
2001 NJCL Dramatic Interpretation Level 1/2 and I Girls

Nympha Arethüsa, simul atque deam Cererem vïdit, clämävit, “Ego sum misera, Ö magna

dea, quod in Siciliä est inopia frümentï.”

Sed Cerës, “Ego të,” inquit, “amö; ego hominës Siciliae amö.  Nunc frümentum nön habent

quod fïlia mea ämissa est.  Ubi est fïlia mea?  Vïdistïne Pröserpinam?”
“Fïlia tua,” inquit nympha, “nön ämissa est.  Nunc Pröserpina est rëgïna Orcï.”

Statim Cerës ad Graeciam ad Olympum volävit, et ante Iovem patrem deörum, stetit. “Fïlia

mea,” inquit, “est cum Plütöne in Orcö.  Dä tü mihi, Ö magne pater, fïliam meam.”

Iuppiter, medius frätris miseraeque soröris, annum ex aequö dïvidit.  Nunc Pröserpina

partem annï cum mätre in terrä agit, partem cum Plütöne sub terrä.

“De Proserpina,” Latin: Our Living Heritage I, (1982), pg. 116, adapted

Translation:
As soon as the nymph Arethusa saw the goddess Ceres, she shouted, “I am unhappy, O

great goddess, because there is a lack of grain in Sicily.”

But Ceres said, “I love you; I love the people of Sicily.  They do not have grain now
because my daughter has been lost. Where is my daughter?  Have you seen Proserpina?”

“Your daughter,” said the nymph, “has not been lost.  Now Proserpina is the queen of the

Underworld.”

Immediately Ceres flew to Greece, to Mount Olympus, and stood before Jupiter, the father

of the gods.  “My daughter,” she said, “is with Pluto in the Underworld.  Give me my daughter, O
great father.”

Jupiter, holding the balance between his brother and his unhappy sister, divided the year

equally.  Now Proserpina lives part of the year with her mother on earth and part with Pluto under

the earth.



2001 NJCL Dramatic Interpretation Level II Girls

Clytemnestra, clämöribus hominum audïtïs, sënsit höram sacrificiï  adesse.

Ïphigenïa, sine lacrimïs, mätrï maestae dïxit, “Mäter amäta, pater meus më sacrificäre

nöluit; iniüriam nön facit; est voluntäs deörum. Nön erö ignäva; cupiö mïlitës noströs ä fortünä
malä dëfendï. Venï! Eämus ad äram. Fëlïx ömen sit mors mea! Victöriam habeant Graecï!”

Omnia ä sacerdöte paräta erant et puella in ärä posita est.  Subitö magnus clämor audïtus

est; clärum lümen in caelö appäruit. Dea Diäna aderat. Dea corpus cervae prö corpore Ïphigenïae in

ärä posuit. Graecï, lümine caecï, hoc esse corpus Ïphigenïae crëdidërunt.

Dïana autem virginem, nübe dënsä tëctam, per caelum ad locum longinquum portäbat.

“Sacrifice of Iphigenia,” Using Latin II, (1961), pg. 383 (adapted)

Translation:
Clytemnestra, having heard the shouts of the men, realized the hour of the sacrifice was

present.

Iphigenia, without tears, said to her sad mother, “Beloved mother, my father did not want to

sacrifice me;  he does not do the harm; it is the will of the gods.  I will not be cowardly; I want our
soldiers to be protected from bad fortune.  Come! Let us go to the altar.  May my death be a

fortunate omen!  May the Greeks have victory!”

All things had been made ready by the priestess and the girl was placed on the altar.

Suddenly a great shout was heard; a bright light appeared in the sky.  The goddess Diana was

present.  The goddess placed the body of a deer on the altar for the body of Iphigenia.  The Greeks,
blind from the light, believed this was the body of Iphigenia.

Diana, however, carried the maiden, covered by the dark cloud, through the sky to a far-off

place.



2001 NJCL Dramatic Interpretation Advanced Poetry Girls

Allectö torvam faciem et furiälia membra 415

exuit, in vultüs sësë transformat anïlïs

et frontem obscënam rügïs arat, induit albös
cum vittä crïnïs, tum rämum innectit olïvae;

fit Calybë Iünönis anus templïque sacerdös,

et iuvenï ante oculös hïs së cum vöcibus offert; 420

“Turne, tot incassum füsös patiëre labörës,

et tua Dardaniïs tränscrïbï scëptra colönïs?
Rëx tibi coniugium et quaesïtäs sanguine dötës

abnegat, externusque in rëgnum quaeritur hërës.

Ï nunc, ingrätïs offer të, inrïse, periclis; 425

Tyrrhënäs, ï, sterne aciës, tege päce Latïnös,

haec adeö tibi më, placidä cum nocte iacërës,
ipsa palam färï omnipotëns Säturnia iussit.

Quärë age et armärï pübem portïsque movërï

laetus in arma parä, et Phrygiös quï flümine pulchrö 430

consëdëre ducës pictäsque exüre carïnäs.

Caelestum vïs magna iubet. Rëx ipse Latïnus,
nï dare coniugium et dictö parëre fatëtur,

sentiat et tandem Turnum experiätur in armïs.”

Vergil, Aeneid VII, 415-434

Translation:
Allecto set aside her savage features and Fury’s body; she transformed herself, becoming an old

woman, furrowing her filthy brow with wrinkles, putting on white hair and headband, then an olive
bough; now she was Calybe, the aged priestess of Juno and her temple.  She showed herself before

the young man and spoke these words to him: ‘Turnus, can you let all your will and work be

wasted, your throne signed over to immigrants from Troy?  The king denies your bride, the dowry

you have won by blood; he seeks a foreign son to take the kingdom.  Go now, scorned one, set out

to face ungrateful dangers; go to lay the Tuscan armies low, to give the Latins peace beneath your
shield!  This is the message that the presence of Saturn’s mighty daughter ordered me to bring you

while you lay in tranquil night. Rise up and gladly call your men to ready their weapons, to march

beyond the gates to battle, to burn the Phrygian leaders who have settled beside this fair river and

(to burn) their painted fleet. So does the urgent force of the gods command!  If King  Latinus does

not grant the marriage, does not hold fast to his old promise, let him feel a Turnus, sword in hand.



2001 NJCL Dramatic Interpretation Advanced Prose Girls

Lucrëtia maesta tantö malö nuntium Römam eundem ad patrem Ardeamque ad virum mittit,

ut cum singulïs fidëlibus amïcïs veniant; ita factö mätürätöque opus esse; rem atröcem incidisse.

Lucrëtiam sedentem maestam in cubiculö inveniunt.  Adventü suörum lacrimae obortae,
quaerentïque virö ‘Satin salvë?”  “Minimë,” inquit; “quid enim salvï est mulierï ämissä pudïcitiä?

Vestïgia virï aliënï, Collätïne, in lectö sunt tuö; cëterum corpus est tantum violätum, animus insons;

mors testis erit.  Sed däte dexteräs fidemque haud impüne adulterö fore.  Sextus est Tarquinius, quï

hostis prö hospite priöre nocte vï armätus mihi sibique, sï vös virï estis, pestiferum hinc abstulit

gaudium.”
Dant ordine omnës fidem; consölantur aegram animï ävertendö noxam ab coactä in

auctörem dëlictï: mentem peccäre, nön corpus, et unde consilium äfuerit, culpam abesse.  “Vös,”

inquit, “vïderitis, quid illï dëbeätur: ego më etsï peccätö absolvö, suppliciö nön lïberö; nec ulla

deinde impudïca Lucrëtiae exemplö vïvet.”  Cultrum, quem sub veste abditum habëbat, eum in

corde  dëfïgit prölapsaque in vulnus moribunda cecidit.

Livy, Ab Urbe Condita, i.58.5-12

Translation:
Lucretia, grieving at her great disaster, dispatched the same message to her father in Rome

and to her husband at Ardea: that they should each take a trusty friend and come; that they must do

this and do it quickly, for a frightful thing had happened.

Lucretia they found sitting sadly in her chamber. The entrance of her friends brought the
tears to her eyes, and to her husband’s question, “Is all well?” she replied, “Far from it; for what

can be well with a woman when she has lost her honor? The print of someone else’s husband,

Collatinus, is in your bed. Yet my body only has been violated; my heart is guiltless, as death shall

be my witness. But pledge your right hands and your words that the adulterer shall not go

unpunished. Sextus Tarquinius is he who last night returned hostility for hospitality, and armed
with force brought ruin on me, and on himself no less - if you are men - when he worked his

pleasure with me.”

They gave their pledges, every man in turn. They seek to comfort her, sick at heart as she is,

by diverting the blame from her who was forced to the doer of the wrong. They tell her it is the

mind that sins, not the body; and that where purpose has been wanting, there is no guilt.  “It is for
you to determine,” she answers, “what is due to him; for my own part, though I acquit myself of the

sin, I do not absolve myself from punishment; nor in time to come shall ever an unchaste woman

live through the example of Lucretia.”  Taking a knife which she had concealed beneath her dress,

she plunged it into her heart, and sinking forward upon the wound, died as she fell.


