‘chommoda’ dīcēbat, sī quandō ‘commoda’ vellet
    dīcere, et īnsidiās Arrius hīnsidiās,
et tum mīrificē spērābat sē esse locūtum,
    cum quantum poterat dīxerat hīnsidiās.
crēdō, sīc māter, sīc līber avunculus ēius,
    sīc māternus avus dīxerat atque avia.
hōc missō in Syriam requiērant omnibus aurēs:
    audībant eadem haec lēniter et leviter,
nec sibi postilla metuēbant tālia verba,
    cum subitō affertur nūntius horribilis,
Īoniōs flūctūs, postquam illūc Arrius īsset,
    iam nōn Īoniōs esse, sed Hīoniōs.
(Catullus makes fun of a social climber who, in an effort to avoid the low-class dropping of aitches, puts way too many of them in.)

Arrius was saying ‘hadvantages’ whenever he wanted to say ‘advantages’, and ‘hambushes’ for ‘ambushes’ and then hoped that he had spoken wonderfully when he had said ‘hambushes’ as strongly as he could. Thus his mother, thus his freedman uncle, thus his maternal grandfather and grandmother had said it, I reckon. When he was sent to Syria, everyone’s ears had relaxed: they were hearing these same things smoothly and lightly, nor were they fearing these words for themselves thereafter, when, suddenly, ghastly news is brought, that the Ionian waves, after Arrius had gone that way, now were no longer ‘Ionian’ but ‘Hionian’.
