot aleng we can't
tell, Certainly this imponiant diplomatic mission (Mascenas was 1o act as
intermediary betwesn the two quarrelling members of (he Second
Truwnwirate, Antany and Octawian) would have travelled in due style, with
plenty of baggage, servants, carriages and mulas,

Chermight stays were ag varied as the daily iocidents, The first might oul,
af Aricia, foutsd Hoface and Heliodorus alone in a modast inn (ospdtism
modicom}. They had stopped there 30 as 1o take it easy along the tiring,
jolting and nudmht:mwdr:dﬁ.ppuuWny. although more businesslike
pravellars would make Forum Appl in a single day, This commumity,
packed with bargemen and mean-minded inokcepers, saw Horee onto a
camal boat for the twenty miles acmoss the Pomptine Mashes towands
Termacing. Poor Horace, only on his second day of e trip, had digestive
problems already (be water was very bad), but Helicdorus and their
unnamed compamions apparcotly took their time over dinner,

The night irp oo the boat was oot a seccess. First came & brawl betweon
bargemen and slaves loading the luggage, then an over-crowded boat and
time wasted over the fare and hamessing up the mule who would tow e
barge dowostream. Mext mosquitoes, and frogs whindng and croaking, and
worss, a drunieen boatman zinging about his gidfricnd. Mot much sleep for
anyone: excéept the exhausied drunks, and the mule: when day came, the
boal wasn't moving at all, and mule and boatman both got a thwacking
from an infuriated traveller.

At Anxur, Homce developed sore eyes (he docsn’t say whether his
digestion had improved). His lodgings amn't mentioned either, perhaps
because Mascenas, Coccedus and Capdio were io meet him and Heliodoris
in the hilltop town, and Homce was feeling a linke overawed ot the
sophistication of Antooy’s intimate friend Capite. Mor do we know whers

they played in Pundi, though they bad 2 good laugh at a lecal bigshot, who
dmseeed to the mnes to recelve such an important deputation, and welcomed
them all with & formal sacrifice. Next might, at Pormize, they enpoyed the
luxuries of a private villa (Mumoa's),

At Sinmessa Flotlus, Variug and Vergil joined the party, much 1o Horace's
plaasure. Again, be tells us pothing of the night's ledgings, perhaps to
emphasize bow much moee important peopls are 1 him than places. Next
night the party stayed a official lodgings, where the local maglstrates in
charge provided the expected fiel and salt. (We may wonder whether they
had been warned of their imponant visiters abead of ume, as the pompous
mayor of Fondl obvloosly had bezn,)

On o Capua—daccenss eoergetic coough to play some bandball, Vergil
and Horace tired, sore-gved and sulfenng from indigestion—and the pext
day, & welcome overnight stay in a private vills again, this fime with
Cocoedus as the bost, A canain tone of gloating, perhaps, in Horace's veice,
at the contrast between thelr comfont in twe well-slocked countryhouse
{plenizzima villa) overlooking the taverns of Caudiom? The proup stayed
late over ibeir dinner, with eotedainment poovided by atolber pair of
brawlers—less drunken and altogether wittier than the bargeman i fhe
marshes—who end by dancing the "Cyclops™. Horace doesn't reweal
whether everyooe joined in and the evening ¢nded in 3 rowdy romp.

Mot g0 pleasant a time ot Bepeventum, A fire in the Kitchen firgt scorched
the travellers’ supper, then had them all joining in to save it and the kitchen
too as the flanes spread. Nor did the next night bring much bester lack: the
villa mear Toivicum bad oo doy wood for the bearth, and the smoke made



the tears run. Poor Homce: the sore eyes were hardly going to improve with
the bot mountain girocco (the locals, of whom Horace was ooe, as be'd
been bomn af Venusia nearby, called the siorm wind the Atabulus), the gritty
dust it must have mised, and the two smoky evenings afier the days" uphill
crawl His temper was perhaps not improved by his sitting up half tee night
waiting for some local girl who stood him op (mendax puella), At least he
describes himself as a big fool for doing so!

The next village or town we don't know the name of (its syllables wouldn't
work in hexameter verse), Bul we know that its bread was excellent—and
its water expensive. We can af least bope the water was better at the price
than ithe swampy liquid at Foram Appi, "The sensible traveller cares his
bread on to Canusiom from bere,” Horace tells us, as the Canusiang' loaves
were foll of grit—oor were they any betier off for water, it ssems. It sounds
as if Horace was beginning to find the jourmey less and less fun: everyone
wis sad 10 say goodbye to Varios, and arrived in Rubi wom outl, after a
long day’s jourey made even more exhausting by the rain

The weather improved the nexi day, buf apparenily the road 1o “fshy Bad”
(Barigm piscosum) was even womnse. Horace was by this time cleardy oo
impatient to armive in Brundisiom to report on the lodgings at any of the
last five stages. His spiriis seem 10 rewive ghighlly ol an iotercstingly
ridiculous local tale at Egnatia about spontanecus liquefsction of
incense—but the water was once again bad news for the dyspeptic: the
water-nymphs had ebviously been angry when the town was founded.

The last two stages were evidently a hard push (Bariom to Egnatia, 37
miles; Egnatia (o Brundizium, 44 miles; the usual day's journey was not
more than 23 miles or s0) and we can hear the relief Horace felt at the
party"s arrival in the harbour town from which the diplomat could take the
closest ferry-crossing (o Greece: Brundisium longe finis chartaeque vinegque
&,

Ower the centuries, this all-too-human poem about the pleasures and pains
of two and a half weeks" worth of travel which took place over two
thousand years age has entertained many sympathetic readers. The Latin
izn't too hard, translations are easily found (try Niall Rudd's in the Penguin
series) and the poem's fascination is still as powerfol as ever. Try itl
(Nowe: National Geographic, June 1981, has an amusing modem version
of most of the trip, tidled "Down the Anclent Appian Way".)
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