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19 BC
THE AENEI D
by Virgi
BOXK |

Arms, and the nman | sing, who, forc'd by fate,
And haughty Juno's unrel enting hate,

Expell'd and exil'd, left the Trojan shore.
Long I abors, both by sea and | and, he bore,
And in the doubtful war, before he won

The Latian realm and built the destin'd town;
H s banish'd gods restor'd to rites divine,
And settled sure succession in his line,

From whence the race of Al ban fathers cone
And the long glories of majestic Rone.

O Muse! the causes and the crines rel ate;
What goddess was provok' d, and whence her hate;
For what of fense the Queen of Heav'n began
To persecute so brave, so just a man;
Involv'd his anxious life in endl ess cares,
Expos'd to wants, and hurried into wars!
Can heav' nly minds such high resentnent show,
O exercise their spite in human woe?

Agai nst the Tiber's mouth, but far away,
An ancient town was seated on the sea;
A Tyrian col ony; the people nade
Stout for the war, and studious of their trade:
Cart hage the name; belov'd by Juno nore
Than her own Argos, or the Sam an shore.
Here stood her chariot; here, if Heav'n were kind,
The seat of awful enpire she design'd.
Yet she had heard an ancient runor fly,
(Long cited by the people of the sky,)
That tinmes to cone should see the Trojan race
Her Carthage ruin, and her tow rs deface;
Nor thus confin'd, the yoke of sov'reign sway
Shoul d on the necks of all the nations |ay.
She ponder'd this, and fear'd it was in fate;
Nor could forget the war she wag'd of late
For conqu'ring Greece against the Trojan state.
Besi des, |ong causes working in her mnd,
And secret seeds of envy, |ay behind;
Deep graven in her heart the doomremain'd
O partial Paris, and her form disdain'd;
The grace bestow d on ravish'd Ganyned,
Electra's glories, and her injur'd bed.
Each was a cause alone; and all conbin'd
To ki ndl e vengeance in her haughty nind
For this, far distant fromthe Latian coast
She drove the remants of the Trojan host;
And sev'n long years th' unhappy wand'ring train
Were toss'd by storns, and scatter'd thro' the main.
Such time, such toil, requir'd the Roman nane
Such length of labor for so vast a frane.

Now scarce the Trojan fleet, with sails and oars,
Had left behind the fair Sicilian shores,
Ent'ring with cheerful shouts the wat'ry reign
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And plowing frothy furrows in the main;
Wien, lab'ring still with endl ess di scontent,
The Queen of Heav'n did thus her fury vent:

"Then am | vanqui sh'd? nust | yield?" said she,
"And nmust the Trojans reign in Italy?

So Fate will have it, and Jove adds his force;
Nor can ny pow r divert their happy course.
Coul d angry Pallas, w th revengeful spleen

The Grecian navy burn, and drown the nen?

She, for the fault of one of fending foe,

The bolts of Jove hinself presumd to throw
Wth whirlw nds frombeneath she toss'd the ship,
And bare expos'd the bosom of the deep

Then, as an eagle gripes the trenbling gane,

The wetch, yet hissing with her father's flane,
She strongly seiz'd, and with a burning wound
Transfix'd, and naked, on a rock she bound.

But I, who wal k in awful state above,

The majesty of heav'n, the sister wife of Jove,
For length of years ny fruitless force enpl oy
Against the thin remains of ruin'd Troy!

What nations nowto Juno's powr wll pray,

O off'rings on ny slighted altars |ay?"

Thus rag'd the goddess; and, with fury fraught.
The restless regions of the storns she sought,
Where, in a spacious cave of |iving stone,

The tyrant Aeolus, fromhis airy throne,

Wth pow r inperial curbs the struggling w nds,
And soundi ng tenpests in dark prisons binds.

This way and that th' inpatient captives tend,
And, pressing for rel ease, the nountains rend.
High in his hall th' undaunted nmonarch stands,

And shakes his scepter, and their rage comrands;
Whi ch did he not, their unresisted sway

Wul d sweep the world before themin their way;
Earth, air, and seas thro' enpty space would roll
And heav'n would fly before the driving soul

In fear of this, the Father of the Cods

Confin'd their fury to those dark abodes,

And lock'd 'emsafe within, oppress'd with nountain |oads;
Impos'd a king, with arbitrary sway,

To |l oose their fetters, or their force allay.

To whom t he suppliant queen her pray'rs address'd,
And thus the tenor of her suit express'd:

"O Aeol us! for to thee the King of Heav'n
The pow r of tenpests and of winds has giv'n
Thy force alone their fury can restrain,
And snooth the waves, or swell the troubled main-
A race of wand'ring slaves, abhorr'd by ne,
Wth prosp' rous passage cut the Tuscan sea;
To fruitful Italy their course they steer
And for their vanquish'd gods design new tenples there.
Rai se all thy winds; with night involve the skies;
Sink or disperse ny fatal enem es.
Twi ce sev'n, the charm ng daughters of the nain,
Around mny person wait, and bear ny train:
Succeed nmy wi sh, and second ny design
The fairest, Deiopeia, shall be thine,
And meke thee father of a happy line."

To this the god: "'T is yours, O queen, to wll



The work which duty binds me to fulfil.
These airy kingdons, and this w de conmand,
Are all the presents of your bounteous hand:
Yours is ny sov'reign's grace; and, as your guest,
| sit with gods at their celestial feast;
Rai se tenpests at your pleasure, or subdue;
Di spose of enpire, which | hold fromyou."
He said, and hurl'd agai nst the nountain side
His quiv'ring spear, and all the god applied.
The raging wi nds rush thro' the holl ow wound,
And dance aloft in air, and skim al ong the ground;
Then, settling on the sea, the surges sweep,
Rai se |iquid nountains, and disclose the deep
Sout h, East, and West with m x'd confusion roar
And roll the foaming billows to the shore
The cables crack; the sailors' fearful cries
Ascend; and sabl e night involves the skies;
And heav'n itself is ravish'd fromtheir eyes.
Loud peal s of thunder fromthe pol es ensue;
Then flashing fires the transient |ight renew,
The face of things a frightful inage bears,
And present death in various forns appears.
Struck with unusual fright, the Trojan chief,
Wth lifted hands and eyes, invokes relief;
And, "Thrice and four tines happy those," he cried,
"That under Ilian walls before their parents died!
Tydi des, bravest of the Gecian train!
Why could not | by that strong arm be slain,
And lie by noble Hector on the plain,
O great Sarpedon, in those bloody fields
Wiere Sinois rolls the bodies and the shields
O heroes, whose di snenber'd hands yet bear
The dart al oft, and clench the pointed spear!"
Thus while the pious prince his fate bewail s,
Fi erce Boreas drove against his flying sails,
And rent the sheets; the raging billows rise,
And mount the tossing vessels to the skies:
Nor can the shiv'ring oars sustain the bl ow
The galley gives her side, and turns her prow,
Whil e those astern, descendi ng down the steep
Thro' gapi ng waves behol d the boiling deep
Three ships were hurried by the southern bl ast,
And on the secret shelves with fury cast.
Those hi dden rocks th' Ausonian sailors knew
They call'd them Altars, when they rose in view,
And show d their spacious backs above the flood.
Three nore fierce Eurus, in his angry nood,
Dash'd on the shallows of the noving sand,
And in mid ocean left themnoor'd al and.
O ontes' bark, that bore the Lycian crew,
(A horrid sight!) evin in the hero's view
Fromstemto stern by waves was overborne
The trenmbling pilot, fromhis rudder torn
Was headl ong hurl'd; thrice round the ship was toss'd,
Then bul g'd at once, and in the deep was | ost;
And here and there above the waves were seen
Arms, pictures, precious goods, and floating nen.
The stoutest vessel to the storm gave way,
And suck'd thro' |oosen'd planks the rushing sea.
I'lioneus was her chief: Alethes old,



Achates faithful, Abas young and bold,
Endur'd not less; their ships, with gapi ng seans,
Adnit the deluge of the briny streans.
Meantime inperial Neptune heard the sound
O raging billows breaking on the ground.
Di spleas'd, and fearing for his wat'ry reign
He rear'd his awful head above the nmain,
Serene in nmajesty; then roll'd his eyes
Around the space of earth, and seas, and skies.
He saw the Trojan fleet dispers'd, distress'd,
By stornmy winds and wintry heav'n oppress'd.
Full well the god his sister's envy knew,
And what her ainms and what her arts pursue.
He sunmon'd Eurus and the western bl ast,
And first an angry gl ance on both he cast;
Then thus rebuk'd: "Audaci ous w nds! from whence
This bold attenpt, this rebel insolence?
Is it for you to ravage seas and | and,
Unaut hori z'd by nmy suprene command?
To rai se such nountains on the troubled main?
Wiom |- but first 't is fit the billows to restrain;
And then you shall be taught obedience to ny reign
Hence! to your lord ny royal nandate bear-
The real ms of ocean and the fields of air
Are mine, not his. By fatal lot to ne
The liquid enpire fell, and trident of the sea
His powr to hollow caverns is confin'd:
There et himreign, the jailer of the w nd,
Wth hoarse conmands his breathing subjects call,
And boast and bluster in his enpty hall."
He spoke; and, while he spoke, he snooth'd the sea,
Di spell'd the darkness, and restor'd the day.
Cynothoe, Triton, and the sea-green train
O beaut eous nynphs, the daughters of the main,
Clear fromthe rocks the vessels with their hands:
The god hinself with ready trident stands,
And opes the deep, and spreads the noving sands;
Then heaves them of f the shoals. Were'er he guides
His finny coursers and in triunph rides,
The waves unruffle and the sea subsi des.
As, when in tunults rise th' ignoble crowd,
Mad are their nmotions, and their tongues are | oud;
And stones and brands in rattling volleys fly,
And all the rustic arns that fury can supply:
If then sone grave and pi ous nan appear
They hush their noise, and lend a list'ning ear
He soothes with sober words their angry nood,
And quenches their innate desire of blood:
So, when the Father of the Flood appears,
And o' er the seas his sov'reign trident rears,
Their fury falls: he skins the liquid plains,
Hi gh on his chariot, and, with |oosen'd reins,
Maj estic noves al ong, and awful peace nmintains.
The weary Trojans ply their shatter'd oars
To nearest |and, and nake the Libyan shores.
Wthin a long recess there lies a bay:
An island shades it fromthe rolling sea,
And forms a port secure for ships to ride;
Broke by the jutting land, on either side,
In double streans the briny waters glide.



Betwi xt two rows of rocks a sylvan scene

Appears above, and groves for ever green

A grot is formid beneath, with nossy seats,

To rest the Nereids, and exclude the heats.

Down thro' the crannies of the living walls

The crystal streans descend in nmurmring falls:

No haul sers need to bind the vessels here,

Nor bearded anchors; for no storns they fear

Sev' n ships within this happy harbor neet,

The thin remainders of the scatter'd fleet.

The Trojans, worn with toils, and spent wth woes,

Leap on the wel cone | and, and seek their w sh'd repose.
First, good Achates, with repeated strokes

O clashing flints, their hidden fire provokes:

Short flame succeeds; a bed of wither'd |eaves

The dying sparkles in their fall receives:

Caught into life, in fiery fumes they rise

And, fed with stronger food, invade the skies.

The Trojans, dropping wet, or stand around

The cheerful blaze, or lie along the ground:

Sonme dry their corn, infected with the brine,

Then grind with marbles, and prepare to dine.

Aeneas clinbs the mountain's airy brow,

And takes a prospect of the seas bel ow

I f Capys thence, or Antheus he could spy,

O see the streanmers of Caicus fly.

No vessels were in view, but, on the plain,

Three beany stags command a lordly train

O branching heads: the nore ignoble throng

Attend their stately steps, and slowy graze al ong.

He stood; and, while secure they fed bel ow

He took the quiver and the trusty bow

Achates us'd to bear: the | eaders first

He laid al ong, and then the vul gar pierc'd;

Nor ceas'd his arrows, till the shady plain

Sev'n mghty bodies with their blood distain.

For the sev'n ships he made an equal share,

And to the port return'd, triunphant fromthe war

The jars of gen'rous wine (Acestes' gift,

When his Trinacrian shores the navy |left)

He set abroach, and for the feast prepar'd,

In equal portions with the ven' son shar'd.

Thus while he dealt it round, the pious chief

Wth cheerful words allay'd the conmon grief:

"Endure, and conquer! Jove will soon dispose

To future good our past and present woes.

Wth me, the rocks of Scylla you have tried,

Th' inhuman Cycl ops and his den defied.

What greater ills hereafter can you bear?

Resume your courage and di smi ss your care

An hour will come, with pleasure to relate

Your sorrows past, as benefits of Fate.

Thro' various hazards and events, we nove

To Latiumand the real ns foredoonmid by Jove.

Call'd to the seat (the prom se of the skies)

Wiere Troj an ki ngdons once again nay rise

Endure the hardshi ps of your present state;

Li ve, and reserve yourselves for better fate."
These words he spoke, but spoke not from his heart;

His outward sniles conceal'd his inward smart.



The jolly crew, unmi ndful of the past,

The quarry share, their plenteous dinner haste.

Some strip the skin; some portion out the spoil;

The linbs, yet trenbling, in the cal drons boil

Sone on the fire the reeking entrails broil

Stretch'd on the grassy turf, at ease they dine,

Restore their strength with nmeat, and cheer their souls with w ne.

Their hunger thus appeas'd, their care attends

The doubtful fortune of their absent friends:

Alternate hopes and fears their minds possess,

Wiet her to deem ' em dead, or in distress.

Above the rest, Aeneas nourns the fate

O brave Orontes, and th' uncertain state

O Gyas, Lycus, and of Amycus.

The day, but not their sorrows, ended thus.
When, fromal oft, almighty Jove surveys

Earth, air, and shores, and navi gabl e seas,

At length on Libyan realns he fix'd his eyes-

Wiom pond' ring thus on human niseries,

When Venus saw, she with a lowy | ook

Not free fromtears, her heav'nly sire bespoke:
"O King of Gods and Men! whose awful hand

Di sperses thunder on the seas and | and,

Di sposing all w th absol ute conmmand;

How coul d nmy pious son thy pow r incense?

O what, alas! is vanish'd Troy's offense?

Qur hope of Italy not only |ost,

On various seas by various tenpests toss'd,

But shut fromev'ry shore, and barr'd fromev'ry coast.

You pronis'd once, a progeny divine

O Romans, rising fromthe Trojan line

In after times should hold the world in awe,

And to the | and and ocean give the | aw

How i s your doomrevers'd, which eas'd ny care

Wien Troy was ruin'd in that cruel war?

Then fates to fates | coul d oppose; but now,

When Fortune still pursues her former blow,

What can | hope? What worse can still succeed?

What end of |abors has your will decreed?

Antenor, fromthe nmidst of Gecian hosts,

Coul d pass secure, and pierce th' Illyrian coasts,

Wiere, rolling down the steep, Tinavus raves

And thro' nine channel s di senmbogues his waves.

At length he founded Padua's happy seat,

And gave his Trojans a secure retreat;

There fix'd their arnms, and there renew d their nane,

And there in quiet rules, and crown'd with fane

But we, descended from your sacred line,

Entitled to your heav'n and rites divine,

Are banish'd earth; and, for the wath of one,

Remov' d from Latium and the promis'd throne

Are these our scepters? these our due rewards?

And is it thus that Jove his plighted faith regards?"
To whom the Father of th' immortal race,

Smiling with that serene indul gent face,

Wth which he drives the clouds and cl ears the skies,

First gave a holy kiss; then thus replies:
"Daughter, dismss thy fears; to thy desire

The fates of thine are fix'd, and stand entire.

Thou shalt behold thy wi sh'd Lavinian walls;



And, ripe for heav'n, when fate Aeneas calls,

Then shalt thou bear himup, subline, to ne:

No councils have revers'd ny firm decree.

And, lest new fears disturb thy happy state,

Know, | have search'd the nystic rolls of Fate:

Thy son (nor is th' appointed season far)

In Italy shall wage successful war,

Shall tanme fierce nations in the bl oody field,

And sov'reign | aws inpose, and cities build,

Till, after ev'ry foe subdued, the sun

Thrice thro' the signs his annual race shall run

This is his tinme prefix'd. Ascanius then

Now call'd lulus, shall begin his reign

He thirty rolling years the crown shall wear,

Then from Lavi nium shall the seat transfer

And, with hard |abor, Alba Longa build.

The throne with his succession shall be fill'd

Three hundred circuits nore: then shall be seen

Ilia the fair, a priestess and a queen

Who, full of Mars, in tine, with kindly throes,

Shall at a birth two goodly boys discl ose.

The royal babes a tawny wolf shall drain:

Then Romul us his grandsire's throne shall gain,

O martial towrs the founder shall beconeg,

The people Romans call, the city Rone.

To them no bounds of enpire | assign

Nor termof years to their imuortal line.

Ev' n haughty Juno, who, with endl ess broils,

Earth, seas, and heav'n, and Jove hinself turmoils;

At length aton'd, her friendly pow r shall join,

To cherish and advance the Trojan |ine.

The subject world shall Rome's domi ni on own,

And, prostrate, shall adore the nation of the gown.

An age is ripening in revolving fate

Wien Troy shall overturn the G ecian state,

And sweet revenge her conqu'ring sons shall call,

To crush the people that conspir'd her fall.

Then Caesar fromthe Julian stock shall rise,

Wiose enpire ocean, and whose fane the skies

Al one shall bound; whom fraught with eastern spoils,

Qur heav'n, the just reward of human toils,

Securely shall repay with rites divine;

And incense shall ascend before his sacred shrine.

Then dire debate and inpious war shall cease,

And the stern age be soften'd into peace:

Then bani sh'd Faith shall once again return

And Vestal fires in hallow d tenples burn

And Renus with Quirinus shall sustain

The righteous laws, and fraud and force restrain.

Janus hinsel f before his fane shall wait,

And keep the dreadful issues of his gate,

Wth bolts and iron bars: within renains

| mprison'd Fury, bound in brazen chai ns;

H gh on a trophy rais'd, of useless arns,

He sits, and threats the world with vain alarns."
He said, and sent Cyllenius with command

To free the ports, and ope the Punic |and

To Trojan guests; lest, ignorant of fate,

The queen night force themfromher town and state.

Down fromthe steep of heav'n Cyllenius flies,



And cleaves with all his wings the yielding skies.
Soon on the Libyan shore descends the god,
Performs his nessage, and displays his rod:
The surly murmurs of the peopl e cease;
And, as the fates requir'd, they give the peace:
The queen herself suspends the rigid | aws,
The Trojans pities, and protects their cause.
Meantinme, in shades of night Aeneas lies:
Care seiz'd his soul, and sleep forsook his eyes.
But, when the sun restor'd the cheerful day,
He rose, the coast and country to survey,
Anxi ous and eager to di scover nore.
It look'd a wild uncultivated shore;
But, whether humanki nd, or beasts al one
Possess'd the newfound regi on, was unknown.
Beneath a | edge of rocks his fleet he hides:
Tall trees surround the nountain's shady sides;
The bendi ng brow above a safe retreat provides.
Armid with two pointed darts, he [eaves his friends,
And true Achates on his steps attends.
Lo! in the deep recesses of the wood,
Before his eyes his goddess nother stood:
A huntress in her habit and her nien;
Her dress a nmaid, her air confess'd a queen
Bare were her knees, and knots her garnments bind,
Loose was her hair, and wanton'd in the wind;
Her hand sustain'd a bow, her quiver hung behind.
She seem d a virgin of the Spartan bl ood:
Wth such array Harpal yce bestrode
Her Thraci an courser and outstripp'd the rapid fl ood.
"Ho, strangers! have you lately seen," she said,
"One of ny sisters, like nyself array'd,
Who cross'd the lawn, or in the forest stray' d?
A painted quiver at her back she bore;
Varied with spots, a lynx's hide she wore;
And at full cry pursued the tusky boar."
Thus Venus: thus her son replied again:
"None of your sisters have we heard or seen
O virgin! or what other nane you bear
Above that style- O nore than nortal fair!
Your voice and mien celestial birth betray!
If, as you seem the sister of the day,
O one at |east of chaste Diana's train,
Let not an hunbl e suppliant sue in vain;
But tell a stranger, long in tenpests toss'd,
What earth we tread, and who comrands the coast?
Then on your name shall wetched nortals call,
And offer'd victinms at your altars fall.'
"I dare not," she replied, "assune the name
O goddess, or celestial honors claim
For Tyrian virgins bows and quivers bear
And purple buskins o' er their ankles wear.
Know, gentle youth, in Libyan |Iands you are-
A peopl e rude in peace, and rough in war.
The rising city, which fromfar you see,
I's Carthage, and a Tyrian col ony.
Phoeni cian Dido rules the growi ng state,
Wio fled from Tyre, to shun her brother's hate.
G eat were her wongs, her story full of fate;
VWhich | will sumin short. Sichaeus, known



For wealth, and brother to the Punic throne,

Possess'd fair Dido' s bed; and either heart

At once was wounded with an equal dart.

Her father gave her, yet a spotless mid;

Pygnal i on then the Tyrian scepter sway'd:

One who condem' d divine and human | aws.

Then strife ensued, and cursed gold the cause.

The nmonarch, blinded with desire of wealth,

Wth steel invades his brother's life by stealth;

Before the sacred altar nade hi m bl eed,

And long from her conceal'd the cruel deed.

Sonme tale, some new pretense, he daily coin'd,

To soothe his sister, and delude her nind

At length, in dead of night, the ghost appears

O her unhappy lord: the specter stares,

And, with erected eyes, his bl oody bosom bares.

The cruel altars and his fate he tells,

And the dire secret of his house reveals,

Then warns the wi dow, w th her househol d gods,

To seek a refuge in renote abodes.

Last, to support her in so |long a way,

He shows her where his hidden treasure |ay.

Adroni sh'd thus, and seiz'd with nortal fright,

The queen provi des conpani ons of her flight:

They neet, and all conbine to | eave the state,

Wio hate the tyrant, or who fear his hate.

They seize a fleet, which ready rigg'd they find,

Nor is Pygnalion's treasure |eft behind.

The vessel s, heavy | aden, put to sea

Wth prosp' rous winds; a woman | eads the way.

| know not, if by stress of weather driv'n

O was their fatal course dispos'd by Heav'n

At |ast they |l anded, where fromfar your eyes

May view the turrets of new Carthage rise

There bought a space of ground, which (Byrsa call'd,

Fromthe bull's hide) they first inclos'd, and wall'd.

But whence are you? what country clains your birth?

What seek you, strangers, on our Libyan earth?"
To whom with sorrow stream ng from his eyes,

And deeply sighing, thus her son replies:

"Could you with patience hear, or | relate,

O nynmph, the tedious annals of our fate!

Thro' such a train of woes if | should run

The day woul d sooner than the tale be done!

From ancient Troy, by force expell'd, we camne-

If you by chance have heard the Trojan nane.

On various seas by various tenpests toss'd,

At length we |anded on your Libyan coast.

The good Aeneas am| call'd- a nane,

Whil e Fortune favor'd, not unknown to fane.

My househol d gods, conpani ons of ny woes,

Wth pious care | rescued fromour foes.

To fruitful Italy nmy course was bent;

And fromthe King of Heav'n is mnmy descent.

Wth twice ten sail | cross'd the Phrygian sea;

Fate and ny nother goddess |led ny way.

Scarce sev'n, the thin renmainders of ny fleet,

From stornms preserv'd, within your harbor neet.

Mysel f distress'd, an exile, and unknown,

Debarr'd from Europe, and from Asia thrown,



In Libyan desarts wander thus al one."

H s tender parent could no |onger bear
But, interposing, sought to soothe his care.
"Whoe' er you are- not unbelov'd by Heav'n
Since on our friendly shore your ships are driv'n-
Have courage: to the gods pernit the rest,
And to the queen expose your just request.
Now t ake this earnest of success, for nore:
Your scatter'd fleet is join'd upon the shore;
The wi nds are chang'd, your friends from danger free;
O | renounce ny skill in augury.
Twel ve swans behol d i n beauteous order nove,
And stoop with cl osing pinions from above;
Wom |l ate the bird of Jove had driv'n al ong,
And thro' the clouds pursued the scatt'ring throng:
Now, all united in a goodly team
They skimthe ground, and seek the quiet stream
As they, with joy returning, clap their w ngs,
And ride the circuit of the skies in rings;
Not ot herwi se your ships, and ev'ry friend,
Already hold the port, or with swift sails descend.
No nore advice is needful; but pursue
The path before you, and the town in view"

Thus having said, she turn'd, and nade appear
Her neck reful gent, and di shevel'd hair,
Whi ch, flowi ng fromher shoulders, reach'd the ground.
And wi dely spread anbrosial scents around:
In Iength of train descends her sweeping gown;
And, by her graceful walk, the Queen of Love is known.
The prince pursued the parting deity
Wth words |ike these: "Ah! whither do you fly?
Unki nd and cruel! to deceive your son
In borrow d shapes, and his enbrace to shun
Never to bless ny sight, but thus unknown;
And still to speak in accents not your own."
Agai nst the goddess these conpl ai nts he nade,
But took the path, and her commands obey' d.
They march, obscure; for Venus kindly shrouds
Wth mists their persons, and involves in clouds,
That, thus unseen, their passage none night stay,
O force to tell the causes of their way.
This part performd, the goddess flies subline
To visit Paphos and her native cline;
Where garl ands, ever green and ever fair,
Wth vows are offer'd, and with solem pray'r
A hundred altars in her tenple snoke;
A thousand bl eedi ng hearts her pow r invoke.

They clinmb the next ascent, and, |ooking down,
Now at a nearer distance view the town.
The prince with wonder sees the stately tow rs,
Which |ate were huts and shepherds' honely bow rs,
The gates and streets; and hears, fromev'ry part,
The noi se and busy concourse of the mart.
The toiling Tyrians on each other cal
To ply their labor: sonme extend the wall
Sone build the citadel; the brawny throng
O dig, or push unwi eldly stones al ong.
Sone for their dwellings choose a spot of ground,
Whi ch, first design'd, with ditches they surround.
Sone | aws ordain; and some attend the choice



O holy senates, and el ect by voice.

Here some design a nole, while others there

Lay deep foundations for a theater

From marbl e quarries nighty colums hew,

For ornanents of scenes, and future view

Such is their toil, and such their busy pains,

As exercise the bees in flow ry plains,

Wien wi nter past, and summer scarce begun

Invites themforth to labor in the sun

Sone | ead their youth abroad, while sone condense

Their liquid store, and sone in cells dispense;

Sonme at the gate stand ready to receive

The gol den burthen, and their friends relieve;

All with united force, conbine to drive

The |l azy drones fromthe [ aborious hive:

Wth envy stung, they view each other's deeds;

The fragrant work with diligence proceeds.

"Thrice happy you, whose walls already rise!"

Aeneas said, and viewd, with lifted eyes,

Their lofty towrs; then, entiring at the gate,

Conceal 'd in clouds (prodigious to relate)

He nmix'd, unmark'd, anong the busy throng,

Borne by the tide, and pass'd unseen al ong.
Full in the center of the town there stood,

Thick set with trees, a venerabl e wood.

The Tyrians, |anding near this holy ground,

And di gging here, a prosp'rous omen found:

From under earth a courser's head they drew,

Their growth and future fortune to foreshew

This fated sign their foundress Juno gave,

O a soil fruitful, and a people brave.

Si doni an Dido here with solemn state

Did Juno's tenple build, and consecrate,

Enrich'd with gifts, and with a gol den shrine

But nore the goddess nade the place divine.

On brazen steps the marble threshold rose,

And brazen plates the cedar beans incl ose:

The rafters are with brazen cov'rings crown'd;

The |l ofty doors on brazen hi nges sound.

What first Aeneas this place beheld,

Reviv'd his courage, and his fear expell'd.

For while, expecting there the queen, he rais'd

H s wond' ring eyes, and round the tenple gaz'd,

Admir'd the fortune of the rising town,

The striving artists, and their arts' renown;

He saw, in order painted on the wall,

What ever di d unhappy Troy befall

The wars that fame around the world had bl own,

All tothe life, and ev'ry | eader known.

There Aganemmon, Priam here, he spies

And fierce Achilles, who both kings defies.

He stopp'd, and weeping said: "O friend! ev'n here

The monunents of Trojan woes appear!

Qur known disasters fill ev'n foreign | ands:

See there, where ol d unhappy Priam st ands!

Ev'n the nute walls relate the warrior's fane,

And Trojan griefs the Tyrians' pity claim"

He said (his tears a ready passage find),

Devouring what he saw so wel | design'd,

And with an enpty picture fed his mnd



For there he saw the fainting Gecians yield,

And here the trenbling Trojans quit the field,

Pursued by fierce Achilles thro' the plain,

On his high chariot driving o' er the slain.

The tents of Rhesus next his grief renew,

By their white sails betray'd to nightly view

And wakeful Dionmede, whose cruel sword

The sentries slew, nor spar'd their slunmb'ring |ord,

Then took the fiery steeds, ere yet the food

O Troy they taste, or drink the Xanthian flood.

El sewhere he saw where Troilus defied

Achill es, and unequal conbat tried;

Then, where the boy disarmid, with | oosen'd reins,

Was by his horses hurried o' er the plains,

Hung by the neck and hair, and dragg' d around:

The hostile spear, yet sticking in his wound,

Wth tracks of blood inscrib'd the dusty ground.

Meantime the Trojan danmes, oppress'd wth woe,

To Pallas' fane in |ong procession go,

In hopes to reconcile their heav'nly foe.

They weep, they beat their breasts, they rend their hair,

And rich enbroider'd vests for presents bear

But the stern goddess stands unnmov'd with pray'r

Thrice round the Trojan walls Achilles drew

The corpse of Hector, whomin fight he slew

Here Priam sues; and there, for sums of gold,

The lifeless body of his son is sold.

So sad an object, and so well express'd,

Drew sighs and groans fromthe griev'd hero's breast,

To see the figure of his lifeless friend,

And his old sire his hel pl ess hand extend.

Hi msel f he saw anidst the Gecian train,

Mx'd in the bl oody battle on the plain;

And swarthy Memmon in his arnms he knew,

Hi s pompous ensigns, and his Indian crew.

Pent hi silea there, with haughty grace,

Leads to the wars an Amazoni an race:

In their right hands a pointed dart they wield;

The left, for ward, sustains the |unar shield.

At hwart her breast a golden belt she throws,

Ami dst the press al one provokes a thousand foes,

And dares her naiden arns to manly force oppose.
Thus while the Trojan prince enploys his eyes,

Fix'd on the walls with wonder and surprise,

The beauteous Dido, with a numrous train

And ponp of guards, ascends the sacred fane.

Such on Eurotas' banks, or Cynthus' height,

Di ana seens; and so she charms the sight,

When in the dance the graceful goddess |eads

The choir of nynphs, and overtops their heads:

Known by her quiver, and her lofty mnien,

She wal ks nmaj estic, and she | ooks their queen

Lat ona sees her shine above the rest,

And feeds with secret joy her silent breast.

Such Dido was; with such becom ng state,

Ami dst the crowd, she wal ks serenely great.

Their labor to her future sway she speeds,

And passing with a graci ous gl ance proceeds;

Then nounts the throne, high plac'd before the shrine:

In crowmds around, the swarning people join.



She takes petitions, and di spenses | aws,
Hears and determines ev'ry private cause;
Their tasks in equal portions she divides,
And, where unequal, there by |ots decides.
Anot her way by chance Aeneas bends
Hi s eyes, and unexpected sees his friends,
Ant heus, Sergestus grave, C oanthus strong,
And at their backs a m ghty Trojan throng,
Wom |l ate the tenpest on the billows toss'd,
And widely scatter'd on anot her coast.
The prince, unseen, surpris'd with wonder stands,
And longs, with joyful haste, to join their hands;
But, doubtful of the wish'd event, he stays,
And fromthe hollow cloud his friends surveys,
Inpatient till they told their present state,
And where they left their ships, and what their fate,
And why they came, and what was their request;
For these were sent, conmmission'd by the rest,
To sue for leave to land their sickly nen
And gain adm ssion to the graci ous queen
Ent'ring, with cries they fill'd the holy fane;
Then thus, with lowy voice, Ilioneus began

"O queen! indulg d by favor of the gods
To found an enpire in these new abodes,
To build a town, with statutes to restrain
The wild inhabitants beneath thy reign
W wetched Trojans, toss'd on ev'ry shore,
From sea to sea, thy clenency inplore.
Forbid the fires our shipping to deface!
Receive th' unhappy fugitives to grace,
And spare the remmant of a pious racel
W come not with design of wasteful prey,
To drive the country, force the swains away:
Nor such our strength, nor such is our desire;
The vanqui sh' d dare not to such thoughts aspire.
A land there is, Hesperia namid of old;
The soil is fruitful, and the nmen are bol d-
Th' Qenotrians held it once- by comon fane
Now call'd Italia, fromthe | eader's nane
To that sweet region was our voyage bent,
Wien wi nds and ev'ry warring el enent
Di sturb'd our course, and, far from sight of Iand,
Cast our torn vessels on the noving sand:
The sea cane on; the South, with nmighty roar
Di spers'd and dash'd the rest upon the rocky shore.
Those few you see escap'd the Storm and fear
Unl ess you interpose, a shipweck here.
What nen, what nonsters, what inhuman race,
What | aws, what barb'rous custons of the place,
Shut up a desart shore to drowning nen
And drive us to the cruel seas again?
I f our hard fortune no conpassi on draws,
Nor hospitable rights, nor human | aws,
The gods are just, and will revenge our cause.
Aeneas was our prince: a juster |ord,
O nobler warrior, never drew a sword;
observant of the right, religious of his word.
If yet he lives, and draws this vital air,
Nor we, his friends, of safety shall despair;
Nor you, great queen, these offices repent,



Which he will equal, and perhaps augnent.

We want not cities, nor Sicilian coasts,

Where King Acestes Trojan |ineage boasts.
Permit our ships a shelter on your shores,
Refitted fromyour woods wi th planks and oars,
That, if our prince be safe, we may renew

Qur destin'd course, and Italy pursue.

But if, O best of men, the Fates ordain

That thou art swallow d in the Libyan main,
And if our young lulus be no nore,

Di smiss our navy fromyour friendly shore,
That we to good Acestes may return

And with our friends our common | osses nourn."
Thus spoke I|lioneus: the Trojan crew

Wth cries and clanors his request renew.

The nodest queen a while, with downcast eyes,
Ponder' d the speech; then briefly thus replies:
"Trojans, disniss your fears; ny cruel fate,
And doubts attending an unsettled state,

Force me to guard ny coast from foreign foes

Who has not heard the story of your woes,

The nane and fortune of your native place,

The fane and val or of the Phrygian race?

W Tyrians are not so devoid of sense,

Nor so renote from Phoebus' influence.

Whet her to Latian shores your course is bent,

O, driv'n by tenpests fromyour first intent,
You seek the good Acestes' governnent,

Your men shall be receiv'd, your fleet repair'd,
And sail, with ships of convoy for your guard:

O, would you stay, and join your friendly pow rs
To raise and to defend the Tyrian tow rs,

My wealth, ny city, and nyself are yours.

And would to Heav'n, the Storm you felt, would bring
On Carthagi ni an coasts your wand' ring King.

My peopl e shall, by nmy comand, explore

The ports and creeks of ev'ry w nding shore,

And towns, and w lds, and shady woods, in quest
O so renown'd and so desir'd a guest."

Rais'd in his mind the Trojan hero stood,

And long'd to break fromout his anbient cloud:
Achates found it, and thus urg'd his way:
"From whence, O goddess-born, this |long delay?
What nore can you desire, your wel conme sure,
Your fleet in safety, and your friends secure?
One only wants; and himwe saw in vain

Oppose the Storm and swallow d in the main.
Oontes in his fate our forfeit paid,

The rest agrees with what your nother said."
Scarce had he spoken, when the cloud gave way,
The mists flew upward and dissolv'd in day.

The Trojan chief appear'd in open sight,

August in visage, and serenely bright.

Hi s nother goddess, with her hands divine,

Had formd his curling | ocks, and made his tenples shine,
And giv'n his rolling eyes a sparkling grace,

And breath'd a yout hful vigor on his face;

Li ke polish'd ivory, beauteous to behold,

O Parian narble, when enchas'd in gold:

Thus radiant fromthe circling cloud he broke,



And thus with nmanly nodesty he spoke:

"He whom you seek am|; by tenpests toss'd,
And sav'd from shi pweck on your Libyan coast;
Presenting, gracious queen, before your throne,
A prince that owes his life to you al one.

Fair majesty, the refuge and redress

O those whom fate pursues, and wants oppress,
You, who your pious offices enploy

To save the relics of abandon'd Troy;

Recei ve the shipweck'd on your friendly shore,
Wth hospitable rites relieve the poor
Associate in your town a wand' ring train,

And strangers in your palace entertain:

What thanks can wetched fugitives return

Who, scatter'd thro' the world, in exile nourn?
The gods, if gods to goodness are inclin'd;

If acts of nmercy touch their heav' nly nind

And, nore than all the gods, your gen'rous heart.
Consci ous of worth, requite its own desert!

In you this age is happy, and this earth,

And parents nore than nortal gave you birth.
Wiile rolling rivers into seas shall run

And round the space of heav'n the radiant sun
While trees the nountain tops with shades supply,
Your honor, nane, and praise shall never die.
What e' er abode ny fortune has assign'd,

Your inmage shall be present in nmy nmind."

Thus having said, he turn'd with pious haste,
And joyful his expecting friends enbrac'd:

Wth his right hand Ilioneus was grac'd,
Serestus with his left; then to his breast

O oant hus and the noble Gyas press'd;

And so by turns descended to the rest.

The Tyrian queen stood fix'd upon his face,
Pleas'd with his notions, ravish'd with his grace;
Admir'd his fortunes, nore adnmir'd the man
Then recol |l ected stood, and thus began
"What fate, O goddess-born; what angry pow rs
Have cast you shi pwack'd on our barren shores?
Are you the great Aeneas, known to fane,

Wio fromcelestial seed your |ineage clainf

The sanme Aeneas whom fair Venus bore
To fam d Anchises on th' |daean shore?

It calls into my nmind, tho then a child,
Wien Teucer cane, from Salanmis exil'd,

And sought ny father's aid, to be restor'd:
My father Belus then with fire and sword

I nvaded Cyprus, nade the region bare,

And, conqu'ring, finish'd the successful war.
From hi mthe Trojan siege | understood,

The Grecian chiefs, and your illustrious bl ood.
Your foe hinmself the Dardan valor prais'd,
And his own ancestry from Trojans rais'd.
Enter, my noble guest, and you shall find,

If not a costly wel cone, yet a kind:

For | nmnyself, like you, have been distress'd,
Till Heav'n afforded ne this place of rest;
Li ke you, an alien in a |and unknown,

| learn to pity woes so like ny own."

She said, and to the pal ace | ed her guest;



Then offer'd incense, and proclaimd a feast.
Nor yet |ess careful for her absent friends,
Twice ten fat oxen to the ships she sends;
Besi des a hundred boars, a hundred | anbs,
Wth bleating cries, attend their nilky dans;
And jars of gen'rous wi ne and spacious bow s
She gives, to cheer the sailors' drooping souls.
Now pur pl e hangi ngs clothe the pal ace wall s,
And sunptuous feasts are nade in splendid halls:
On Tyrian carpets, richly wought, they dine;
Wth | oads of nassy plate the sideboards shine,
And antique vases, all of gold enboss'd
(The gold itself inferior to the cost),
O curious work, where on the sides were seen
The fights and figures of illustrious nen
Fromtheir first founder to the present queen

The good Aeneas, paternal care
lul us' absence could no | onger bear
Di spatch'd Achates to the ships in haste,
To give a glad relation of the past,
And, fraught with precious gifts, to bring the boy,
Snatch'd fromthe ruins of unhappy Troy:
A robe of tissue, stiff with golden wre;
An upper vest, once Helen's rich attire,
From Argos by the fanml d adul tress brought,
Wth golden flow rs and wi nding foliage w ought,
Her nother Leda's present, when she cane
To ruin Troy and set the world on flane;
The scepter Priam s el dest daughter bore,
Her orient necklace, and the crown she wore
O double texture, glorious to behold,
One order set with gens, and one with gol d.
Instructed thus, the wi se Achates goes,
And in his diligence his duty shows.

But Venus, anxious for her son's affairs,
New counsel s tries, and new desi gns prepares:
That Cupid should assune the shape and face
O sweet Ascanius, and the sprightly grace;
Shoul d bring the presents, in her nephew s stead,
And in Eliza's veins the gentle poison shed:
For much she fear'd the Tyrians, doubl e-tongued,
And knew the town to Juno's care bel ong'd.
These t houghts by night her gol den sl unbers broke,
And thus alarmd, to wi nged Love she spoke:
"My son, ny strength, whose nighty pow r al one
Controls the Thund' rer on his awful throne,
To thee thy much-afflicted nother flies,
And on thy succor and thy faith relies.
Thou know st, ny son, how Jove's revengeful wife,
By force and fraud, attenpts thy brother's life;
And often hast thou nmourn'd with ne his pains.
H m Di do now wi th bl andi shnent det ai ns;
But | suspect the town where Juno reigns.
For this 't is needful to prevent her art,
And fire with love the proud Phoenician's heart:
A love so violent, so strong, so sure,
As neither age can change, nor art can cure.
How this may be perform d, now take my m nd
Ascanius by his father is design'd
To cone, with presents |laden, fromthe port,



To gratify the queen, and gain the court.
I mean to plunge the boy in pleasing sleep
And, ravish'd, in ldalian bowrs to keep
O high Cythera, that the sweet deceit
May pass unseen, and none prevent the cheat.
Take thou his form and shape. | beg the grace
But only for a night's revol ving space:
Thysel f a boy, assune a boy's dissenbl ed face;
That when, amidst the fervor of the feast,
The Tyrian hugs and fonds thee on her breast,
And with sweet kisses in her arms constrains,
Thou may' st infuse thy venomin her veins."
The God of Love obeys, and sets aside
H s bow and quiver, and his pluny pride;
He wal ks lulus in his nother's sight,
And in the sweet resenbl ance takes delight.
The goddess then to young Ascanius flies,
And in a pleasing slunmber seals his eyes:
Lull'd in her lap, amdst a train of Loves,
She gently bears himto her blissful groves,
Then with a weath of nyrtle crowns his head,
And softly lays himon a flow ry bed.
Cupi d neantinme assum d his formand face,
Foll'wi ng Achates with a shorter pace,
And brought the gifts. The queen already sate
Anmidst the Trojan lords, in shining state,
H gh on a gol den bed: her princely guest
Was next her side; in order sate the rest.
Then canisters with bread are heap'd on high
Th' attendants water for their hands supply,
And, having wash'd, with silken towels dry.
Next fifty handmaids in |ong order bore
The censers, and with funes the gods adore:
Then youths, and virgins twi ce as nany, join
To place the dishes, and to serve the w ne.
The Tyrian train, admitted to the feast,
Appr oach, and on the painted couches rest.
All on the Trojan gifts with wonder gaze,
But vi ew the beauteous boy with nore amaze,
Hi s rosy-color'd cheeks, his radiant eyes,
H s notions, voice, and shape, and all the god' s disguise;
Nor pass unprais'd the vest and veil divine,
Whi ch wand' ring foliage and rich flow rs entw ne.
But, far above the rest, the royal dane,
(Already doomid to |ove's disastrous flane,)
Wth eyes insatiate, and tunultuous joy,
Behol ds the presents, and admires the boy.
The guil eful god about the hero | ong,
Wth children's play, and fal se enbraces, hung;
Then sought the queen: she took himto her arns
Wth greedy pleasure, and devour'd his charnmns.
Unhappy Dido little thought what guest,
How dire a god, she drew so near her breast;
But he, not mindless of his nother's pray'r
Wrks in the pliant bosomof the fair,
And nol ds her heart anew, and blots her former care.
The dead is to the living love resign'd;
And all Aeneas enters in her mind
Now, when the rage of hunger was appeas'd,
The nmeat renov'd, and ev'ry guest was pleas'd,



The gol den bowl s with sparkling wine are crown'd,
And thro' the pal ace cheerful cries resound.
From gi | ded roofs depending | anps display

Noct urnal beans, that enul ate the day.

A gol den bow , that shone with gens divine,

The queen commanded to be crown'd with wine:

The bowl that Belus us'd, and all the Tyrian line.
Then, silence thro' the hall proclaimd, she spoke:
"O hospitabl e Jove! we thus invoke,

Wth solemm rites, thy sacred nane and pow r;

Bl ess to both nations this auspicious hour

So may the Trojan and the Tyrian |ine

In lasting concord fromthis day conbine.

Thou, Bacchus, god of joys and friendly cheer

And graci ous Juno, both be present here!

And you, ny lords of Tyre, your vows address

To Heav'n with nmine, to ratify the peace."

The gobl et then she took, with nectar crown'd
(Sprinkling the first libations on the ground,)
And rais'd it to her nouth with sober grace;

Then, sipping, offer'd to the next in place.

'"T was Bitias whomshe call'd, a thirsty soul

He took chall enge, and enbrac'd the bow ,

Wth pleasure swill'd the gold, nor ceas'd to draw,
Till he the bottom of the brinmer saw.

The gobl et goes around: |opas brought

Hi s golden lyre, and sung what ancient Atlas taught:
The various | abors of the wand'ring noon

And whence proceed th' eclipses of the sun

Th' original of men and beasts; and whence

The rains arise, and fires their warmnmth di spense,
And fix'd and erring stars dispose their influence;
What shakes the solid earth; what cause del ays

The sunmer nights and shortens w nter days.

Wth peals of shouts the Tyrians praise the song:
Those peals are echo'd by the Trojan throng.

Th' unhappy queen with tal k prolong'd the night,
And drank | arge draughts of |love with vast delight;
O Priamnuch enquir'd, of Hector nore;

Then ask'd what arms the swarthy Menmon wore,

What troops he |anded on the Trojan shore;

The steeds of Dionede varied the discourse,

And fierce Achilles, with his matchl ess force;

At length, as fate and her ill stars requir'd,

To hear the series of the war desir'd.

"Rel ate at large, my godlike guest," she said,

"The Grecian stratagens, the town betray'd:

The fatal issue of so long a war,

Your flight, your wand'rings, and your woes, decl are;
For, since on ev'ry sea, on ev'ry coast,

Your men have been distress'd, your navy toss'd,
Sev'n times the sun has either tropic view d,

The wi nter banish'd, and the spring renew d."
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All were attentive to the godlike man,

Wien fromhis lofty couch he thus began
"Great queen, what you conmand nme to relate
Renews the sad renmenbrance of our fate:

An enmpire fromits old foundations rent,



And ev'ry woe the Trojans underwent;
A peopled city nmade a desart place;
Al that | saw, and part of which | was:
Not ev'n the hardest of our foes could hear
Nor stern U ysses tell without a tear
And now the latter watch of wasting night,
And setting stars, to kindly rest invite;
But, since you take such int'rest in our woe,
And Troy's disastrous end desire to know,
I will restrain ny tears, and briefly tel
What in our last and fatal night befell

"By destiny conpell'd, and in despair,
The G eeks grew weary of the tedious war,
And by Mnerva's aid a fabric rear'd,
Which |ike a steed of nonstrous hei ght appear' d:
The sides were plank'd with pine; they feign'd it nade
For their return, and this the vow they paid.
Thus they pretend, but in the hollow side
Sel ected nunbers of their soldiers hide:
Wth inward arns the dire machi ne they | oad,
And iron bowel s stuff the dark abode.
In sight of Troy lies Tenedos, an isle
(While Fortune did on Prianms enpire smle)
Renown' d for wealth; but, since, a faithless bay,
Where ships expos'd to wind and weat her | ay.
There was their fleet conceal'd. W thought, for Geece
Their sails were hoisted, and our fears rel ease.
The Trojans, coop'd within their walls so |ong,
Unbar their gates, and issue in a throng,
Li ke swarmi ng bees, and with delight survey
The canp deserted, where the Gecians |ay:
The quarters of the sev'ral chiefs they show d;
Here Phoeni x, here Achilles, nade abode;
Here join'd the battles; there the navy rode.
Part on the pile their wond'ring eyes enpl oy:
The pile by Pallas rais'd to ruin Troy.
Thymoetes first ('t is doubtful whether hir'd,
O so the Trojan destiny requir'd)
Mov' d that the ranparts night be broken down,
To | odge the nonster fabric in the town.
But Capys, and the rest of sounder nind,
The fatal present to the flames designed,
O to the wat'ry deep; at least to bore
The hol | ow si des, and hi dden frauds expl ore.
The giddy vul gar, as their fancies guide,
Wth noise say nothing, and in parts divide.
Laocoon, follow d by a num rous crowd,
Ran fromthe fort, and cried, fromfar, aloud
'O wretched countrynen! what fury reigns?
What nore than nmadness has possess'd your brains?
Thi nk you the Grecians fromyour coasts are gone?
And are U ysses' arts no better known?
This hollow fabric either must inclose,
Wthin its blind recess, our secret foes;
O 't is an engine rais'd above the town,
T o'erlook the walls, and then to batter down.
Somewhat is sure design'd, by fraud or force
Trust not their presents, nor adnit the horse.'
Thus havi ng sai d, against the steed he threw
Hi s forceful spear, which, hissing as flew,



Pierc'd thro' the yielding planks of jointed wood,
And trenbling in the hollow belly stood.
The sides, transpierc'd, return a rattling sound,
And groans of Greeks inclos'd conme issuing thro' the wound
And, had not Heav'n the fall of Troy design'd,
O had not nen been fated to be blind,
Enough was said and done t'inspire a better m nd.
Then had our |ances pierc'd the treach' rous wood,
And Ilian tow rs and Priam s enpire stood.
Meantime, w th shouts, the Trojan shepherds bring
A captive Geek, in bands, before the king;
Taken to take; who nade hinmself their prey,
T inpose on their belief, and Troy betray;
Fix'd on his aim and obstinately bent
To di e undaunted, or to circunvent.
About the captive, tides of Trojans flow
Al press to see, and sone insult the foe.
Now hear how well the Greeks their wles disguis'd,
Behold a nation in a nman conpris'd.
Trenbling the nmiscreant stood, unarm d and bound;
He star'd, and roll'd his haggard eyes around,
Then said: 'Al as! what earth remains, what sea
I s open to receive unhappy ne?
What fate a wetched fugitive attends,
Scorn'd by ny foes, abandon'd by ny friends?
He said, and sigh'd, and cast a rueful eye:
Qur pity kindles, and our passions die.
We cheer youth to make his own defense,
And freely tell us what he was, and whence:
What news he could inpart, we long to know,
And what to credit froma captive foe.

"His fear at length disniss'd, he said: 'Wate'er
My fate ordains, ny words shall be sincere:
| neither can nor dare ny birth disclaim
Greece is my country, Sinon is my nane.
Tho' plung'd by Fortune's pow r in msery,
"Tis not in Fortune's powr to make nme lie.
I f any chance has hither brought the nane
O Pal anedes, not unknown to fane,
Wio suffer'd fromthe nmalice of the tines
Accus'd and sentenc'd for pretended crines,
Because these fatal wars he woul d prevent;
Wiose death the wetched Geeks too |ate | anent-
Me, then a boy, ny father, poor and bare
O other nmeans, conmitted to his care,
Hi s ki nsman and conpani on in the war.
Whil e Fortune favor'd, while his arns support
The cause, and rul'd the counsels, of the court,
| made some figure there; nor was ny nane
bscure, nor | wthout my share of fane.
But when U ysses, with fallacious arts,
Had nmade i npression in the people's hearts,
And forg'd a treason in ny patron's nane
(I speak of things too far divulg d by fane),

My kinsman fell. Then |, w thout support,
In private mourn'd his loss, and left the court.
Mad as | was, | could not bear his fate

Wth silent grief, but loudly blanmid the state,
And curs'd the direful author of ny woes.
"T was told again; and hence ny ruin rose.



| threaten'd, if indulgent Heav'n once nore
Wuld | and ne safely on ny native shore,
H s death with doubl e vengeance to restore.
This nov'd the nurderer's hate; and soon ensued
Th' effects of malice froma man so proud
Anbi guous runors thro' the canp he spread,
And sought, by treason, ny devoted head;
New crimes invented; left unturn'd no stone,
To make ny guilt appear, and hide his own;
Till Calchas was by force and threat' ning w ought -
But why- why dwell | on that anxious thought?
If on my nation just revenge you seek
And 't is t' appear a foe, t' appear a Geek
Al ready you ny nane and country Kknow;
Assuage your thirst of blood, and strike the bl ow
My death will both the kingly brothers please,
And set insatiate Ithacus at ease.'
This fair unfinish'd tale, these broken starts,
Rai s' d expectations in our |onging hearts:
Unknowi ng as we were in Grecian arts.
His former trenbling once again renew d,
Wth acted fear, the villain thus pursued:

"'Long had the Grecians (tir'd with fruitless care,
And wearied with an unsuccessful war)
Resolv'd to raise the siege, and | eave the town;
And, had the gods pernitted, they had gone;
But oft the wintry seas and southern w nds
W thstood their passage home, and chang' d their ninds.
Portents and prodigies their souls amaz'd;
But nost, when this stupendous pile was rais'd:
Then flami ng neteors, hung in air, were seen
And thunders rattled thro' a sky serene.
Di smay' d, and fearful of sonme dire event,
Eurypylus t' enquire their fate was sent.
He fromthe gods this dreadful answer brought:

"O Grecians, when the Trojan shores you sought,
Your passage with a virgin's bl ood was bought:
So nmust your safe return be bought again,
And Grecian bl ood once nore atone the main."
The spreadi ng runor round the people ran
Al fear'd, and each believ'd hinmself the man.
U ysses took th' advantage of their fright;
Call'd Cal chas, and produc'd in open sight:
Then bade him nane the wetch, ordain'd by fate
The public victim to redeemthe state.
Al ready sone presag'd the dire event,
And saw what sacrifice U ysses nmeant.
For twice five days the good old seer w thstood
Th' intended treason, and was dunb to bl ood,
Till, tir'd, with endl ess clanors and pursuit
O Ithacus, he stood no | onger nute;
But, as it was agreed, pronounc'd that |
Was destin'd by the wathful gods to die.
Al prais'd the sentence, pleas'd the stormshould fal
On one al one, whose fury threaten'd all.
The di smal day was cone; the priests prepare
Their | eaven'd cakes, and fillets for ny hair.
| followd nature's laws, and nust avow
| broke ny bonds and fled the fatal bl ow
Hdin a weedy |lake all night | [Iay,



Secure of safety when they sail'd away.
But now what further hopes for ne remain,
To see ny friends, or native soil, again;
My tender infants, or ny careful sire,
Wiom they returning will to death require;
WIIl perpetrate on themtheir first design
And take the forfeit of their heads for nine?
Wiich, O if pity nortal mnds can nove,
If there be faith below, or gods above,
I f innocence and truth can clai mdesert,
Ye Trojans, froman injur'd wetch avert.'
"Fal se tears true pity nove; the king comrands
To | oose his fetters, and unbind his hands:
Then adds these friendly words: 'Disnmiss thy fears;
Forget the Greeks; be nmine as thou wert theirs.
But truly tell, was it for force or guile,
O sonme religious end, you rais'd the pile?
Thus said the king. He, full of fraudful arts,
This well-invented tale for truth inparts:
"Ye |l anps of heav'n!' he said, and lifted high
H s hands now free, 'thou venerable sky!
I nviol abl e pow rs, ador'd with dread!
Ye fatal fillets, that once bound this head!
Ye sacred altars, fromwhose flanes | fled
Be all of you adjur'd; and grant | may,
Wthout a crime, th' ungrateful G eeks betray,
Reveal the secrets of the guilty state,
And justly punish whom | justly hate!
But you, O king, preserve the faith you gave
If I, to save nyself, your enpire save
The Grecian hopes, and all th' attenpts they nade,
Were only founded on Mnerva's aid.
But fromthe time when inpious Di onede,
And false Uysses, that inventive head,
Her fatal inmage fromthe tenple drew,
The sl eepi ng guardi ans of the castle slew,
Her virgin statue with their bl oody hands
Pol  uted, and profan'd her holy bands;
Fromthence the tide of fortune left their shore,
And ebb'd rmuch faster than it flow d before:
Their courage | anguish'd, as their hopes decay' d;
And Pal | as, now averse, refus'd her aid.
Nor did the goddess doubtfully declare
Her alter'd nmind and alienated care.
When first her fatal inage touch'd the ground,
She sternly cast her glaring eyes around,
That sparkled as they roll'd, and seenid to threat:
Her heav'nly linbs distill'd a briny sweat.
Thrice fromthe ground she leap'd, was seen to wield
Her brandi sh'd | ance, and shake her horrid shield.
Then Cal chas bade our host for flight
And hope no conquest fromthe tedious war,
Till first they sail'd for Greece; with pray'rs besought
Her injur'd pow r, and better onens brought.
And now their navy plows the wat'ry main,
Yet soon expect it on your shores again,
Wth Pallas pleas'd; as Calchas did ordain.
But first, to reconcile the blue-ey'd naid
For her stol'n statue and her tow r betray'd,
Warn'd by the seer, to her offended name



W rais'd and dedicate this wondrous frane,
So lofty, lest thro' your forbidden gates
It pass, and intercept our better fates:
For, once adnmitted there, our hopes are |ost;
And Troy may then a new Pal | adi um boast ;
For so religion and the gods ordain,
That, if you violate with hands profane
Mnerva's gift, your town in flanes shall burn,
(Whi ch omen, O ye gods, on Graecia turn!)
But if it clinb, with your assisting hands,
The Trojan walls, and in the city stands;
Then Troy shall Argos and Mycenae burn,
And the reverse of fate on us return.'

"Wth such deceits he gain'd their easy hearts,
Too prone to credit his perfidious arts.
What Di onede, nor Thetis' greater son
A thousand ships, nor ten years' siege, had done-
Fal se tears and fawning words the city won.

"A greater omen, and of worse portent,
Did our unwary minds with fear tornment,
Concurring to produce the dire event.
Laocoon, Neptune's priest by lot that year
Wth solemn ponp then sacrific'd a steer
When, dreadful to behold, fromsea we spied
Two serpents, rank'd abreast, the seas divide,
And smoothly sweep along the swelling tide
Their flam ng crests above the waves they show
Their bellies seemto burn the seas bel ow,
Their speckled tails advance to steer their course,
And on the sounding shore the flying billows force.
And now the strand, and now the plain they held;
Their ardent eyes with bl oody streaks were fill'd;
Their ninble tongues they brandish'd as they caneg,
And lick'd their hissing jaws, that sputter'd flane.
W fled amaz' d; their destin'd way they take,
And to Laocoon and his children make;
And first around the tender boys they w nd,
Then with their sharpen'd fangs their Iinbs and bodies grind.
The wretched father, running to their aid
Wth pious haste, but vain, they next invade;
Twi ce round his waist their w nding volunes roll'd;
And twi ce about his gasping throat they fold.
The priest thus doubly chok'd, their crests divide,
And tow ring o' er his head in triunph ride.
Wth both his hands he |abors at the knots;
His holy fillets the blue venom bl ots;
His roaring fills the flitting air around.
Thus, when an ox receives a gl anci ng wound,
He breaks his bands, the fatal altar flies,
And with | oud bell owi ngs breaks the yielding skies.
Their tasks performd, the serpents quit their prey,
And to the tow r of Pallas make their way:
Couch'd at her feet, they lie protected there
By her |arge buckler and protended spear.
Amazenent seizes all; the gen'ral cry
Procl ai ms Laocoon justly doomd to die,
Wiose hand the will of Pallas had withstood,
And dared to violate the sacred wood.
All vote t' adnit the steed, that vows be paid
And incense offer'd to th' offended naid.



A spacious breach is nade; the town |lies bare;
Sonme hoi sting-1levers, sonme the wheels prepare
And fasten to the horse's feet; the rest

Wth cables haul along th' unw eldly beast.
Each on his fellow for assistance calls;

At length the fatal fabric nounts the walls,
Big with destruction. Boys with chaplets crown'd,
And choirs of virgins, sing and dance around.
Thus rais'd aloft, and then descendi ng down,

It enters o' er our heads, and threats the town.
O sacred city, built by hands divine!

O valiant heroes of the Trojan linel

Four times he struck: as oft the clashing sound
O arms was heard, and inward groans rebound.
Yet, mad with zeal, and blinded with our fate,
We haul along the horse in solem state;

Then place the dire portent within the towr.
Cassandra cried, and curs'd th' unhappy hour
Foretold our fate; but, by the god' s decree,

Al'l heard, and none believ'd the prophecy.

Wth branches we the fanes adorn, and waste,
Injollity, the day ordain'd to be the |ast.
Meantinme the rapid heav' ns roll'd down the Iight,
And on the shaded ocean rush'd the night;

Qur nen, secure, nor guards nor sentries held,
But easy sleep their weary |inbs conpell'd.

The Grecians had enbark'd their naval pow rs
From Tenedos, and sought our well-known shores,
Saf e under covert of the silent night,

And guided by th' inperial galley's light;

When Sinon, favor'd by the partial gods,

Unl ock' d the horse, and op'd his dark abodes;
Restor'd to vital air our hidden foes,

Wio joyful fromtheir I ong confinement rose.
Tysander bold, and Sthenel us their guide,

And dire U ysses down the cable slide:

Then Thoas, Athamas, and Pyrrhus haste;

Nor was the Podalirian hero |ast,

Nor injur'd Menelaus, nor the famd

Epeus, who the fatal engine framd.

A namel ess crowd succeed; their forces join

T invade the town, oppress'd with sleep and w ne.
Those few they find awake first neet their fate;
Then to their fellows they unbar the gate.

"'T was in the dead of night, when sleep repairs
Qur bodies worn with toils, our nminds with cares,
When Hector's ghost before ny sight appears:

A bl oody shroud he seemid, and bath'd in tears;
Such as he was, when, by Pelides slain,
Thessal i an coursers dragg'd himo'er the plain.
Swoln were his feet, as when the thongs were thrust
Thro' the bor'd holes; his body black w th dust;
Unli ke that Hector who return'd fromtoils

O war, triunmphant, in Aeacian spoils,

O himwho made the fainting Greeks retire,

And | aunch'd agai nst their navy Phrygian fire.

H s hair and beard stood stiffen'd with his gore;
And all the wounds he for his country bore

Now streami d afresh, and with new purple ran

| wept to see the visionary nan



And, while ny trance continued, thus began
'O light of Trojans, and support of Troy,
Thy father's chanpion, and thy country's joy!
O long expected by thy friends! from whence
Art thou so late return'd for our defense?
Do we behold thee, wearied as we are
Wth length of labors, and with toils of war?
After so many fun'rals of thy own
Art thou restor'd to thy declining town?
But say, what wounds are these? \Wat new di sgrace
Deforms the manly features of thy face?
"To this the specter no reply did frane,
But answer'd to the cause for which he cane
And, groaning fromthe bottom of his breast,
This warning in these nournful words express'd:
' O goddess-born! escape, by tinely flight,
The flames and horrors of this fatal night.
The foes already have possess'd the wall;
Troy nods from high, and totters to her fall.
Enough is paid to Priam s royal nane,
More than enough to duty and to fane.
If by a nortal hand ny father's throne
Coul d be defended, 't was by mne al one.
Now Troy to thee comends her future state,
And gi ves her gods conpanions of thy fate:
From their assistance walls expect,
Whi ch, wand'ring long, at last thou shalt erect.’
He said, and brought ne, fromtheir blest abodes,
The venerabl e statues of the gods,
Wth ancient Vesta fromthe sacred choir,

The weaths and relics of th' imortal fire.
"Now peal s of shouts conme thund' ring from afar
Cries, threats, and loud |lanents, and mingl ed war:
The noi se approaches, tho' our pal ace stood
Al oof from streets, enconpass'd with a wood.

Louder, and yet nore loud, | hear th' alarns
O human cries distinct, and cl ashing armns.
Fear broke ny slunbers; | no | onger stay,

But nmount the terrace, thence the town survey,
And hearken what the frightful sounds convey.
Thus, when a flood of fire by wind is borne,
Crackling it rolls, and mows the standing corn
O del uges, descendi ng on the plains,

Sweep o' er the yell ow year, destroy the pains

O lab'ring oxen and the peasant's gains;

Unroot the forest oaks, and bear away

Fl ocks, folds, and trees, and undistinguish'd prey:
The shepherd clinbs the cliff, and sees fromfar
The wasteful ravage of the wat'ry war.

Then Hector's faith was nanifestly clear'd,

And Grecian frauds in open |ight appear'd.

The pal ace of Dei phobus ascends

In snoky flanes, and catches on his friends.

Ucal egon burns next: the seas are bright

Wth splendor not their own, and shine with Trojan Iight.
New cl anors and new cl angors now ari se

The sound of trunpets nmix'd with fighting cries.
Wth frenzy seiz'd, | run to neet th' alarns,
Resol v' d on death, resolv'd to die in arns,

But first to gather friends, with themt' oppose



(I'f fortune favor'd) and repel the foes;
Spurr'd by nmy courage, by ny country fir'd,
Wth sense of honor and revenge inspir'd.

"Pant heus, Apollo's priest, a sacred nane,

Had scap'd the Grecian swords, and pass'd the flane:
Wth relics | oaden. to ny doors he fled,

And by the hand his tender grandson | ed.

'What hope, O Pant heus? whither can we run?

Where nake a stand? and what nay yet be done?
Scarce had | said, when Pant heus, with a groan
"Troy is no nore, and Iliumwas a town!

The fatal day, th' appointed hour, is cone,

When wrat hful Jove's irrevocabl e doom

Transfers the Trojan state to G ecian hands.

The fire consunes the town, the foe commands

And arned hosts, an unexpected force,

Break fromthe bowels of the fatal horse.

Wthin the gates, proud Sinon throws about

The flames; and foes for entrance press without,
Wth thousand others, whom | fear to nane,

More than from Argos or Mycenae cane

To sev'ral posts their parties they divide;

Sone bl ock the narrow streets, some scour the wide
The bold they kill, th' unwary they surprise;

Wio fights finds death, and death finds himwho flies.
The warders of the gate but scarce maintain

Th' unequal conbat, and resist in vain.'

"I heard; and Heav'n, that well-born souls inspires,
Pronmpts ne thro' lifted swords and rising fires
To run where clashing arns and cl anor calls,

And rush undaunted to defend the walls.

Ri pheus and I ph'itus by ny side engage,

For val or one renown'd, and one for age.
Dymas and Hypani s by noonlight knew

My notions and nmy mien, and to ny party drew,
Wth young Coroebus, who by |ove was |ed

To win renown and fair Cassandra's bed,

And |l ately brought his troops to Prianm s aid,
Forewarn'd in vain by the prophetic naid.
Wiom when | saw resolv'd in arns to fall,

And that one spirit aninmated all

'Brave souls!' said I,- 'but brave, alas! in vain-
Conme, finish what our cruel fates ordain.

You see the desp'rate state of our affairs,
And heav'n's protecting pow rs are deaf to pray'rs.
The passive gods behold the Greeks defile
Their tenples, and abandon to the spoi

Their own abodes: we, feeble few, conspire
To save a sinking town, involv'd in fire.
Then let us fall, but fall amidst our foes:
Despair of life the neans of living shows.'
So bold a speech incourag'd their desire

O death, and added fuel to their fire.

"As hungry wolves, with raging appetite,

Scour thro' the fields, nor fear the stormnmy night-
Their whel ps at honme expect the pronis'd food,

And long to tenper their dry chaps in bl ood-

So rush'd we forth at once; resolv'd to die,
Resolv'd, in death, the last extremes to try.

W | eave the narrow | anes behi nd, and dare



Th' unequal conbat in the public square:

Ni ght was our friend; our |eader was despair.

What tongue can tell the slaughter of that night?

What eyes can weep the sorrows and affright?

An ancient and inperial city falls:

The streets are fill'd with frequent funerals;

Houses and holy tenples float in blood,

And hostile nations make a conmon fl ood.

Not only Trojans fall; but, in their turn

The vanqui sh'd triunph, and the victors nourn

Qurs take new courage from despair and night:

Confus'd the fortune is, confus'd the fight.

Al parts resound with tunults, plaints, and fears;

And grisly Death in sundry shapes appears.

Andr ogeos fell anmong us, with his band,

Who t hought us Grecians newy cone to |and.

" From whence,' said he, 'ny friends, this |long del ay?

You loiter, while the spoils are borne away:

Qur ships are laden with the Trojan store;

And you, like truants, conme too |ate ashore.'’

He said, but soon corrected his m stake,

Found, by the doubtful answers which we make:

Amaz' d, he woul d have shunn'd th' unequal fight;

But we, nore numirous, intercept his flight.

As when sone peasant, in a bushy brake,

Has with unwary footing press'd a snake;

He starts aside, astonish'd, when he spies

H's rising crest, blue neck, and rolling eyes;

So fromour arns surpris'd Androgeos flies.

In vain; for himand his we conpass'd round,

Possess'd with fear, unknowi ng of the ground,

And of their lives an easy conquest found.

Thus Fortune on our first endeavor smil'd

Cor oebus then, with youthful hopes beguil'd,

Swoln with success, and a daring nind

This new invention fatally design'd.

"My friends,' said he, 'since Fortune shows the way,

'"Tis fit we should th' auspicious guide obey.

For what has she these Grecian arns bestow d,

But their destruction, and the Trojans' good?

Then change we shields, and their devices bear

Let fraud supply the want of force in war.

They find us arnms.' This said, hinself he dress'd

In dead Androgeos' spoils, his upper vest,

H s painted buckler, and his pluny crest.

Thus Ri pheus, Dynmas, all the Trojan train,

Lay down their own attire, and strip the slain.

Mx'd with the Geeks, we go with ill presage,

Flatter'd with hopes to glut our greedy rage;

Unknown, assaulting whomwe blindly neet,

And strew with Grecian carcasses the street.

Thus while their straggling parties we defeat,

Sonme to the shore and safer ships retreat;

And sone, oppress'd with nore ignoble fear

Rermount the holl ow horse, and pant in secret there.
"But, ah! what use of val or can be made,

Wien heav'n's propitious pow rs refuse their aid!

Behol d the royal prophetess, the fair

Cassandra, dragg'd by her dishevel'd hair,

Wiom not M nerva's shrine, nor sacred bands,



In safety could protect from sacril egi ous hands:

On heav' n she cast her eyes, she sigh'd, she cried-

"T was all she could- her tender arnms were tied.

So sad a sight Coroebus could not bear

But, fir'd with rage, distracted with despair,

Anmid the barb'rous ravishers he flew

Qur | eader's rash exanpl e we pursue.

But storns of stones, fromthe proud tenple's height,

Pour down, and on our batter'd helns alight:

We fromour friends receiv'd this fatal blow,

Who t hought us Grecians, as we seem d in show.

They aimat the m staken crests, from high

And ours beneath the pond'rous ruin lie.

Then, nov'd with anger and disdain, to see

Their troops dispers'd, the royal virgin free,

The Grecians rally, and their powrs unite,

Wth fury charge us, and renew the fight.

The brother kings with Ajax join their force,

And the whol e squadron of Thessalian horse.
"Thus, when the rival winds their quarrel try,

Cont endi ng for the kingdom of the sky,

Sout h, east, and west, on airy coursers borne;

The whirlwi nd gathers, and the woods are torn

Then Nereus strikes the deep; the billows rise,

And, mx'd with ooze and sand, pollute the skies.

The troops we squander'd first again appear

From several quarters, and encl ose the rear

They first observe, and to the rest betray,

Qur diff'rent speech; our borrow d arms survey.

Qppress'd with odds, we fall; Coroebus first,

At Pallas' altar, by Peneleus pierc'd.

Then Ri pheus follow d, in th' unequal fight;

Just of his word, observant of the right:

Heav' n thought not so. Dymas their fate attends,

Wth Hypanis, nistaken by their friends.

Nor, Pantheus, thee, thy nmiter, nor the bands

O awful Phoebus, sav'd frominpi ous hands.

Ye Trojan flanmes, your testinony bear

What | performid, and what | suffer'd there;

No sword avoiding in the fatal strife,

Expos'd to death, and prodigal of life;

Wtness, ye heavens! | live not by ny fault:

| strove to have deserv'd the death |I sought.

But, when | could not fight, and woul d have di ed,

Borne off to distance by the grow ng tide,

ad Iphitus and | were hurried thence,

Wth Pelias wounded, and without defense.

New cl amors fromth' invested pal ace ring:

We run to die, or disengage the king.

So hot th' assault, so high the tumult rose

Whil e ours defend, and while the Greeks oppose

As all the Dardan and Argolic race

Had been contracted in that narrow space;

O as all Iliumelse were void of fear

And tumult, war, and slaughter, only there.

Their targets in a tortoise cast, the foes,

Secure advancing, to the turrets rose:

Some nmount the scaling | adders; sone, nore bol d,

Swerve upwards, and by posts and pillars hol d;

Their left hand gripes their bucklers in th' ascent,



Wiile with their right they seize the battlenent.
Fromtheir denplish'd tow rs the Trojans throw
Huge heaps of stones, that, falling, crush the foe;
And heavy beans and rafters fromthe sides
(Such arms their |ast necessity provides)
And gil ded roofs, conme tunbling fromon high
The marks of state and ancient royalty.
The guards below, fix'd in the pass, attend
The charge undaunted, and the gate defend.
Renew d in courage with recover'd breath,
A second tine we ran to tenpt our death,
To clear the palace fromthe foe, succeed
The weary living, and revenge the dead.

"A postern door, yet unobserv'd and free,
Join'd by the length of a blind gallery,
To the king's closet led: a way well known
To Hector's wife, while Priamheld the throne,
Thro' which she brought Astyanax, unseen
To cheer his grandsire and his grandsire's queen
Thro' this we pass, and nount the tow r, from whence
Wth unavailing arns the Trojans nake defense.
Fromthis the trenbling king had oft descried
The Grecian canp, and saw their navy ride.
Beans fromits lofty height with swords we hew,
Then, wrenching with our hands, th' assault renew,
And, where the rafters on the colums neet,
We push them headl ong with our arns and feet.
The lightning flies not swifter than the fall
Nor thunder |ouder than the ruin'd wall:
Down goes the top at once; the Geeks beneath
Are pieceneal torn, or pounded into death.
Yet nore succeed, and nore to death are sent;
W cease not from above, nor they below relent.
Bef ore the gate stood Pyrrhus, threat'ning | oud,
Wth glitt'ring arns conspi cuous in the crowd.
So shines, renew d in youth, the crested snake,
Wio slept the winter in a thorny brake,
And, casting off his slough when spring returns,
Now | ooks al oft, and with new gl ory burns;
Restor'd with poi sonous herbs, his ardent sides
Refl ect the sun; and rais'd on spires he rides;
High o' er the grass, hissing he rolls along,
And brandi shes by fits his forky tongue.
Proud Periphas, and fierce Autonedon,
H s father's charioteer, together run
To force the gate; the Scyrian infantry
Rush on in crowds, and the barr'd passage free.
Ent'ring the court, with shouts the skies they rend;
And flam ng firebrands to the roofs ascend.
Hi msel f, anmong the forenost, deals his bl ows,
And with his ax repeated strokes bestows
On the strong doors; then all their shoul ders ply,
Till fromthe posts the brazen hinges fly.
He hews apace; the double bars at I|ength
Yield to his ax and unresisted strength.
A mighty breach is made: the roons conceal'd
Appear, and all the palace is reveal'd;
The halls of audience, and of public state,
And where the lonely queen in secret sate.
Arm d soldiers now by trenbling naids are seen,



Wth not a door, and scarce a space, between.

The house is fill'd with [oud lanents and cri es,

And shrieks of wonen rend the vaulted skies;

The fearful matrons run from place to place,

And kiss the threshol ds, and the posts enbrace.

The fatal work inhuman Pyrrhus plies,

And all his father sparkles in his eyes;

Nor bars, nor fighting guards, his force sustain:

The bars are broken, and the guards are slain.

In rush the Greeks, and all the apartnents fill;

Those few defendants whomthey find, they kill

Not with so fierce a rage the foaning fl ood

Roars, when he finds his rapid course w thstood;

Bears down the dans with unresisted sway,

And sweeps the cattle and the cots away.

These eyes behel d hi m when he march' d between

The brother kings: | saw th' unhappy queen

The hundred w ves, and where old Priam stood,

To stain his hallow d altar with his brood.

The fifty nuptial beds (such hopes had he,

So large a pronise, of a progeny),

The posts, of plated gold, and hung with spo

Fell the reward of the proud victor's toils.

Where'er the raging fire had |l eft a space,

The Grecians enter and possess the place.
"Perhaps you may of Prianis fate enquire.

He, when he saw his regal town on fire,

His ruin'd palace, and his ent'ring foes,

On ev'ry side inevitabl e woes,

In arns, disus'd, invests his |linbs, decay'd,

Like them with age; a late and usel ess aid.

H s feeble shoul ders scarce the weight sustain;

Loaded, not arm d, he creeps along with pain,

Despairi ng of success, anbitious to be slain!

Uncover'd but by heav'n, there stood in view

An altar; near the hearth a laurel grew,

Dodder'd with age, whose boughs enconpass round

The househol d gods, and shade the holy ground.

Here Hecuba, with all her helpless train

O danes, for shelter sought, but sought in vain.

Drivin like a flock of doves al ong the sky,

Their images they hug, and to their altars fly.

The Queen, when she beheld her trenbling Iord,

And hanging by his side a heavy sword,

"What rage,' she cried, 'has seiz'd ny husband's mind?

What arnms are these, and to what use design' d?

These times want ot her aids! Wre Hector here,

Ev' n Hector now in vain, like Priam would appear

Wth us, one common shelter thou shalt find,

O in one conmon fate with us be join'd.'

She said, and with a last salute enbrac'd

The poor old man, and by the laurel plac'd.

Behol d! Polites, one of Priam s sons,

Pursued by Pyrrhus, there for safety runs.

Thro' swords and foes, amaz'd and hurt, he flies

Thro' enpty courts and open galleries.

H m Pyrrhus, urging with his [ ance, pursues,

And often reaches, and his thrusts renews.

The youth, transfix'd, with |anentable cries,

Expires before his wetched parent's eyes:
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Wiom gasping at his feet when Priam saw,

The fear of death gave place to nature's |aw,
And, shaking nmore with anger than with age,
'The gods,' said he, 'requite thy brutal rage!
As sure they will, barbarian, sure they nust,
If there be gods in heav'n, and gods be just-
Wio tak'st in wongs an insolent delight;

Wth a son's death t' infect a father's sight.
Not he, whom thou and |ying fanme conspire

To call thee his- not he, thy vaunted sire,
Thus us'd ny wetched age: the gods he fear'd,
The laws of nature and of nations heard.

He cheer'd ny sorrows, and, for sums of gold,
The bl oodl ess carcass of my Hector sol d;
Pitied the woes a parent underwent,

And sent ne back in safety fromhis tent.'

"This said, his feeble hand a javelin threw,
Which, flutt'ring, seemd to loiter as it flew
Just, and but barely, to the mark it held,

And faintly tinkled on the brazen shield.

"Then Pyrrhus thus: 'Go thou fromne to fate,
And to nmy father ny foul deeds relate.

Now die!" Wth that he dragg'd the trenbling sire,
Slidd' ring thro' clotter'd blood and holy nire
(The mingled paste his nurder'd son had made,)
Haul ' d from beneath the viol ated shade,

And on the sacred pile the royal victimlaid.

Hi s right hand held his bl oody falchion bare,

Hs left he twisted in his hoary hair;

Then, with a speeding thrust, his heart he found:
The | ukewar m bl ood canme rushing thro' the wound,
And sangui ne streans distain' d the sacred ground.
Thus Priamfell, and shar'd one conmon fate

Wth Troy in ashes, and his ruin'd state:

He, who the scepter of all Asia sway'd,

Whom nmonar chs |i ke donestic slaves obey'd.

On the bl eak shore now lies th' abandon'd King,
A headl ess carcass, and a nanel ess thing.

"Then, not before, | felt my cruddl ed bl ood

Congeal with fear, nmy hair with horror stood:

My father's image fill'd nmy pious nind

Lest equal years might equal fortune find.

Again | thought on ny forsaken wife,

And trenbled for ny son's abandon'd life.

I look'd about, but found nyself al one,

Deserted at nmy need! My friends were gone.

Sonme spent with toil, some with despair oppress'd,
Leap' d headlong fromthe heights; the flanmes consunmid the rest.
Thus, wand'ring in ny way, wthout a guide,

The graceless Helen in the porch | spied

O Vesta's tenple; there she lurk'd al one;
Muf fl ed she sate, and, what she coul d, unknown:
But, by the flames that cast their blaze around,
That common bane of Greece and Troy | found.

For Iliumburnt, she dreads the Trojan sword;
More dreads the vengeance of her injur'd |ord,
Ev' n by those gods who refug'd her abhorr'd.
Trenmbling with rage, the strunpet | regard
Resolv'd to give her guilt the due reward

"Shall she triunphant sail before the wind,



And | eave in flames unhappy Troy behi nd?

Shal | she her kingdom and her friends review,

In state attended with a captive crew,

Wil e unreveng' d the good old Priamfalls,

And Grecian fires consune the Trojan walls?

For this the Phrygian fields and Xanthian fl ood
Were swell'd with bodies, and were drunk with bl ood?
"T is true, a soldier can small honor gain,

And boast no conquest, froma wonan sl ain:

Yet shall the fact not pass w thout appl ause,

O vengeance taken in so just a cause;

The punish'd crinme shall set ny soul at ease,

And murm ring nanes of ny friends appease.’

Thus while | rave, a gleam of pleasing |ight
Spread o' er the place; and, shining heav' nly bright,
My nother stood reveal'd before ny sight

Never so radiant did her eyes appear

Not her own star confess'd a |ight so clear

Great in her charns, as when on gods above

She | ooks, and breathes herself into their |ove.
She held ny hand, the destin'd blow to break

Then from her rosy |ips began to speak

"My son, from whence this nadness, this neglect
O nmy commands, and those whom | protect?

Wiy this unmanly rage? Recall to mind

Whom you forsake, what pl edges | eave behi nd.

Look if your hel pless father yet survive,

O if Ascanius or Creusa live.

Around your house the greedy G ecians err

And these had perish'd in the nightly war,

But for ny presence and protecting care.

Not Helen's face, nor Paris, was in fault;

But by the gods was this destruction brought.

Now cast your eyes around, while | dissolve

The mists and filnms that nortal eyes involve,
Purge fromyour sight the dross, and make you see
The shape of each avenging deity.

Enlighten'd thus, ny just comands fulfil,

Nor fear obedience to your nmother's will.

Where yon disorder'd heap of ruin lies,

Stones rent from stones; where clouds of dust arise-
Ani d that snother Neptune holds his place,
Bel ow the wall's foundation drives his nace,

And heaves the building fromthe solid base.

Look where, in arms, inperial Juno stands

Full in the Scaean gate, with | oud commands,
Urging on shore the tardy G ecian bands.

See! Pallas, of her snaky buckl er proud,
Bestrides the towr, refulgent thro' the cloud:
See! Jove new courage to the foe supplies,

And arns against the town the partial deities.
Haste hence, ny son; this fruitless |abor end:
Hast e, where your trenbling spouse and sire attend:
Haste; and a nother's care your passage shall befriend."'
She said, and swiftly vanish'd fromny sight,
bscure in clouds and gl ooy shades of night.

I look'd, I listen'd; dreadful sounds | hear

And the dire forms of hostile gods appear

Troy sunk in flanmes | saw (nor could prevent),
And Iliumfromits old foundations rent;



Rent |ike a nountain ash, which dar'd the w nds,

And stood the sturdy strokes of |ab'ring hinds.

About the roots the cruel ax resounds;

The stunps are pierc'd with oft-repeated wounds:

The war is felt on high; the nodding crown

Now threats a fall, and throws the | eafy honors down.

To their united force it yields, tho |Ilate,

And mourns with nortal groans th' approaching fate:

The roots no nore their upper |oad sustain;

But down she falls, and spreads a ruin thro' the plain.
"Descendi ng thence, | scape thro' foes and fire:

Bef ore the goddess, foes and flanes retire.

Arriv'd at home, he, for whose only sake,

O nost for his, such toils | undertake,

The good Anchi ses, whom by tinely flight,

| purpos'd to secure on lda's height,

Refus'd the journey, resolute to die

And add his fun'rals to the fate of Troy,

Rat her than exile and ol d age sustain.

'CGo you, whose blood runs warmin ev'ry vein.

Had Heav' n decreed that | should Iife enjoy,

Heav' n had decreed to save unhappy Troy.

'"Tis, sure, enough, if not too rmuch, for one,

Twi ce to have seen our |lium overthrown.

Make haste to save the poor remaining crew,

And give this useless corpse a |long adieu

These weak ol d hands suffice to stop ny breath;

At least the pitying foes will aid ny death,

To take ny spoils, and | eave ny body bare:

As for ny sepulcher, let Heav'n take care.

"Tis long since |, for nmy celestial wife

Loath'd by the gods, have dragg'd a ling'ring life;

Since ev'ry hour and nmonment | expire,

Bl asted from heav' n by Jove's avenging fire.'

This oft repeated, he stood fix'd to die:

Mysel f, ny wife, ny son, ny fanily

Intreat, pray, beg, and raise a doleful cry-

"What, will he still persist, on death resolve
And in his ruin all his house involve!'
He still persists his reasons to naintain;

Qur pray'rs, our tears, our loud lanents, are vain.
"Ug' d by despair, again | go to try

The fate of arms, resolv'd in fight to die:

'What hope remmins, but what ny death nust give?

Can |, without so dear a father, live?

You termit prudence, what | baseness call

Coul d such a word fromsuch a parent fall?

I f Fortune please, and so the gods ordain,

That not hing should of ruin'd Troy renain,

And you conspire with Fortune to be slain,

The way to death is w de, th' approaches near

For soon relentless Pyrrhus will appear,

Reeking with Priam s bl ood- the wetch who slew

The son (inhuman) in the father's view,

And then the sire hinmself to the dire altar drew.

O goddess not her, give ne back to Fate;

Your gift was undesir'd, and cane too |atel

Did you, for this, unhappy ne convey

Thro' foes and fires, to see ny house a prey?

Shall | my father, wife, and son behol d,



Welt'ring in blood, each other's arns infol d?
Haste! gird nmy sword, tho' spent and overcone:
"T is the last sumons to receive our doom

| hear thee, Fate; and | obey thy call

Not unreveng' d the foe shall see ny fall.
Restore ne to the yet unfinish' d fight:

My death is wanting to conclude the night.'
Armid once again, ny glitt'ring sword | wield,
While th' other hand sustains ny weighty shield,
And forth | rush to seek th' abandon'd field.

I went; but sad Creusa stopp'd ny way,

And cross the threshold in ny passage |ay,
Enbrac' d ny knees, and, when | woul d have gone,
Shew d ne nmy feeble sire and tender son:

"If death be your design, at least,' said she,

' Take us along to share your destiny.

If any farther hopes in arns remain,

This place, these pledges of your |ove, naintain.
To whom do you expose your father's life,

Your son's, and mnine, your now forgotten wifel’
Wiile thus she fills the house with clamrous cries,
Qur hearing is diverted by our eyes:

For, while |I held nmy son, in the short space
Bet wi xt our Kkisses and our |ast enbrace;

Strange to relate, fromyoung lulus' head

A lanmbent flanme arose, which gently spread
Around his brows, and on his tenples fed.
Amaz' d, with running water we prepare

To quench the sacred fire, and slake his hair;
But ol d Anchises, vers'd in onens, rear'd

H s hands to heav'n, and this request preferr'd:
"If any vows, almighty Jove, can bend

Thy will; if piety can pray'rs conmend,
Confirmthe glad presage which thou art pleas'd to send.'
Scarce had he said, when, on our left, we hear
A peal of rattling thunder roll in air:

There shot a streanming |anp al ong the sky,

Whi ch on the winged lightning seemid to fly;
From o' er the roof the blaze began to nove,

And, trailing, vanish'd in th' |daean grove.

It swept a path in heav'n, and shone a guide,
Then in a steaning stench of sul phur died.

"The good old man with suppliant hands inplor'd
The gods' protection, and their star ador'd.
"Now, now,' said he, 'ny son, no nore del ay!
| yield, | follow where Heav'n shews the way.
Keep, O ny country gods, our dwelling place,

And guard this relic of the Trojan race,
This tender child! These omens are your own,
And you can yet restore the ruin'd town.
At | east acconplish what your signs foreshow
| stand resign'd, and amprepar'd to go.'

"He said. The crackling flanes appear on high
And driving sparkles dance al ong the sky.

Wth Vul can's rage the rising winds conspire,
And near our palace roll the flood of fire.
'"Haste, ny dear father, ('t is notinme to wait,)
And | oad ny shoulders with a willing freight.
Whate' er befalls, your life shall be ny care;
One death, or one deliv'rance, we will share.



My hand shall lead our little son; and you

My faithful consort, shall our steps pursue.

Next, you, ny servants, heed ny strict comuands:

Wthout the walls a ruin'd tenple stands,

To Ceres hallow d once; a cypress nigh

Shoots up her venerabl e head on high

By long religion kept; there bend your feet,

And in divided parties let us neet.

Qur country gods, the relics, and the bands,

Hol d you, mny father, in your guiltless hands:

In me 't is inpious holy things to bear

Red as | amw th slaughter, new from war,

Till in some living stream | cleanse the guilt

O dire debate, and blood in battle spilt.'

Thus, ord'ring all that prudence could provide,

| clothe ny shoulders with a Iion's hide

And yel l ow spoils; then, on ny bendi ng back

The wel cone | oad of my dear father take;

While on ny better hand Ascani us hung,

And with unequal paces tripp'd al ong.

Creusa kept behind; by choice we stray

Thro' ev'ry dark and ev'ry devi ous way.

I, who so bold and dauntless, just before,

The Grecian darts and shock of |ances bore,

At ev'ry shadow now amseiz'd with fear,

Not for nyself, but for the charge | bear

Till, near the ruin'd gate arriv'd at |ast,

Secure, and deeming all the danger past,

A frightful noise of tranpling feet we hear

My father, |ooking thro' the shades, with fear

Cried out: 'Haste, haste, ny son, the foes are nigh

Their swords and shining arnor | descry.

Sonme hostile god, for some unknown offense,

Had sure bereft ny mind of better sense;

For, while thro' wi nding ways | took ny flight,

And sought the shelter of the gl oony night,

Alas! | lost Creusa: hard to tel

If by her fatal destiny she fell

O weary sate, or wander'd with affright;

But she was lost for ever to ny sight.

| knew not, or reflected, till | neet

My friends, at Ceres' now deserted seat.

W nmet: not one was wanting; only she

Deceiv'd her friends, her son, and wetched ne.
"What mad expressions did nmy tongue refuse!

Womdid | not, of gods or nen, accuse!

This was the fatal blow, that pain'd ne nore

Than all | felt fromruin'd Troy before.

Stung with ny loss, and raving with despair,

Abandoni ng ny now forgotten care,

O counsel, confort, and of hope bereft,

My sire, my son, mnmy country gods | left.

In shining arnor once again | sheathe

My linbs, not feeling wounds, nor fearing death.

Then headlong to the burning walls | run

And seek the danger | was forc'd to shun

| tread ny former tracks; thro' night explore

Each passage, ev'ry street | cross'd before.

Al things were full of horror and affright,

And dreadful ev'n the silence of the night.



Then to ny father's house | nake repair,

Wth some snall glinpse of hope to find her there.
I nstead of her, the cruel Geeks | net;

The house was fill'd with foes, with flames beset.
Driv'n on the wings of winds, whole sheets of fire,
Thro' air transported, to the roofs aspire.
Fromthence to Priam s palace | resort,

And search the citadel and desart court.

Then, unobserv'd, | pass by Juno's church

A guard of Grecians had possess'd the porch

There Phoeni x and U ysses watch prey,

And thither all the wealth of Troy convey:

The spoils which they fromransack'd houses brought,
And gol den bowl s from burning altars caught,

The tables of the gods, the purple vests,

The people's treasure, and the ponp of priests.

A rank of wretched youths, w th pinion'd hands,

And captive matrons, in long order stands.

Then, with ungovern'd madness, | proclaim
Thro' all the silent street, Creusa's nane:
Creusa still | call; at length she hears,

And sudden thro' the shades of night appears-
Appears, no nore Creusa, nor ny wife,
But a pale specter, larger than the life.
Aghast, astonish'd, and struck dunb with fear
| stood; like bristles rose ny stiffen'd hair.
Then thus the ghost began to soothe ny gri ef
"Nor tears, nor cries, can give the dead relief.
Desist, ny nmuch-lov'd lord,'t indulge your pain;
You bear no nore than what the gods ordain.
My fates pernmit ne not fromhence to fly;
Nor he, the great controller of the sky.
Long wand' ring ways for you the pow rs decree;
On land hard labors, and a |l ength of sea.
Then, after many painful years are past,
On Latium s happy shore you shall be cast,
Wiere gentle Tiber fromhis bed behol ds
The flow ry meadows, and the feeding folds.
There end your toils; and there your fates provide
A qui et kingdom and a royal bride:
There fortune shall the Trojan line restore,
And you for | ost Creusa weep no nore.
Fear not that | shall watch, with servile shane,
Th' inperious | ooks of sone proud G ecian dang;
O, stooping to the victor's lust, disgrace
My goddess nother, or mny royal race.
And now, farewell! The parent of the gods
Restrains my fleeting soul in her abodes:
| trust our conmmon issue to your care.'
She said, and gliding pass'd unseen in air.
| strove to speak: but horror tied nmy tongue;
And thrice about her neck ny arms | flung,
And, thrice deceiv'd, on vain enbraces hung.
Li ght as an enpty dream at break of day,
O as a blast of wind, she rush'd away.

"Thus having pass'd the night in fruitless pain,
I to ny longing friends return again,
Amaz' d th' augnented nunber to behol d,
O men and matrons mx'd, of young and ol d;
A wetched exil'd crew together brought,



Wth arms appointed, and with treasure fraught,
Resolv'd, and willing, under ny conmand,

To run all hazards both of sea and | and.

The Morn began, fromlda, to display

Her rosy cheeks; and Phosphor |ed the day:
Before the gates the Grecians took their post,
And all pretense of late relief was |ost.

| yield to Fate, unwillingly retire,

And, |oaded, up the hill convey ny sire."

BOOK |11

"When Heav'n had overturn'd the Trojan state
And Priam s throne, by too severe a fate;

When ruin'd Troy becane the Grecians' prey,
And Iliums lofty towrs in ashes |ay;

Warn'd by celestial onens, we retreat,

To seek in foreign | ands a happier seat.

Near old Antandros, and at lda's foot,

The tinber of the sacred groves we cut,

And build our fleet; uncertain yet to find
What place the gods for our repose assign'd.
Friends daily flock; and scarce the kindly spring
Began to clothe the ground, and birds to sing,
Wien ol d Anchises sumon'd all to sea:

The crew ny father and the Fates obey.

Wth sighs and tears | |eave ny native shore,
And enpty fields, where Ilium stood before.

My sire, ny son, our |less and greater gods,
Al'l sail at once, and cleave the briny floods.
"Agai nst our coast appears a spacious | and,

Whi ch once the fierce Lycurgus did conmand,
(Thracia the nane- the people bold in war;
Vast are their fields, and tillage is their care,)
A hospitable real mwhile Fate was kind,

Wth Troy in friendship and religion join'd.

I land; with [ uckless onmens then adore

Their gods, and draw a line along the shore;

| lay the deep foundations of a wall,

And Aenos, namid fromne, the city call.

To Di onaean Venus vows are paid,

And all the powrs that rising |abors aid;

A bull on Jove's inperial altar [aid.

Not far, a rising hillock stood in view,

Sharp nyrtles on the sides, and cornels grew
There, while | went to crop the sylvan scenes,
And shade our altar with their leafy greens,

| pull'd a plant- with horror | relate

A prodigy so strange and full of fate.

The rooted fibers rose, and fromthe wound

Bl ack bl oody drops distill'd upon the ground.
Muite and amaz'd, my hair with terror stood;
Fear shrunk my sinews, and congeal'd ny bl ood.
Mann' d once again, another plant | try:

That other gush'd with the sane sangui ne dye.
Then, fearing guilt for sone offense unknown,
Wth pray'rs and vows the Dryads | atone,

Wth all the sisters of the woods, and nost
The God of Arns, who rules the Thraci an coast,
That they, or he, these onens would avert,

Rel ease our fears, and better signs inpart.



Clear'd, as | thought, and fully fix'd at length
To learn the cause, | tugged with all ny strength:
| bent nmy knees agai nst the ground; once nore
The violated nyrtle ran with gore.
Scarce dare | tell the sequel: fromthe wonb
O wounded earth, and caverns of the tonb,
A groan, as of a troubled ghost, renewd
My fright, and then these dreadful words ensued:
"Way dost thou thus ny buried body rend?
O spare the corpse of thy unhappy friend!
Spare to pollute thy pious hands w th bl ood:
The tears distil not fromthe wounded wood;
But ev'ry drop this living tree contains
I's kindred blood, and ran in Trojan veins.
Ofly fromthis unhospitable shore,
Warn'd by ny fate; for I am Pol ydore
Here | oads of lances, in ny blood enbrued,
Agai n shoot upward, by mny blood renew d."'
"My falt'ring tongue and shiv'ring linbs declare
My horror, and in bristles rose ny hair.
When Troy with Grecian arnms was cl osely pent,
ad Priam fearful of the war's event,
Thi s hapl ess Polydore to Thracia sent:
Loaded with gold, he sent his darling, far
From noi se and tunults, and destructive war,
Committed to the faithless tyrant's care;
Who, when he saw the pow r of Troy decline,
Forsook the weaker, with the strong to join;
Broke ev'ry bond of nature and of truth,
And murder'd, for his wealth, the royal youth.
O sacred hunger of pernicious gold!
What bands of faith can inpious lucre hold?
Now, when mny soul had shaken off her fears,
I call ny father and the Trojan peers;
Rel ate the prodigies of Heav'n, require
What he conmands, and their advice desire.
Al vote to | eave that execrable shore,
Pol luted with the bl ood of Pol ydore;
But, ere we sail, his fun'ral rites prepare,
Then, to his ghost, a tonb and altars rear
I n mournful ponp the matrons wal k the round,
Wth bal eful cypress and blue fillets crown'd,
Wth eyes dejected, and with hair unbound.
Then bow s of tepid nmlk and bl ood we pour
And thrice invoke the soul of Pol ydore.
"Now, when the raging storns no | onger reign
But southern gales invite us to the main,
We | aunch our vessels, with a prosp'rous wnd,
And | eave the cities and the shores behind.
"An island in th' Aegaean mmin appears;
Nept une and wat'ry Doris claimit theirs.
It floated once, till Phoebus fix"'d the sides
To rooted earth, and now it braves the tides.
Here, borne by friendly wi nds, we cone ashore,
Wth needful ease our weary linbs restore,
And the Sun's tenple and his town adore.
"Anius, the priest and king, with [aurel crown'd,
H s hoary locks with purple fillets bound,
Wio saw ny sire the Delian shore ascend,
Canme forth with eager haste to neet his friend,



Invites himto his palace; and, in sign
O ancient love, their plighted hands they join.
Then to the tenple of the god | went,
And thus, before the shrine, ny vows present:
"G ve, O Thynbraeus, give a resting place
To the sad relics of the Trojan race;
A seat secure, a region of their own,
A lasting enpire, and a happier town.
Where shall we fix? where shall our |abors end?
Wiom shall we follow, and what fate attend?
Let not ny pray'rs a doubtful answer find,
But in clear auguries unveil thy nind.'
Scarce had | said: he shook the holy ground,
The laurels, and the lofty hills around;
And fromthe tripos rush'd a bellow ng sound.
Prostrate we fell; confess'd the present god,
Wio gave this answer from his dark abode
" Undaunt ed youths, go, seek that nother earth
From whi ch your ancestors derive their birth.
The soil that sent you forth, her ancient race
In her old bosomshall again enbrace.
Thro' the wide world th' Aeneian house shall reign
And children's children shall the crown sustain.'
Thus Phoebus did our future fates disclose:
A mghty tumult, mx'd with joy, arose.

"Al'l are concern'd to know what place the god
Assign'd, and where determin'd our abode.
My father, long revolving in his nind
The race and lineage of the Trojan kind,
Thus answer'd their demands: 'Ye princes, hear
Your pleasing fortune, and dispel your fear
The fruitful isle of Crete, well known to fane
Sacred of old to Jove's inperial nane,
In the mid ocean lies, with |arge comand,
And on its plains a hundred cities stand.
Another lda rises there, and we
From t hence derive our Trojan ancestry.
Fromthence, as 't is divulg'd by certain faneg,
To the Rhoetean shores old Teucrus cane;
There fix'd, and there the seat of enpire chose,
Ere Iliumand the Trojan tow rs arose.
In hunble vales they built their soft abodes,
Till Cybele, the nother of the gods,
Wth tinkling cynmbals charmid th' |daean woods,
She secret rites and cerenonies taught,
And to the yoke the savage |ions brought.
Let us the land which Heav' n appoints, explore;
Appease the w nds, and seek the Grossian shore.
If Jove assists the passage of our fleet,
The third propitious dawn di scovers Crete.'
Thus having said, the sacrifices, laid
On snoking altars, to the gods he paid:
A bull, to Neptune an obl ation due,
Anot her bull to bright Apollo slew,
A mlk-white ewe, the western winds to pl ease,
And one coal -black, to calmthe storny seas.
Ere this, a flying runor had been spread
That fierce |domeneus fromCrete was fled
Expell'd and exil'd; that the coast was free
From forei gn or donestic eneny.



"W | eave the Delian ports, and put to sea;
By Naxos, fam d for vintage, nake our way;
Then green Donysa pass; and sail in sight
O Paros' isle, with marble quarries white.
W pass the scatter'd isles of Cyclades,
That, scarce distinguish'd, seemto stud the seas.
The shouts of sailors double near the shores;
They stretch their canvas, and they ply their oars.
"Al'l hands aloft! for Crete!l for Crete!' they cry,
And swiftly thro' the foany billows fly.
Full on the pronmis'd [and at [ ength we bore,
Wth joy descending on the Cretan shore.
Wth eager haste a rising town | frang,
Which fromthe Trojan Perganus | namne:
The nane itself was grateful; | exhort
To found their houses, and erect a fort.
Qur ships are haul'd upon the yellow strand;
The youth begin to till the labor'd |and;
And | nyself new marriages pronote,
Gve laws, and dwellings | divide by |ot;
When rising vapors choke the whol esone air,
And bl asts of noisome wi nds corrupt the year;
The trees devouring caterpillars burn;
Parch'd was the grass, and blighted was the corn:
Nor 'scape the beasts; for Sirius, fromon high,
Wth pestilential heat infects the sky:
My men- some fall, the rest in fevers fry.
Again ny father bids ne seek the shore
O sacred Del os, and the god inplore,
To | earn what end of woes we m ght expect,
And to what clinme our weary course direct.
"'T was night, when ev'ry creature, void of cares,
The conmon gift of bal ny slunber shares:
The statues of nmy gods (for such they seenid),
Those gods whom | from flam ng Troy redeen d,
Before me stood, mmjestically bright,
Full in the beans of Phoebe's ent'ring light.
Then thus they spoke, and eas'd ny troubled m nd:
"What fromthe Delian god thou go'st to find,
He tells thee here, and sends us to relate.
Those pow rs are we, conpanions of thy fate,
Who fromthe burning town by thee were brought,
Thy fortune follow d, and thy safety w ought.
Thro' seas and lands as we thy steps attend,
So shall our care thy glorious race befriend.
An anple realmfor thee thy fates ordain,
A town that o' er the conquer'd world shall reign.
Thou, nmighty walls for mighty nations build;
Nor let thy weary mnd to | abors vyield:
But change thy seat; for not the Delian god,
Nor we, have giv'n thee Crete for our abode.
A land there is, Hesperia call'd of old,
(The soil is fruitful, and the natives bol d-
Th' Qenotrians held it once,) by later fame
Now call'd Italia, fromthe |eader's nane.
| asi us there and Dardanus were born;
From t hence we cane, and thither nust return.
Rise, and thy sire with these glad tidings greet.
Search Italy; for Jove denies thee Crete.'
"Astonish'd at their voices and their sight,



(Nor were they dreans, but visions of the night;
| saw, | knew their faces, and descri ed,
In perfect view, their hair with fillets tied;)
| started fromny couch; a clamy sweat
On all nmy linbs and shiv'ring body sate.
To heav'n | lift ny hands wi th pious haste,
And sacred incense in the flanes | cast.
Thus to the gods their perfect honors done,
More cheerful, to ny good old sire | run
And tell the pleasing news. In little space
He found his error of the double race;
Not, as before he deenmid, deriv'd fromCrete;
No nore del uded by the doubtful seat:
Then said: 'O son, turmoil'd in Trojan fate!
Such things as these Cassandra did rel ate.
This day revives within nmy mnd what she
Foretold of Troy renew d in Italy,
And Latian | ands; but who could then have thought
That Phrygi an gods to Latium shoul d be brought,
O who believ'd what mad Cassandra taught?
Now | et us go where Phoebus | eads the way.'

"He said; and we with glad consent obey,
Forsake the seat, and, |eaving few behind,
We spread our sails before the willing w nd.
Now from the sight of |and our galleys nove,
Wth only seas around and ski es above;
Wien o' er our heads descends a burst of rain,
And night with sable clouds involves the main;
The ruffling winds the foany billows raise;
The scatter'd fleet is forc'd to sev'ral ways;
The face of heav'n is ravish'd fromour eyes,
And in redoubl ed peals the roaring thunder flies.
Cast from our course, we wander in the dark
No stars to guide, no point of land to mark
Ev' n Palinurus no distinction found
Betwi xt the night and day; such darkness reign'd around.
Three starl ess nights the doubtful navy strays,
W thout distinction, and three sunl ess days;
The fourth renews the Iight, and, from our shrouds,
W view a rising land, |ike distant clouds;
The nount ai n-tops confirmthe pleasing sight,
And curling snoke ascending fromtheir height.
The canvas falls; their oars the sailors ply;
Fromthe rude strokes the whirling waters fly.
At length | 1and upon the Strophades,
Safe fromthe danger of the storny seas
Those isles are conpass'd by th' lonian nain,
The dire abode where the foul Harpies reign
Forc'd by the winged warriors to repair
To their old honmes, and | eave their costly fare.
Monsters nore fierce offended Heav' n ne'er sent
From hel |l 's abyss, for human puni shrment:
Wth virgin faces, but w th wonbs obscene,
Foul paunches, and with ordure still unclean
Wth claws for hands, and |ooks for ever |ean

"W | anded at the port, and soon beheld
Fat herds of oxen graze the flow ry field,
And wanton goats w thout a keeper stray'd.
Wth weapons we the wel cone prey invade,
Then call the gods for partners of our feast,



And Jove hinself, the chief invited guest.

W spread the tables on the greensward ground;

W feed with hunger, and the bow s go round,

When from the nountain-tops, with hideous cry,

And clatt'ring wings, the hungry Harpies fly;

They snatch the neat, defiling all they find,

And, parting, |eave a |oathsone stench behind.

C ose by a hollow rock, again we sit,

New dress the dinner, and the beds refit,

Secure from sight, beneath a pl easi ng shade,

Wiere tufted trees a native arbor made.

Again the holy fires on altars burn

And once again the rav'nous birds return

O fromthe dark recesses where they lie,

O from anot her quarter of the sky;

Wth filthy claws their odious neal repeat,

And mix their |oathsone ordures with their neat.

I bid my friends for vengeance then prepare,

And with the hellish nation wage the war.

They, as conmanded, for the fight provide,

And in the grass their glitt'ring weapons hide;

Then, when along the crooked shore we hear

Their clatt'ring wings, and saw the foes appear

M senus sounds a charge: we take th' alarm

And our strong hands with swords and buckl ers arm

In this new kind of conbat all enploy

Their utnost force, the nonsters to destroy.

In vain- the fated skin is proof to wounds;

And fromtheir plunes the shining sword rebounds.

At length rebuff'd, they | eave their nangled prey,

And their stretch'd pinions to the skies display.

Yet one remmin'd- the nessenger of Fate:

High on a craggy cliff Celaeno sate,

And thus her dismal errand did relate:

"What! not contented with our oxen slain,

Dare you with Heav' n an inpious war naintain,

And drive the Harpies fromtheir native reign?

Heed therefore what | say; and keep in nind

What Jove decrees, what Phoebus has design'd,

And |, the Furies' queen, fromboth rel ate-

You seek th' Italian shores, foredoom d by fate:

Th' Italian shores are granted you to find,

And a safe passage to the port assign'd.

But know, that ere your pronmis'd walls you build,

My curses shall severely be fulfill'd.

Fierce fanmine is your lot for this m sdeed,

Reduc'd to grind the plates on which you feed.'

She said, and to the neighb'ring forest flew

Qur courage fails us, and our fears renew

Hopel ess to win by war, to pray'rs we fall,

And on th' offended Harpies hunbly call,

And whet her gods or birds obscene they were,

Qur vows for pardon and for peace prefer

But ol d Anchises, off'ring sacrifice,

And lifting up to heav'n his hands and eyes,

Ador'd the greater gods: 'Avert,' said he,

' These onens; render vain this prophecy,

And fromth' inpending curse a pious people free!'
"Thus having said, he bids us put to sea;

We | oose from shore our haul sers, and obey,



And soon with swelling sails pursue the wat'ry way.
Ami dst our course, Zacynthian woods appear
And next by rocky Neritos we steer:
W fly fromlthaca's detested shore,
And curse the land which dire U ysses bore.
At length Leucate's cloudy top appears,
And the Sun's tenple, which the sailor fears.
Resolv'd to breathe a while fromlabor past,
Qur crooked anchors fromthe prow we cast,
And joyful to the little city haste.
Here, safe beyond our hopes, our vows we pay
To Jove, the guide and patron of our way.
The custons of our country we pursue,
And Troj an games on Actian shores renew
Qur youth their naked |inbs besnmear with oil,
And exercise the wastlers' noble toil
Pleas'd to have sail'd so |long before the w nd,
And left so many G eci an towns behi nd.
The sun had now fulfill"'d his annual course,
And Boreas on the seas display'd his force:
I fix'd upon the tenple's lofty door
The brazen shield which vanqui sh'd Abas bore;
The verse beneath nmy nanme and acti on speaks:
' These arns Aeneas took fromconqu'ring G eeks.'
Then | conmand to wei gh; the seanen ply
Their sweeping oars; the snoking billows fly.
The sight of high Phaeacia soon we |ost,
And skimm d al ong Epirus' rocky coast.
"Then to Chaonia's port our course we bend,
And, | anded, to Buthrotus' heights ascend.
Here wondrous things were loudly blaz'd fane:
How Hel enus reviv'd the Trojan nane,
And reign'd in Geece; that Priam s captive son
Succeeded Pyrrhus in his bed and throne;
And fair Andronmache, restor'd by fate
Once nore was happy in a Trojan mate.
| leave ny galleys riding in the port,
And long to see the new Dardani an court.
By chance, the mournful queen, before the gate,
Then sol emi z' d her former husband's fate.
Green altars, rais'd of turf, with gifts she crown'd,
And sacred priests in order stand around,
And thrice the nanme of hapl ess Hector sound.
The grove itself resenbles Ida' s wood
And Sinois seem d the well-dissenbled flood.
But when at nearer distance she beheld
My shining arnor and ny Trojan shield,
Astonish'd at the sight, the vital heat
Forsakes her |inbs; her veins no | onger beat:
She faints, she falls, and scarce recov'ring strength,
Thus, with a falt'ring tongue, she speaks at | ength:
"'Are you alive, O goddess-born ?' she said,
'O if a ghost, then where is Hector's shade?
At this, she cast a loud and frightful cry.
Wth broken words | made this brief reply:
"All of me that renmins appears in sight;
| live, if living be to |oathe the light.
No phantom but | drag a wetched life,
My fate resenbling that of Hector's wife.
What have you suffer'd since you | ost your [ord?



By what strange bl essing are you now restor'd?
Still are you Hector's? or is Hector fled,
And his renmenbrance |ost in Pyrrhus' bed?
Wth eyes dejected, in a lowy tone,
After a nodest pause she thus begun

"*Oonly happy maid of Priam s race,
Wiom death deliver'd fromthe foes' enbrace
Conmanded on Achilles' tonb to die,
Not forc'd, like us, to hard captivity,
O in a haughty master's arns to lie.
In Grecian ships unhappy we were borne,
Endur'd the victor's lust, sustain'd the scorn
Thus | subrmitted to the | awl ess pride
O Pyrrhus, nore a handmaid than a bride.
Coy'd with possession, he forsook ny bed,
And Hel en's | ovely daughter sought to wed;
Then me to Trojan Hel enus resign'd,
And his two slaves in equal narriage join'd,
Till young Orestes, pierc'd with deep despair,
And longing to redeemthe promis'd fair,
Before Apollo's altar slew the ravisher
By Pyrrhus' death the ki ngdom we regain'd:
At least one half with Hel enus remain'd.
Qur part, from Chaon, he Chaonia calls,
And names from Perganmus his rising walls
But you, what fates have | anded on our coast?
What gods have sent you, or what storns have toss'd?
Does young Ascanius life and health enj oy,
Sav'd fromthe ruins of unhappy Troy?
Otell me how his nother's | oss he bears,
What hopes are pronis'd from his bl oonm ng years,
How nuch of Hector in his face appears?

She spoke; and nix'd her speech with mournful cries,
And fruitless tears cane trickling from her eyes.
"At length her lord descends upon the plain,

In ponp, attended with a numrous train;
Receives his friends, and to the city | eads,

And tears of joy amidst his wel cone sheds.
Proceedi ng on, another Troy | see,

O, in less conpass, Troy's epitone.

Ariv'let by the name of Xanthus ran

And | enbrace the Scaean gate again.

My friends in porticoes were entertain'd,

And feasts and pleasures thro' the city reign'd.

The tables fill'd the spacious hall around,
And gol den bow s with sparkling wi ne were crown'd.
Two days we pass'd in mrth, till friendly gales,

Bl own fromthe supplied our swelling sails.
Then to the royal seer | thus began:

'O thou, who know st, beyond the reach of man
The laws of heav'n, and what the stars decree;
Wiom Phoebus taught unerring prophecy,

From his own tripod, and his holy tree;
Skill'd in the wing'd inhabitants of air,

What auspices their notes and flights declare:
O say- for all religious rites portend

A happy voyage, and a prosp'rous end;

And ev'ry power and onen of the sky

Direct nmy course for destin'd Italy;

But only dire Cel aeno, from the gods,



A dismal famine fatally forebodes-
O say what dangers | amfirst to shun,
What toils vanqui sh, and what course to run.'

"The prophet first with sacrifice adores
The greater gods; their pardon then inplores;
Unbinds the fillet fromhis holy head,
To Phoebus, next, ny trenbling steps he I|ed,
Full of religious doubts and awful dread.
Then, with his god possess'd, before the shrine,
These words proceeded from his nmouth divine:
' O goddess-born, (for Heav'n's appointed wll,
Wth greater auspices of good than ill,
Foreshows thy voyage, and thy course directs;
Thy fates conspire, and Jove hinself protects,)
O many things sone few | shall explain,
Teach thee to shun the dangers of the main,
And how at length the promis'd shore to gain.
The rest the fates from Hel enus conceal,
And Juno's angry pow r forbids to tell.
First, then, that happy shore, that seens so nigh,
WIIl far fromyour deluded w shes fly;
Long tracts of seas divide your hopes fromltaly:
For you nust cruise along Sicilian shores,
And stemthe currents with your struggling oars;
Then round th' Italian coast your navy steer;
And, after this, to Circe's island veer;
And, last, before your new foundations rise,
Must pass the Stygian | ake, and view t he nether skies.
Now mark the signs of future ease and rest,
And bear them safely treasur'd in thy breast.
When, in the shady shelter of a wood,
And near the margin of a gentle flood,
Thou shalt behold a sow upon the ground,
Wth thirty sucking young enconpass'd round,
The dam and of fspring white as falling snow
These on thy city shall their name bestow,
And there shall end thy | abors and thy woe.
Nor let the threaten'd fanmine fright thy nind,
For Phoebus will assist, and Fate the way will find.
Let not thy course to that ill coast be bent,
Which fronts fromfar th' Epirian continent:
Those parts are all by Gecian foes possess'd;
The sal vage Locrians here the shores infest;
There fierce |doneneus his city builds,
And guards with arnms the Sal entinian fields;
And on the nmountain's brow Petilia stands,
Whi ch Philoctetes with his troops comands.
Ev' n when thy fleet is |anded on the shore,
And priests with holy vows the gods adore,
Then with a purple veil involve your eyes,
Lest hostile faces blast the sacrifice.
These rites and custons to the rest commend,
That to your pious race they may descend.

"' \When, parted hence, the wind, that ready waits
For Sicily, shall bear you to the straits
Where proud Pel orus opes a w der way,
Tack to the larboard, and stand off to sea:
Veer starboard sea and land. Th' Italian shore
And fair Sicilia's coast were one, before
An eart hquake caus'd the flaw the roaring tides



The passage broke that |land fromland divides;

And where the lands retir'd, the rushing ocean rides.

Di stinguish'd by the straits, on either hand,

Now rising cities in long order stand,

And fruitful fields: so nmuch can tinme invade

The nol d'ring work that beauteous Nature nade.

Far on the right, her dogs foul Scylla hides:

Charybdis roaring on the |left presides,

And in her greedy whirlpool sucks the tides;

Then spouts them frombelow with fury driv'n

The waves nount up and wash the face of heav'n

But Scylla fromher den, with open jaws,

The sinking vessel in her eddy draws,

Then dashes on the rocks. A human face,

And virgin bosom hides her tail's disgrace:

Her parts obscene bel ow the waves descend,

Wth dogs inclos'd, and in a dol phin end.

"T is safer, then, to bear aloof to sea,

And coast Pachynus, tho' with nore del ay,

Than once to view m sshapen Scylla near

And the loud yell of wat'ry wolves to hear
"'Besides, if faith to Hel enus be due,

And if prophetic Phoebus tell ne true,

Do not this precept of your friend forget,

Whi ch therefore nore than once | nust repeat:

Above the rest, great Juno's nane adore;

Pay vows to Juno; Juno's aid inplore.

Let gifts be to the mighty queen design'd,

And mollify with pray'rs her haughty mind

Thus, at the length, your passage shall be free,

And you shall safe descend on ltaly.

Arriv'd at Cumae, when you view the flood

O bl ack Avernus, and the soundi ng wood,

The mad prophetic Sibyl you shall find,

Dark in a cave, and on a rock reclin'd.

She sings the fates, and, in her frantic fits,

The notes and nanes, inscrib'd, to leafs comits.

What she commits to leafs, in order |aid,

Before the cavern's entrance are display'd:

Unnov'd they lie; but, if a blast of w nd

W thout, or vapors issue from behind,

The leafs are borne aloft in liquid air,

And she resunmes no nore her nuseful care,

Nor gathers fromthe rocks her scatter'd verse,

Nor sets in order what the w nds disperse.

Thus, nmany not succeedi ng, nost upbraid

The madness of the visionary maid,

And with loud curses | eave the nystic shade.
"*Think it not loss of tine a while to stay,

Tho' thy conpani ons chide thy [ong del ay;

Tho' summon'd to the seas, tho' pleasing gales

Invite thy course, and stretch thy swelling sails:

But beg the sacred priestess to relate

Wth willing words, and not to wite thy fate

The fierce Italian people she will show,

And all thy wars, and all thy future woe,

And what thou may'st avoid, and what nust undergo.

She shall direct thy course, instruct thy mnd

And teach thee how the happy shores to find.

This is what Heav'n allows nme to rel ate:



Now part in peace; pursue thy better fate,

And raise, by strength of arms, the Trojan state.'
"This when the priest with friendly voice declar'd,

He gave ne license, and rich gifts prepar'd:

Bount eous of treasure, he supplied nmy want

Wth heavy gold, and polish'd el ephant;

Then Dodonaean cal drons put on board,

And ev'ry ship with suns of silver stor'd.

A trusty coat of mail to nme he sent,

Thrice chain'd with gold, for use and ornanent;

The hel m of Pyrrhus added to the rest,

That flourish'd with a plunme and wavi ng crest.

Nor was ny sire forgotten, nor ny friends;

And large recruits he to my navy sends:

Men, horses, captains, arns, and warlike stores;

Suppl i es new pilots, and new sweepi hg oars.

Meantime, ny sire comands to hoist our sails,

Lest we should lose the first auspicious gales.
"The prophet bless'd the parting crew, and |ast,

Wth words |ike these, his ancient friend enbrac'd:

'dd happy man, the care of gods above

Wiom heav' nly Venus honor'd with her |ove,

And twice preserv'd thy life, when Troy was | ost,

Behold from far the wi sh'd Ausoni an coast:

There | and; but take a |l arger conpass round,

For that before is all forbidden ground.

The shore that Phoebus has design'd for you

At farther distance lies, conceal'd from view.

Go happy hence, and seek your new abodes,

Blest in a son, and favor'd by the gods:

For I with usel ess words prol ong your stay,

When sout hern gal es have sunmon'd you away.'
"Nor | ess the queen our parting thence deplor'd,

Nor was | ess bounteous than her Trojan |ord.

A nobl e present to ny son she brought,

A robe with flowrs on gol den tissue w ought,

A phrygian vest; and loads with gifts beside

O precious texture, and of Asian pride.

"Accept,' she said, 'these nmonunments of |ove,

Which in ny youth with happier hands | wove:

Regard these trifles for the giver's sake;

'"T is the last present Hector's wife can nake.

Thou call'st nmy |lost Astyanax to mind;

In thee his features and his forml find:

Hi s eyes so sparkled with a lively flane;

Such were his notions; such was all his frame

And ah! had Heav'n so pleas'd, his years had been the sane.'
"Wth tears | took ny |last adieu, and said:

"Your fortune, happy pair, already nade,

Leaves you no farther wish. My diff'rent state,

Avoi di ng one, incurs another fate.

To you a quiet seat the gods allow

You have no shores to search, no seas to plow,

Nor fields of flying Italy to chase:

(Del udi ng visions, and a vain enbrace!)

You see anot her Sinmpis, and enjoy

The | abor of your hands, another Troy,

Wth better auspice than her ancient tow rs,

And | ess obnoxious to the G ecian pow rs.

If e er the gods, whom| with vows adore,



Conduct my steps to Tiber's happy shore;
If ever | ascend the Latian throne,
And build a city I may call my own;
As both of us our birth from Troy deri ve,
So let our kindred lines in concord live,
And both in acts of equal friendship strive.
Qur fortunes, good or bad, shall be the sane:
The double Troy shall differ but in nane;
That what we now begin may never end,
But long to late posterity descend.'

"Near the Ceraunian rocks our course we bore;
The shortest passage to th' Italian shore.
Now had the sun w thdrawn his radiant |ight,
And hills were hid in dusky shades of night:
W | and, and, on the bosom O the ground,
A safe retreat and a bare | odgi ng found.
Cl ose by the shore we lay; the sailors keep
Their watches, and the rest securely sleep
The ni ght, proceeding on with silent pace,
Stood in her noon, and view d with equal face
Her steepy rise and her declining race.
Then wakeful Palinurus rose, to spy
The face of heav'n, and the nocturnal sky;
And listen'd ev'ry breath of air to try;
hserves the stars, and notes their sliding course,
The Pl ei ads, Hyads, and their wat'ry force;
And both the Bears is careful to behold,
And bright Oion, armd with burnish' d gold.
Then, when he saw no threat' ning tenpest nigh
But a sure promise of a settled sky,
He gave the sign to weigh; we break our sleep
For sake the pl easing shore, and pl ow the deep

"And now the rising norn with rosy |ight
Adorns the skies, and puts the stars to flight;
When we fromfar, like bluish msts, descry
The hills, and then the plains, of Italy.
Achates first pronounc'd the joyful sound;
Then, '"ltaly!' the cheerful crew rebound.
My sire Anchises crown'd a cup with wine
And, off'ring, thus inplor'd the pow rs divine:
'Ye gods, presiding over |ands and seas,
And you who ragi ng wi nds and waves appease,
Breathe on our swelling sails a prosp' rous w nd,
And snoot h our passage to the port assign' d!’
The gentle gales their flagging force renew,
And now t he happy harbor is in view
M nerva's tenple then salutes our sight,
Plac'd, as a landmark, on the nmountain's height.
We furl our sails, and turn the prows to shore;
The curling waters round the galleys roar
The Iand lies open to the raging east,
Then, bending Iike a bow, with rocks conpress'd,
Shuts out the storns; the winds and waves conpl ain,
And vent their nmalice on the cliffs in vain.
The port lies hid within; on either side
Two tow ring rocks the narrow nouth divide
The tenple, which aloft we view d before,
To distance flies, and seens to shun the shore.
Scarce | anded, the first onens | beheld
Were four white steeds that cropp'd the flowry field.



"War, war is threaten'd fromthis foreign ground,
My father cried, 'where warlike steeds are found.
Yet, since reclaimd to chariots they subnit,
And bend to stubborn yokes, and chanp the bit,
Peace may succeed to war.' Qur way we bend
To Pallas, and the sacred hill ascend;
There prostrate to the fierce virago pray,
Wiose tenple was the | andmark of our way.
Each with a Phrygian nmantle veil'd his head,
And all commands of Hel enus obey'd,
And pious rites to Grecian Juno paid.
These dues perform d, we stretch our sails, and stand
To sea, forsaking that suspected |and.
"From hence Tarentum s bay appears in view,
For Hercules renown'd, if fane be true.
Just opposite, Lacinian Juno stands;
Caul onian tow rs, and Scyl acaean strands,
For shi pwrecks fear'd. Munt Aetna thence we spy,
Known by the snoky flanmes which cloud the sky.
Far off we hear the waves with surly sound
I nvade the rocks, the rocks their groans rebound.
The billows break upon the sounding strand,
And roll the rising tide, inpure with sand.
Then thus Anchises, in experience ol d:
"'T is that Charybdis which the seer foretold,
And those the pronmis'd rocks! Bear off to seal’
Wth haste the frighted nariners obey.
First Palinurus to the |arboard veer'd;
Then all the fleet by his exanple steer'd.
To heav'n aloft on ridgy waves we ride,
Then down to hell descend, when they divide;
And thrice our galleys knock'd the stony ground,
And thrice the hollow rocks return'd the sound,
And thrice we saw the stars, that stood with dews around.
The flaggi ng wi nds forsook us, with the sun
And, wearied, on Cycl opian shores we run.
The port capacious, and secure from w nd
Is to the foot of thund ring Aetna join'd.
By turns a pitchy cloud she rolls on high;
By turns hot embers fromher entrails fly,
And fl akes of nounting flanes, that |ick the sky.
Ot fromher bowels nmassy rocks are thrown,
And, shiver'd by the force, come pieceneal down.
Ot liquid | akes of burning sul phur flow,
Fed fromthe fiery springs that boil bel ow
Encel adus, they say, transfix'd by Jove,
Wth blasted linbs cane tunbling from above;
And, where he fell, th' avenging father drew
This flaming hill, and on his body threw
As often as he turns his weary sides,
He shakes the solid isle, and snoke the heavens hides.
In shady woods we pass the tedious night,
Wher e bel |l owi ng sounds and groans our souls affright,
O which no cause is offer'd to the sight;
For not one star was kindled in the sky,
Nor could the nmoon her borrow d |ight supply;
For misty clouds involv'd the firnmanment,
The stars were nmuffled, and the nbon was pent.
"Scarce had the rising sun the day reveal 'd,
Scarce had his heat the pearly dews dispell'd,



When from the woods there bolts, before our sight,
Somewhat betwi xt a nortal and a sprite,

So thin, so ghastly neager, and so wan,

So bare of flesh, he scarce resenbled nan

This thing, all tatter'd, seemid fromfar t' inplore
Qur pious aid, and pointed to the shore.

We | ook behind, then view his shaggy beard;

His clothes were tagg'd with thorns, and filth his |inbs besnear'd;

The rest, in men, in habit, and in face,
Appear'd a G eek, and such indeed he was.

He cast on us, fromfar, a frightful view,

Whom soon for Trojans and for foes he knew
Stood still, and paus'd; then all at once began
To stretch his linbs, and trenbled as he ran
Soon as approach'd, upon his knees he falls,
And thus with tears and sighs for pity calls:
"Now, by the pow rs above, and what we share
From Nature's conmon gift, this vital air,

O Troj ans, take me hence! | beg no nore;
But bear ne far fromthis unhappy shore.
'"Tis true, | ama Geek, and farther own,

Anong your foes besieg'd th' inperial town.

For such denerits if ny death be due,

No nmore for this abandon'd life | sue;

This only favor let ny tears obtain,

To throw ne headlong in the rapid main:

Si nce nothing nore than death ny crinme demands,

| die content, to die by human hands."

He said, and on his knees ny knees enbrac'd:

| bade himboldly tell his fortune past,

Hi s present state, his lineage, and his nane,

Th' occasion of his fears, and whence he cane.

The good Anchises rais'd himwi th his hand;

Who, thus encourag'd, answer'd our denand:

"From Ithaca, ny native soil, | cane

To Troy; and Achaeneni des ny nane.

Me ny poor father with U ysses sent;

(Ohad | stay'd, with poverty content!)

But, fearful for thenselves, ny countrynen

Left ne forsaken in the Cycl ops' den

The cave, tho' large, was dark; the dismal floor

Was pav'd with mangled linbs and putrid gore.

Qur nonstrous host, of nore than human size,

Erects his head, and stares within the skies;

Bell owi ng his voice, and horrid is his hue.

Ye gods, remove this plague fromnortal view

The joints of slaughter'd wetches are his food;

And for his wine he quaffs the stream ng bl ood.

These eyes beheld, when with his spacious hand

He seiz'd two captives of our Grecian band;

Stretch'd on his back, he dash'd agai nst the stones

Their broken bodies, and their crackling bones:

Wth spouting bl ood the purple pavenent sw ns,

Wiile the dire glutton grinds the trenbling |inbs.
"' Not unreveng'd U ysses bore their fate,

Nor thoughtl ess of his own unhappy state;

For, gorg'd with flesh, and drunk with human w ne

Whil e fast asleep the giant |ay supine,

Snoring al oud, and bel ching fromhis maw

H s indigested foam and norsels raw,



W pray; we cast the lots, and then surround

The nonstrous body, stretch'd along the ground:

Each, as he could approach him |ends a hand

To bore his eyeball with a flam ng brand.

Beneath his frowning forehead |lay his eye;

For only one did the vast frane supply-

But that a globe so large, his front it fill'd,

Li ke the sun's disk or like a Grecian shield.

The stroke succeeds; and down the pupil bends:

Thi s vengeance follow d for our slaughter'd friends.

But haste, unhappy wetches, haste to fly!

Your cables cut, and on your oars rely!

Such, and so vast as Pol yphene appears,

A hundred nore this hated island bears:

Like him in caves they shut their woolly sheep

Like him their herds on tops of nountains keep

Like him with mghty strides, they stalk fromsteep to steep

And now three noons their sharpen'd horns renew,

Since thus, in woods and wilds, obscure from view,

| drag ny | oathsonme days with nortal fright,

And in deserted caverns | odge by night;

Ot fromthe rocks a dreadful prospect see

O the huge Cyclops, like a wal king tree:

Fromfar | hear his thund' ring voice resound,

And tranpling feet that shake the solid ground.

Cornel s and sal vage berries of the wood,

And roots and herbs, have been ny nmeager food.

While all around ny | onging eyes | cast,

| saw your happy shi ps appear at |ast.

On those | fix'd ny hopes, to these | run

'"Tis all | ask, this cruel race to shun

What ot her death you pl ease, yourselves bestow'
"Scarce had he said, when on the nountain's brow

W saw the gi ant shepherd stal k before

His following flock, and | eading to the shore:

A nonstrous bul k, deform d, depriv'd of sight;

H s staff a trunk of pine, to guide his steps aright.

Hi s pond' rous whistle fromhis neck descends;

His woolly care their pensive lord attends:

This only solace his hard fortune sends.

Soon as he reach'd the shore and touch'd the waves,

Fromhis bor'd eye the gutt'ring blood he | aves:

He gnash'd his teeth, and groan'd; thro' seas he strides,

And scarce the topnost billows touch'd his sides.
"Seiz'd with a sudden fear, we run to sea,

The cables cut, and silent haste away;

The wel | -deserving stranger entertain;

Then, buckling to the work, our oars divide the nain.

The giant harken'd to the dashi ng sound:

But, when our vessels out of reach he found,

He strided onward, and in vain essay'd

Th' 1onian deep, and durst no farther wade.

Wth that he roar'd aloud: the dreadful cry

Shakes earth, and air, and seas; the billows fly

Before the bellowi ng noise to distant Italy.

The neigh'ring Aetna trenbling all around,

The wi ndi ng caverns echo to the sound.

H s brother Cyclops hear the yelling roar

And, rushing down the nountains, crowd the shore.

We saw their stern distorted | ooks, fromfar



And one-eyed gl ance, that vainly threaten'd war:

A dreadful council, with their heads on high;

(The misty clouds about their foreheads fly;)

Not yielding to the towring tree of Jove

O tallest cypress of Diana's grove.

New pangs of nortal fear our ninds assail

W tug at ev'ry oar, and hoist up ev'ry sail,

And take th' advantage of the friendly gale.

Forewarn'd by Hel enus, we strive to shun

Charybdis' gulf, nor dare to Scylla run

An equal fate on either side appears:

W, tacking to the left, are free fromfears;

For, from Pelorus' point, the North arose,

And drove us back where swift Pantagias fl ows.

H s rocky nmouth we pass, and nake our way

By Thapsus and Megara's wi ndi ng bay.

Thi s passage Achaeneni des had shown,

Traci ng the course which he before had run
"Right o'er against Plenmyriums wat'ry strand,

There lies an isle once call'd th' Otygian | and.

Al pheus, as old fame reports, has found

From Greece a secret passage under ground,

By | ove to beauteous Arethusa |ed;

And, mingling here, they roll in the same sacred bed.

As Hel enus enjoin'd, we next adore

D ana's nane, protectress of the shore.

Wth prosp'rous gal es we pass the quiet sounds

O still Elorus, and his fruitful bounds.

Then, doubling Cape Pachynus, we survey

The rocky shore extended to the sea.

The town of Camarine fromfar we see

And fenny | ake, undrain'd by fate's decree.

In sight of the CGeloan fields we pass,

And the large walls, where nighty Cela was;

Then Agragas, with lofty sumits crown'd,

Long for the race of warlike steeds renown' d.

We pass'd Selinus, and the pal ny |and,

And wi dely shun the Lilybaean strand,

Unsafe, for secret rocks and noving sand.

At length on shore the weary fleet arriv'd,

Whi ch Drepanumi s unhappy port receiv'd.

Here, after endless |abors, often toss'd

By raging stornms, and driv'n on ev'ry coast,

My dear, dear father, spent with age, | lost:

Ease of ny cares, and sol ace of ny pain,

Sav'd thro' a thousand toils, but sav'd in vain

The prophet, who ny future woes reveal'd,

Yet this, the greatest and the worst, conceal' d;

And dire Cel aeno, whose foreboding skil

Denounc'd all else, was silent of the ill.

This nmy last |labor was. Sone friendly god

From t hence convey'd us to your blest abode."
Thus, to the list'ning queen, the royal guest

Hi s wand'ring course and all his toils express'd;

And here concluding, he retir'd to rest.

BOXK |V

But anxi ous cares already seiz'd the queen
She fed within her veins a flane unseen
The hero's valor, acts, and birth inspire



Her soul with love, and fan the secret fire.
H s words, his looks, inprinted in her heart,
| nprove the passion, and increase the snart.
Now, when the purple norn had chas'd away
The dewy shadows, and restor'd the day,

Her sister first with early care she sought,
And thus in mournful accents eas'd her thought:
"My dearest Anna, what new dreans affright

My lab'ring soul! what visions of the night

Disturb ny quiet, and distract ny breast

Wth strange ideas of our Trojan guest!

H's worth, his actions, and majestic air,

A man descended fromthe gods decl are.

Fear ever argues a degenerate kind;

Hs birth is well asserted by his nind

Then, what he suffer'd, when by Fate betray'd!

What brave attenpts for falling Troy he nade!

Such were his | ooks, so gracefully he spoke,

That, were | not resolv'd agai nst the yoke

O hapl ess narriage, never to be curst

Wth second | ove, so fatal was ny first,

To this one error | might yield again;

For, since Sichaeus was untinely slain,

This only man is able to subvert

The fix'd foundations of my stubborn heart.

And, to confess ny frailty, to nmy shane

Sonewhat | find within, if not the sane

Too like the sparkles of ny former flane.

But first let yawning earth a passage rend,

And let nme thro' the dark abyss descend;

First let avenging Jove, with flames from high

Drive down this body to the nether sky,

Condemrm' d with ghosts in endless night to lie,

Before | break the plighted faith I gave!

No! he who had nmy vows shall ever have;

For, whom| lov'd on earth, | worship in the grave.
She said: the tears ran gushing from her eyes,

And stopp'd her speech. Her sister thus replies:

"O dearer than the vital air | breathe,

WIIl you to grief your blooning years bequeath,

Condemrm' d to waste in woes your lonely life,

Wthout the joys of nother or of wfe?

Thi nk you these tears, this ponmpous train of woe,

Are known or val ued by the ghosts bel ow?

| grant that, while your sorrows yet were green

It well becane a woman, and a queen

The vows of Tyrian princes to neglect,

To scorn Hyarbas, and his |ove reject,

Wth all the Libyan | ords of mghty nane;

But will you fight against a pleasing flane!

This little spot of |land, which Heav' n bestows,

On ev'ry side is henmid with warlike foes;

Gaetulian cities here are spread around,

And fierce Numidians there your frontiers bound;

Here lies a barren waste of thirsty |and,

And there the Syrtes raise the noving sand;

Bar caean troops besi ege the narrow shore,

And fromthe sea Pygmalion threatens nore

Propitious Heav'n, and graci ous Juno, |ead

This wand' ring navy to your needful aid:



How wi Il your enpire spread, your city rise,
From such a union, and with such allies?

I mpl ore the favor of the pow rs above,

And | eave the conduct of the rest to |ove.

Continue still your hospitable way,
And still invent occasions of their stay,
Till storms and winter winds shall cease to threat,

And pl anks and oars repair their shatter'd fleet."
These words, which froma friend and sister cane,
Wth ease resolv'd the scruples of her faneg,
And added fury to the kindled flane.
Inspir'd with hope, the project they pursue;
On ev'ry altar sacrifice renew
A chosen ewe of two years old they pay
To Ceres, Bacchus, and the God of Day;
Preferring Juno's pow r, for Juno ties
The nuptial knot and nmakes the marriage joys.
The beaut eous queen before her altar stands,
And hol ds the gol den goblet in her hands.
A mlk-white heifer she with flow rs adorns,
And pours the ruddy w ne betw xt her horns;
And, while the priests with pray'r the gods invoke,
She feeds their altars with Sabaean snoke,
Wth hourly care the sacrifice renews,
And anxiously the panting entrails views.
What priestly rites, alas! what pious art,
What vows avail to cure a bleeding heart!
A gentle fire she feeds within her veins,
Wiere the soft god secure in silence reigns.
Sick with desire, and seeking himshe | oves,
From street to street the raving Dido roves.
So when the watchful shepherd, fromthe blind,
Wunds with a random shaft the carel ess hind,
Distracted with her pain she flies the woods,
Bounds o' er the lawn, and seeks the silent floods,
Wth fruitless care; for still the fatal dart
Sticks in her side, and rankles in her heart.
And now she | eads the Trojan chief along
The lofty walls, amidst the busy throng;
Di spl ays her Tyrian wealth, and rising town,
Whi ch | ove, wi thout his |abor, makes his own.
This ponp she shows, to tenpt her wand'ring guest;
Her falt'ring tongue forbids to speak the rest.
Wien day declines, and feasts renew the night,
Still on his face she feeds her fami sh'd sight;
She longs again to hear the prince relate
H s own adventures and the Trojan fate.
He tells it o'er and o' er; but still in vain,
For still she begs to hear it once again.
The hearer on the speaker's nouth depends,
And thus the tragic story never ends.
Then, when they part, when Phoebe's paler |ight
Wthdraws, and falling stars to sleep invite,
She | ast remains, when ev'ry guest is gone,
Sits on the bed he press'd, and sighs al one;
Absent, her absent hero sees and hears;
O in her bosomyoung Ascani us bears,
And seeks the father's inage in the child,
If Iove by Iikeness might be so beguil'd.
Meantinme the rising towrs are at a stand;



No | abors exercise the yout hful band,

Nor use of arts, nor toils of arns they know,

The nmole is left unfinish'd to the foe;

The mounds, the works, the walls, neglected lie,

Short of their promis'd heighth, that seemd to threat the sky,
But when inperial Juno, from above,

Saw Dido fetter'd in the chains of |ove

Hot with the venom which her veins inflamd

And by no sense of shane to be reclaimd

Wth soothing words to Venus she begun

"Hi gh praises, endless honors, you have won,

And mighty trophies, with your worthy son

Two gods a silly wonan have undone!

Nor am | ignorant, you both suspect

This rising city, which nmy hands erect:

But shall celestial discord never cease?

'"T is better ended in a lasting peace.

You stand possess'd of all your soul desir'd:

Poor Dido with consunming love is fir'd.

Your Trojan with nmy Tyrian let us join;

So Dido shall be yours, Aeneas mnine

One comon ki ngdom one united |ine.

Eliza shall a Dardan | ord obey,

And | ofty Carthage for a dow r convey."

Then Venus, who her hidden fraud descried,

Whi ch woul d the scepter of the world m sguide

To Li byan shores, thus artfully replied:

"Who, but a fool, would wars with Juno choose,

And such alliance and such gifts refuse,

If Fortune with our joint desires conply?

The doubt is all from Jove and destiny;

Lest he forbid, with absol ute conmand,

To mi x the people in one comon | and-

O wll the Trojan and the Tyrian line

In lasting | eagues and sure succession join?

But you, the partner of his bed and throne,

May nove his mind; ny wi shes are your own."
"Mne," said inperial Juno, "be the care;

Time urges, now, to perfect this affair:

Attend my counsel, and the secret share.

When next the Sun his rising light displays,

And gilds the world below with purple rays,

The queen, Aeneas, and the Tyrian court

Shall to the shady woods, for sylvan gane, resort.

There, while the huntsnmen pitch their toils around,

And cheerful horns fromside to side resound,

A pitchy cloud shall cover all the plain

Wth hail, and thunder, and tenpestuous rain;

The fearful train shall take their speedy flight,

Di spers'd, and all involv'd in gloony night;

One cave a grateful shelter shall afford

To the fair princess and the Trojan |ord.

I will nyself the bridal bed prepare,

If you, to bless the nuptials, will be there:

So shall their Ioves be crown'd with due delights,

And Hynen shall be present at the rites.”

The Queen of Love consents, and closely sniles

At her vain project, and discover'd wles.
The rosy norn was risen fromthe main,

And horns and hounds awake the princely train:



They issue early thro' the city gate,
Where the nore wakeful huntsmen ready wait,
Wth nets, and toils, and darts, beside the force
O Spartan dogs, and swi ft Mssylian horse.
The Tyrian peers and officers of state
For the sl ow queen in antechanbers wait;
Her lofty courser, in the court bel ow
Who his majestic rider seens to know,
Proud of his purple trappings, paws the ground,
And chanps the gol den bit, and spreads the foam around.
The queen at |ength appears; on either hand
The brawny guards in nartial order stand.
Aflowr'd simar with golden fringe she wore
And at her back a gol den quiver bore;
Her flowi ng hair a golden caul restrains,
A gol den clasp the Tyrian robe sustains.
Then young Ascanius, with a sprightly grace,
Leads on the Trojan youth to view the chase.
But far above the rest in beauty shines
The great Aeneas, the troop he joins;
Li ke fair Apollo, when he | eaves the frost
O wint'ry Xanthus, and the Lycian coast,
Wien to his native Delos he resorts,
O dai ns the dances, and renews the sports;
Wiere painted Scythians, mx'd with Cretan bands,
Before the joyful altars join their hands:
Hi msel f, on Cynthus wal ki ng, sees bel ow
The merry madness of the sacred show
G een weaths of bays his length of hair inclose;
A golden fillet binds his awful brows;
Hi s quiver sounds: not |less the prince is seen
In manly presence, or in lofty mien

Now had they reach'd the hills, and stormd the seat
O salvage beasts, in dens, their last retreat.
The cry pursues the nmountain goats: they bound
Fromrock to rock, and keep the craggy ground,
Quite otherwi se the stags, a trenbling train,
In herds unsingled, scour the dusty plain,
And a long chase in open view maintain.
The gl ad Ascani us, as his courser guides,
Spurs thro' the vale, and these and those outrides.
Hi s horse's flanks and sides are forc'd to fee
The cl anki ng |l ash, and goring of the steel
Impatiently he views the feeble prey,
W shi ng sone nobl er beast to cross his way,
And rat her would the tusky boar attend,
O see the tawny |ion downward bend.

Meantime, the gath'ring clouds obscure the skies:
From pole to pole the forky lightning flies;
The rattling thunders roll; and Juno pours
A wintry deluge down, and soundi ng show rs.
The conpany, dispers'd, to converts ride
And seek the honely cots, or nountain's holl ow side.
The rapid rains, descending fromthe hills,
To rolling torrents raise the creeping rills.
The queen and prince, as love or fortune guides,
One conmon cavern in her bosom hi des.
Then first the trenbling earth the signal gave,
And flashing fires enlighten all the cave;
Hell from bel ow, and Juno from above,



And howl i ng nynphs, were conscious of their |ove.
Fromthis ill-omen'd hour in time arose
Debat e and death, and all succeedi hg woes.
The queen, whom sense of honor could not nove,
No | onger made a secret of her |ove,
But call'd it marriage, by that specious name
To veil the crime and sanctify the shane.
The I oud report thro' Libyan cities goes.
Fame, the great ill, fromsmall begi nnings grows:
Swift fromthe first; and ev'ry nmonment brings
New vigor to her flights, new pinions to her w ngs.
Soon grows the pigmy to gigantic size;
Her feet on earth, her forehead in the skies.
Inrag' d agai nst the gods, revengeful Earth
Produc' d her last of the Titanian birth.
Swift is her walk, nore swift her w nged haste:
A nonstrous phantom horrible and vast.
As many plunmes as raise her lofty flight,
So many piercing eyes inlarge her sight;
M1 lions of opening nouths to Fane bel ong,
And ev'ry nouth is furnish'd with a tongue,
And round with list'ning ears the flying plague is hung.
She fills the peaceful universe with cries;
No slunmbers ever close her wakeful eyes;
By day, fromlofty towrs her head she shews,
And spreads thro' trenbling crowds di sastrous news;
Wth court inforners haunts, and royal spies;
Thi ngs done rel ates, not done she feigns, and nmingles truth with
lies.
Tal k is her business, and her chief delight
To tell of prodigies and cause affright.
She fills the people's ears with Dido' s nane
Wio, lost to honor and the sense of shane,
Admits into her throne and nuptial bed
A wand' ring guest, who fromhis country fled:
Whol e days with himshe passes in delights,
And wastes in luxury long winter nights,
Forgetful of her fame and royal trust,
Dissolv'd in ease, abandon'd to her |ust.
The goddess wi dely spreads the |loud report,
And flies at length to King Hyarba's court.
Wien first possess'd with this unwel cone news
Whom di d he not of nen and gods accuse?
This prince, fromravish'd Garamantis born
A hundred tenmples did with spoils adorn,
In Anmmon's honor, his celestial sire;
A hundred altars fed with wakeful fire;
And, thro' his vast doninions, priests ordain'd,
Wiose wat chful care these holy rites nmaintain'd.
The gates and columms were wi th garlands crown'd,
And bl ood of victimbeasts enrich'd the ground.
He, when he heard a fugitive could nove
The Tyrian princess, who disdain'd his |ove,
His breast with fury burn'd, his eyes with fire,
Mad with despair, inpatient with desire;
Then on the sacred altars pouring w ne,
He thus with pray'rs inplor'd his sire divine:
"Great Jove! propitious to the Moorish race,
Who feast on painted beds, with off'rings grace
Thy tenples, and adore thy pow r divine



Wth blood of victinms, and with sparkling w ne,
Seest thou not this? or do we fear in vain

Thy boasted thunder, and thy thoughtless reign?

Do thy broad hands the forky Iightnings |ance?
Thine are the bolts, or the blind work of chance?
A wand' ring woman builds, within our state,
Alittle town, bought at an easy rate;

She pays ne homage, and ny grants all ow

A narrow space of Libyan lands to plow

Yet, scorning ne, by passion blindly |ed,

Admits a banish'd Trojan to her bed!

And now this other Paris, with his train

O conquer'd cowards, nust in Afric reign

(Whom what they are, their [ ooks and garb confess,
Their locks with oil perfumd, their Lydian dress.)
He takes the spoil, enjoys the princely dane;

And |, rejected I, adore an enpty nane."

H s vows, in haughty ternms, he thus preferr'd,
And held his altar's horns. The nighty Thund' rer heard;
Then cast his eyes on Carthage, where he found
The lustful pair in |law ess pleasure drown'd,

Lost in their I|oves, insensible of shane,

And both forgetful of their better fane.

He calls Cyllenius, and the god attends,

By whom hi s nenaci ng command he sends:

"Go, mount the western w nds, and cl eave the sky;
Then, with a swift descent, to Carthage fly:
There find the Trojan chief, who wastes his days
In slothful not and inglorious ease,

Nor minds the future city, giv'n by fate.

To himthis nmessage fromny nouth rel ate:

"Not so fair Venus hop'd, when twi ce she won
Thy life with pray'rs, nor pronmis'd such a son
Hers was a hero, destin'd to comuand

A martial race, and rule the Latian |and,

Wio should his ancient |line from Teucer draw,
And on the conquer'd world inpose the [aw.'

If glory cannot nove a nmind so nean,

Nor future praise fromfading pl easure wean,
Yet why shoul d he defraud his son of fane,

And grudge the Romans their inmmortal nane!

What are his vain designs! what hopes he nore
Fromhis long ling'ring on a hostile shore,
Regardl ess to redeem hi s honor |ost,

And for his race to gain th' Ausoni an coast!
Bid himwith speed the Tyrian court forsake;
Wth this command the slunb' ring warrior wake."

Her nes obeys; with gol den pinions binds
His flying feet, and nounts the western wi nds:
And, whether o'er the seas or earth he flies,
Wth rapid force they bear himdown the skies.

But first he grasps within his awful hand

The mark of sov'reign powr, his nagi c wand;

Wth this he draws the ghosts from hol | ow graves;
Wth this he drives them down the Stygi an waves;

Wth this he seals in sleep the wakeful sight,

And eyes, tho' clos'd in death, restores to light.
Thus arm d, the god begins his airy race,

And drives the racking clouds along the liquid space;
Now sees the tops of Atlas, as he flies,



Whose brawny back supports the starry skies;

Atlas, whose head, with piny forests crown'd,

I's beaten by the winds, with foggy vapors bound.

Snows hide his shoulders; from beneath his chin

The founts of rolling streans their race begin;

A beard of ice on his large breast depends.

Here, pois'd upon his w ngs, the god descends:

Then, rested thus, he fromthe tow ring hei ght

Plung'd downward, with precipitated flight,

Li ghts on the seas, and skinms along the flood.

As waterfow , who seek their fishy food,

Less, and yet less, to distant prospect show,

By turns they dance aloft, and dive bel ow

Li ke these, the steerage of his wings he plies,

And near the surface of the water flies,

Till, having pass'd the seas, and cross'd the sands,

He clos'd his wings, and stoop'd on Libyan |ands:

Wier e shepherds once were hous'd in honely sheds,

Now tow rs within the clouds advance their heads.

Arriving there, he found the Trojan prince

New ranparts raising for the town's defense

A purple scarf, with gold enbroider'd o'er,

(Queen Dido's gift,) about his waist he wore;

A sword, with glitt'ring genms diversified

For ornanent, not use, hung idly by his side.
Then thus, with wi nged words, the god began

Resumi ng his own shape: "Degenerate nman

Thou woman's property, what mek'st thou here,

These foreign walls and Tyrian tow rs to rear

Forgetful of thy own? All-pow rful Jove

Wio sways the world bel ow and heav' n above,

Has sent nme down with this severe conmand:

What neans thy ling'ring in the Libyan |and?

If glory cannot nove a nmind so nean,

Nor future praise fromflitting pleasure wean,

Regard the fortunes of thy rising heir:

The promis'd crown | et young Ascani us wear,

To whom th' Ausonian scepter, and the state

O Rone's inperial name is owd by fate."

So spoke the god; and, speaking, took his flight,

Involv'd in clouds, and vani sh'd out of sight.
The pious prince was seiz'd with sudden fear

Miuite was his tongue, and upright stood his hair.

Revol ving in his nmind the stern comrand,

He longs to fly, and | oathes the charning | and.

What shoul d he say? or how shoul d he begi n?

What course, alas! renmins to steer between

Th' of fended | over and the pow rful queen?

This way and that he turns his anxious nind

And all expedients tries, and none can find.

Fix'd on the deed, but doubtful of the means,

After long thought, to this advice he |eans:

Three chiefs he calls, commands themto repair

The fleet, and ship their men with silent care;

Some pl ausi bl e pretense he bids themfind,

To col or what in secret he design'd.

Hi msel f, nmeantime, the softest hours would choose,

Before the I ove-sick | ady heard the news;

And nmove her tender nind, by slow degrees,

To suffer what the sov'reign pow r decrees:



Jove will inspire him when, and what to say.
They hear with pleasure, and with haste obey.

But soon the queen perceives the thin disguise:
(What arts can blind a jeal ous wonan's eyes!)
She was the first to find the secret fraud,
Before the fatal news was blaz'd abroad.

Love the first notions of the |over hears,
Quick to presage, and ev'n in safety fears.

Nor inpious Fanme was wanting to report

The ships repair'd, the Trojans' thick resort,
And purpose to forsake the Tyrian court.
Frantic with fear, inpatient of the wound,

And inpotent of mind, she roves the city round.
Less wild the Bacchanal i an danes appear,

When, fromafar, their nightly god they hear
And howl about the hills, and shake the wreathy spear
At length she finds the dear perfidious nman;
Prevents his formid excuse, and thus began
"Base and ungrateful! could you hope to fly,
And undi scover'd scape a |lover's eye?

Nor could ny kindness your conpassion nove.

Nor plighted vows, nor dearer bands of |ove?
O is the death of a despairing queen

Not worth preventing, tho' too well foreseen?
Ev' n when the wintry wi nds conmand your stay,
You dare the tenpests, and defy the sea.

Fal se as you are, suppose you were not bound
To | ands unknown, and foreign coasts to sound;
Were Troy restor'd, and Priam s happy reign
Now durst you tenpt, for Troy, the raging main?
See whom you fly! am| the foe you shun?

Now, by those holy vows, so |ate begun

By this right hand, (since | have nothing nore
To chal l enge, but the faith you gave before;)

| beg you by these tears too truly shed,

By the new pl easures of our nuptial bed;

If ever Dido, when you nost were Kkind,

Were pleasing in your eyes, or touch'd your nind
By these ny pray'rs, if pray'rs may yet have pl ace,
Pity the fortunes of a falling race.

For you | have provok'd a tyrant's hate,
Incens'd the Libyan and the Tyrian state;

For you alone | suffer in ny fane,

Bereft of honor, and expos'd to shane.

Whom have | now to trust, ungrateful guest?
(That only name remains of all the rest!)

What have | left? or whither can | fly?

Must | attend Pygmalion's cruelty,

O till Hyarba shall in triunph |ead

A queen that proudly scorn'd his proffer'd bed?
Had you deferr'd, at |east, your hasty flight,
And | eft behind sonme pl edge of our delight,
Sone babe to bless the nother's nournful sight,
Sonme young Aeneas, to supply your place,

Whose features might express his father's face;
| should not then conplain to |live bereft

O all ny husband, or be wholly left."

Here paus'd the queen. Unnov'd he holds his eyes,
By Jove's conmand; nor suffer'd love to rise
Tho' heaving in his heart; and thus at length replies:



"Fair queen, you never can enough repeat

Your boundl ess favors, or | own ny debt;

Nor can ny nmind forget Eliza' s nane,

Wiile vital breath inspires this nortal frane.

This only let ne speak in ny defense:

I never hop'd a secret flight from hence,

Mich | ess pretended to the lawful claim

O sacred nuptials, or a husband's nane.

For, if indulgent Heav'n would | eave ne free,

And not submit nmy life to fate's decree,

My choice would lead ne to the Trojan shore,

Those relics to review, their dust adore,

And Priams ruin'd palace to restore.

But now t he Del phi an oracl e comuands,

And fate invites ne to the Latian |ands.

That is the pronis'd place to which | steer

And all nmy vows are term nated there.

If you, a Tyrian, and a stranger born

Wth walls and tow rs a Libyan town adorn

Wiy may not we- like you, a foreign race-

Li ke you, seek shelter in a foreign place?

As often as the night obscures the skies

Wth humi d shades, or twinkling stars arise,

Anchi ses' angry ghost in dreans appears,

Chides ny delay, and fills ny soul with fears;

And young Ascanius justly may conplain

O his defrauded and destin'd reign

Ev' n now the herald of the gods appear'd:

Waking | saw him and his message heard.

From Jove he canme conmission'd, heav'nly bright

Wth radi ant beans, and nanifest to sight

(The sender and the sent | both attest)

These walls he enter'd, and those words express'd.

Fair queen, oppose not what the gods conmand;

Forc'd by ny fate, | |eave your happy |and."
Thus whil e he spoke, already she began

Wth sparkling eyes, to viewthe guilty nman

From head to foot survey'd his person o'er

Nor | onger these outrageous threats forebore:

"Fal se as thou art, and, nore than fal se, forsworn!

Not sprung from nobl e bl ood, nor goddess-born

But hewn from harden'd entrails of a rock!

And rough Hyrcanian tigers gave thee suck

Wiy should | fawn? what have | worse to fear?

Did he once look, or lent a list'ning ear

Sigh'd when | sobb'd, or shed one kindly tear?-

Al'l synptons of a base ungrateful mnd,

So foul, that, which is worse, 'tis hard to find.

O man's injustice why should I conpl ain?

The gods, and Jove hinself, behold in vain

Triunphant treason; yet no thunder flies,

Nor Juno views nmy wongs with equal eyes;

Faithless is earth, and faithless are the skies!

Justice is fled, and Truth is now no norel

| sav'd the shipwack'd exile on ny shore;

Wth needful food his hungry Trojans fed;

| took the traitor to my throne and bed:

Fool that | was- 't is little to repeat

The rest- | stor'd and rigg'd his ruin'd fleet.

| rave, | rave! A god's conmmand he pl eads,



And makes Heav' n accessary to his deeds.
Now Lycian lots, and now the Delian god,
Now Hermes is enploy'd fromJove's abode
To warn himhence; as if the peaceful state
O heav'nly pow rs were touch'd with hurman fate!
But go! thy flight no |longer | detain-
Go seek thy pronis'd ki ngdomthro' the main!
Yet, if the heav'ns will hear ny pious vow,
The faithl ess waves, not half so false as thou
O secret sands, shall sepul chers afford
To thy proud vessels, and their perjur'd lord.
Then shalt thou call on injur'd D do's nane:
Di do shall cone in a black sul ph'ry flane,
Wien death has once dissolv'd her nortal frane;
Shall snmile to see the traitor vainly weep:
Her angry ghost, arising fromthe deep
Shal | haunt thee waking, and disturb thy sleep
At | east ny shade thy puni shment shall know,
And Fane shall spread the pleasing news bel ow "
Abruptly here she stops; then turns away
Her | oathing eyes, and shuns the sight of day.
Amaz' d he stood, revolving in his nind
What speech to frame, and what excuse to find.
Her fearful maids their fainting mstress |ed,
And softly laid her on her ivory bed.
But good Aeneas, tho' he nuch desir'd
To give that pity which her grief requir'd,
Tho' nuch he nourn'd, and labor'd with his |ove,
Resol v' d at |ength, obeys the will of Jove;
Reviews his forces: they with early care
Unnmoor their vessels, and for sea prepare.
The fleet is soon afloat, in all its pride,
And well-calk'd galleys in the harbor ride.
Then oaks for oars they fell'd; or, as they stood,
O its green arns despoil'd the growi ng wood,
Studious of flight. The beach is cover'd o'er
Wth Trojan bands, that blacken all the shore:
On ev'ry side are seen, descendi ng down,
Thi ck swarnms of soldiers, |oaden fromthe town.
Thus, in battalia, march enbodi ed ants,
Fearful of winter, and of future wants,
T invade the corn, and to their cells convey
The plunder'd forage of their yellow prey.
The sable troops, along the narrow tracks,
Scarce bear the weighty burthen on their backs:
Sone set their shoulders to the pond' rous grain;
Sone guard the spoil; some lash the |agging train;
Al'l ply their sev'ral tasks, and equal toil sustain.
What pangs the tender breast of Dido tore,
Wien, fromthe tow r, she saw the cover'd shore,
And heard the shouts of sailors from afar
Mx'd with the murnurs of the wat'ry war!
Al -pow rful Love!l what changes canst thou cause
In human hearts, subjected to thy | aws!
Once nore her haughty soul the tyrant bends:
To pray'rs and nmean submi ssions she descends.
No female arts or aids she left untried,
Nor counsel s unexpl or'd, before she died.
"Look, Anna! |ook! the Trojans crowd to sea;
They spread their canvas, and their anchors wei gh.



The shouting crew their ships with garlands bind,
I nvoke the sea gods, and invite the wi nd.

Could I have thought this threat'ning bl ow so near
My tender soul had been forewarn'd to bear

But do not you ny |ast request deny;

Wth yon perfidious man your int'rest try,

And bring nme news, if | nust live or die.

You are his fav'rite; you alone can find

The dark recesses of his innmpst nind

In all his trusted secrets you have part,

And know t he soft approaches to his heart.
Haste then, and hunbly seek ny haughty foe;
Tell him | did not with the G ecians go,

Nor did ny fleet against his friends enpl oy,
Nor swore the ruin of unhappy Troy,

Nor nov'd with hands profane his father's dust:
Why shoul d he then reject a just!

Wiom does he shun, and whither would he fly!
Can he this last, this only pray'r deny!

Let himat |east his dang' rous flight delay,
Wait better wi nds, and hope a cal ner sea.

The nuptials he disclainms | urge no nore:

Let hi m pursue the proms'd Latian shore.

A short delay is all | ask himnow
A pause of grief, an interval from woe,
Till my soft soul be tenper'd to sustain

Accustom d sorrows, and inur'd to pain.
If you in pity grant this one request,
My death shall glut the hatred of his breast."
Thi s mournful nessage pious Anna bears,
And seconds with her own her sister's tears:
But all her arts are still enploy'd in vain;
Agai n she cones, and is refus'd again.
H s harden'd heart nor pray'rs nor threat'nings nove;
Fate, and the god, had stopp'd his ears to |ove.
As, when the winds their airy quarrel try,
Justling fromev'ry quarter of the sky,
This way and that the nountain oak they bend,
Hi s boughs they shatter, and his branches rend;
Wth |l eaves and falling nast they spread the ground,
The hol |l ow val l eys echo to the sound:
Unnov' d, the royal plant their fury nocks,
O, shaken, clings nmore closely to the rocks;
Far as he shoots his tow ring head on high
So deep in earth his fix'd foundations lie.
No less a stormthe Trojan hero bears;
Thi ck nessages and | oud conpl ai nts he hears,
And bandi ed words, still beating on his ears.
Si ghs, groans, and tears proclaimhis inward pains;
But the firm purpose of his heart renains.
The wretched queen, pursued by cruel fate,
Begins at length the Iight of heav'n to hate,
And | oathes to live. Then dire portents she sees,
To hasten on the death her soul decrees:
Strange to relate! for when, before the shrine,
She pours in sacrifice the purple wine,
The purple wine is turn'd to putrid bl ood,
And the white offer'd nmilk converts to nud.
This dire presage, to her al one reveal'd,
Fromall, and ev'n her sister, she conceal'd.



A marble tenple stood within the grove

Sacred to death, and to her nurther'd | ove;

That honor'd chapel she had hung around

Wth snowy fleeces, and with garlands crown' d:

O't, when she visited this lonely done,

Strange voices issued from her husband' s tonb;

She thought she heard hi m summon her away,

Invite her to his grave, and chide her stay.

Hourly 't is heard, when with a boding note

The solitary screech ow strains her throat,

And, on a chimey's top, or turret's height,

Wth songs obscene disturbs the silence of the night.

Besi des, ol d propheci es augnent her fears;

And stern Aeneas in her dreans appears,

Di sdai nful as by day: she seens, al one,

To wander in her sleep, thro' ways unknown,

Gui del ess and dark; or, in a desart plain,

To seek her subjects, and to seek in vain:

Li ke Pent heus, when, distracted with his fear

He saw two suns, and doubl e Thebes, appear

O mad Orestes, when his nother's ghost

Full in his face infernal torches toss'd,

And shook her snaky | ocks: he shuns the sight,

Flies o'er the stage, surpris'd with nortal fright;

The Furies guard the door and intercept his flight.
Now, sinking underneath a |oad of grief,

From deat h al one she seeks her l|ast relief;

The tinme and neans resolv'd within her breast,

She to her nournful sister thus address'd

(Di ssenbling hope, her cloudy front she clears,

And a false vigor in her eyes appears):

"Rejoice!" she said. "Instructed from above

My lover | shall gain, or lose ny |ove.

Nigh rising Atlas, next the falling sun

Long tracts of Ethiopian clinmates run

There a Massylian priestess | have found,

Honor'd for age, for nagic arts renown' d:

Th' Hesperian tenple was her trusted care;

'"T was she supplied the wakeful dragon's fare.

She poppy seeds in honey taught to steep

Reclaim d his rage, and sooth'd himinto sleep

She watch'd the golden fruit; her charns unbind

The chains of love, or fix themon the m nd

She stops the torrents, |eaves the channel dry,

Repel s the stars, and backward bears the sky.

The yawning earth rebellows to her call,

Pal e ghosts ascend, and nountain ashes fall.

W tness, ye gods, and thou ny better part,

How loth | amto try this inpious art!

Wthin the secret court, with silent care,

Erect a lofty pile, expos'd in air:

Hang on the topnost part the Trojan vest,

Spoils, arms, and presents, of my faithless guest.

Next, under these, the bridal bed be plac'd,

Wiere | ny ruin in his arns enbrac'd:

Al relics of the wetch are doomd to fire;

For so the priestess and her charnms require.”
Thus far she said, and farther speech forbears;

A nortal paleness in her face appears:

Yet the mistrustless Anna could not find



The secret fun'ral in these rites design'd;
Nor thought so dire a rage possess'd her m nd
Unknowi ng of a train conceal'd so well,

She fear'd no worse than when Sichaeus fell;
Theref ore obeys. The fatal pile they rear
Wthin the secret court, expos'd in air.

The cl oven hol ms and pines are heap'd on high
And garl ands on the holl ow spaces lie.

Sad cypress, vervain, yew, conpose the w eath,
And ev'ry bal eful green denoting death.

The queen, determin'd to the fatal deed,

The spoils and sword he left, in order spread,
And the man's inmage on the nuptial bed.

And now (the sacred altars plac'd around)
The priestess enters, with her hair unbound,
And thrice invokes the pow rs bel ow the ground.
Ni ght, Erebus, and Chaos she procl ai ns,

And threefold Hecate, with her hundred nanes,
And three Dianas: next, she sprinkles round
Wth feign'd Avernian drops the hallow d ground;
CulI's hoary sinples, found by Phoebe's Iight,
Wth brazen sickles reap'd at noon of night;
Then m xes bal eful juices in the bow,

And cuts the forehead of a newborn foal

Robbi ng the nother's [ ove. The destin'd queen
hserves, assisting at the rites obscene;

A | eaven' d cake in her devoted hands

She hol ds, and next the highest altar stands:
One tender foot was shod, her other bare;

Grt was her gather'd gown, and | oose her hair.
Thus dress'd, she sumon'd, with her dying breath,
The heav' ns and pl anets consci ous of her death,
And ev'ry powr, if any rules above,

Who minds, or who revenges, injur'd |ove.

"'T was dead of night, when weary bodi es cl ose

Their eyes in balmy sleep and soft repose:

The wi nds no | onger whisper thro the woods,

Nor nurmring tides disturb the gentle floods.

The stars in silent order nov'd around;

And Peace, with downy w ngs, was brooding on the ground
The flocks and herds, and party-color'd fow,

Whi ch haunt the woods, or swi mthe weedy pool
Stretch'd on the quiet earth, securely |ay,
Forgetting the past |labors of the day.

Al'l else of nature's common gift partake:

Unhappy Di do was al one awake.

Nor sl eep nor ease the furious queen can find;

Sleep fled her eyes, as quiet fled her nind

Despai r, and rage, and |ove divide her heart;

Despair and rage had sone, but |ove the greater part.

Then thus she said within her secret nind
"What shall | do? what succor can | find?
Beconme a suppliant to Hyarba's pride,

And take ny turn, to court and be denied?
Shall | with this ungrateful Trojan go,
Forsake an enpire, and attend a foe?
Hinmself | refug'd, and his train reliev'd-
"Tis true- but am| sure to be receiv'd?
Can gratitude in Trojan souls have pl ace!
Laonedon still lives in all his race!l



Then, shall | seek alone the churlish crew,
O with ny fleet their flying sails pursue?
What force have | but those whom scarce before
| drew reluctant fromtheir native shore?
WIIl they again enbark at ny desire,
Once nore sustain the seas, and quit their second Tyre?
Rather with steel thy guilty breast invade,
And take the fortune thou thyself hast made.
Your pity, sister, first seduc'd ny nind
O seconded too well what | design'd.
These dear-bought pleasures had | never known,
Had | continued free, and still ny own;
Avoi ding love, | had not found despair,
But shar'd with sal vage beasts the conmon air.
Like them a lonely life I mght have |ed,
Not rmourn'd the living, nor disturb'd the dead."
These t houghts she brooded i n her anxious breast.
On board, the Trojan found nore easy rest.
Resolv'd to sail, in sleep he pass'd the night;
And order'd all things for his early flight.
To whom once nore the w nged god appears;
Hi s former youthful mien and shape he wears,
And with this new alarminvades his ears:
"Sleep' st thou, O goddess-born! and canst thou drown
Thy needful cares, so near a hostile town,
Beset with foes; nor hear'st the western gales
Invite thy passage, and inspire thy sails?
She harbors in her heart a furious hate,
And thou shalt find the dire effects too |ate;
Fi x'd on revenge, and obstinate to die.
Haste swiftly hence, while thou hast powr to fly.
The sea with ships will soon be cover'd o'er
And bl azing firebrands kindle all the shore.
Prevent her rage, while night obscures the skies,
And sail before the purple norn arise.
Wio knows what hazards thy delay may bring?
Wnman's a various and a changeful thing."
Thus Hermes in the dream then took his flight
Aloft in air unseen, and mix'd wi th night.
Twi ce warn'd by the celestial nmessenger
The pious prince arose with hasty fear;
Then rous'd his drowsy train wthout delay:
"Haste to your banks; your crooked anchors wei gh,
And spread your flying sails, and stand to sea.
A god comands: he stood before ny sight,
And urg'd us once again to speedy flight.
O sacred pow r, what pow r soe'er thou art,
To thy blest orders | resign ny heart.
Lead thou the way; protect thy Trojan bands,
And prosper the design thy will comands."
He said: and, drawing forth his flam ng sword,
His thund ring armdivides the many-tw sted cord.
An emul ating zeal inspires his train:
They run; they snatch; they rush into the main.
Wth headl ong haste they | eave the desert shores,
And brush the liquid seas with |lab'ring oars.
Aurora now had left her saffron bed,
And beans of early light the heav'ns o' erspread,
When, froma tow r, the queen, with wakeful eyes
Saw day point upward fromthe rosy skies.



She |l ook'd to seaward; but the sea was void,

And scarce in ken the sailing ships descried.
Stung with despite, and furious with despair,

She struck her trenmbling breast, and tore her hair.
"And shall th' ungrateful traitor go," she said,
"My land forsaken, and ny | ove betray' d?

Shall we not arn®? not rush fromev'ry street,

To follow, sink, and burn his perjur'd fleet?
Haste, haul rmny galleys out! pursue the foel

Bring flanming brands! set sail, and swiftly row
What have | said? where am|? Fury turns

My brain; and my distenmper'd bosom burns.

Then, when | gave ny person and ny throne,

This hate, this rage, had been nore tinely shown.
See now the pronis'd faith, the vaunted nane,

The pious man, who, rushing thro' the flane,
Preserv'd his gods, and to the Phrygian shore

The burthen of his feeble father borel

I should have torn him pieceneal; strowd in floods
H's scatter'd linbs, or left expos'd in woods;
Destroy'd his friends and son; and, fromthe fire,
Have set the reeking boy before the sire.

Events are doubtful, which on battles wait:

Yet where's the doubt, to souls secure of fate?
My Tyrians, at their injur'd queen's comand,

Had toss'd their fires am d the Trojan band;

At once extinguish'd all the faithless nane;

And | nyself, in vengeance of ny shaneg,

Had fall'n upon the pile, to nend the fun'ral flane.
Thou Sun, who view st at once the world bel ow,
Thou Juno, guardian of the nuptial vow

Thou Hecat e hearken fromthy dark abodes!

Ye Furies, fiends, and violated gods,

Al powrs invok'd with Dido's dying breath
Attend her curses and avenge her death!

If so the Fates ordain, Jove comands,

Th' ungrateful wetch should find the Latian |ands,
Yet let a race untam d, and haughty foes,

H s peaceful entrance with dire arns oppose:
Qppress'd with nunbers in th' unequal field,

H s nmen di scourag'd, and hinsel f expell'd,

Let him for succor sue fromplace to place,

Torn fromhis subjects, and his son's enbrace.
First, let himsee his friends in battle slain,
And their untinely fate lament in vain;

And when, at length, the cruel war shall cease,

On hard conditions may he buy his peace:

Nor let himthen enjoy supreme comand;

But fall, untimely, by some hostile hand,

And lie unburied on the barren sand!

These are ny pray'rs, and this nmy dying will;

And you, ny Tyrians, ev'ry curse fulfil.

Perpetual hate and nortal wars proclaim

Agai nst the prince, the people, and the nane.
These grateful off'rings on nmy grave bestow

Nor | eague, nor love, the hostile nations know
Now, and from hence, in ev'ry future age,

When rage excites your arms, and strength supplies the rage
Ri se some avenger of our Libyan bl ood,

Wth fire and sword pursue the perjur'd brood;



Qur arnms, our seas, our shores, oppos'd to theirs;
And the sane hate descend on all our heirs!"”

This said, within her anxious nind she wei ghs
The nmeans of cutting short her odi ous days.

Then to Sichaeus' nurse she briefly said
(For, when she left her country, hers was dead):
"Go, Barce, call ny sister. Let her care
The solem rites of sacrifice prepare;

The sheep, and all th' atoning off'rings bring,
Sprinkling her body fromthe crystal spring
Wth living drops; then let her come, and thou
Wth sacred fillets bind thy hoary brow

Thus will | pay ny vows to Stygian Jove

And end the cares of ny disastrous |ove;

Then cast the Trojan inage on the fire,

And, as that burns, my passions shall expire."

The nurse noves onward, with officious care,

And all the speed her aged |inbs can bear

But furious Dido, with dark thoughts involv'd,

Shook at the mighty nischief she resolv'd.

Wth livid spots distinguish'd was her face;

Red were her rolling eyes, and di sconpos'd her pace;
Chastly she gaz'd, with pain she drew her breath,
And nature shiver'd at approachi ng deat h.

Then swiftly to the fatal place she pass'd,

And mounts the fun'ral pile with furious haste;
Unsheat hes the sword the Trojan | eft behind

(Not for so dire an enterprise design'd).

But when she view d the garnments | oosely spread
Whi ch once he wore, and saw the consci ous bed,

She paus'd, and with a sigh the robes enbrac'd;
Then on the couch her trenbling body cast,
Repress'd the ready tears, and spoke her |ast:
"Dear pledges of ny |love, while Heav'n so pleas'd,
Receive a soul, of nortal anguish eas'd:

My fatal course is finish'd; and | go

A gl orious name, anong the ghosts bel ow

A lofty city by ny hands is rais'd,

Pygmal i on punish'd, and ny |ord appeas'd.

What could ny fortune have afforded nore,

Had the false Trojan never touch'd ny shore!"
Then kiss'd the couch; and, "Miust | die," she said,
"And unreveng'd? 'T is doubly to be dead!

Yet ev'n this death with pleasure | receive

On any terms, 't is better than to |ive.

These flanes, fromfar, may the fal se Trojan view,
These bodi ng onens his base flight pursue!"

She said, and struck; deep enter'd in her side
The piercing steel, with reeking purple dyed:
Cogg'd in the wound the cruel weapon stands;

The spouting blood canme stream ng on her hands.

Her sad attendants saw the deadly stroke,

And with loud cries the soundi ng pal ace shook
Distracted, fromthe fatal sight they fled

And thro' the town the dismal runor spread.

First fromthe frighted court the yell began
Redoubl ed, thence from house to house it ran

The groans of nmen, with shrieks, lanments, and cries
O mixing wonen, mount the vaulted skies.

Not | ess the clanor, than if- ancient Tyre,



O the new Carthage, set by foes on fire-
The rolling ruin, with their lov'd abodes,
Involv'd the blazing tenples of their gods.
Her sister hears; and, furious with despair,
She beats her breast, and rends her yellow hair,
And, calling on Eliza's name al oud,
Runs breathless to the place, and breaks the crowd.
"Was all that ponp of woe for this prepar'd;
These fires, this fun'ral pile, these altars rear'd?
Was all this train of plots contriv'd," said she,
"Al'l only to deceive unhappy ne?
Which is the worst? Didst thou in death pretend
To scorn thy sister, or delude thy friend?
Thy sunmon'd sister, and thy friend, had cone;
One sword had serv'd us both, one common tonb:
Was | to raise the pile, the pow rs invoke,
Not to be present at the fatal stroke?
At once thou hast destroy'd thyself and ne,
Thy town, thy senate, and thy col ony!
Bring water; bathe the wound; while |I in death
Lay close ny lips to hers, and catch the flying breath."
This said, she nmounts the pile with eager haste,
And in her arms the gasping queen enbrac'd;
Her tenples chaf'd; and her own garnments tore,
To stanch the streani ng bl ood, and cl eanse the gore.
Thrice Dido tried to raise her drooping head,
And, fainting thrice, fell grov'ling on the bed;
Thrice op'd her heavy eyes, and sought the Iight,
But, having found it, sicken'd at the sight,
And clos'd her lids at last in endless night.
Then Juno, grieving that she should sustain
A death so ling'ring, and so full of pain,
Sent Iris down, to free her fromthe strife
O lab'ring nature, and dissolve her life.
For since she died, not doomd by Heav'n's decree,
O her own crine, but human casualty,
And rage of love, that plung' d her in despair,
The Sisters had not cut the topnost hair,
Whi ch Proserpine and they can only know
Nor nmade her sacred to the shades bel ow
Downwar d t he various goddess took her flight,
And drew a thousand colors fromthe light;
Then stood above the dying |over's head,
And said: "I thus devote thee to the dead.
This off'ring to th' infernal gods | bear."
Thus whil e she spoke, she cut the fatal hair:
The struggling soul was loos'd, and life dissolv'd in air.
BOXK V

Meantinme the Trojan cuts his wat'ry way,

Fix'd on his voyage, thro' the curling sea;
Then, casting back his eyes, with dire anaze,
Sees on the Punic shore the nmounting bl aze.
The cause unknown; yet his presagi ng m nd

The fate of Dido fromthe fire divin'd,

He knew t he storny souls of womanki nd,

What secret springs their eager passions nove,
How capabl e of death for injur'd |ove.

Dire auguries fromhence the Trojans draw
Till neither fires nor shining shores they saw



Now seas and skies their prospect only bound;

An enpty space above, a floating field around.

But soon the heav'ns with shadows were o' erspread;

A swelling cloud hung hov'ring o' er their head:

Livid it look'd, the threat'ning of a storm

Then ni ght and horror ocean's face deform

The pilot, Palinurus, cried al oud:

"What gusts of weather fromthat gath'ring cloud

My thoughts presage! Ere yet the tenpest roars,

Stand to your tackle, mates, and stretch your oars;

Contract your swelling sails, and luff to wind."

The frighted crew performthe task assign'd.

Then, to his fearless chief: "Not Heav'n," said he,

"Tho' Jove hinsel f should promse Italy,

Can stemthe torrent of this raging sea.

Mark how the shifting winds fromwest arise,

And what coll ected night involves the skies!

Nor can our shaken vessels |live at sea,

Mich | ess against the tenpest force their way.

'Tis fate diverts our course, and fate we nust obey.

Not far from hence, if | observ'd aright

The sout hing of the stars, and polar |ight,

Sicilia lies, whose hospitable shores

In safety we nmay reach with struggling oars."

Aeneas then replied: "Too sure | find

W strive in vain against the seas and wi nd:

Now shi ft your sails; what place can please nme nore

Than what you pronise, the Sicilian shore,

Wiose hallow d earth Anchi ses' bones contai ns,

And where a prince of Trojan |lineage reigns?"

The course resolv'd, before the western w nd

They scud amain, and nake the port assign'd.

Meantime Acestes, froma lofty stand,

Behel d the fleet descending on the |and;

And, not unm ndful of his ancient race,

Down fromthe cliff he ran with eager pace,

And held the hero in a strict enbrace.

O a rough Libyan bear the spoils he wore,

And either hand a pointed jav'lin bore.

Hi s nother was a dame of Dardan bl ood

Hs sire Crinisus, a Sicilian flood.

He wel cones his returning friends ashore

Wth plenteous country cates and honely store.
Now, when the follow ng norn had chas'd away

The flying stars, and light restor'd the day,

Aeneas call'd the Trojan troops around,

And thus bespoke them froma rising ground:

"Of fspring of heav'n, divine Dardanian race!

The sun, revolving thro' th' ethereal space,

The shining circle of the year has fill'd,

Since first this isle ny father's ashes hel d:

And now the rising day renews the year

A day for ever sad, for ever dear.

This would | celebrate with annual ganes,

Wth gifts on altars pil'd, and holy fl anes,

Tho' banish'd to Gaetulia's barren sands,

Caught on the G ecian seas, or hostile |ands:

But since this happy stormour fleet has driv'n

(Not, as | deem wi thout the will of Heav'n)

Upon these friendly shores and flow ry plains,



Whi ch hi de Anchi ses and his bl est remains,

Let us with joy perform his honors due,

And pray for prosp'rous w nds, our voyage to renew,
Pray, that in towns and tenples of our own,

The nane of great Anchises nay be known,

And yearly games may spread the gods' renown.

Qur sports Acestes, of the Trojan race,

Wth royal gifts ordain'd, is pleas'd to grace:
Two steers on ev'ry ship the king bestows;

H s gods and ours shall share your equal vows.
Besi des, if, nine days hence, the rosy norn

Shal |l with uncl ouded |ight the skies adorn,

That day with solem sports | nean to grace:

Li ght galleys on the seas shall run a wat'ry race;
Sonme shall in swiftness for the goal contend,

And others try the twangi ng bow to bend;

The strong, with iron gauntlets arm d, shall stand
Oppos' d in conbat on the yell ow sand.

Let all be present at the ganmes prepar'd,

And joyful victors wait the just reward.

But now assist the rites, with garlands crown'd."
He said, and first his brows with nyrtle bound.
Then Hel ynus, by his exanple |ed,

And ol d Acestes, each adorn'd his head;

Thus young Ascanius, with a sprightly grace,

His tenmples tied, and all the Trojan race.

Aeneas then advanc'd anidst the train,

By thousands follow d thro' the flow ry plain,

To great Anchises' tonb; which when he found,

He pour'd to Bacchus, on the hallow d ground,

Two bowl s of sparkling wine, of mlk two nore,
And two (fromoffer'd bulls) of purple gore,

Wth roses then the sepul cher he strow d

And thus his father's ghost bespoke al oud:

"Hail, Ovye holy manes! hail again,

Pat ernal ashes, now review d in vain!

The gods pernmitted not, that you, with ne,

Shoul d reach the pronis'd shores of Italy,

O Tiber's flood, what flood soe'er it be."
Scarce had he finish'd, when, with speckled pride,
A serpent fromthe tonb began to glide;

Hi s hugy bul k on sev'n high volunes roll"'d;

Bl ue was his breadth of back, but streak'd with scaly gold:
Thus riding on his curls, he seemd to pass
Arolling fire along, and singe the grass.

More various colors thro' his body run,

Than Iris when her bow i nbi bes the sun.

Betwi xt the rising altars, and around,

The sacred nonster shot al ong the ground;

Wth harm ess play anmidst the bow s he pass'd,
And with his lolling tongue assay'd the taste:
Thus fed with holy food, the wondrous guest
Wthin the hollowtonmb retir'd to rest.

The pious prince, surpris'd at what he view d,
The fun'ral honors with nore zeal renew d,
Doubtful if this place's genius were,

O guardian of his father's sepul cher.

Fi ve sheep, according to the rites, he slew,

As many swine, and steers of sable hue;

New gen' rous wi ne he fromthe goblets pour'd.



And call'd his father's ghost, fromhell restor'd.
The gl ad attendants in | ong order coneg,
Of'ring their gifts at great Anchises' tonb:
Sone add nore oxen: sone divide the spoil;
Sone place the chargers on the grassy soil;
Sone blow the fires, and off entrails broil

Now camne the day desir'd. The skies were bright
Wth rosy luster of the rising Iight:
The bord'ring people, rous'd by sounding fame
O Trojan feasts and great Acestes' nane,
The crowded shore with acclamations fill,
Part to behold, and part to prove their skill.
And first the gifts in public view they place,
Geen laurel weaths, and palm the victors' grace:
Wthin the circle, arms and tripods lie,
Ingots of gold and silver, heap'd on high
And vests enbroider'd, of the Tyrian dye
The trunpet's clangor then the feast proclains,
And all prepare for their appointed ganes.
Four galleys first, which equal rowers bear
Advancing, in the wat'ry lists appear
The speedy Dol phin, that outstrips the w nd,
Bor e Mnest heus, author of the Menmi an ki nd:
Gyas the vast Chinmera's bul k commands,
Which rising, like a towring city stands;
Three Trojans tug at ev'ry lab'ring oar;
Three banks in three degrees the sailors bore;
Beneath their sturdy strokes the billows roar.
Ser gest hus, who began the Sergi an race,
In the great Centaur took the |eading place;
O oant hus on the sea-green Scylla stood,
From whom Cl uentius draws his Trojan bl ood.

Far in the sea, against the foam ng shore,
There stands a rock: the raging billows roar
Above his head in storms; but, when 't is clear
Uncurl their ridgy backs, and at his foot appear
In peace below the gentle waters run
The cornorants above lie basking in the sun
On this the hero fix'd an oak in sight,
The mark to guide the mariners aright.
To bear with this, the seanen stretch their oars;
Then round the rock they steer, and seek the forner shores.
The | ots decide their place. Above the rest,
Each | eader shining in his Tyrian vest;
The conmon crew with w eaths of poplar boughs
Their tenples crown, and shade their sweaty brows:
Besnmear'd with oil, their naked shoul ders shi ne.
Al take their seats, and wait the sounding sign
They gripe their oars; and ev'ry panting breast
Is rais'd by turns with hope, by turns with fear depress'd.
The cl angor of the trunpet gives the sign
At once they start, advancing in a line:
Wth shouts the sailors rend the starry skies;
Lash'd with their oars, the snoky billows rise;
Sparkles the briny main, and the vex'd ocean fries.
Exact in time, with equal strokes they row
At once the brushing oars and brazen prow
Dash up the sandy waves, and ope the depths bel ow
Not fiery coursers, in a chariot race,
Invade the field with half so swift a pace;



Not the fierce driver with nore fury | ends

The sounding | ash, and, ere the stroke descends,

Low to the wheels his pliant body bends.

The partial crowd their hopes and fears divide,

And aid with eager shouts the favor'd side.

Cries, nmurmurs, clanmors, with a m xing sound,

From woods to woods, fromhills to hills rebound.
Ani dst the | oud appl auses of the shore,

Gyas outstripp'd the rest, and sprung before:

O oant hus, better mann'd, pursued him fast,

But his o' er-nasted galley check'd his haste.

The Centaur and the Dol phin brush the brine

Wth equal oars, advancing in a line;

And now the mighty Centaur seens to |ead,

And now t he speedy Dol phin gets ahead;

Now board to board the rival vessels row,

The billows |ave the skies, and ocean groans bel ow.

They reach'd the nmark. Proud Gyas and his train

In triunmph rode, the victors of the nain;

But, steering round, he charg'd his pilot stand

More cl ose to shore, and skimalong the sand-

"Let others bear to sea!" Menoetes heard;

But secret shelves too cautiously he fear'd,

And, fearing, sought the deep; and still aloof he steer'd.

Wth |ouder cries the captain call'd again:

"Bear to the rocky shore, and shun the main."

He spoke, and, speaking, at his stern he saw

The bol d d oant hus near the shelvings draw

Betwi xt the mark and himthe Scylla stood,

And in a closer conpass plow d the fl ood.

He pass'd the mark; and, wheeling, got before:

Gyas bl asphenmi d the gods, devoutly swore,

Cried out for anger, and his hair he tore.

M ndl ess of others' lives (so high was grown

His rising rage) and careless of his own,

The trenbling dotard to the deck he drew,

Then hoi sted up, and overboard he threw

This done, he seiz'd the helm his fellows cheer'd,

Turn'd short upon the shelfs, and madly steer'd.
Hardly his head the plunging pilot rears,

Cogg'd with his clothes, and cunber'd with his years:

Now droppi ng wet, he clinbs the cliff with pain.

The crowd, that saw himfall and float again,

Shout fromthe distant shore; and loudly | augh'd,

To see his heaving breast disgorge the briny draught.

The followi ng Centaur, and the Dol phin's crew,

Their vani sh'd hopes of victory renew,

Wiile Gyas lags, they kindle in the race,

To reach the mark. Sergesthus takes the place;

Mhest heus pursues; and while around they w nd,

Conmes up, not half his galley's |length behind;

Then, on the deck, amidst his mates appear'd,

And thus their drooping courage he cheer'd:

"My friends, and Hector's followers heretofore,

Exert your vigor; tug the lab'ring oar;

Stretch to your strokes, ny still unconquer'd crew,

Wiom fromthe flam ng walls of Troy | drew

In this, our comon int'rest, let nme find

That strength of hand, that courage of the nind

As when you stemm d the strong Mal ean fl ood,



And o' er the Syrtes' broken billows row d.

| seek not now the forenost palmto gain;

Tho' yet- but, ah! that haughty wi sh is vain!

Let those enjoy it whomthe gods ordain.

But to be last, the lags of all the race!-

Redeem yoursel ves and nme fromthat disgrace."

Now, one and all, they tug amain; they row

At the full stretch, and shake the brazen prow.
The sea beneath 'emsinks; their lab'ring sides
Are swell'd, and sweat runs gutt'ring down in tides.
Chance aids their daring with unhop'd success;
Sergesthus, eager with his beak to press

Betwi xt the rival galley and the rock,

Shuts up th' unwieldly Centaur in the | ock.

The vessel struck; and, with the dreadful shock,
Her oars she shiver'd, and her head she broke.
The trenbling rowers fromtheir banks arise,

And, anxious for thenselves, renounce the prize.
Wth iron poles they heave her off the shores,
And gather fromthe sea their floating oars.

The crew of Miestheus, with el ated m nds,

Urge their success, and call the willing w nds;
Then ply their oars, and cut their |iquid way

In | arger conpass on the roony sea.

As, when the dove her rocky hold forsakes,

Rous'd in a fright, her sounding w ngs she shakes;
The cavern rings with clatt'ring; out she flies,
And | eaves her callow care, and cl eaves the skies:
At first she flutters; but at |ength she springs
To snoother flight, and shoots upon her w ngs:

So Mhestheus in the Dol phin cuts the sea;

And, flying with a force, that force assists his way.
Sergesthus in the Centaur soon he pass'd,

Wedg' d in the rocky shoals, and sticking fast.

In vain the victor he with cries inplores,

And practices to row with shatter'd oars.

Then Mhest heus bears with Gyas, and outflies:

The ship, without a pilot, yields the prize.
Unvanqui sh'd Scylla now al one remai ns;

Her he pursues, and all his vigor strains.

Shouts fromthe fav'ring nultitude arise;

Appl audi ng Echo to the shouts replies;

Shout s, w shes, and applause run rattling thro' the skies.
These clanors with disdain the Scylla heard,

Much grudg'd the praise, but nore the robb'd reward:
Resolv'd to hold their own, they nmend their pace,
Al'l obstinate to die, or gain the race.

Rais'd with success, the Dol phin swiftly ran;

For they can conquer, who believe they can.

Both urge their oars, and fortune both supplies,
And bot h perhaps had shar'd an equal prize;

Wien to the seas d oant hus hol ds his hands,

And succor fromthe wat'ry pow rs demands:

"Gods of the liquid realms, on which | row

If, givin by you, the laurel bind ny brow,

Assist to make me guilty of nmy vow

A snowwhite bull shall on your shore be slain;
His offer'd entrails cast into the main,

And ruddy wi ne, from gol den goblets thrown,

Your grateful gift and my return shall own."



The choir of nynphs, and Phorcus, from bel ow,
Wth virgin Panopea, heard his vow
And ol d Portunus, with his breadth of hand,
Push'd on, and sped the galley to the Iand.
Swift as a shaft, or winged wind, she flies,
And, darting to the port, obtains the prize.
The herald sumons all, and then proclai ns
Cl oant hus conqu' ror of the naval ganes.
The prince with laurel crowns the victor's head,
And three fat steers are to his vessel |ed,
The ship's reward; with gen'rous w ne beside,
And suns of silver, which the crew divide.
The | eaders are distinguish'd fromthe rest;
The victor honor'd with a nobler vest,
Wiere gold and purple strive in equal rows,
And needl ework its happy cost bestows.
There Ganynede is wought with living art,
Chasing thro' Ida's groves the trenbling hart:
Breat hl ess he seens, yet eager to pursue;
When from al oft descends, in open view,
The bird of Jove, and, sousing on his prey,
Wth crooked tal ons bears the boy away.
In vain, with Iifted hands and gazi ng eyes,
Hi s guards behold himsoaring thro' the skies,
And dogs pursue his flight with imtated cries.
Mhest heus the second victor was declar'd;
And, summon'd there, the second prize he shard.
A coat of mail, brave Denol eus bore,
More brave Aeneas from his shoul ders tore,
In single conbat on the Trojan shore:
This was ordain'd for Mestheus to possess;
In war for his defense, for ornament in peace.
Rich was the gift, and glorious to behold,
But yet so pond'rous with its plates of gold,
That scarce two servants could the wei ght sustain;
Yet, |oaded thus, Denoleus o'er the plain
Pursued and lightly seiz'd the Trojan train.
The third, succeeding to the |last reward,
Two goodly bowl s of massy silver shar'd,
Wth figures prominent, and richly w ought,
And two brass cal drons from Dodona brought.
Thus all, rewarded by the hero's hands,
Their conqu'ring tenples bound with purple bands;
And now Sergesthus, clearing fromthe rock
Brought back his galley shatter'd with the shock
Forlorn she |l ook'd, w thout an aiding oar
And, houted by the vulgar, nade to shore.
As when a snake, surpris'd upon the road,
Is crush'd athwart her body by the | oad
O heavy wheels; or with a nortal wound
Her belly bruis'd, and trodden to the ground:
In vain, with loosen'd curls, she crawl s al ong;
Yet, fierce above, she brandi shes her tongue;
G ares with her eyes, and bristles with her scal es;
But, groveling in the dust, her parts unsound she trails:
So slowy to the port the Centaur tends,
But, what she wants in oars, with sails amends.
Yet, for his galley sav'd, the grateful prince
Is pleas'd th' unhappy chief to reconpense.
Phol oe, the Cretan slave, rewards his care,



Beaut eous herself, with lovely twins as fair.
From thence his way the Trojan hero bent
Into the neighb'ring plain, with nountains pent,
Wiose sides were shaded wi th surroundi ng wood.
Full in the midst of this fair valley stood
A native theater, which, rising slow
By just degrees, o' erlook'd the ground bel ow.
Hi gh on a sylvan throne the | eader sate;
A numrous train attend in solem state.
Here those that in the rapid course delight,
Desire of honor and the prize invite.
The rival runners w thout order stand;
The Trojans nmix'd with the Sicilian band.
First Nisus, with Euryal us, appears;
Euryal us a boy of bl ooning years,
Wth sprightly grace and equal beauty crown'd;
Ni sus, for friendship to the youth renown'd.
Di ores next, of Priam s royal race,
Then Salius joined with Patron, took their place;
(But Patron in Arcadia had his birth,
And Salius his from Arcanani an earth;)
Then two Sicilian youths- the nanmes of these,
Swi ft Helymus, and | ovely Panopes:
Both jolly huntsnen, both in forest bred,
And owning old Acestes for their head;
Wth sev'ral others of ignobler nane,
Wiom time has not deliver'd o' er to fane.
To these the hero thus his thoughts explain'd,
In words which gen'ral approbation gain'd:
"One conmon largess is for all design'd,
(The vanqui sh'd and the victor shall be join'd,)
Two darts of polish'd steel and Gnhosi an wood,
A silver-studded ax, alike bestow d.
The forenost three have olive weaths decreed:
The first of these obtains a stately steed,
Adorn'd with trappings; and the next in fane,
The qui ver of an Amazoni an dane,
Wth feather'd Thracian arrows wel |l supplied:
A golden belt shall gird his manly side
Wiich with a sparkling dianond shall be tied.
The third this Gecian helnet shall content."
He said. To their appointed base they went;
Wth beating hearts th' expected sign receive,
And, starting all at once, the barrier |eave.
Spread out, as on the wi nged winds, they flew,
And seiz'd the distant goal with greedy view
Shot fromthe crowd, swift N sus all o'erpass'd;
Nor storns, nor thunder, equal half his haste.
The next, but tho' the next, yet far disjoin'd,
Canme Salius, and Euryal us behi nd;
Then Hel ynus, whom young Diores plied,
Step after step, and al nost side by side,
H s shoul ders pressing; and, in |onger space,
Had won, or left at |east a dubious race.
Now, spent, the goal they al nost reach at |ast,
Wien eager N sus, hapless in his haste,
Slipp'd first, and, slipping, fell upon the plain,
Soak'd with the bl ood of oxen newy slain.
The carel ess victor had not mark'd his way;
But, treading where the treach' rous puddl e |ay,



H s heels flew up; and on the grassy fl oor

He fell, besnmear'd with filth and holy gore.
Not mindl ess then, Euryalus, of thee,

Nor of the sacred bonds of amty,

He strove th' immediate rival's hope to cross,
And caught the foot of Salius as he rose.

So Salius lay extended on the plain;

Euryal us springs out, the prize to gain,

And | eaves the crowd: appl audi ng peals attend
The victor to the goal, who vanquish'd by his friend.
Next Hel ynmus; and then Diores cane,

By two misfortunes nmade the third in fane.

But Salius enters, and, exclainmng |oud
For justice, deafens and disturbs the crowd;
Urges his cause may in the court be heard;

And pleads the prize is wongfully conferr'd.
But favor for Euryal us appears;

Hi s bl ooni ng beauty, with his tender tears,
Had brib'd the judges for the pronmis'd prize.
Besides, Diores fills the court with cries,
Wio vainly reaches at the last reward,

If the first palmon Salius be conferr'd.
Then thus the prince: "Let no disputes arise:
Wiere fortune plac'd it, | award the prize.
But fortune's errors give ne |eave to nmend,

At least to pity my deserving friend."

He said, and, from anong the spoils, he draws
(Pond' rous with shaggy nane and gol den paws)
Alion's hide: to Salius this he gives.

Ni sus with envy sees the gift, and grieves.
"If such rewards to vanquish'd nmen are due."
He said, "and falling is to rise by you

What prize may N sus from your bounty claim
Wio nerited the first rewards and fane?

In falling, both an equal fortune tried;
Wul d fortune for ny fall so well provide!"
Wth this he pointed to his face, and show d
Hi s hand and all his habit snear'd with bl ood.
Th' indul gent father of the people snmil'd

And caus'd to be produc'd an anpl e shi el d,

O wondrous art, by Di dymaon w ought,

Long since from Neptune's bars in triunph brought.
This givin to Nisus, he divides the rest,

And equal justice in his gifts express'd.

The race thus ended, and rewards bestow d,
Once nore the princes bespeaks th' attentive crowd:
"If there he here whose dauntl ess courage dare
In gauntlet-fight, with |linbs and body bare,
Hi s opposite sustain in open view,

Stand forth the chanpion, and the ganmes renew.
Two prizes | propose, and thus divide:

A bull with gilded horns, and fillets tied,
Shal | be the portion of the conqu'ring chief;

A sword and hel mshall cheer the loser's grief."

Then haughty Dares in the lists appears;
Stal ki ng he strides, his head erected bears:
H s nervous arnms the weighty gauntlet wield,
And | oud appl auses echo thro' the field.

Dares alone in conbat us'd to stand
The match of mighty Paris, hand to hand;



The sanme, at Hector's fun'rals, undertook
G gantic Butes, of th' Amycian stock
And, by the stroke of his resistless hand,
Stretch'd the vast bul k upon the yell ow sand.
Such Dares was; and such he strode al ong,
And drew the wonder of the gazing throng.
H s brawny back and anpl e breast he shows,
His lifted arnms around his head he throws,
And deals in whistling air his enpty bl ows.
His match is sought; but, thro' the trenbling band,
Not one dares answer to the proud demand.
Presunming of his force, with sparkling eyes
Al ready he devours the promis'd prize.
He clainms the bull with awl ess insol ence,
And having seiz'd his horns, accosts the prince:
"I'f none ny nmatchl ess val or dares oppose,
How | ong shall Dares wait his dastard foes?
Permit me, chief, pernmit without delay,
To lead this uncontended gift away."
The crowd assents, and with redoubled cries
For the proud chall enger demands the prize.
Acestes, fir'd with just disdain, to see
The pal musurp'd without a victory,
Reproach'd Entel lus thus, who sate beside,
And heard and saw, unnov'd, the Trojan's pride:
"Once, but in vain, a chanpion of renown,
So tamely can you bear the ravish'd crown,
A prize in triunmph borne before your sight,
And shun, for fear, the danger of the fight?
Wiere is our Eryx now, the boasted nane,
The god who taught your thund' ring armthe gane?
Wiere now your baffled honor? Were the spoi
That fill'd your house, and fane that fill'd our isle?"
Entellus, thus: "My soul is still the sane,
Unnmov'd with fear, and nov'd with martial fane;
But nmy chill blood is curdled in nmy veins,
And scarce the shadow of a man renains.
Ocould | turn to that fair prime again,
That prinme of which this boaster is so vain,
The brave, who this decrepid age defi es,
Shoul d feel nmy force, without the promis'd prize.
He said; and, rising at the word, he threw
Two pond' rous gauntlets down in open view
Gauntlets which Eryx wont in fight to wield,
And sheathe his hands with in the listed field.
Wth fear and wonder seiz'd, the crow behol ds
The gl oves of death, with sev'n distinguish d folds
O tough bull hides; the space within is spread
Wth iron, or with | oads of heavy | ead:
Dares hinself was daunted at the sight,
Renounc' d his challenge, and refus'd to fight.
Astonish'd at their weight, the hero stands,
And pois'd the pond' rous engines in his hands.
"What had your wonder," said Entellus, "been
Had you the gauntlets of Alcides seen
O viewd the stern debate on this unhappy green
These which | bear your brother Eryx bore,
Still mark'd with batter'd brains and m ngled gore.
Wth these he long sustain'd th' Hercul ean arm
And these | wielded while ny bl ood was warm



This languish'd frame while better spirits fed,

Ere age unstrung ny nerves, or time o' ersnow d ny head.

But if the challenger these arns refuse,

And cannot wield their weight, or dare not use;

| f great Aeneas and Acestes join

In his request, these gauntlets | resign

Let us with equal arns performthe fight,

And let himleave to fear, since | resign ny right."
This said, Entellus for the strife prepares;

Stripp'd of his quilted coat, his body bares;

Conpos' d of nighty bones and brawn he stands,

A goodly tow ring object on the sands.

Then just Aeneas equal armns supplied,

Whi ch round their shoulders to their wists they tied.

Both on the tiptoe stand, at full extent,

Their arnms aloft, their bodies inly bent;

Their heads from ai ning bl ows they bear afar

Wth clashing gauntlets then provoke the war.

One on his youth and pliant linbs relies;

One on his sinews and his giant size.

The last is stiff with age, his notion slow

He heaves for breath, he staggers to and fro,

And cl ouds of issuing snmoke his nostrils |loudly blow

Yet equal in success, they ward, they strike;

Their ways are diff'rent, but their art alike.

Before, behind, the blows are dealt; around

Their hollow sides the rattling thunps resound.

A storm of strokes, well neant, with fury flies,

And errs about their tenples, ears, and eyes.

Nor always errs; for oft the gauntlet draws

A sweepi ng stroke along the crackling jaws.

Heavy wi th age, Entellus stands his ground,

But with his warpi ng body wards the wound.

H s hand and watchful eye keep even pace;

Whil e Dares traverses and shifts his place,

And, like a captain who bel eaguers round

Sone strong-built castle on a rising ground,

Views all th' approaches with observing eyes:

This and that other part in vain he tries,

And nore on industry than force relies.

Wth hands on high, Entellus threats the foe;

But Dares watch'd the notion from bel ow,

And slipp'd aside, and shunn'd the | ong descendi ng bl ow

Entel l us wastes his forces on the w nd,

And, thus deluded of the stroke design'd,

Headl ong and heavy fell; his anple breast

And wei ghty linbs his ancient nother press'd.

So falls a hollow pine, that |ong had stood

On lIda's height, or Erymanthus' wood,

Torn fromthe roots. The diff'ring nations rise,

And shouts and nmingled murrmurs rend the skies,

Acestus runs with eager haste, to raise

The fall'n conpani on of his youthful days.

Daunt| ess he rose, and to the fight return'd;

Wth shame his gl owi ng cheeks, his eyes with fury burn'd.

Di sdai n and conscious virtue fir'd his breast,

And with redoubled force his foe he press'd.

He lays on load with either hand, amain,

And headl ong drives the Trojan o' er the plain;

Nor stops, nor stays; nor rest nor breath all ows;



But storns of strokes descend about his brows,
Arattling tenpest, and a hail of bl ows.
But now the prince, who saw the wild increase
O wounds, commands the conbatants to cease,
And bounds Entellus' wath, and bids the peace.
First to the Trojan, spent with toil, he cane
And sooth'd his sorrow for the suffer'd shane
"What fury seiz'd nmy friend? The gods," said he,
"To him propitious, and averse to thee,
Have giv'n his arm superior force to thine.
'"T is madness to contend with strength divine."
The gauntlet fight thus ended, fromthe shore
H s faithful friends unhappy Dares bore:
H s mouth and nostrils pour'd a purple flood,
And pounded teeth canme rushing with his bl ood.
Faintly he stagger'd thro' the hissing throng,
And hung his head, and trail'd his |egs al ong.
The sword and casque are carried by his train;
But with his foe the palmand ox renain.
The chanpi on, then, before Aeneas caneg,
Proud of his prize, but prouder of his fane:
"O goddess-born, and you, Dardani an host,
Mark with attention, and forgive ny boast;
Learn what | was, by what remains; and know
From what inpending fate you sav'd ny foe."
Sternly he spoke, and then confronts the bull;
And, on his anple forehead aimng full
The deadly stroke, descending, pierc'd the skull
Down drops the beast, nor needs a second wound,
But sprawls in pangs of death, and spurns the ground.
Then, thus: "In Dares' stead | offer this.
Eryx, accept a nobler sacrifice;
Take the last gift ny wither'd arnms can yield:
Thy gauntlets | resign, and here renounce the field."
Thi s done, Aeneas orders, for the close,
The strife of archers with contendi ng bows.
The mast Sergesthus' shatter'd galley bore
Wth his own hands he raises on the shore.
A flutt'ring dove upon the top they tie,
The living mark at which their arrows fly.
The rival archers in a line advance,
Their turn of shooting to receive from chance.
A hel net holds their nanmes; the lots are drawn:
On the first scroll was read Hi ppocoon
The peopl e shout. Upon the next was found
Young Mestheus, late with naval honors crown'd.
The third contain'd Eurytion's nobl e nane,
Thy brother, Pandarus, and next in fane,
Whom Pal las urg'd the treaty to confound,
And send anong the Greeks a feather'd wound.
Acestes in the bottomlast remain'd,
Whom not his age fromyouthful sports restrain'd.
Soon all with vigor bend their trusty bows,
And from the quiver each his arrow chose.
Hi ppocoon's was the first: with forceful sway
It flew, and, whizzing, cut the liquid way.
Fix'd in the nast the feather'd weapon stands:
The fearful pigeon flutters in her bands,
And the tree trenbled, and the shouting cries
O the pleas'd people rend the vaulted skies.



Then Miestheus to the head his arrow drove,

Wth lifted eyes, and took his aimabove,

But nade a gl ancing shot, and nissed the dove;

Yet miss'd so narrow, that he cut the cord

Which fasten'd by the foot the flitting bird.

The captive thus releas'd, away she flies,

And beats with clapping wi ngs the yielding skies.

H s bow already bent, Eurytion stood;

And, having first invok'd his brother god,

H s wi nged shaft with eager haste he sped.

The fatal nmessage reach'd her as she fled:

She | eaves her life aloft; she strikes the ground,

And renders back the weapon in the wound.

Acestes, grudging at his lot, renains,

Wthout a prize to gratify his pains.

Yet, shooting upward, sends his shaft, to show

An archer's art, and boast his twangi ng bow

The feather'd arrow gave a dire portent,

And latter augurs judge fromthis event.

Chaf'd by the speed, it fir'd; and, as it flew,

Atrail of following flanmes ascendi ng drew

Kindling they nmount, and mark the shiny way;

Across the skies as falling nmeteors play,

And vanish into wind, or in a blaze decay.

The Trojans and Sicilians wildly stare,

And, trenbling, turn their wonder into pray'r

The Dardan prince put on a sniling face,

And strain'd Acestes with a cl ose enbrace;

Then, hon'ring himwith gifts above the rest,

Turn'd the bad onmen, nor his fears confess'd.

"The gods," said he, "this niracle have w ought,

And order'd you the prize without the |ot.

Accept this goblet, rough with figur'd gold,

Whi ch Thracian C sseus gave ny sire of old:

This pledge of ancient anity receive,

Which to ny second sire | justly give."

He said, and, with the trunpets' cheerful sound,

Proclaimd himvictor, and with [ aurel-crown'd.

Nor good Eurytion envied himthe prize,

Tho' he transfix'd the pigeon in the skies.

Who cut the line, with second gifts was grac'd;

The third was his whose arrow pierc'd the mast.
The chief, before the ganes were wholly done

Call'd Periphantes, tutor to his son

And whi sper'd thus: "Wth speed Ascanius find;

And, if his childish troop be ready join'd,

On horseback let himgrace his grandsire's day,

And lead his equals armid in just array."

He said; and, calling out, the cirque he clears.

The crowd wi t hdrawn, an open plain appears.

And now t he nobl e youths, of formdivine,

Advance before their fathers, in a line;

The riders grace the steeds; the steeds with glory shine.
Thus marching on in military pride,

Shout s of appl ause resound from side to side.

Their casques adorn'd with laurel weaths they wear,

Each brandi shing aloft a cornel spear.

Sonme at their backs their gilded quivers bore;

Their chains of burnish'd gold hung down before.

Three graceful troops they formd upon the green



Three graceful |eaders at their head were seen
Twelve follow d ev'ry chief, and |l eft a space between.
The first young Priamled; a lovely boy,
Whose grandsire was th' unhappy king of Troy;
His race in after tines was known to fane,
New honors adding to the Latian nane;
And well the royal boy his Thracian steed becane.
Wiite were the fetlocks of his feet before,
And on his front a snowy star he bore.
Then beaut eous Atys, with lulus bred,
O equal age, the second squadron | ed.
The last in order, but the first in place,
First in the lovely features of his face,
Rode fair Ascanius on a fiery steed,
Queen Dido's gift, and of the Tyrian breed.
Sure coursers for the rest the king ordains,
Wth golden bits adorn'd, and purple reins.
The pleas'd spectators peals of shouts renew,
And all the parents in the children view
Their nake, their notions, and their sprightly grace,
And hopes and fears alternate in their face.
Th' unfledg' d commanders and their martial train
First make the circuit of the sandy plain
Around their sires, and, at th' appointed sign,
Drawn up in beauteous order, forma line.
The second signal sounds, the troop divides
In three distinguish'd parts, with three distinguish' d guides
Again they close, and once again disjoin;
In troop to troop oppos'd, and line to |ine.
They neet; they wheel; they throw their darts afar
Wth harm ess rage and wel | -di ssenbl ed war.
Then in a round the mingled bodies run:
Flying they follow, and pursuing shun
Broken, they break; and, rallying, they renew
In other forms the mlitary shew
At last, in order, undiscern'd they join,
And march together in a friendly line.
And, as the Cretan labyrinth of old,
Wth wand' ring ways and many a w ndi ng fold,
Involv'd the weary feet, w thout redress,
In a round error, which denied recess;
So fought the Trojan boys in warlike play,
Turn'd and return'd, and still a diff'rent way.
Thus dol phins in the deep each other chase
In circles, when they swimaround the wat'ry race.
Thi s game, these carousels, Ascanius taught;
And, building Alba, to the Latins brought;
Shew d what he learn'd: the Latin sires inpart
To their succeeding sons the graceful art;
From these inperial Rome receiv'd the gane
Whi ch Troy, the youths the Trojan troop, they nane.
Thus far the sacred sports they cel ebrate:
But Fortune soon resum d her ancient hate;
For, while they pay the dead his annual dues,
Those envied rites Saturnian Juno views;
And sends the goddess of the various bow,
To try new nmet hods of revenge bel ow
Supplies the winds to wing her airy way,
Where in the port secure the navy |ay.
Swiftly fair Iris down her arch descends,



And, undi scern'd, her fatal voyage ends.

She saw the gath'ring crowd; and, gliding thence,

The desart shore, and fleet without defense.

The Trojan matrons, on the sands al one,

Wth sighs and tears Anchi ses' death benpan

Then, turning to the sea their weeping eyes,

Their pity to thenselves renews their cries.

"Alas!" said one, "what oceans yet remain

For us to sail! what [abors to sustain!"

Al take the word, and, with a gen'ral groan

I mpl ore the gods for peace, and places of their own.
The goddess, great in nischief, views their pains,

And in a wonan's form her heav'nly linbs restrains.

In face and shape ol d Beroe she becane,

Doryclus' wife, a venerable daneg,

Once blest with riches, and a nother's nane.

Thus chang' d, amidst the crying crowd she ran

Mx'd with the matrons, and these words began:

"O wretched we, whom not the Grecian powr,

Nor flames, destroy'd, in Troy's unhappy hour

O wetched we, reserv'd by cruel fate,

Beyond the ruins of the sinking state!

Now sev' n revolving years are wholly run

Since this inprosp'rous voyage we begun

Since, toss'd fromshores to shores, fromlands to |ands,

I nhospi tabl e rocks and barren sands,

wand'ring in exile thro' the storny sea,

We search in vain for flying Italy.

Now cast by fortune on this kindred | and,

What should our rest and rising walls wthstand,

O hinder here to fix our banish'd band?

O country lost, and gods redeenmid in vain,

If still in endless exile we remain!

Shall we no nore the Trojan walls renew,

O streanms of some dissenbled Sinpis view

Haste, join with me, th' unhappy fleet consune!

Cassandra bids; and | declare her doom

In sleep | saw her; she supplied nmy hands

(For this | nore than dreanmt) with flam ng brands:

"Wth these,' said she, 'these wand'ring ships destroy:

These are your fatal seats, and this your Troy.'

Time calls you now, the precious hour enploy:

Sl ack not the good presage, while Heav'n inspires

Qur minds to dare, and gives the ready fires.

See! Neptune's altars mnister their brands:

The god is pleas'd; the god supplies our hands."

Then fromthe pile a flaming fire she drew,

And, toss'd in air, anm dst the galleys threw
Wapp'd in amaze, the matrons wildly stare:

Then Pyrgo, reverenc'd for her hoary hair,

Pyrgo, the nurse of Priam s numrous race

"No Beroe this, tho' she belies her face!

What terrors fromher frowning front arise!

Behol d a goddess in her ardent eyes!

What rays around her heav'nly face are seen

Mark her mmjestic voice, and nore than nortal nien

Beroe but now | left, whom pin'd wth pain,

Her age and anguish fromthese rites detain,"

She said. The natrons, seiz'd with new anaze,

Roll their malignant eyes, and on the navy gaze.



They fear, and hope, and neither part obey:
They hope the fated |land, but fear the fatal way.
The goddess, having done her task bel ow,
Mounts up on equal w ngs, and bends her painted bow
Struck with the sight, and seiz'd with rage divine,
The matrons prosecute their mad design:
They shriek al oud; they snatch, with inpious hands,
The food of altars; fires and flam ng brands.
Green boughs and saplings, mingled in their haste,
And snoki ng torches, on the ships they cast.
The flame, unstopp'd at first, nore fury gains,
And Vulcan rides at large with | oosen'd reins:
Triunphant to the painted sterns he soars,
And seizes, in this way, the banks and crackling oars.
Eurmel us was the first the news to bear,
Wil e yet they crowd the rural theater
Then, what they hear, is witness'd by their eyes:
A storm of sparkles and of flanes arise
Ascanius took th' alarm while yet he led
H's early warriors on his prancing steed,
And, spurring on, his equals soon o'erpass'd;
Nor could his frighted friends reclaimhis haste.
Soon as the royal youth appear'd in view,
He sent his voice before himas he flew
"What madness noves you, natrons, to destroy
The | ast renai nders of unhappy Troy!
Not hostile fleets, but your own hopes, you burn
And on your friends your fatal fury turn
Behol d your own Ascani us!" Wiile he said,
He drew his glitt'ring helmet from his head,
In which the youths to sportful arms he | ed.
By this, Aeneas and his train appear;
And now the wonen, seiz'd with shane and fear
Di spers'd, to woods and caverns take their flight,
Abhor their actions, and avoid the |ight;
Their friends acknow edge, and their error find,
And shake the goddess fromtheir alter'd nind

Not so the raging fires their fury cease,
But, lurking in the seans, with seeni ng peace,
Wrk on their way anid the snmold' ring tow,
Sure in destruction, but in notion slow
The silent plague thro' the green tinber eats,
And vonits out a tardy flame by fits.
Down to the keels, and upward to the sails,
The fire descends, or nmounts, but still prevails;
Nor buckets pour'd, nor strength of human hand,
Can the victorious el enent wthstand.

The pious hero rends his robe, and throws
To heav' n his hands, and with his hands his vows.

"O Jove," he cried, "if pray'rs can yet have pl ace;
If thou abhorr'st not all the Dardan race;
If any spark of pity still remain;

I f gods are gods, and not invok'd in vain;
Yet spare the relics of the Trojan train!
Yet fromthe flanmes our burning vessels free,
O let thy fury fall alone on ne!
At this devoted head thy thunder throw,
And send the willing sacrifice below"
Scarce had he said, when southern storns arise:
From pole to pole the forky lightning flies;



Loud rattling shakes the nountains and the plain;
Heav' n bellies downward, and descends in rain.
Wiol e sheets of water fromthe clouds are sent,
Whi ch, hissing thro' the planks, the flanes prevent,
And stop the fiery pest. Four ships al one
Burn to the waist, and for the fleet atone.

But doubtful thoughts the hero's heart divide;
If he should still in Sicily reside
Forgetful of his fates, or tenpt the main,
In hope the promis'd Italy to gain.
Then Nautes, old and wi se, to whom al one
The will of Heav'n by Pallas was foreshown;
Vers'd in portents, experienc'd, and inspir'd
To tell events, and what the fates requir'd,
Thus while he stood, to neither part inclin'd,
Wth cheerful words reliev'd his lab'ring nind
"O goddess-born, resign'd in ev'ry state,
Wth patience bear, with prudence push your fate.
By suff'ring well, our Fortune we subdue;
Fly when she frowns, and, when she calls, pursue.
Your friend Acestes is of Trojan kind;
To himdisclose the secrets of your nind
Trust in his hands your old and usel ess train;
Too num rous for the ships which yet remain:
The feeble, old, indulgent of their ease,
The danes who dread the dangers of the seas,
Wth all the dastard crew, who dare not stand
The shock of battle with your foes by | and.
Here you may build a comon town for all,
And, from Acestes' nane, Acesta call.’
The reasons, with his friend s experience join'd,
Encourag' d nmuch, but nore disturb'd his mnind.

'"T was dead of night; when to his slunmb'ring eyes
Hi s father's shade descended fromthe skies,
And thus he spoke: "O nore than vital breath,
Lovid while | liv'd, and dear ev'n after death;
O son, in various toils and troubles toss'd,
The King of Heav'n enploys ny careful ghost
On his conmands: the god, who sav'd fromfire
Your flaming fleet, and heard your just desire.
The whol esone counsel of your friend receive,
And here the coward train and worman | eave:
The chosen yout h, and those who nobly dare,
Transport, to tenpt the dangers of the war.
The stern Italians will their courage try;
Rough are their nmanners, and their minds are high
But first to Pluto's palace you shall go
And seek ny shade anong the bl est bel ow
For not with inpious ghosts ny soul remains,
Nor suffers with the damm'd perpetual pains,
But breathes the living air of soft Elysian plains.
The chaste Sibylla shall your steps convey,
And bl ood of offer'd victins free the way.
There shall you know what real ns the gods assign
And learn the fates and fortunes of your line.
But now, farewell! | vanish with the night,
And feel the blast of heav'n's approaching light."
He said, and nix'd with shades, and took his airy flight.
"Whither so fast?" the filial duty cried;
"And why, ah why, the wi sh'd enbrace deni ed?"



He said, and rose; as holy zeal inspires,
He rakes hot enbers, and renews the fires;
H s country gods and Vesta then adores
Wth cakes and incense, and their aid inplores.
Next, for his friends and royal host he sent,
Reveal 'd his vision, and the gods' intent,
Wth his own purpose. All, without delay,
The will of Jove, and his desires obey.
They list with wonen each degenerate nane,
Wio dares not hazard life for future fane
These they cashier: the brave renaining few,
CGars, banks, and cables, half consum d, renew
The prince designs a city with the plow
The lots their sev'ral tenenments all ow
This part is namd fromllium that from Troy
And the new ki ng ascends the throne with joy;
A chosen senate fromthe peopl e draws;
Appoi nts the judges, and ordains the | aws.
Then, on the top of Eryx, they begin
Arising tenple to the Paphi an queen
Anchi ses, last, is honor'd as a god,
A priest is added, annual gifts bestow d,
And groves are planted round his bl est abode.
Ni ne days they pass in feasts, their tenples crown' d;
And funmes of incense in the fanes abound.
Then fromthe south arose a gentle breeze
That curl'd the snmoothness of the glassy seas;
The rising winds a ruffling gale afford,
And call the nmerry nmariners aboard.
Now | oud | anents al ong the shores resound,
O parting friends in close enbraces bound.
The trenbling wonen, the degenerate train,
Who shunn'd the frightful dangers of the main,
Ev' n those desire to sail, and take their share
O the rough passage and the proms'd war:
Wiom good Aeneas cheers, and reconmends
To their new naster's care his fearful friends.
On Eryx's altars three fat cal ves he |ays;
A lanmb newfallen to the storny seas;
Then slips his haul sers, and his anchors wei ghs.
Hi gh on the deck the godlike hero stands,
Wth olive crown'd, a charger in his hands;
Then cast the reeking entrails in the brine,
And pour'd the sacrifice of purple w ne.
Fresh gales arise; with equal strokes they vie,
And brush the buxom seas, and o'er the billows fly.
Meantime the nother goddess, full of fears,
To Neptune thus address'd, with tender tears:
"The pride of Jove's inperious queen, the rage,
The malice which no suff'rings can assuage,
Conmpel nme to these pray'rs; since neither fate,
Nor time, nor pity, can renove her hate:
Ev'n Jove is thwarted by his haughty wife;
Still vanquish'd, yet she still renews the strife.
As if 't were little to consune the town
Which aw d the world, and wore th' inperial crown,
She prosecutes the ghost of Troy with pains,
And gnaws, ev'n to the bones, the |last remains.
Let her the causes of her hatred tell;
But you can witness its effects too well.



You saw the storm she rais'd on Libyan fl oods,
That mix'd the nmounting billows with the clouds;
When, bribing Aeol us, she shook the main,
And nmov' d rebellion in your wat'ry reign
Wth fury she possess'd the Dardan danes,
To burn their fleet with execrable flanes,
And forc'd Aeneas, when his ships were |ost,
To leave his foll'wers on a foreign coast.
For what remains, your godhead | inplore,
And trust my son to your protecting pow r.
If neither Jove's nor Fate's decree withstand,
Secure his passage to the Latian land."
Then thus the nighty Ruler of the Min:
"What may not Venus hope from Neptune's reign?
My ki ngdom cl ai ms your birth; ny |ate defense
O your indanger'd fleet nmay clai myour confidence.
Nor |l ess by land than sea ny deeds declare
How nuch your lov'd Aeneas is ny care.
Thee, Xanthus, and thee, Sinmpis, | attest.
Your Trojan troops when proud Achilles press'd,
And drove before himheadl ong on the plain,
And dash'd against the walls the trenbling train;
When floods were fill'd with bodies of the slain;
When crinson Xant hus, doubtful of his way,
Stood up on ridges to behold the sea;
(New heaps cane tunbling in, and chok'd his way;)
When your Aeneas fought, but fought with odds
O force unequal, and unequal gods;
| spread a cloud before the victor's sight,
Sustain'd the vanqui sh'd, and secur'd his flight;
Ev' n then secur'd him when | sought with joy
The vow d destruction of ungrateful Troy.
My will's the sane: fair goddess, fear no nore,
Your fleet shall safely gain the Latian shore;
Their lives are giv'n; one destin'd head al one
Shal | perish, and for nultitudes atone."
Thus having armid with hopes her anxi ous mi nd
H s finny team Saturnian Neptune join'd,
Then adds the foany bridle to their jaws,
And to the loosen'd reins pernmts the |aws.
Hi gh on the waves his azure car he guides
Its axles thunder, and the sea subsides,
And the snooth ocean rolls her silent tides.
The tenpests fly before their father's face,
Trains of inferior gods his triunph grace
And nonster whal es before their naster play,
And choirs of Tritons crowd the wat'ry way.
The marshal'd pow rs in equal troops divide
To right and left; the gods his better side
I ncl ose, and on the worse the Nynphs and Nereids ride.
Now sniling hope, w th sweet vicissitude,
Wthin the hero's nmind his joys renew d.
He calls to raise the masts, the sheets display;
The cheerful crew with diligence obey;
They scud before the wind, and sail in open sea.
Ahead of all the master pilot steers;
And, as he leads, the follow ng navy veers.
The steeds of Night had travel'd half the sky,
The drowsy rowers on their benches lie,
Wien the soft God of Sleep, with easy flight,



Descends, and draws behind a trail of 1ight.

Thou, Palinurus, art his destin'd prey;

To thee al one he takes his fatal way.

Dire dreans to thee, and iron sl eep, he bears;

And, lighting on thy prow, the form of Phorbas wears.
Then thus the traitor god began his tale:

"The winds, ny friend, inspire a pleasing gale;

The ships, without thy care, securely sail

Now steal an hour of sweet repose; and

W1l take the rudder and thy room supply."

To whom t he yawni ng pilot, half asleep:

"Me dost thou bid to trust the treach' rous deep

The harlot sniles of her dissenbling face,

And to her faith commrit the Trojan race?

Shall | believe the Siren South again,

And, oft betray'd, not know the nonster nain?"

He said: his fasten'd hands the rudder keep

And, fix'd on heav'n, his eyes repel invading sleep
The god was woth, and at his tenples threw

A branch in Lethe dipp'd, and drunk with Stygian dew
The pilot, vanquish'd by the pow r divine,

Soon clos'd his swi nming eyes, and lay supine.
Scarce were his |linbs extended at their |ength,

The god, insulting with superior strength,

Fell heavy on him plung'd himin the sea,

And, with the stern, the rudder tore away.

Headl ong he fell, and, struggling in the main,
Cried out for hel ping hands, but cried in vain.

The victor daenon nounts obscure in air,

Wiile the ship sails without the pilot's care.

On Neptune's faith the floating fleet relies;

But what the man forsook, the god supplies,

And o' er the dang' rous deep secure the navy flies;
Gides by the Sirens' cliffs, a shelfy coast,

Long infanous for ships and sailors |ost,

And white with bones. Th' inpetuous ocean roars,
And rocks rebellow fromthe sounding shores.

The wat chful hero felt the knocks, and found

The tossing vessel sail'd on shoaly ground.

Sure of his pilot's loss, he takes hinself

The hel m and steers al oof, and shuns the shelf.
Inly he griev'd, and, groaning fromthe breast,
Deplor'd his death; and thus his pain express'd:
"For faith repos'd on seas, and on the flatt'ring sky,
Thy naked corpse is doomd on shores unknown to lie."
BOOK VI

He said, and wept; then spread his sails before
The wi nds, and reach'd at length the Cumaean shore:
Their anchors dropp'd, his crew the vessel s noor
They turn their heads to sea, their sterns to |and,
And greet with greedy joy th' Italian strand.

Sone strike fromclashing flints their fiery seed;
Sonme gat her sticks, the kindled flanes to feed,

O search for hollow trees, and fell the woods,

O trace thro' valleys the discover'd fl oods.

Thus, while their sev'ral charges they fulfil,

The pious prince ascends the sacred hil

Wier e Phoebus is ador'd; and seeks the shade

Whi ch hides from sight his venerable naid.



Deep in a cave the Sibyl nmakes abode;

Thence full of fate returns, and of the god.

Thro' Trivia's grove they wal k; and now behol d,

And enter now, the tenple roof'd with gold.

When Daedalus, to fly the Cretan shore,

H s heavy linbs on jointed pinions bore,

(The first who sail'd in air,) 't is sung by Fane,

To the Cunmean coast at |ength he cane,

And here alighting, built this costly frane.

Inscrib'd to Phoebus, here he hung on high

The steerage of his wi ngs, that cut the sky:

Then o'er the lofty gate his art enboss'd

Andr ogeos' death, and off'rings to his ghost;

Sev' n youths from Athens yearly sent, to neet

The fate appointed by revengeful Crete.

And next to those the dreadful urn was plac'd,

In which the destin'd nanes by |lots were cast:

The mournful parents stand around in tears,

And rising Crete against their shore appears.

There too, in living scul pture, mght be seen

The mad affection of the Cretan queen;

Then how she cheats her bellow ng |over's eye;

The rushing | eap, the doubtful progeny,

The | ower part a beast, a man above,

The monunent of their polluted | ove.

Not far fromthence he grav'd the wondrous naze,

A thousand doors, a thousand wi ndi ng ways:

Here dwells the nonster, hid from hunan view,

Not to be found, but by the faithful clew

Till the kind artist, nov'd with pious grief,

Lent to the loving maid this last relief,

And all those erring paths describ'd so well

That Theseus conquer'd and the nonster fell.

Here hapl ess Icarus had found his part,

Had not the father's grief restrain'd his art.

He twice assay'd to cast his son in gold;

Twi ce fromhis hands he dropp'd the form ng nold.
Al'l this with wond' ring eyes Aeneas view d;

Each varying object his delight renew d:

Eager to read the rest- Achates cane,

And by his side the mad divining dane,

The priestess of the god, Dei phobe her nane.

"Time suffers not," she said, "to feed your eyes

Wth enpty pleasures; haste the sacrifice.

Sev' n bull ocks, yet unyok'd, for Phoebus choose,

And for Diana sev'n unspotted ewes."

This said, the servants urge the sacred rites,

Wiile to the tenple she the prince invites.

A spacious cave, within its farnost part,

Was hew d and fashion'd by | aborious art

Thro' the hill's holl ow sides: before the place,

A hundred doors a hundred entries grace;

As many voices issue, and the sound

O Sybil's words as nany times rebound.

Now to the nmouth they conme. Aloud she cries:

"This is the tinme; enquire your destinies.

He cones; behold the god!" Thus whil e she said,

(And shiv'ring at the sacred entry stay'd,)

Her col or chang' d; her face was not the sane,

And hol | ow groans from her deep spirit cane.



Her hair stood up; convul sive rage possess'd
Her trenbling |inbs, and heav'd her lab'ring breast.
Greater than humanki nd she seemd to | ook
And with an accent nore than nortal spoke.
Her staring eyes with sparkling fury roll;
Wien all the god cane rushing on her soul
Swiftly she turn'd, and, foam ng as she spoke:
"Way this delay?" she cried- "the pow rs invoke!
Thy pray'rs al one can open this abode;
El se vain are nmy denmands, and dunb the god."
She said no nore. The trenbling Trojans hear
O erspread with a danp sweat and holy fear
The prince hinself, with awful dread possess'd,
H's vows to great Apollo thus address'd:
"I ndul gent god, propitious powr to Troy,
Swift to relieve, unwilling to destroy,
Directed by whose hand the Dardan dart
Pierc'd the proud Gecian's only nortal part:
Thus far, by fate's decrees and thy commands,
Thro' anbient seas and thro' devouring sands,
Qur exil'd crew has sought th' Ausoni an ground;
And now, at length, the flying coast is found.
Thus far the fate of Troy, from place to place
Wth fury has pursued her wand' ring race.
Here cease, ye powrs, and |let your vengeance end:
Troy is no nore, and can no nore offend.
And thou, O sacred naid, inspir'd to see
Th' event of things in dark futurity;
G ve nme what Heav'n has pronmis'd to ny fate,
To conquer and conmand the Latian state;
To fix my wand' ring gods, and find a place
For the long exiles of the Trojan race.
Then shall mny grateful hands a tenple rear
To the twin gods, with vows and solem pray'r
And annual rites, and festivals, and ganes,
Shall be performid to their auspicious nanes.
Nor shalt thou want thy honors in ny |and;
For there thy faithful oracles shall stand,
Preserv'd in shrines; and ev'ry sacred |ay,
Whi ch, by thy nouth, Apollo shall convey:
Al'l shall be treasur'd by a chosen train
O holy priests, and ever shall renain.
But O commit not thy prophetic nind
To flitting | eaves, the sport of ev'ry w nd,
Lest they disperse in air our enpty fate;
Wite not, but, what the powrs ordain, relate."
Struggling in vain, inpatient of her |oad,
And | ab' ring underneath the pond' rous god,
The nore she strove to shake him from her breast,
Wth nmore and far superior force he press'd;
Conmands his entrance, and, w thout control
Usur ps her organs and inspires her soul
Now, with a furious blast, the hundred doors
Ope of thenselves; a rushing whirlwi nd roars
Wthin the cave, and Sibyl's voice restores:
"Escap'd the dangers of the wat'ry reign
Yet nore and greater ills by |land remnain.
The coast, so long desir'd (nor doubt th' event),
Thy troops shall reach, but, having reach'd, repent.
Wars, horrid wars, | view a field of blood,



And Tiber rolling with a purple flood.
Sinoi s nor Xanthus shall be wanting there:
A new Achilles shall in arnms appear
And he, too, goddess-born. Fierce Juno's hate,
Added to hostile force, shall urge thy fate.
To what strange nations shalt not thou resort,
Drivinto solicit aid at ev'ry court!
The cause the sane which Ilium once oppress'd;
A foreign mistress, and a foreign guest.
But thou, secure of soul, unbent w th woes,
The nore thy fortune frowns, the nore oppose.
The dawni ngs of thy safety shall be shown
From whence thou | east shalt hope, a Grecian town."
Thus, fromthe dark recess, the Sibyl spoke,
And the resisting air the thunder broke;
The cave rebellow d, and the tenpl e shook
Th' anbi guous god, who rul'd her lab'ring breast,
In these nysterious words his mnd express'd;
Sone truths reveal'd, in ternms involv'd the rest.
At length her fury fell, her foam ng ceas'd,
And, ebbing in her soul, the god decreas'd.
Then thus the chief: "No terror to ny view,
No frightful face of danger can be new
Inur'd to suffer, and resolv'd to dare,
The Fates, without ny pow r, shall be w thout my care.
This let nme crave, since near your grove the road
To hell lies open, and the dark abode
Whi ch Acheron surrounds, th' innavigable flood,
Conduct me thro' the regions void of light,
And lead ne longing to nmy father's sight.
For him a thousand dangers | have sought,
And, rushing where the thickest Gecians fought,
Safe on nmy back the sacred burthen brought.
He, for ny sake, the raging ocean tried,
And wrath of Heav'n, ny still auspicious guide,
And bore beyond the strength decrepid age supplied.
Ot, since he breath'd his last, in dead of night
H s reverend i mage stood before ny sight;
Enjoin'd to seek, below, his holy shade;
Conduct ed there by your unerring aid.
But you, if pious mnds by pray'rs are won,
ol ige the father, and protect the son
Yours is the pow r; nor Proserpine in vain
Has nmade you priestess of her nightly reign
If Orpheus, armd with his enchanting |lyre,
The ruthless king with pity could inspire,
And from the shades bel ow redeem his wife
If Pollux, off'ring his alternate life,
Could free his brother, and can daily go
By turns aloft, by turns descend bel ow
Wiy nanme | Theseus, or his greater friend,
Who trod the downward path, and upward coul d ascend?
Not less than theirs fromJove ny |ineage cane;
My nother greater, my descent the sane."
So pray'd the Trojan prince, and, while he pray'd,
Hi s hand upon the holy altar I|aid.
Then thus replied the prophetess divine:
"O goddess-born of great Anchises' |ine,
The gates of hell are open night and day;
Snmoot h the descent, and easy is the way:



But to return, and view the cheerful skies,

In this the task and nighty labor |ies.

To few great Jupiter inparts this grace,

And those of shining worth and heav'nly race.
Bet wi xt those regions and our upper light,
Deep forests and i npenetrabl e night

Possess the middle space: th' infernal bounds
Cocytus, with his sable waves, surrounds.

But if so dire a |love your soul invades,

As twice belowto view the trenbling shades;
If you so hard a toil w Il undertake,

As twice to pass th' innavigable |ake;

Recei ve ny counsel. In the neighb'ring grove
There stands a tree; the queen of Stygian Jove
Claims it her own; thick woods and gl oony ni ght
Conceal the happy plant from human sight.

One bough it bears; but (wondrous to behol d!)
The ductile rind and | eaves of radiant gold:
This fromthe vul gar branches nust be torn
And to fair Proserpine the present borne,

Ere leave be giv'n to tenpt the nether skies.
The first thus rent a second will arise,

And the sane netal the sane room supplies.
Look round the wood, with lifted eyes, to see
The lurking gold upon the fatal tree:

Then rend it off, as holy rites comand;

The willing nmetal will obey thy hand,
Following with ease, if favor'd by thy fate,
Thou art foredoomd to view the Stygian state:
If not, no labor can the tree constrain;

And strength of stubborn arns and steel are vain.
Besi des, you know not, while you here attend,
Th' unworthy fate of your unhappy friend:
Breathl ess he lies; and his unburied ghost,
Depriv'd of fun'ral rites, pollutes your host.
Pay first his pious dues; and, for the dead,
Two sabl e sheep around his hearse be |ed;
Then, living turfs upon his body |ay:

This done, securely take the destin'd way,

To find the regions destitute of day."

She said, and held her peace. Aeneas went
Sad fromthe cave, and full of discontent,
Unknowi ng whom t he sacred Sibyl neant.

Achat es, the conpanion of his breast,

Goes grieving by his side, with equal cares oppress'd.
wal ki ng, they talk'd, and fruitlessly divin'd

What friend the priestess by those words design'd.
But soon they found an object to deplore:

M senus | ay extended the shore;

Son of the God of Wnds: none so renown'd

The warrior trunpet in the field to sound;

Wth breathing brass to kindle fierce al arns,

And rouse to dare their fate in honorable armns.

He serv'd great Hector, and was ever near

Not with his trunpet only, but his spear

But by Pelides' arns when Hector fell

He chose Aeneas; and he chose as well.

Swoln with applause, and aining still at nore,

He now provokes the sea gods fromthe shore;

Wth envy Triton heard the martial sound,



And the bold chanpion, for his challenge, drown'd;
Then cast his nangl ed carcass on the strand:
The gazing crowd around the body stand.
Al'l weep; but nobst Aeneas nourns his fate,
And hastens to performthe funeral state.
In altar-wise, a stately pile they rear
The basis broad below, and top advanc'd in air.
An ancient wood, fit for the work design'd,
(The shady covert of the sal vage kind,)
The Trojans found: the sounding ax is plied,
Firs, pines, and pitch trees, and the tow ring pride
O forest ashes, feel the fatal stroke,
And pi erci ng wedges cl eave t he stubborn oak
Huge trunks of trees, fell'd fromthe steepy crown
O the bare nountains, roll with ruin down.
Armid like the rest the Trojan prince appears,
And by his pious | abor urges theirs.

Thus while he wrought, revolving in his nind
The ways to conpass what his wi sh design'd,
He cast his eyes upon the gl oony grove,
And then with vows inplor'd the Queen of Love:
"Omy thy powr, propitious still to ne,
Conduct ny steps to find the fatal tree,
In this deep forest; since the Sibyl's breath
Foretold, alas! too true, M senus' death."
Scarce had he said, when, full before his sight,
Two doves, descending fromtheir airy flight,
Secure upon the grassy plain alight.
He knew his nother's birds; and thus he pray'd:
"Be you mny guides, with your auspicious aid,
And |l ead ny footsteps, till the branch be found,
Whose glitt'ring shadow gilds the sacred ground.
And thou, great parent, with celestial care,
In this distress be present to ny pray'r!"
Thus having said, he stopp'd with watchful sight,
ohserving still the notions of their flight,
What course they took, what happy signs they shew
They fed, and, flutt'ring, by degrees withdrew
Still farther fromthe place, but still in view
Hoppi ng and flying, thus they |led himon
To the slow | ake, whose bal eful stench to shun
They wing'd their flight aloft; then, stooping |ow
Perch'd on the double tree that bears the gol den bough.
Thro' the green leafs the glitt'ring shadows gl ow
As, on the sacred oak, the wintry m stl etoe,
Where the proud nother views her precious brood,
And happi er branches, which she never sow d.
Such was the glitt'ring; such the ruddy rind,
And danci ng | eaves, that wanton'd in the w nd.
He seiz'd the shining bough with griping hold,
And rent away, with ease, the ling ring gold;
Then to the Sibyl's pal ace bore the prize.
Meantime the Trojan troops, with weeping eyes,
To dead M senus pay his obsequi es.
First, fromthe ground a lofty pile they rear
O pitch trees, oaks, and pines, and unctuous fir:
The fabric's front with cypress twigs they strew,
And stick the sides with boughs of bal eful yew
The topnost part his glitt'ring arns adorn
Warm wat ers, then, in brazen cal drons borne,



Are pour'd to wash his body, joint by joint,

And fragrant oils the stiffen'd |inbs anoint.
Wth groans and cries M senus they deplore:

Then on a bier, with purple cover'd o' er

The breathl ess body, thus bewail'd, they |ay,
And fire the pile, their faces turn'd away-
Such reverend rites their fathers us'd to pay.
Pure oil and incense on the fire they throw,

And fat of victins, which his friends bestow
These gifts the greedy flanmes to dust devour
Then on the living coals red wi ne they pour

And, last, the relics by thensel ves dispose,
Which in a brazen urn the priests inclose.

A d Corynaeus conpass'd thrice the crew,

And dipp'd an olive branch in holy dew

Whi ch thrice he sprinkled round, and thrice al oud
Invok'd the dead, and then disnissed the crowd.
But good Aeneas order'd on the shore

A stately tonmb, whose top a trunpet bore

A soldier's fauchion, and a seaman's oar

Thus was his friend interr'd; and deathless fane
Still to the lofty cape consigns his nane.

These rites performd, the prince, wthout delay,
Hastes to the nether world his destin'd way.
Deep was the cave; and, downward as it went
Fromthe w de mouth, a rocky rough descent;

And here th' access a gl oony grove defends,

And there th' unnavi gabl e | ake extends,

O er whose unhappy waters, void of |ight,

No bird presunes to steer his airy flight;

Such deadly stenches fromthe depths arise,

And steami ng sul phur, that infects the skies.
From hence the Grecian bards their |egends make,
And give the name Avernus to the | ake.

Four sable bull ocks, in the yoke untaught,

For sacrifice the pious hero brought.

The priestess pours the wi ne betw xt their horns;
Then cuts the curling hair; that first oblation burns,
I nvoki ng Hecate hither to repair:

A pow rful nane in hell and upper air.

The sacred priests with ready knives bereave
The beasts of life, and in full bow s receive
The streaning blood: a lanb to Hell and N ght
(The sable wool without a streak of white)
Aeneas offers; and, by fate's decree,

A barren heifer, Proserpine, to thee,

Wth hol ocausts he Pluto's altar fills;

Sev'n brawny bulls with his own hand he kills;
Then on the broiling entrails oil he pours;

Whi ch, ointed thus, the raging flanme devours.
Late the nocturnal sacrifice begun

Nor ended till the next returning sun

Then earth began to bellow, trees to dance,

And howling dogs in glimiring |ight advance,
Ere Hecate canme. "Far hence be souls profane!"”
The Sibyl cried, "and fromthe grove abstain!
Now, Trojan, take the way thy fates afford
Assume thy courage, and unsheathe thy sword."
She said, and pass'd al ong the gl oony space;

The prince pursued her steps with equal pace.



Ye real ms, yet unreveal'd to human sight,
Ye gods who rul e the regions of the night,
Ye gliding ghosts, pernit ne to relate
The nystic wonders of your silent state!
Qbscure they went thro' dreary shades, that |ed
Al ong the waste doni nions of the dead.
Thus wander travelers in woods by night,
By the nmoon's doubtful and malignant Iight,
Wien Jove in dusky clouds involves the skies,
And the faint crescent shoots by fits before their eyes.
Just in the gate and in the jaws of hell
Revengeful Cares and sullen Sorrows dwell,
And pal e Di seases, and repining Age,
Want, Fear, and Famine's unresisted rage;
Here Toils, and Death, and Death's hal f-brother, Sleep
Fornms terrible to view, their sentry keep
Wth anxi ous Pleasures of a guilty nind
Deep Frauds before, and open Force behi nd;
The Furies' iron beds; and Strife, that shakes
Her hissing tresses and unfol ds her snakes.
Full in the midst of this infernal road,
An el m di spl ays her dusky arnms abroad:
The God of Sleep there hides his heavy head,
And enpty dreans on ev'ry |leaf are spread.
O various forns unnunber'd specters nore,
Centaurs, and doubl e shapes, besiege the door
Bef ore the passage, horrid Hydra stands,
And Briareus with all his hundred hands;
Gorgons, Ceryon with his triple frame
And vain Chinmaera vonits enpty flane.
The chief unsheath'd his shining steel, prepar'd,
Tho' seiz'd with sudden fear, to force the guard,
Of'ring his brandish'd weapon at their face;
Had not the Sibyl stopp'd his eager pace,
And told himwhat those enpty phantons were
Fornms wit hout bodies, and inpassive air.
Hence to deep Acheron they take their way,
Whose troubl ed eddies, thick with ooze and cl ay,
Are whirl'd aloft, and in Cocytus |ost.
There Charon stands, who rules the dreary coast-
A sordid god: down from his hoary chin
A length of beard descends, unconb'd, unclean
Hi s eyes, like hollow furnaces on fire;
A girdle, foul with grease, binds his obscene attire.
He spreads his canvas; with his pole he steers;
The freights of flitting ghosts in his thin bottom bears.
He look'd in years; yet in his years were seen
A yout hful vigor and autumal green
An airy crowd cane rushing where he stood,
Wiich fill'd the margin of the fatal flood:
Husbands and wi ves, boys and unnarried naids,
And mighty heroes' nore majestic shades,
And youths, intonb'd before their fathers' eyes,
Wth hollow groans, and shrieks, and feeble cries.
Thick as the |l eaves in autum strow the woods,
O fows, by winter forc'd, forsake the floods,
And wing their hasty flight to happier |ands;
Such, and so thick, the shiv'ring arny stands,
And press for passage wth extended hands.
Now t hese, now those, the surly boatnman bore:



The rest he drove to distance fromthe shore.
The hero, who beheld with wond' ring eyes
The tumult mix'd with shrieks, |lanents, and cries,
Ask' d of his guide, what the rude concourse neant;
Why to the shore the throngi ng peopl e bent;
What forns of |aw anbng the ghosts were us'd;
Wiy sone were ferried o' er, and sone refus'd.

"Son of Anchises, offspring of the gods,"
The Si byl said, "you see the Stygi an fl oods,
The sacred stream which heav' n's inperial state
Attests in oaths, and fears to violate.
The ghosts rejected are th' unhappy crew
Depriv'd of sepulchers and fun'ral due:
The boat man, Charon; those, the buried host,
He ferries over to the farther coast;
Nor dares his transport vessel cross the waves
Wth such whose bones are not conpos'd in graves.
A hundred years they wander on the shore;
At length, their penance done, are wafted o'er."
The Trojan chief his forward pace repress'd,
Revol vi ng anxi ous thoughts within his breast,
He saw his friends, who, whelm d beneath the waves,
Their fun'ral honors claimd, and ask'd their quiet graves.
The | ost Leucaspis in the crowd he knew,
And the brave | eader of the Lycian crew,
Wiom on the Tyrrhene seas, the tenpests net;
The sailors master'd, and the ship o' erset.

Anidst the spirits, Palinurus press'd,
Yet fresh fromlife, a newadmtted guest,
Wio, while he steering view d the stars, and bore
His course fromAfric to the Latian shore,
Fel I headl ong down. The Trojan fix'd his view,
And scarcely thro' the gloomthe sullen shadow knew.
Then thus the prince: "Wat envious powr, O friend,
Brought your lov'd life to this disastrous end?
For Phoebus, ever true in all he said,
Has in your fate alone ny faith betray'd.
The god foretold you should not die, before
You reach'd, secure fromseas, th' Italian shore.
Is this th' unerring pow r?" The ghost replied;
"Nor Phoebus flatter'd, nor his answers |ied;
Nor envi ous gods have sent nme to the deep
But, while the stars and course of heav'n | keep
My wearied eyes were seiz'd with fatal sleep
| fell; and, with my weight, the helmconstrain'd
Was drawn al ong, which yet ny gripe retain'd.
Now by the wi nds and ragi ng waves | swear,
Your safety, nore than nine, was then ny care;
Lest, of the guide bereft, the rudder I|ost,
Your ship should run agai nst the rocky coast.
Three blust'ring nights, borne by the southern blast,
| floated, and discover'd land at |ast:
H gh on a nounting wave ny head | bore,
Forcing ny strength, and gath'ring to the shore.
Panting, but past the danger, now | seiz'd
The craggy cliffs, and nmy tir'd nmenbers eas'd.
While, cunber'd with nmy dropping clothes, | |ay,
The cruel nation, covetous of prey,
Stain'd with my blood th' unhospitable coast;
And now, by wi nds and waves, ny lifeless linbs are toss'd:



Whi ch O avert, by yon ethereal |ight,
Which | have lost for this eternal night!
O, if by dearer ties you may be won,
By your dead sire, and by your living son,
Redeem fromthis reproach ny wand' ri ng ghost;
O with your navy seek the Velin coast,
And in a peaceful grave ny corpse conpose;
O, if a nearer way your nother shows,
Wt hout whose aid you durst not undertake
This frightful passage o' er the Stygian | ake,
Lend to this wetch your hand, and waft himo'er
To the sweet banks of yon forbidden shore."
Scarce had he said, the prophetess began
"What hopes del ude thee, niserable man?
Thi nk' st thou, thus unintonmb'd, to cross the fl oods,
To view the Furies and infernal gods,
And visit, w thout |eave, the dark abodes?
Attend the termof |ong revolving years;
Fate, and the dooni ng gods, are deaf to tears.
This confort of thy dire nmisfortune take:
The wrath of Heav'n, inflicted for thy sake,
Wth vengeance shall pursue th' inhuman coast,
Till they propitiate thy offended ghost,
And raise a tonb, with vows and solem pray'r
And Pal i nurus' nane the place shall bear."
This calmd his cares; sooth'd with his future fane,
And pleas'd to hear his propagated nane.

Now nearer to the Stygian | ake they draw
Whom fromthe shore, the surly boatman saw
observ'd their passage thro' the shady wood,
And mark'd their near approaches to the fl ood.
Then thus he call'd aloud, inflamd with wath:
"Mrtal, whate'er, who this forbidden path
In arms presunist to tread, | charge thee, stand,
And tell thy nanme, and bus'ness in the |and.
Know this, the realmof night- the Stygian shore:
My boat conveys no living bodies o'er
Nor was | pleas'd great Theseus once to bear
Who forc'd a passage with his pointed spear
Nor strong Al cides- men of mighty fane,
And fromth' immortal gods their |ineage cane
In fetters one the barking porter tied,
And took himtrenbling fromhis sov'reign's side:
Two sought by force to seize his beauteous bride."
To whom the Si byl thus: "Conpose thy m nd
Nor frauds are here contriv'd, nor force design'd.
Still may the dog the wand'ring troops constrain
O airy ghosts, and vex the guilty train,
And with her grisly lord his |ovely queen renain.
The Trojan chief, whose lineage is from Jove,
Much famid for arns, and nore for filial |ove
Is sent to seek his sire in your Elysian grove.
If neither piety, nor Heav'n's conmand,
Can gain his passage to the Stygi an strand,
This fatal present shall prevail at |east."”
Then shew d the shining bough, conceal'd within her vest.
No nore was needful: for the gl oony god
Stood nute with awe, to see the gol den rod;
Admir'd the destin'd off'ring to his queen-
A venerable gift, so rarely seen



H's fury thus appeas'd, he puts to |and;
The ghosts forsake their seats at his comuand:
He clears the deck, receives the mighty freight;
The | eaky vessel groans beneath the weight.
Slowy she sails, and scarcely stens the tides;
The pressing water pours within her sides.
Hi s passengers at length are wafted o' er
Expos' d, in nmuddy weeds, upon the niry shore.
No sooner |anded, in his den they found
The triple porter of the Stygian sound,
Gi m Cerberus, who soon began to rear
H s crested snakes, and armid his bristling hair.
The prudent Si byl had before prepar'd
A sop, in honey steep'd, to charmthe guard;
Which, mix"d with pow rful drugs, she cast before
His greedy grinning jaws, just op'd to roar
Wth three enornous nouths he gapes; and straight,
Wth hunger press'd, devours the pleasing bait.
Long draughts of sleep his nonstrous |inbs enslave;
He reels, and, falling, fills the spacious cave.
The keeper charm d, the chief wthout del ay
Pass'd on, and took th' irreneable way.
Before the gates, the cries of babes new born
Wiom fate had fromtheir tender nothers torn
Assault his ears: then those, whomform of |aws
Conderm' d to die, when traitors judg' d their cause.
Nor want they lots, nor judges to review
The wongful sentence, and award a new.
M nos, the strict inquisitor, appears;
And lives and crines, with his assessors, hears.
Round in his urn the bl ended balls he rolls,
Absol ves the just, and doonms the guilty souls.
The next, in place and puni shnent, are they
Wio prodigally throw their souls away;
Fool s, who, repining at their wetched state,
And | oat hing anxious life, suborn'd their fate.
Wth |ate repentance now they would retrieve
The bodi es they forsook, and wish to |ive;
Their pains and poverty desire to bear,
To view the light of heav'n, and breathe the vital air:
But fate forbids; the Stygian fl oods oppose,
And with circling streans the captive souls inclose.
Not far fromthence, the Murnful Fields appear
So call'd fromlovers that inhabit there
The soul s whom that unhappy fl ame i nvades,
In secret solitude and nyrtle shades
Make endl ess npans, and, pining with desire,
Lament too late their unextinguish'd fire.
Here Procris, Eriphyle here he found,
Bari ng her breast, yet bleeding with the wound
Made by her son. He saw Pasi phae there,
Wth Phaedra's ghost, a foul incestuous pair.
There Laodani a, with Evadne, noves,
Unhappy both, but loyal in their |oves:
Caeneus, a wonan once, and once a nman
But ending in the sex she first began
Not far fromthese Phoenician D do stood,
Fresh from her wound, her bosom bath'd in bl ood;
Wiom when the Trojan hero hardly knew,
Qobscure in shades, and with a doubtful view,



(Doubtful as he who sees, thro' dusky night,

O thinks he sees, the nmoon's uncertain light,)

Wth tears he first approach'd the sullen shade;

And, as his love inspir'd him thus he said:

"Unhappy queen! then is the conmon breath

O runor true, in your reported death,

And |, alas! the cause? By Heav'n, | vow,

And all the pow rs that rule the real ns bel ow,

Umwilling | forsook your friendly state,

Commanded by the gods, and forc'd by fate-

Those gods, that fate, whose unresisted night

Have sent me to these regions void of |ight,

Thro' the vast enpire of eternal night.

Nor dar'd | to presune, that, press'd with grief,

My flight should urge you to this dire relief.

Stay, stay your steps, and listen to ny vows:

"Tis the last interview that fate allows!"

In vain he thus attenpts her nind to nove

Wth tears, and pray'rs, and | ate-repenting | ove.

Di sdai nful ly she [ook'd; then turning round,

But fix'd her eyes unnov'd upon the ground,

And what he says and swears, regards no nore

Than the deaf rocks, when the loud billows roar

But whirl'd away, to shun his hateful sight,

Hdin the forest and the shades of night;

Then sought Sichaeus thro' the shady grove,

Wio answer'd all her cares, and equal'd all her |ove.
Some pious tears the pitying hero paid,

And follow d with his eyes the flitting shade,

Then took the forward way, by fate ordain'd,

And, with his guide, the farther fields attain'd,

Wiere, sever'd fromthe rest, the warrior souls remain'd.

Tydeus he net, with Mel eager's race,

The pride of armies, and the soldiers' grace;

And pal e Adrastus with his ghastly face.

O Trojan chiefs he viewd a numrous train,

Al much lanmented, all in battle slain;

d aucus and Medon, high above the rest,

Antenor's sons, and Ceres' sacred priest.

And proud I|daeus, Priamis charioteer

Wio shakes his enpty reins, and ainms his airy spear

The gl adsone ghosts, in circling troops, attend

And with unwearied eyes behold their friend,

Delight to hover near, and |long to know

What bus' ness brought himto the real ns bel ow.

But Argive chiefs, and Aganemon's train,

Wien his refulgent arns flash'd thro' the shady plain,

Fled fromhis well-known face, with wonted fear

As when his thund'ring sword and poi nted spear

Drove headl ong to their ships, and glean'd the routed rear.

They rais'd a feeble cry, with trenbling notes;

But the weak voice deceiv'd their gasping throats.
Here Priam s son, Dei phobus, he found,

Wiose face and |inbs were one continued wound:

Di shonest, with lopp'd arns, the youth appears,

Spoil'd of his nose, and shorten'd of his ears.

He scarcely knew him striving to di sown

H's blotted form and blushing to be known;

And therefore first began: "O Tsucer's race,

Wio durst thy faultless figure thus deface?



What heart could wish, what hand inflict, this dire disgrace?
"Twas fam d, that in our |last and fatal night
Your single prowess |long sustain'd the fight,
Till tir'd, not forc'd, a glorious fate you chose,
And fell upon a heap of slaughter'd foes.
But, in remenbrance of so brave a deed
A tonmb and fun'ral honors | decreed;
Thrice call'd your nanes on the Trojan plains:
The place your arnor and your nanme retains.
Your body too |I sought, and, had | found,
Design'd for burial in your native ground."
The ghost replied: "Your piety has paid
Al'l needful rites, to rest ny wand' ri ng shade;
But cruel fate, and nmy nore cruel wife,
To Grecian swords betray'd ny sleeping life.
These are the nonunments of Helen's |ove:
The shame | bear below, the marks | bore above.
You know i n what del uding joys we pass'd
The night that was by Heav'n decreed our |ast:
For, when the fatal horse, descendi ng down,
Pregnant with arns, o' erwhelmd th' unhappy town
She feign'd nocturnal orgies; left ny bed,
And, mx'd with Trojan danmes, the dances |ed
Then, wavi ng high her torch, the signal nade,
Whi ch rous'd the Gecians fromtheir anmbuscade.
Wth watching overworn, with cares oppress'd,
Unhappy | had laid ne down to rest,
And heavy sleep ny weary |inbs possess'd.
Meantime ny worthy wife our arnms nislaid,
And from beneath my head nmy sword convey' d;
The door unlatch'd, and, with repeated calls,
Invites her former lord within ny walls.
Thus in her crinme her confidence she plac'd,
And with new treasons woul d redeemthe past.
What need | nmore? Into the roomthey ran
And nmeanly mnurther'd a defensel ess man
U ysses, basely born, first led the way.
Avenging pow rs! with justice if | pray,
That fortune be their own another day!
But answer you; and in your turn relate,
What brought you, living, to the Stygian state:
Driv'n by the winds and errors of the sea,
O did you Heav' n's superior doom obey?
O tell what other chance conducts your way,
To view with nortal eyes our dark retreats,
Tumul ts and torments of th' infernal seats."”
While thus in talk the flying hours they pass,
The sun had finish'd nore than half his race:
And they, perhaps, in words and tears had spent
The little time of stay which Heav'n had |ent;
But thus the Sibyl chides their [ong del ay:
"Ni ght rushes down, and headl ong drives the day:
'"Tis here, in different paths, the way divides;
The right to Pluto's gol den pal ace gui des;
The left to that unhappy region tends,
Which to the depth of Tartarus descends;
The seat of night profound, and punish'd fiends."
Then t hus Dei phobus: "O sacred maid,
Forbear to chide, and be your w Il obey'd!
Lo! to the secret shadows | retire,



To pay nmy penance till my years expire.
Proceed, auspicious prince, with glory crown'd,
And born to better fates than | have found."
He said; and, while he said, his steps he turn'd
To secret shadows, and in silence nourn'd.

The hero, looking on the left, espied
Alofty towr, and strong on ev'ry side
Wth treble walls, which Phlegethon surrounds,
Whose fiery flood the burning enpire bounds;
And, press'd betw xt the rocks, the bellow ng noise resounds
Wde is the fronting gate, and, rais'd on high
Wth adamantine columms, threats the sky.
Vain is the force of man, and Heav'n's as vain,
To crush the pillars which the pile sustain.
Sublime on these a towr of steel is rear'd;
And dire Tisiphone there keeps the ward,
Grt in her sanguine gown, by night and day,
bservant of the souls that pass the downward way.
From hence are heard the groans of ghosts, the pains
O sounding | ashes and of draggi ng chains.
The Trojan stood astonish'd at their cries,
And ask'd his guide fromwhence those yells arise;
And what the crinmes, and what the tortures were,
And loud lanments that rent the liquid air.

She thus replied: "The chaste and holy race
Are all forbidden this polluted place.
But Hecate, when she gave to rule the woods,
Then led ne trenbling thro' these dire abodes,
And taught the tortures of th' avengi ng gods.
These are the realns of unrelenting fate;
And awful Rhadamant hus rules the state
He hears and judges each conmmitted crine;
Enquires into the manner, place, and tine.
The conscious wetch nust all his acts reveal
(Loth to confess, unable to conceal),
Fromthe first moment of his vital breath,
To his last hour of unrepenting death.
Straight, o' er the guilty ghost, the Fury shakes
The soundi ng whi p and brandi shes her snakes,
And the pale sinner, with her sisters, takes.
Then, of itself, unfolds th' eternal door
Wth dreadful sounds the brazen hinges roar
You see, before the gate, what stalking ghost
Commands the guard, what sentries keep the post.
More formi dabl e Hydra stands within,
Wiose jaws with iron teeth severely grin.
The gaping gulf lowto the center Ilies,
And twice as deep as earth is distant fromthe skies.
The rivals of the gods, the Titan race,
Here, sing'd with lightning, roll within th' unfathonm d space.
Here lie th' Alaean twins, (I saw them both,)
Enor nous bodi es, of gigantic growth,
Who dar'd in fight the Thund'rer to defy,
Affect his heav'n, and force himfromthe sky.
Sal moneus, suff'ring cruel pains, | found,
For enul ating Jove; the rattling sound
O mimc thunder, and the glitt'ring blaze
O pointed lightnings, and their forky rays.
Thro' Elis and the Grecian towns he flew,
Th' audaci ous wretch four fiery coursers drew



He wav'd a torch aloft, and, nadly vain,

Sought godli ke worship froma servile train.

Anbi tious fool! with horny hoofs to pass

O er holl ow arches of resoundi ng brass,

To rival thunder in its rapid course,

And inmitate ininmtable force

But he, the King of Heav'n, obscure on high
Bar'd his red arm and, launching fromthe sky
Hs withen bolt, not shaking enpty snoke,

Down to the deep abyss the flanming felon strook
There Tityus was to see, who took his birth

From heav'n, his nursing fromthe foodful earth.
Here his gigantic linbs, with |arge enbrace,
Infold nine acres of infernal space.

A rav'nous vulture, in his open'd side,

Her crooked beak and cruel talons tried;

Still for the growing liver digg' d his breast;
The growing liver still supplied the feast;

Still are his entrails fruitful to their pains:
Th' immortal hunger lasts, th' imortal food remains.
I xi on and Perithous | could nane,

And nore Thessalian chiefs of nighty fane.

H gh o'er their heads a nold' ring rock is plac'd,
That promises a fall, and shakes at ev'ry bl ast.
They lie bel ow, on gol den beds display'd;

And genial feasts with regal ponp are nade.

The Queen of Furies by their sides is set,

And snatches fromtheir nouths th' untasted neat,
Which if they touch, her hissing snakes she rears,
Tossing her torch, and thund'ring in their ears.
Then they, who brothers' better claimdisown,
Expel their parents, and usurp the throne;
Defraud their clients, and, to lucre sold,

Sit brooding on unprofitable gold,

Who dare not give, and ev'n refuse to |l end

To their poor kindred, or a wanting friend.

Vast is the throng of these; nor less the train
O lustful youths, for foul adult'ry slain:

Hosts of deserters, who their honor sold,

And basely broke their faith for bribes of gold.
Al'l these within the dungeon's depth remain,
Despai ri ng pardon, and expecting pain.

Ask not what pains; nor farther seek to know
Their process, or the forns of |aw bel ow

Some roll a weighty stone; sone, laid al ong,

And bound with burning wires, on spokes of wheels are hung
Unhappy Theseus, doonmid for ever there,

Is fix'd by fate on his eternal chair;

And wretched Phl egyas warns the world with cries
(Coul d warning nake the world nore just or wise):
"Learn righteousness, and dread th' avenging deities.'
To tyrants others have their country sold,

| nposing foreign lords, for foreign gold;

Sonme have old | aws repeal 'd, new statutes made,
Not as the people pleas'd, but as they paid;

Wth incest sone their daughters' bed profan'd:
Al dar'd the worst of ills, and, what they dar'd, attain'd.
Had | a hundred nout hs, a hundred tongues,

And throats of brass, inspir'd with iron |ungs,

I could not half those horrid crinmes repeat,



Nor half the punishments those crinmes have net.
But let us haste our voyage to pursue:
The walls of Pluto's palace are in view
The gate, and iron arch above it, stands
On anvils labor'd by the Cycl ops' hands.
Before our farther way the Fates all ow,
Here nust we fix on high the gol den bough."

She said: and thro' the gloony shades they pass'd,
And chose the niddle path. Arriv'd at |ast,
The prince with living water sprinkled o' er
H s |linbs and body; then approach'd the door
Possess'd the porch, and on the front above
He fix'd the fatal bough requir'd by Pluto's |ove.
These holy rites performd, they took their way
Where | ong extended plains of pleasure |ay:
The verdant fields with those of heav'n nmay vie,
Wth ether vested, and a purple sky;
The blissful seats of happy souls bel ow
Stars of their own, and their own suns, they know;
Their airy linmbs in sports they exercise,
And on the green contend the westler's prize.
Sone in heroic verse divinely sing;
O hers in artful neasures led the ring.
The Thracian bard, surrounded by the rest,
There stands conspicuous in his flow ng vest;
His flying fingers, and harnoni ous quill
Strikes sev'n distinguish' d notes, and sev'n at once they fill.
Here found they Tsucer's old heroic race,
Born better tinmes and happier years to grace.
Assaracus and Il us here enjoy
Perpetual fane, with hi mwho founded Troy.
The chief beheld their chariots from afar
Their shining arms, and coursers train'd to war:
Their lances fix'd in earth, their steeds around,
Free fromtheir harness, graze the flow ry ground.
The | ove of horses which they had, alive,
And care of chariots, after death survive.
Sone cheerful souls were feasting on the plain;
Sonme did the song, and sone the choir naintain,
Beneath a | aurel shade, where mighty Po
Mounts up to woods above, and hi des his head bel ow.
Here patriots live, who, for their country's good,
In fighting fields, were prodigal of blood:
Priests of unblenish'd lives here make abode,
And poets worthy their inspiring god;
And searching wits, of nore mechanic parts,
Wio grac'd their age with newinvented arts:
Those who to worth their bounty did extend,
And those who knew t hat bounty to comend.
The heads of these with holy fillets bound,
And all their tenples were with garlands crown'd.

To these the Sibyl thus her speech address'd,
And first to him surrounded by the rest
(Tow ring his height, and anple was his breast):
"Say, happy souls, divine Misaeus, say,
Where |ives Anchises, and where |ies our way
To find the hero, for whose only sake
W sought the dark abodes, and cross'd the bitter |ake?"
To this the sacred poet thus replied:
"I'n no fix'd place the happy soul s reside.



In groves we live, and lie on nossy beds,
By crystal streans, that nmurnur thro' the neads
But pass yon easy hill, and thence descend;
The path conducts you to your journey's end."
This said, he led themup the nmountain's brow,
And shews themall the shining fields bel ow
They wind the hill, and thro' the blissful nmeadows go.
But old Anchises, in a flowry vale,
Review d his nuster'd race, and took the tale:
Those happy spirits, which, ordain'd by fate,
For future beings and new bodies wait-
Wth studious thought observ'd th' illustrious throng,
In nature's order as they pass'd al ong:
Their names, their fates, their conduct, and their care,
In peaceful senates and successful war.
He, when Aeneas on the plain appears,
Meets himw th open arnms, and falling tears.
"Wl cone," he said, "the gods' undoubted race!
O Il ong expected to ny dear enbrace!
Once nore 't is givin ne to behold your face!
The | ove and pious duty which you pay
Have pass'd the perils of so hard a way.
'"Tis true, conputing times, | now believ'd
The happy day approach'd; nor are ny hopes deceiv'd.
What |ength of |ands, what oceans have you pass'd;
What storns sustain'd, and on what shores been cast?
How have | fear'd your fate! but fear'd it nost,
When | ove assail'd you, on the Libyan coast."
To this, the filial duty thus replies:
"Your sacred ghost before ny sl eeping eyes
Appear'd, and often urg'd this painful enterprise.
After long tossing on the Tyrrhene sea,
My navy rides at anchor in the bay.
But reach your hand, O parent shade, nor shun
The dear enbraces of your |onging son!"
He said; and falling tears his face bedew
Then thrice around his neck his arnms he threw,
And thrice the flitting shadow slipp'd away,
Li ke winds, or enpty dreans that fly the day.
Now, in a secret vale, the Trojan sees
A sep'rate grove, thro' which a gentle breeze
Plays with a passing breath, and whispers thro' the trees;
And, just before the confines of the wood,
The gliding Lethe [ eads her silent flood.
About the boughs an airy nation flew,
Thi ck as the hunmmi ng bees, that hunt the gol den dew
In sumrer's heat on tops of lilies feed,
And creep within their bells, to suck the balny seed:
The winged arny roans the fields around;
The rivers and the rocks renmurnur to the sound.
Aeneas wond' ring stood, then ask'd the cause
Which to the streamthe crowdi ng peopl e draws.
Then thus the sire: "The souls that throng the flood
Are those to whom by fate, are other bodies ow d:
In Lethe's | ake they long oblivion taste,
O future life secure, forgetful of the past.
Long has ny soul desir'd this tine and pl ace,
To set before your sight your glorious race,
That this presaging joy nmay fire your nind
To seek the shores by destiny design'd."-



"O father, can it be, that souls subline
Return to visit our terrestrial cling,
And that the gen'rous nind, releas'd by death,
Can covet lazy linbs and nortal breath?"

Anchi ses then, in order, thus begun
To clear those wonders to his godlike son
"Know, first, that heav'n, and earth's conpacted franeg,
And flow ng waters, and the starry flane,
And both the radiant |ights, one conmon sou
I nspires and feeds, and ani mates the whol e.
This active mind, infus'd thro' all the space,
Unites and nmingles with the nmighty mass.
Hence men and beasts the breath of |ife obtain,
And birds of air, and nonsters of the main.
Th' ethereal vigor is in all the sane,
And every soul is fill'd with equal flane
As much as earthy linbs, and gross allay
O nortal menbers, subject to decay,
Bl unt not the beans of heav'n and edge of day.
Fromthis coarse mixture of terrestrial parts
Desire and fear by turns possess their hearts,
And grief, and joy; nor can the groveling nind,
In the dark dungeon of the Iinbs confin'd,
Assert the native skies, or own its heav' nly Kind:
Nor death itself can wholly wash their stains;
But |ong-contracted filth ev'n in the soul remains.
The relics of inveterate vice they wear,
And spots of sin obscene in ev'ry face appear
For this are various penances enjoin'd;
And sone are hung to bl each upon the wind,
Sone plung'd in waters, others purg'd in fires,
Till all the dregs are drain'd, and all the rust expires.
Al have their manes, and those manes bear:
The few, so cleans'd, to these abodes repair,
And breathe, in anple fields, the soft Elysian air.
Then are they happy, when by length of tinme
The scurf is worn away of each committed crine;
No speck is left of their habitual stains,
But the pure ether of the soul remains.
But, when a thousand rolling years are past,
(So long their punishments and penance | ast,)
Whol e droves of minds are, by the driving god,
Conpell"d to drink the deep Lethaean fl ood,
In large forgetful draughts to steep the cares
O their past labors, and their irksome years,
That, unrenmenb'ring of its former pain,
The soul may suffer nortal flesh again.”

Thus having said, the father spirit |eads
The priestess and his son thro' swarnms of shades,
And takes a rising ground, fromthence to see
The | ong procession of his progeny.
"Survey," pursued the sire, "this airy throng,
As, offer'd to thy view, they pass al ong.
These are th' Italian nanmes, which fate will join
Wth ours, and graff upon the Trojan line.
bserve the youth who first appears in sight,
And hol ds the nearest station to the |ight,
Al ready seens to snuff the vital air,
And | eans just forward, on a shining spear
Silvius is he, thy |last-begotten race,



But first in order sent, to fill thy place
An Al ban name, but nix'd with Dardan bl ood,
Born in the covert of a shady wood:
Hmfair Lavinia, thy surviving wfe,
Shall breed in groves, to lead a solitary life.
In Alba he shall fix his royal seat,
And, born a king, a race of kings beget.
Then Procas, honor of the Trojan nane,
Capys, and Numitor, of endless fane.
A second Silvius after these appears;
Silvius Aeneas, for thy name he bears;
For arms and justice equally renown'd,
Wio, late restor'd, in Al ba shall be crown'd.
How great they |ook! how vig' rously they wield
Their weighty [ ances, and sustain the shield!
But they, who crown'd w th oaken wreaths appear
Shal | Gabian walls and strong Fi dena rear
Noment um Bola, with Ponetia, found;
And raise Collatian tow rs on rocky ground.
Al'l these shall then be towns of mighty fane,
Tho' now they lie obscure, and | ands w thout a nane.
See Ronmulus the great, born to restore
The crown that once his injur'd grandsire wore.
This prince a priestess of your blood shall bear,
And like his sire in arnms he shall appear
Two rising crests, his royal head adorn;
Born froma god, hinmself to godhead born
His sire already signs himfor the skies,
And mar ks the seat amidst the deities.
Auspi cious chief! thy race, in tines to cone,
Shal | spread the conquests of inperial Rone-
Rome, whose ascending tow rs shall heav' n invade,
I nvol ving earth and ocean in her shade;
Hi gh as the Mdther of the Gods in place,
And proud, like her, of an imortal race.
Then, when in ponp she nmakes the Phrygi an round,
Wth golden turrets on her tenples crown' d;
A hundred gods her sweeping train supply;
Her offspring all, and all command the sky.

"Now fix your sight, and stand intent, to see
Your Ronman race, and Julian progeny.
The mighty Caesar waits his vital hour,
I mpatient for the world, and grasps his promis'd pow r.
But next behold the youth of form divine,
Ceasar hinmself, exalted in his line;
Augustus, pronmis'd oft, and long foretold,
Sent to the realmthat Saturn rul'd of old;
Born to restore a better age of gold.
Afric and India shall his powr obey;
He shall extend his propagated sway
Beyond the sol ar year, without the starry way,
Where Atlas turns the rolling heav' ns around,
And his broad shoulders with their lights are crown'd.
At his foreseen approach, already quake
The Caspi an ki ngdons and Maeoti an | ake:
Their seers behold the tenpest from afar
And threat' ning oracl es denounce the war.
Ni | e hears himknocking at his sev' nfold gates,
And seeks his hidden spring, and fears his nephew s fates.
Nor Hercules nore |lands or |abors knew,



Not tho' the brazen-footed hind he slew,

Freed Erymant hus from the foan ng boar

And dipp'd his arrows in Lernaean gore;

Nor Bacchus, turning fromhis |Indian war,

By tigers drawn triunphant in his car,
From Ni sus' top descendi ng on the plains,

Wth curling vines around his purple reins.

And doubt we yet thro' dangers to pursue

The pat hs of honor, and a crown in view?

But what's the man, who from afar appears?

His head with olive crown'd, his hand a censer bears,
H s hoary beard and holy vestnents bring

Hi s | ost idea back: |I know the Roman ki ng.

He shall to peaceful Rome new | aws ordain,

Call'd fromhis mean abode a scepter to sustain.
H m Tul lus next in dignity succeeds,

An active prince, and prone to martial deeds.

He shall his troops for fighting fields prepare,
Disus'd to toils, and triunphs of the war.

By dint of sword his crown he shall increase,

And scour his arnor fromthe rust of peace.

Whom Ancus follows, with a fawning air,

But vain within, and proudly popul ar

Next view the Tarquin kings, th' avenging sword
O Brutus, justly drawn, and Rome restor'd.

He first renews the rods and ax severe,

And gives the consuls royal robes to wear.

H s sons, who seek the tyrant to sustain,

And long for arbitrary |ords again,

Wth ignonminy scourg'd, in open sight,

He doonms to death deserv'd, asserting public right.
Unhappy man, to break the pious | aws

O nature, pleading in his children's cause!
Howeer the doubtful fact is understood,

'"T is love of honor, and his country's good:

The consul, not the father, sheds the bl ood.
Behol d Torquatus the sane track pursue;

And, next, the two devoted Decii view

The Drusian line, Camillus |oaded hone

Wth standards well redeem d, and foreign foes o' ercone
The pair you see in equal arnor shine,

Now, friends below, in close enbraces join;

But, when they | eave the shady real ns of night,
And, cloth'd in bodies, breathe your upper |ight,
Wth nortal hate each other shall pursue:

What wars, what wounds, what sl aughter shall ensue!
From Al pi ne heights the father first descends;
Hi s daughter's husband in the plain attends:

Hi s daughter's husband arns his eastern friends.
Enbrace again, ny sons, be foes no nore;

Nor stain your country with her children's gorel
And thou, the first, lay down thy |aw ess claim
Thou, of ny blood, who bearist the Julian nane!
Anot her cones, who shall in triunph ride,

And to the Capitol his chariot guide,

From conquer'd Corinth, rich with G ecian spoils.
And yet another, famd for warlike toils,

On Argos shall inpose the Roman | aws,

And on the G eeks revenge the Trojan cause;

Shall drag in chains their Achillean race;



Shal | vindi cate his ancestors' disgrace,

And Pallas, for her violated place.

Great Cato there, for gravity renown'd,

And conqu' ring Cossus goes with laurels crown'd.
Wio can onit the Gacchi ? who declare

The Sci pi os' worth, those thunderbolts of war,
The doubl e bane of Carthage? Wo can see

W thout esteemfor virtuous poverty,

Severe Fabricius, or can cease t' admire

The pl owran consul in his coarse attire?

Tir'd as | am nmny praise the Fabii claim

And thou, great hero, greatest of thy nane,
Ordain'd in war to save the sinking state,

And, by delays, to put a stop to fatel

Let others better nold the running mass

O metals, and informthe breathing brass,

And soften into flesh a marble face;

Pl ead better at the bar; describe the skies,
And when the stars descend, and when they rise.
But, Rome, 't is thine alone, with awful sway,
To rul e manki nd, and make the world obey,

Di sposi ng peace and war by thy own mgjestic way;
To tame the proud, the fetter'd slave to free:
These are inperial arts, and worthy thee."

He paus'd; and, while with wond' ring eyes they viewd
The passing spirits, thus his speech renew d:
"See great Marcellus! how, untir'd in toils,

He noves with manly grace, how rich with regal spoils!
He, when his country, threaten'd with al arns,
Requires his courage and his conqu'ring arns,

Shal |l nmore than once the Punic bands affright;

Shall kill the Gaulish king in single fight;

Then to the Capitol in triunph nove

And the third spoils shall grace Feretrian Jove."
Aeneas here beheld, of formdivine,

A godli ke youth in glitt'ring arnor shine,

Wth great Marcellus keepi ng equal pace;

But gl oony were his eyes, dejected was his face.

He saw, and, wond'ring, ask'd his airy guide,

What and of whence was he, who press'd the hero's side:
"His son, or one of his illustrious nane?

How | i ke the forner, and al nost the sane!

hserve the crowds that conpass hi m around;

Al gaze, and all adnmire, and raise a shouting sound:
But hov'ring nmists around his brows are spread,

And night, with sable shades, involves his head."
"Seek not to know," the ghost replied with tears,
"The sorrows of thy sons in future years.

This youth (the blissful vision of a day)

Shal | just be shown on earth, and snatch'd away.

The gods too high had rais'd the Roman state,

Were but their gifts as pernanent as great.

What groans of men shall fill the Martian field!

How fierce a blaze his flanm ng pile shall yield!

What fun'ral ponp shall floating Tiber see,

Wien, rising fromhis bed, he views the sad sol emity!
No youth shall equal hopes of glory give,

No youth afford so great a cause to grieve;

The Trojan honor, and the Roman boast,

Admir'd when living, and ador'd when | ost!



Mrror of ancient faith in early youth!
Undaunted worth, inviolable truth!
No foe, unpunish'd, in the fighting field
Shal | dare thee, foot to foot, with sword and shi el d;
Mich I ess in arnms oppose thy matchl ess force,
Wien thy sharp spurs shall urge thy foamnm ng horse.
Ah! coul dst thou break thro' fate's severe decree,
A new Marcellus shall arise in thee!
Full canisters of fragrant lilies bring,
Mx'd with the purple roses of the spring
Let me with fun'ral flow rs his body strow,
This gift which parents to their children owe,
This unavailing gift, at least, | my bestow"
Thus having said, he led the hero round
The confines of the blest Elysian ground;
Whi ch when Anchises to his son had shown,
And fir'd his nmind to nount the pronis'd throne,
He tells the future wars, ordain'd by fate;
The strength and custons of the Latian state;
The prince, and people; and forearns his care
Wth rules, to push his fortune, or to bear
Two gates the silent house of Sleep adorn
O polish'd ivory this, that of transparent horn
True visions thro' transparent horn arise;
Thro' polish'd ivory pass deluding lies.
O various things discoursing as he pass'd,
Anchi ses hither bends his steps at |ast.
Then, thro' the gate of iv'ry, he disnmiss'd
Hi s valiant offspring and divining guest.
Straight to the ships Aeneas his way,
Enbark'd his nen, and skimid al ong the sea,
Still coasting, till he gain'd Cajeta s bay.
At length on oozy ground his galleys noor;
Their heads are turn'd to sea, their sterns to shore.
BOOK VI |

And thou, O matron of imortal fane,

Here dying, to the shore hast left thy nane;

Cajeta still the place is call'd fromthee

The nurse of great Aeneas' infancy.

Here rest thy bones in rich Hesperia's plains;

Thy nanme ('t is all a ghost can have) renains.
Now, when the prince her fun'ral rites had paid,

He plow d the Tyrrhene seas with sails display'd.

From|land a gentle breeze arose by night,

Serenely shone the stars, the noon was bright,

And the sea trenbled with her silver light.

Now near the shelves of Circe's shores they run

(Crce the rich, the daughter of the Sun,)

A dang' rous coast: the goddess wastes her days

In joyous songs; the rocks resound her |ays:

In spinning, or the oom she spends the night,

And cedar brands supply her father's |ight.

From hence were heard, rebellowing to the main,

The roars of lions that refuse the chain,

The grunts of bristled boars, and groans of bears,

And herds of how ing wolves that stun the sailors' ears.

These fromtheir caverns, at the close of night,

Fill the sad isle with horror and affright.

Darkling they nmourn their fate, whom Circe's pow r,



(That watch'd the noon and pl anetary hour,)

Wth words and w cked herbs from humanki nd

Had alter'd, and in brutal shapes confin'd.

Whi ch nonsters |est the Trojans' pious host

Shoul d bear, or touch upon th' inchanted coast,

Propitious Neptune steer'd their course by night

Wth rising gales that sped their happy flight.

Supplied with these, they skimthe soundi ng shore,

And hear the swelling surges vainly roar

Now, when the rosy nmorn began to rise,

And wav' d her saffron streanmer thro' the skies;

When Thetis blush'd in purple not her own,

And from her face the breathing wi nds were bl own,

A sudden silence sate upon the sea,

And sweeping oars, with struggling, urge their way.

The Trojan, fromthe nmain, beheld a wood,

Which thick with shades and a brown horror stood:

Betwi xt the trees the Tiber took his course,

Wth whirl pools dinpled; and with downward force,

That drove the sand al ong, he took his way,

And roll'd his yellow billows to the sea.

About him and above, and round the wood,

The birds that haunt the borders of his flood,

That bath'd within, or basked upon his side,

To tuneful songs their narrow throats applied.

The captain gives command; the joyful train

dide thro' the gloony shade, and | eave the main.
Now, Erato, thy poet's mind inspire,

And fill his soul with thy celestial firel

Rel ate what Latium was; her ancient Kkings;

Decl are the past and state of things,

When first the Trojan fleet Ausonia sought,

And how the rivals lov'd, and how they fought.

These are ny thene, and how the war began

And how concl uded by the godlike man

For | shall sing of battles, blood, and rage,

Whi ch princes and their people did engage;

And haughty souls, that, nov'd with nutual hate,

In fighting fields pursued and found their fate;

That rous'd the Tyrrhene realmw th | oud al arns,

And peaceful Italy involv'd in arns.

A larger scene of action is display'd;

And, rising hence, a greater work is weigh'd.
Latinus, old and nild, had | ong possess'd

The Latin scepter, and his people blest:

Hi s father Faunus; a Laurentian dane

H's nother; fair Marica was her nane

But Faunus cane from Picus: Picus drew

His birth fromSaturn, if records be true.

Thus King Latinus, in the third degree,

Had Saturn author of his fanmily

But this old peaceful prince, as Heav'n decreed,

Was blest with no male issue to succeed:

H s sons in blooning youth were snatch'd by fate;

One only daughter heir'd the royal state.

Fir'd with her love, and with anmbition |ed,

The neighb'ring princes court her nuptial bed.

Anong the crowd, but far above the rest,

Young Turnus to the beauteous naid address'd.

Turnus, for high descent and graceful nien



Was first, and favor'd by the Latian queen

Wth himshe strove to join Lavinia' s hand,

But dire portents the purpos'd match wi thstand.
Deep in the palace, of long growh, there stood

A laurel's trunk, a venerabl e wood;

Wiere rites divine were paid; whose holy hair

Was kept and cut with superstitious care.

This plant Latinus, when his town he wall"'d,

Then found, and fromthe tree Laurentum call'd;

And |l ast, in honor of his new abode,

He vow d the laurel to the laurel's god.

It happen'd once (a bodi ng prodigy!)

A swarm of bees, that cut the liquid sky,

(Unknown from whence they took their airy flight,)

Upon t he topnost branch in clouds alight;

There with their clasping feet together clung,

And a long cluster fromthe |aurel hung.

An anci ent augur prophesied from hence:

"Behol d on Latian shores a foreign prince!

Fromthe same parts of heav'n his navy stands,

To the sane parts on earth; his arny |ands;

The town he conquers, and the tow r conmands."
Yet nore, when fair Lavinia fed the fire

Bef ore the gods, and stood beside her sire,

(Strange to relate!) the flanes, involv'd in snoke

O incense, fromthe sacred altar broke,

Caught her dishevel'd hair and rich attire;

Her crown and jewels crackled in the fire:

From thence the fum ng trail began to spread

And | anbent gl ories danc'd about her head.

This new portent the seer with wonder views,

Then pausing, thus his prophecy renews:

"The nynph, who scatters flamng fires around,

Shal | shine with honor, shall herself be crown'd;

But, caus'd by her irrevocable fate,

War shall the country waste, and change the state."
Latinus, frighted with this dire ostent,

For counsel to his father Faunus went,

And sought the shades renown'd for prophecy

Whi ch near Al bunea's sul ph'rous fountain lie.

To these the Latian and the Sabine |and

Fly, when distress'd, and thence relief demand.

The priest on skins of off'rings takes his ease,

And nightly visions in his slunber sees;

A swarm of thin aerial shapes appears,

And, flutt'ring round his tenples, deafs his ears:

These he consults, the future fates to know,

From pow rs above, and fromthe fiends bel ow.

Here, for the gods' advice, Latinus flies,

Of'ring a hundred sheep for sacrifice:

Their woolly fleeces, as the rites requir'd,

He laid beneath him and to rest retir'd.

No sooner were his eyes in slunber bound,

Wien, from above, a nore than nortal sound

I nvades his ears; and thus the vision spoke:

"Seek not, ny seed, in Latian bands to yoke

Qur fair Lavinia, nor the gods provoke.

A foreign son upon thy shore descends,

Whose nartial fane frompole to pol e extends.

H's race, in arms and arts of peace renown'd,



Not Latium shall contain, nor Europe bound:
'"T is theirs whate'er the sun surveys around."
These answers, in the silent night receiv'd,
The king hinmself divulg' d, the Iand believ'd:
The fame thro' all the neighb'ring nations flew,
Wien now the Trojan navy was in view
Beneath a shady tree, the hero spread
His table on the turf, with cakes of bread;
And, with his chiefs, on forest fruits he fed.
They sate; and, (not w thout the god's comand,)
Their honely fare dispatch'd, the hungry band
I nvade their trenchers next, and soon devour
To nend the scanty neal, their cakes of flour
Ascani us this observ'd, and snmiling said:
"See, we devour the plates on which we fed."
The speech had onmen, that the Trojan race
Shoul d find repose, and this the time and pl ace.
Aeneas took the word, and thus replies,
Confessing fate with wonder in his eyes:
"Al'l hail, Oearth! all hail, ny househol d gods!
Behol d the destin'd place of your abodes!
For thus Anchi ses prophesied of old,
And this our fatal place of rest foretold:
"When, on a foreign shore, instead of neat,
By famine forc'd, your trenchers you shall eat,
Then ease your weary Trojans will attend,
And the long |l abors of your voyage end.
Remenber on that happy coast to build,
And with a trench inclose the fruitful field.'
This was that famine, this the fatal place
Whi ch ends the wand' ring of our exil'd race.
Then, on to-nmorrow s dawn, your care enpl oy,
To search the land, and where the cities lie,
And what the nmen; but give this day to joy.
Now pour to Jove; and, after Jove is blest,
Call great Anchises to the genial feast:
Crown high the goblets with a cheerful draught;
Enj oy the present hour; adjourn the future thought."
Thus having said, the hero bound his brows
Wth | eafy branches, then performd his vows;
Adoring first the genius of the place,
Then Earth, the nother of the heav'nly race,
The nynphs, and native godheads yet unknown,
And Night, and all the stars that gild her sable throne,
And anci ent Cybel, and |daean Jove,
And |l ast his sire bel ow, and nother queen above.
Then heav' n's high nmonarch thunder'd thrice al oud,
And thrice he shook al oft a gol den cl oud.
Soon thro' the joyful canmp a runor flew,
The time was conme their city to renew.
Then ev'ry brow with cheerful green is crown'd,
The feasts are doubled, and the bow s go round.
When next the rosy norn disclos'd the day,
The scouts to sev'ral parts divide their way,
To learn the natives' nanes, their towns explore,
The coasts and trendi ngs of the crooked shore:
Here Tiber flows, and here Numi cus stands;
Here warlike Latins hold the happy | ands.
The pious chief, who sought by peaceful ways
To found his enpire, and his town to raise,



A hundred youths fromall his train selects,
And to the Latian court their course directs,
(The spaci ous pal ace where their prince resides,)
And all their heads with weaths of olive hides.
They go conmission'd to require a peace,
And carry presents to procure access.
Thus while they speed their pace, the prince designs
Hi s new el ected seat, and draws the lines.
The Trojans round the place a ranpire cast,
And pal i sades about the trenches plac'd.

Meantime the train, proceeding on their way,
Fromfar the town and | ofty tow rs survey;
At length approach the walls. Wthout the gate,
They see the boys and Latian youth debate
The martial prizes on the dusty plain:
Sone drive the cars, and sone the coursers rein;
Sone bend the stubborn bow for victory,
And sonme with darts their active sinews try.
A posting nessenger, dispatch'd from hence,
O this fair troop advis'd their aged prince,
That foreign men of mighty stature cane
Uncouth their habit, and unknown their nane.
The king ordains their entrance, and ascends
Hi s regal seat, surrounded by his friends.

The pal ace built by Picus, vast and proud,
Supported by a hundred pillars stood,
And round inconpass'd with a rising wood.
The pile o' erlook'd the town, and drew the sight;
Surpris'd at once with reverence and delight.
There kings receiv'd the narks of sov'reign pow r;
In state the nonarchs march'd; the lictors bore
Their awful axes and the rods before.
Here the tribunal stood, the house of pray'r
And here the sacred senators repair;
Al at large tables, in long order set,
Aramtheir off'ring, and a ramtheir neat.
Above the portal, carv'd in cedar wood,
Plac'd in their ranks, their godlike grandsires stood;
ad Saturn, with his crooked scythe, on high
And Italus, that |ed the col ony;
And anci ent Janus, with his double face,
And bunch of keys, the porter of the place.
There good Sabi nus, planter of the vines,
On a short pruning hook his head reclines,
And studi ously surveys his gen'rous w nes;
Then warli ke kings, who for their country fought,
And honorabl e wounds from battle brought.
Around the posts hung hel nets, darts, and spears,
And captive chariots, axes, shields, and bars,
And broken beaks of ships, the trophies of their wars.
Above the rest, as chief of all the band,
Was Picus plac'd, a buckler in his hand;
Hi s other wav'd a | ong divining wand.
Grt in his Gabin gown the hero sate,
Yet could not with his art avoid his fate:
For Circe long had lov'd the youth in vain,
Till love, refus'd, converted to disdain:
Then, nixing pow rful herbs, with magic art,
She chang'd his form who could not change his heart;
Constrain'd himin a bird, and made himfly,



Wth party-color'd plunes, a chatt'ring pie.
In this high tenple, on a chair of state,
The seat of audi ence, old Latinus sate;
Then gave admission to the Trojan train;
And thus with pleasing accents he began
"Tell me, ye Trojans, for that nane you own,
Nor is your course upon our coasts unknown-
Say what you seek, and whither were you bound:
Were you by stress of weat her cast aground?
(Such dangers as on seas are often seen
And oft befall to nmiserable nen,)
O come, your shipping in our ports to |ay,
Spent and disabled in so long a way?
Say what you want: the Latians you shall find
Not forc'd to goodness, but by will inclin'd;
For, since the time of Saturn's holy reign
H s hospitable customs we retain.
| call to mind (but tinme the tale has worn)
Th' Arunci told, that Dardanus, tho' born
On Latian plains, yet sought the Phrygian shore,
And Sanot hracia, Sanps call'd before.
From Tuscan Coritumhe claimd his birth;
But after, when exenpt fromnortal earth,
From t hence ascended to his kindred skies,
A god, and, as a god, augnents their sacrifice,"
He said. Ilioneus made this reply:
"O king, of Faunus' royal fanily
Nor wintry winds to Latiumforc'd our way,
Nor did the stars our wand' ring course betray.
WIling we sought your shores; and, hither bound,
The port, so long desir'd, at length we found;
From our sweet homes and ancient real ns expell'd;
Great as the greatest that the sun behel d.
The god began our |ine, who rul es above;
And, as our race, our king descends from Jove:
And hither are we come, by his command,
To crave admi ssion in your happy |and.
How dire a tenpest, from Mycenae pour'd
Qur plains, our tenples, and our town devour'd;
What was the waste of war, what fierce alarns
Shook Asia's crown with European arns;
Ev' n such have heard, if any such there be,
Whose earth is bounded by the frozen sea;
And such as, born beneath the burning sky
And sultry sun, betw xt the tropics lie.
Fromthat dire deluge, thro' the wat'ry waste,
Such length of years, such various perils past,
At last escap'd, to Latiumwe repair,
To beg what you without your want may spare:
The conmon water, and the common air;
Sheds whi ch ourselves will build, and nean abodes
Fit to receive and serve our banish'd gods.
Nor our adm ssion shall your real mdisgrace,
Nor length of tine our gratitude efface.
Besi des, what endl ess honor you shal |l gain,
To save and shelter Troy's unhappy train!
Now, by ny sov'reign, and his fate, | swear,
Renown'd for faith in peace, for force in war;
Ot our alliance other |ands desir'd,
And, what we seek of you, of us requir'd.



Despite not then, that in our hands we bear
These holy boughs, sue with words of pray'r
Fate and the gods, by their supreme comand,
Have doomi d our ships to seek the Latian |and.
To these abodes our fleet Apollo sends;
Her e Dardanus was born, and hither tends;
Where Tuscan Tiber rolls with rapid force,
And where Numi cus opes his holy source.
Besi des, our prince presents, with his request,
Sone snall remains of what his sire possess'd.
Thi s gol den charger, snatch'd from burning Troy,
Anchi ses did in sacrifice enploy;
This royal robe and this tiara wore
ad Priam and this golden scepter bore
In full assenblies, and in sol emm ganes;
These purple vests were weav'd by Dardan danes.
Thus while he spoke, Latinus roll'd around
H s eyes, and fix'd a while upon the ground.
Intent he seenid, and anxious in his breast;
Not by the scepter nov'd, or kingly vest,
But pond'ring future things of wondrous weight;
Succession, enpire, and his daughter's fate.
On these he nus'd within his thoughtful mnd
And then revol v' d what Faunus had divin'd.
This was the foreign prince, by fate decreed
To share his scepter, and Lavinia's bed;
This was the race that sure portents foreshew
To sway the world, and |land and sea subdue.
At length he rais'd his cheerful head, and spoke:
"The pow rs," said he, "the pow rs we both invoke,
To you, and yours, and mine, propitious be,
And firm our purpose with their augury!
Have what you ask; your presents | receive;
Land, where and when you pl ease, with anple |eave;
Part ake and use ny ki ngdom as your own;
Al'l shall be yours, while | conmand the crown:
And, if my wish'd alliance please your king,
Tell himhe should not send the peace, but bring.
Then let himnot a friend s enbraces fear
The peace is made when | behol d hi m here.
Besides this answer, tell ny royal guest,
| add to his comands nmy own request:
One only daughter heirs nmy crown and state,
Wiom not our oracles, nor Heav'n, nor fate,
Nor frequent prodigies, pernit to join
Wth any native of th' Ausonian |ine.
A foreign son-in-law shall cone fromfar
(Such is our doom), a chief renown'd in war,
Wiose race shall bear aloft the Latian nane,
And thro' the conquer'd world diffuse our fane.
H mself to be the man the fates require,
| firmMy judge, and, what | judge, desire.”
He said, and then on each bestow d a steed.
Three hundred horses, in high stables fed,
Stood ready, shining all, and snoothly dress'd:
O these he chose the fairest and the best,
To nount the Trojan troop. At his command
The steeds caparison'd with purple stand,
Wth golden trappings, glorious to behold,
And chanp betwi xt their teeth the foani ng gold.



Then to his absent guest the king decreed
A pair of coursers born of heav'nly breed,
Who fromtheir nostrils breath'd ethereal fire;
Wiom Circe stole fromher celestial sire,
By substituting nares produc'd on earth,
Whose wonbs conceiv'd a nore than nortal birth
These draw the chariot which Latinus sends,
And the rich present to the prince conmends.
Sublime on stately steeds the Trojans borne,
To their expecting lord with peace return

But jeal ous Juno, from Pachynus' hei ght,
As she from Argos took her airy flight,
Behel d with envious eyes this hateful sight.
She saw the Trojan and his joyful train
Descend upon the shore, desert the main,
Design a town, and, with unhop'd success,
Th' enbassadors return with pronmis'd peace
Then, pierc'd with pain, she shook her haughty head,
Sigh'd fromher inward soul, and thus she said:
"O hated offspring of ny Phrygi an foes!
O fates of Troy, which Juno's fates oppose!
Coul d they not fall unpitied on the plain,
But slain revive, and, taken, scape again?
When execrable Troy in ashes |ay,
Thro' fires and swords and seas they forc'd their way.
Then vanqui sh'd Juno nust in vain contend,
Her rage disarm d, her enpire at an end.
Breathless and tir'd, is all ny fury spent?
O does ny glutted spleen at length relent?
As if 't were little fromtheir town to chase
| thro' the seas pursued their exil'd race;
Ingag'd the heav' ns, oppos'd the stornmy main;
But billows roar'd, and tenpests rag'd in vain.
What have ny Scyllas and nmy Syrtes done,
When t hese they overpass, and those they shun?
On Tiber's shores they | and, secure of fate,
Triunphant o'er the storms and Juno's hate.
Mars could in nmutual bl ood the Centaurs bat he,
And Jove hinself gave way to Cynthia's wath,
Wio sent the tusky boar to Cal ydon
(What great offense had either people done?)
But I, the consort of the Thunderer
Have wag'd a | ong and unsuccessful war,
Wth various arts and arms in vain have toil'd,
And by a nortal man at length amfoil"'d.
If native pow r prevail not, shall | doubt
To seek for needful succor fromwthout?
If Jove and Heav'n ny just desires deny,
Hell shall the pow r of Heav'n and Jove supply.
Grant that the Fates have firmd, by their decree,
The Trojan race to reign in ltaly;
At least | can defer the nuptial day,
And with protracted wars the peace del ay:
Wth blood the dear alliance shall be bought,
And bot h the peopl e near destruction brought;
So shall the son-in-law and father join,
Wth ruin, war, and waste of either |ine.
O fatal maid, thy narriage is endow d
Wth Phrygian, Latian, andRutulian bl ood!
Bel l ona | eads thee to thy lover's hand;



Anot her queen brings forth another brand,

To burn with foreign fires another |and!

A second Paris, diff'ring but in nane,

Shall fire his country with a second flane."
Thus havi ng sai d, she sinks beneath the ground,

Wth furious haste, and shoots the Stygi an sound,

To rouse Alecto fromth' infernal seat

O her dire sisters, and their dark retreat.

This Fury, fit for her intent, she chose;

One who delights in wars and human woes

Ev'n Pluto hates his own ni sshapen race;

Her sister Furies fly her hideous face;

So frightful are the fornms the nonster takes,

So fierce the hissings of her speckled snakes.

Her Juno finds, and thus inflanmes her spite:

"O virgin daughter of eternal N ght,

Gve nme this once thy labor, to sustain

My right, and execute ny just disdain.

Let not the Trojans, with a feign'd pretense

O proffer'd peace, delude the Latian prince.

Expel fromltaly that odious nane,

And let not Juno suffer in her fane

'"Tis thine toruin realns, o erturn a state,

Betwi xt the dearest friends to raise debate,

And ki ndl e kindred bl ood to nutual hate.

Thy hand o' er towns the fun'ral torch displays,

And forms a thousand ills ten thousand ways.

Now shake, out thy fruitful breast, the seeds

O envy, discord, and of cruel deeds:

Confound the peace establish'd, and prepare

Their souls to hatred, and their hands to war."
Snear'd as she was with bl ack Gorgonian bl ood,

The Fury sprang above the Stygian fl ood;

And on her wi cker wings, subline thro' night,

She to the Latian pal ace took her flight:

There sought the queen's apartnent, stood before

The peaceful threshold, and besieg' d the door

Restl ess Amata |lay, her swelling breast

Fir'd with disdain for Turnus di spossess'd,

And the new nuptials of the Trojan guest.

From her bl ack bl oody | ocks the Fury shakes

Her darling plague, the fav'rite of her snakes;

Wth her full force she threw the poi sonous dart,

And fix'd it deep within Amata's heart,

That, thus envenom d, she m ght kindle rage,

And sacrifice to strife her house husband's age.

Unseen, unfelt, the fiery serpent skins

Betwi xt her linen and her naked |i nbs;

H s bal eful breath inspiring, as he glides,

Now | i ke a chain around her neck he rides,

Now like a fillet to her head repairs,

And with his circling volunes folds her hairs.

At first the silent venomslid with ease,

And seiz'd her cool er senses by degrees;

Then, ere th' infected mass was fir'd too far

In plaintive accents she began the war,

And thus bespoke her husband: "Shall," she said,

"A wand' ring prince enjoy Lavinia's bed?

If nature plead not in a parent's heart,

Pity ny tears, and pity her desert.



| know, ny dearest lord, the time will cone,
You in vain, reverse your cruel doom
The faithless pirate soon will set to sea,
And bear the royal virgin far away!
A guest like him a Trojan guest before,
In shew of friendship sought the Spartan shore,
And ravish'd Hel en from her husband bore.
Think on a king's inviolable word;
And think on Turnus, her once plighted |ord:
To this false foreigner you give your throne
And wong a friend, a kinsman, and a son
Resune your ancient care; and, if the god
Your sire, and you, resolve on foreign bl ood,
Know all are foreign, in a larger sense
Not born your subjects, or deriv'd from hence.
Then, if the line of Turnus you retrace,
He springs from I nachus of Argive race."

But when she saw her reasons idly spent,
And could not nmove himfromhis fix'd intent,
She flew to rage; for now the snake possess'd
Her vital parts, and poison'd all her breast;
She raves, she runs with a distracted pace,
And fills with horrid how s the public place.
And, as young striplings whip the top for sport,
On the snooth pavenent of an enpty court;
The wooden engine flies and whirls about,
Admir'd, with clanors, of the beardl ess rout;
They | ash al oud; each other they provoke,
And lend their little souls at ev'ry stroke:
Thus fares the queen; and thus her fury bl ows
Ani dst the crowd, and kindl es as she goes.
Nor yet content, she strains her malice nore,
And adds new ills to those contriv'd before:
She flies the town, and, mixing with a throng
O maddi ng matrons, bears the bride al ong,
wand' ring thro' woods and wilds, and devi ous ways,
And with these arts the Trojan match del ays.
She feign'd the rites of Bacchus; cried al oud,
And to the buxom god the virgin vow d.
"Evoe! O Bacchus!" thus began the song;
And "Evoe!" answer'd all the femal e throng.
"Ovirgin! worthy thee alone!" she cried;
"Oworthy thee alone!" the crew replied.
"For thee she feeds her hair, she |l eads thy dance,
And with thy winding ivy weathes her [ance."
Like fury seiz'd the rest; the progress known,
Al'l seek the nountains, and forsake the town:
Al'l, clad in skins of beasts, the jav'lin bear
Gve to the wanton winds their flow ng hair
And shrieks and shoutings rend the suff'ring air.
The queen herself, inspir'd with rage divine,
Shook hi gh above her head a flani ng pine;
Then roll'd her haggard eyes around the throng,
And sung, in Turnus' nane, the nuptial song:
"lo, ye Latian danes! if any here
Hol d your unhappy queen, Amata, dear
If there be here," she said, who dare maintain
My right, nor think the name of nother vain;
Unbi nd your fillets, |oose your flow ng hair,
And orgi es and nocturnal rites prepare."”



Amata's breast the Fury thus invades,
And fires with rage, anmi d the sylvan shades;
Then, when she found her venom spread so far,
The royal house enbroil'd in civil war,
Rai s'd on her dusky wi ngs, she cl eaves the skies,
And seeks the pal ace where young Turnus lies.
Hs town, as fame reports, was built of old
By Danae, pregnant with al nmighty gold,
Wio fled her father's rage, and, with a train
O following Argives, thro' the stormy main,

Driv'n by the southern blasts, was fated here to reign.

'"T was Ardua once; now Ardea's nane it bears;

Once a fair city, now consumd with years.

Here, in his lofty palace, Turnus Iay,

Betwi xt the confines of the night and day,

Secure in sleep. The Fury laid aside

Her | ooks and linbs, and with new nmethods tried

The foul ness of th' infernal formto hide.

Propp'd on a staff, she takes a trenbling nien:

Her face is furrow d, and her front obscene;

Deep-di nted winkles on her cheek she draws;

Sunk are her eyes, and toothless are her jaws;

Her hoary hair with holy fillets bound,

Her temples with an olive weath are crown'd.

A d Chal ybe, who kept the sacred fane

O Juno, now she seenmi d, and thus began,

Appearing in a dream to rouse the carel ess man:

"Shall Turnus then such endless toil sustain

In fighting fields, and conquer towns in vain?

Wn, for a Trojan head to wear the prize,

Usurp thy crown, enjoy thy victories?

The bride and scepter which thy bl ood has bought,

The king transfers; and foreign heirs are sought.

Go now, deluded man, and seek again

New toils, new dangers, on the dusty plain.

Repel the Tuscan foes; their city seize;

Protect the Latians in |uxurious ease.

This dream al | -pow rful Juno sends; | bear

Her mighty mandates, and her words you hear.

Haste; arm your Ardeans; issue to the plain;

Wth fate to friend, assault the Trojan train:

Their thoughtl ess chiefs, their painted ships, that

In Tiber's nmouth, with fire and sword destroy.

The Latian king, unless he shall submt,

Om his old pronise, and his new forget-

Let him in arms, the pow r of Turnus prove,

And learn to fear whom he disdains to |ove.

For such is Heav'n's comand." The youthful prince

Wth scorn replied, and made this bold defense:

"You tell ne, nother, what | knew before:

The Phrygian fleet is | anded on the shore.

I neither fear nor will provoke the war;

My fate is Juno's nobst peculiar care.

But time has nade you dote, and vainly tell

O arms imagin'd in your lonely cell.

Go; be the tenple and the gods your care;

Pernmit to nmen the thought of peace and war."
These haughty words Al ecto's rage provoke,

And frighted Turnus trenbl ed as she spoke.

Her eyes grow stiffen'd, and wi th sul phur burn;

lie



Her hi deous | ooks and hellish formreturn
Her curling snakes with hissings fill the place,
And open all the furies of her face:
Then, darting fire fromher malignant eyes,
She cast hi m backward as he strove to rise,
And, ling' ring, sought to frane sone new replies.
Hi gh on her head she rears two twi sted snakes,
Her chains she rattles, and her whip she shakes;
And, churning bl oody foam thus |oudly speaks:
"Behol d whom ti ne has nade to dote, and tel
O arms imagin'd in her lonely cell
Behol d the Fates' infernal ninister!
War, death, destruction, in ny hand | bear."
Thus having said, her snold' ring torch, inpress'd
Wth her full force, she plung'd into his breast.
Aghast he wak'd; and, starting from his bed,
Cold sweat, in clamy drops, his linbs o' erspread.
"Arms! arns!" he cries: "ny sword and shield prepare!"
He breathes defiance, blood, and nortal war.
So, when with crackling flanes a caldron fries,
The bubbling waters fromthe bottomri se:
Above the brins they force their fiery way;
Bl ack vapors clinb aloft, and cloud the day.
The peace polluted thus, a chosen band
He first conmmissions to the Latian |and,
In threat'ning enbassy; then rais'd the rest,
To neet in arms th' intruding Trojan guest,
To force the foes fromthe Lavinian shore,
And Italy's indanger'd peace restore.
H nmsel f al one an equal match he boasts,
To fight the Phrygi an and Ausoni an hosts.
The gods invok'd, the Rutuli prepare
Their arms, and warn each other to the war.
H s beauty these, and those his bl oom ng age,
The rest his house and his own fane ingage.
Whil e Turnus urges thus his enterprise,
The Stygian Fury to the Trojans flies;
New frauds invents, and takes a steepy stand,
Whi ch overl ooks the vale with wi de conmand;
Where fair Ascanius and his youthful train,
Wth horns and hounds, a hunting match ordain,
And pitch their toils around the shady plain.
The Fury fires the pack; they snuff, they vent,
And feed their hungry nostrils with the scent.
"Twas of a well-grown stag, whose antlers rise
High o'er his front; his beans invade the skies.
Fromthis light cause th' infernal maid prepares
The country churls to nischief, hate, and wars.
The stately beast the two Tyrrhidae bred,
Snatch'd from his danms, and the tane youngling fed.
Their father Tyrrheus did his fodder bring,
Tyrrheus, chief ranger to the Latian King:
Their sister Silvia cherish'd with her care
The little wanton, and did weaths prepare
To hang his budding horns, with ribbons tied
Hi s tender neck, and conb'd his silken hide,
And bat hed his body. Patient of comrand
In tine he grew, and, growing us'd to hand,
He waited at his master's board for food;
Then sought his sal vage kindred in the wood,



Wiere grazing all the day, at night he cane
To his known | odgi ngs, and his country dane.

Thi s househol d beast, that us'd the woodl and grounds,
Was view d at first by the young hero's hounds,
As down the stream he swam to seek retreat
In the cool waters, and to quench his heat.
Ascani us young, and eager of his gane,
Soon bent his bow, uncertain in his aim
But the dire fiend the fatal arrow guides,
Whi ch pierc'd his bowels thro' his panting sides.
The bl eeding creature issues fromthe fl oods,
Possess'd with fear, and seeks his known abodes,
Hs old fam liar hearth and househol d gods.
He falls; he fills the house with heavy groans,
Inmplores their pity, and his pain benpans.
Young Silvia beats her breast, and cries al oud
For succor from the cl owni sh nei ghborhood:
The churls assenble; for the fiend, who I ay
In the cl ose woody covert, urg'd their way.
One with a brand yet burning fromthe flane
Armid with a knotty club another cane:
Whate' er they catch or find, without their care,
Their fury makes an instrunent of war.
Tyrrheus, the foster father of the beast,
Then clench'd a hatchet in his horny fist,
But held his hand fromthe descendi ng stroke,
And left his wedge within the cloven oak
To whet their courage and their rage provoke.
And now t he goddess, exercis'd inill,
Who watch'd an hour to work her inpious will,
Ascends the roof, and to her crooked horn
Such as was then by Latian shepherds borne,
Adds all her breath: the rocks and woods around,
And nountains, trenble at th' infernal sound.
The sacred | ake of Trivia from afar,
The Vel i ne fountains, and sul phureous Nar
Shake at the bal eful blast, the signal of the war.
Young nothers wildly stare, with fear possess'd,
And strain their helpless infants to their breast.

The cl owns, a boist'rous, rude, ungovern'd crew,
Wth furious haste to the [ oud sumons flew
The pow rs of Troy, then issuing on the plain,
Wth fresh recruits their youthful chief sustain:
Not theirs a raw and unexperienc'd train,
But a firm body of enbattled nen
At first, while fortune favor'd neither side,
The fight with clubs and burning brands was tried;
But now, both parties reinforc'd, the fields
Are bright with flam ng swords and brazen shi el ds.
A shi ning harvest either host displays,
And shoots agai nst the sun with equal rays.
Thus, when a bl ack-brow d gust begins to rise,
Wiite foamat first on the curl'd ocean fries;
Then roars the main, the billows nount the skies;
Till, by the fury of the stormfull blown,
The muddy bottom o' er the clouds is thrown.
First Alnon falls, old Tyrrheus' eldest care,
Pierc'd with an arrow fromthe distant war:
Fix'd in his throat the flying weapon stood,
And stopp'd his breath, and drank his vital bl ood



Huge heaps of slain around the body rise:

Anong the rest, the rich Galesus lies;

A good ol d nman, while peace he preach'd in vain,

Anmi dst the madness of th' unruly train:

Five herds, five bleating flocks, his pastures fill'd;

H s lands a hundred yoke of oxen till'd.
Thus, while in equal scales their fortune stood

The Fury bath'd themin each other's bl ood;

Then, having fix'd the fight, exulting flies,

And bears fulfill'd her pronise to the skies.

To Juno thus she speaks: "Behold! It is done,

The bl ood al ready drawn, the war begun;

The discord is conplete; nor can they cease

The dire debate, nor you conmand the peace.

Now, since the Latian and the Trojan brood

Have tasted vengeance and the sweets of bl ood;

Speak, and ny pow r shall add this office nore:

The nei ghb'ing nations of th' Ausonian shore

Shal | hear the dreadful rumnor, from afar

O armd invasion, and enbrace the war."

Then Juno thus: "The grateful work is done,

The seeds of discord sow d, the war begun

Frauds, fears, and fury have possess'd the state,

And fix'd the causes of a lasting hate.

A bl oody Hynen shall th' alliance join

Betwi xt the Trojan and Ausoni an |ine:

But thou with speed to night and hell repair;

For not the gods, nor angry Jove, will bear

Thy lawl ess wand' ring wal ks in upper air.

Leave what remains to nme." Saturnia said:

The sullen fiend her sounding wi ngs display'd,

Umwilling left the I'ight, and sought the nether shade.
In midst of Italy, well known to faneg,

There lies a | ake (Amsanctus is the nane)

Bel ow the |l ofty nounts: on either side

Thick forests the forbidden entrance hide.

Full in the center of the sacred wood

An arm arises of the Stygian fl ood,

Whi ch, breaking from beneath with bell owi ng sound,

Whirls the black waves and rattling stones around.

Here Pluto pants for breath fromout his cell,

And opens wide the grinning jaws of hell

To this infernal |ake the Fury flies;

Here hi des her hated head, and frees the lab'ring skies.
Sat urni an Juno now, w th doubl e care,

Attends the fatal process of the war.

The clowns, return'd, frombattle bear the slain,

I mpl ore the gods, and to their king conplain.

The corps of Alnmon and the rest are shown;

Shrieks, clanors, murrmurs, fill the frighted town.

Anbi tious Turnus in the press appears,

And, aggravating crinmes, augnents their fears;

Proclaims his private injuries aloud,

A sol enm proni se made, and di savow d;

A foreign son is sought, and a mix'd nungril brood.

Then they, whose nothers, frantic with their fear

In woods and wilds the flags of Bacchus bear

And | ead his dances with dishevel'd hair,

I ncrease the clanor, and the war demnand,

(Such was Amata's interest in the land,)



Agai nst the public sanctions of the peace,
Against all onens of their ill success.

Wth fates averse, the rout in arms resort,

To force their nonarch, and insult the court.
But, like a rock unmov'd, a rock that braves
The raging tenpest and the rising waves-
Propp'd on hinself he stands; his solid sides
Wash of f the seaweeds, and the sounding tides-
So stood the pious prince, unnov'd, and |ong
Sustain'd the nadness of the noisy throng.

But, when he found that Juno's pow r prevail'd,
And all the methods of cool counsel fail'd,

He calls the gods to witness their offense,

Di sclaims the war, asserts his innocence.
"Hurried by fate," he cries, "and borne before
A furious wind, we have the faithful shore.

O nore than nadnen! you yoursel ves shall bear
The guilt of blood and sacril egi ous war:

Thou, Turnus, shalt atone it by thy fate,

And pray to Heav'n for peace, but pray too |ate.
For me, ny stormy voyage at an end,

| to the port of death securely tend.

The fun'ral ponp which to your kings you pay,
Is all | want, and all you take away."

He said no nore, but, in his walls confin'd,
Shut out the woes which he too well divin'd
Nor with the rising stormwould vainly strive,
But left the helm and let the vessel drive.

A sol emn custom was observ'd of old,

Whi ch Latium held, and now t he Romans hol d,
Their standard when in fighting fields they rear
Agai nst the fierce Hyrcanians, or declare

The Scythian, Indian, or Arabian war;

O fromthe boasting Parthians would regain
Their eagles, lost in Carrhae's bl oody plain.
Two gates of steel (the name of Mars they bear
And still are worship'd with religious fear)
Before his tenple stand: the dire abode,

And the fear'd issues of the furious god,

Are fenc'd with brazen bolts; wthout the gates,
The wary guardi an Janus doubly waits.

Then, when the sacred senate votes the wars,

The Ronman consul their decree decl ares,

And in his robes the soundi ng gates unbars.

The youth in military shouts arise

And the loud trunpets break the yielding skies.
These rites, of old by sov'reign princes us'd,
Were the king's office; but the king refus'd,
Deaf to their cries, nor would the gates unbar
O sacred peace, or loose th' inprison'd war;
But hid his head, and, safe fromloud al arns,
Abhorr'd the wicked ministry of arns.

Then heav' n's inperious queen shot down from high
At her approach the brazen hinges fly;

The gates are forc'd, and ev'ry falling bar;
And, like a tenpest, issues out the war.

The peaceful cities of th' Ausonian shore,
Lull'"d in their ease, and undisturb'd before,
Are all on fire; and sonme, with studious care,
Their restiff steeds in sandy plains prepare;



Sonme their soft linmbs in painful nmarches try,
And war is all their wish, and arns the gen'ral cry.
Part scour the rusty shields with seanm and part
New grind the blunted ax, and point the dart:
Wth joy they view the waving ensigns fly,
And hear the trunpet's clangor pierce the sky.
Five cities forge their arms: th' Atinian pow rs,
Antemmae, Tibur with her lofty towrs,
Ardea the proud, the Crustunerian town:
Al'l these of old were places of renown.
Sonme hanmer helnets for the fighting field;
Sonme twi ne young sallows to support the shield,;
The croslet some, and sonme the cuishes nold,
Wth silver plated, and with ductile gold.
The rustic honors of the scythe and share
G ve place to swords and plunes, the pride of war.
A d fauchions are new tenper'd in the fires;
The sounding trunpet ev'ry soul inspires.
The word is giv'n; with eager speed they |ace
The shi ni ng headpi ece, and the shield enbrace.
The nei ghing steeds are to the chariot tied;
The trusty weapon sits on ev'ry side.
And now the mighty |abor is begun
Ye Muses, open all your Helicon
Sing you the chiefs that sway'd th' Ausonian | and,
Their arms, and arnies under their conmand;
What warriors in our ancient clinme were bred;
What soldiers follow d, and what heroes | ed.
For well you know, and can record al one,
What fame to future tinmes conveys but darkly down.
Mezentius first appear'd upon the plain:
Scorn sate upon his brows, and sour disdain,
Defying earth and heav'n. Etruria |ost,
He brings to Turnus' aid his baffled host.
The charming Lausus, full of youthful fire,
Rode in the rank, and next his sullen sire;
To Turnus only second in the grace
O manly mien, and features of the face.
A skil ful horseman, and a huntsman bred
Wth fates averse a thousand nen he | ed:
H's sire unworthy of so brave a son
H msel f well worthy of a happier throne.
Next Aventinus drives his chariot round
The Latian plains, with palns and | aurels crown'd.
Proud of his steeds, he snokes along the field;
His father's hydra fills his anple shield:
A hundred serpents hiss about the brins;
The son of Hercules he justly seens
By his broad shoul ders and gigantic |inbs;
O heav'nly part, and part of earthly bl ood,
A nortal wonman mixing with a god.
For strong Alcides, after he had slain
The triple Geryon, drove from conquer'd Spain
Hi s captive herds; and, thence in triunph |ed,
On Tuscan Tiber's flow ry banks they fed.
Then on Mount Aventine the son of Jove
The priestess Rhea found, and forc'd to |ove.
For arms, his nmen long piles and jav'lins bore;
And poles with pointed steel their foes in battle gore.
Li ke Hercul es hinself his son appears,



In sal vage ponp; a lion's hide he wears

About hi s shoul ders hangs the shaggy skin;

The teeth and gaping jaws severely grin.

Thus, like the god his father, honely dress'd,
He strides into the hall, a horrid guest.

Then two twin brothers fromfair Tibur cane,
(Which fromtheir brother Tiburs took the nane,)
Fi erce Coras and Catillus, void of fear
Armid Argive horse they led, and in the front appear.
Li ke cl oud-born Centaurs, fromthe nmountain's height
Wth rapid course descending to the fight;
They rush along; the rattling woods give way;
The branches bend before their sweepy sway.

Nor was Praeneste's founder wanting there,
Wiom fame reports the son of Ml ciber:
Found in the fire, and foster'd in the plains,
A shepherd and a king at once he reigns,
And |l eads to Turnus' aid his country swains.
Hi s own Praeneste sends a chosen band,
Wth those who plow Saturnia's Gabine | and;
Besi des the succor which cold Anien yields,
The rocks of Hernicus, and dewy fields,
Anagni a fat, and Father Anmasene-
A num rous rout, but all of naked nen:
Nor arms they wear, nor swords and buckl ers wield,
Nor drive the chariot thro' the dusty field,
But whirl fromleathern slings huge balls of |ead,
And spoils of yellow wolves adorn their head;
The left foot naked, when they march to fight,
But in a bull's raw hide they sheathe the right.
Messapus next, (great Neptune was his sire,)
Secure of steel, and fated fromthe fire,
In ponp appears, and with his ardor warnms
A heartless train, unexercis'd in arns:
The just Faliscans he to battle brings,
And those who |ive where Lake Ci mnia springs;
And where Feronia's grove and tenple stands,
Who till Fescennian or Flavinian |ands.
Al'l these in order march, and marchi ng sing
The warli ke actions of their sea-born king;
Li ke a long team of snowy swans on high
Which clap their wings, and cleave the liquid sky,
When, honmeward fromtheir wat'ry pastures borne,
They sing, and Asia's lakes their notes return
Not one who heard their mnusic from afar
Wul d think these troops an arny train'd to war,
But flocks of fow, that, when the tenpests roar
Wth their hoarse gabbling seek the silent shore.

Then d ausus cane, who |led a numirous band
O troops enbodi ed fromthe Sabi ne | and,

And, in hinself alone, an army brought.

'T was he, the noble d audian race begot,

The C audi an race, ordain'd, in tinmes to cone,
To share the greatness of inperial Rone.

He led the Cures forth, of old renown,

Mut uscans fromtheir olive-bearing town,

And all th' Eretian pow rs; besides a band
That follow d from Velinum s dewy | and,

And Amiternian troops, of mghty fame

And nount ai neers, that from Severus cane



And fromthe craggy cliffs of Tetrica,

And those where yell ow Ti ber takes his way,

And where Hinella' s wanton waters play.

Casperia sends her arns, with those that lie

By Fabaris, and fruitful Foruli:

The warli ke aids of Horta next appear

And the cold Nursians conme to close the rear

Mx'd with the natives born of Latine bl ood,

Whom Al'lia washes with her fatal flood.

Not thicker billows beat the Libyan main,

When pale Orion sets in wintry rain;

Nor thicker harvests on rich Hernus rise,

O Lycian fields, when Phoebus burns the skies,

Than stand these troops: their bucklers ring around,

Their tranpling turns the turf, and shakes the solid ground.
High in his chariot then Hal esus caneg,

A foe by birth to Troy's unhappy nane:

From Aganemmon born- to Turnus' aid

A thousand nen the yout hful hero |ed,

Wio till the Massic soil, for wine renown'd,

And fierce Auruncans fromtheir hilly ground,

And those who |ive by Sidicinian shores,

And where with shoaly fords Wul turnus roars,

Cal es’ and Gsca's old inhabitants,

And rough Saticulans, inur'd to wants:

Li ght deni-lances from afar they throw

Fasten'd with |l eathern thongs, to gall the foe.

Short crooked swords in closer fight they wear;

And on their warding armlight bucklers bear
Nor Cebal us, shalt thou be left unsung,

From nynph Senethis and old Tel on sprung,

Who then in Tel eboan Capri reign'd;

But that short isle th' anbitious youth disdain'd,

And o' er Canpania stretch'd his anple sway,

Wiere swelling Sarnus seeks the Tyrrhene sea;

O er Batulum and where Abella sees,

From her high tow rs, the harvest of her trees.

And these (as was the Teuton use of old)

Weld brazen swords, and brazen buckl ers hol d;

Sling weighty stones, when fromafar they fight;

Their casques are cork, a covering thick and |ight.
Next these in rank, the warlike U ens went,

And | ed the nmountain troops that Nursia sent.

The rude Equi colae his rul e obey'd;

Hunting their sport, and plund' ring was their trade.

In arms they plowd, to battle still prepar'd:

Their soil was barren, and their hearts were hard.
Urbro the priest the proud Marrubians | ed,

By King Archippus sent to Turnus' aid,

And peaceful olives crowmn'd his hoary head.

H s wand and holy words, the viper's rage,

And venom d wounds of serpents coul d assuage.

He, when he pleas'd with powerful juice to steep

Their tenples, shut their eyes in pleasing sleep

But vain were Marsian herbs, and nmagic art,

To cure the wound giv'n by the Dardan dart:

Yet his untinmely fate th' Angitian woods

In sighs remurnmur'd to the Fucine floods.
The son of fam d Hi ppol ytus was there,

Fam d as his sire, and, as his nother, fair;



Wiom i n Egerian groves Aricia bore,

And nurs'd his youth along the marshy shore,
Wiere great Diana's peaceful altars flane,

In fruitful fields; and Virbius was his nane.

Hi ppol ytus, as old records have said,

Was by his stepdam sought to share her bed;

But, when no fermale arts his nmind could nove,
She turn'd to furious hate her inpious |ove.
Torn by wild horses on the sandy shore,

Anot her's crimes th' unhappy hunter bore,
Gutting his father's eyes with guiltless gore.
But chaste Diana, who his death deplor'd,

Wth Aescul apian herbs his life restor'd.

Then Jove, who saw from high, with just disdain,
The dead inspir'd with vital breath again,
Struck to the center, with his flaning dart,

Th' unhappy founder of the godlike art.

But Trivia kept in secret shades al one

Her care, Hippolytus, to fate unknown;

And call'd himVirbius in th' Egerian grove,
Wiere then he liv'd obscure, but safe from Jove.
For this, fromTrivia's tenple and her wood

Are coursers driv'n, who shed their master's bl ood
Affrighted by the nonsters of the fl ood.

H s son, the second Virbius, yet retain'd

His father's art, and warrior steeds he rein'd.

Anid the troops, and like the |eading god,
High o' er the rest in arns the graceful Turnus rode:
Atriple of plumes his crest adorn'd,

On which with bel ching flanes Chinmaera burn'd:
The nore the kindled conbat rises high'r

The nmore with fury burns the blazing fire.

Fair lo grac'd his shield; but |o now

Wth horns exalted stands, and seenms to | ow

A nobl e charge! Her keeper by her side,

To watch her wal ks, his hundred eyes appli ed;
And on the brins her sire, the wat'ry god,
Roll'd froma silver urn his crystal fl ood.

A cloud of foot succeeds, and fills the fields
Wth swords, and pointed spears, and clatt'ring shields;
O Argives, and of old Sicanian bands,

And those who plow the rich Rutulian |ands;
Auruncan youth, and those Sacrana vyi el ds,

And the proud Labicans, with painted shields,
And those who near Nunician streans reside,
And those whom Ti ber's holy forests hide,

O Circe's hills fromthe nmain I and divide;
Where Ufens glides along the lowy | ands,

O the black water of Ponptina stands.

Last, fromthe Vol scians fair Canmilla cane,
And | ed her warlike troops, a warrior dane;
Unbred to spinning, in the [oomunskill'd,

She chose the nobler Pallas of the field.

Mx'd with the first, the fierce virago fought,
Sustain'd the toils of arms, the danger sought,
Qutstripp'd the winds in speed upon the plain,
Flew o' er the fields, nor hurt the bearded grain:
She swept the seas, and, as she skinmd al ong,
Her flying feet unbath'd on billows hung.

Men, boys, and wonen, stupid with surprise,



Where' er she passes, fix their wond' ring eyes:
Longi ng they | ook, and, gaping at the sight,
Devour her o'er and o'er with vast delight;

Her purple habit sits with such a grace

On her snooth shoul ders, and so suits her face
Her head with ringlets of her hair is crown'd,
And in a golden caul the curls are bound.

She shakes her nyrtle jav'lin; and, behind,

Her Lycian quiver dances in the wind.

BOOK VI |

When Turnus had assenbled all his pow rs,
H s standard planted on Laurentum s tow rs;
Wien now the sprightly trunpet, from afar
Had giv' n the signal of approaching war,
Had rous'd the neighing steeds to scour the fields,
Wiile the fierce riders clatter'd on their shields;
Trenbling with rage, the Latian youth prepare
To join th' allies, and headl ong rush to war.
Fi erce Ufens, and Messapus, led the crowd,
Wth bold Mezentius, who bl asphenid al oud.
These thro' the country took their wasteful course,
The fields to forage, and to gather force.
Then Venul us to Di onede they send,
To beg his aid Ausonia to defend,
Decl are the comon danger, and inform
The Grecian | eader of the growing storm
Aeneas, |anded on the Latian coast,
Wth banish'd gods, and with a baffled host,
Yet now aspir'd to conquest of the state,
And claimMd atitle fromthe gods and fate;
What numrous nations in his quarrel caneg,
And how they spread his fornidabl e nane.
What he design'd, what nischief mght arise,
If fortune favor'd his first enterprise,
Was left for himto weigh, whose equal fears,
And conmon interest, was involv'd in theirs.
While Turnus and th' allies thus urge the war,
The Trojan, floating in a flood of care,
Behol ds the tenpest which his foes prepare.
This way and that he turns his anxious nind
Thi nks, and rejects the counsels he design'd;
Explores hinself in vain, in ev'ry part,
And gives no rest to his distracted heart.
So, when the sun by day, or noon by night,
Strike on the polish'd brass their trenbling light,
The glitt'ring species here and there divide,
And cast their dubious beanms fromside to side;
Now on the walls, now on the pavenent play,
And to the ceiling flash the glaring day.
'"T was night; and weary nature lull'd asleep
The birds of air, and fishes of the deep
And beasts, and nortal nen. The Trojan chi ef
Was laid on Tiber's banks, oppress'd with grief,
And found in silent slunber late relief.
Then, thro' the shadows of the poplar wood,
Arose the father of the Roman fl ood;
An azure robe was o' er his body spread,
A weath of shady reeds adorn'd his head:
Thus, nanifest to sight, the god appear'd,



And with these pleasing words his sorrow cheer'd:

"Undoubt ed of fspring of ethereal race,

O long expected in this pronis'd placel

Who thro' the foes hast borne thy banish'd gods,

Restor'd themto their hearths, and ol d abodes;

This is thy happy horme, the clinme where fate

Ordains thee to restore the Trojan state.

Fear not! The war shall end in | asting peace,

And all the rage of haughty Juno cease.

And that this nightly vision nay not seem

Th' effect of fancy, or an idle dream

A sow beneath an oak shall Iie al ong,

Al'l white herself, and white her thirty young.

Wien thirty rolling years have run their race,

Thy son Ascani us, on this enpty space,

Shall build a royal town, of lasting fane,

Wiich fromthis onen shall receive the nane

Ti me shall approve the truth. For what renains,

And how with sure success to crown thy pains,

Wth patience next attend. A banish'd band,

Drivin with Evander fromth' Arcadian |and,

Have planted here, and plac'd on high their walls;

Their town the founder Pallanteum calls,

Deriv'd fromPallas, his great-grandsire's nane:

But the fierce Latians old possession claim

Wth war infesting the new col ony.

These make thy friends, and on their aid rely.

To thy free passage | subnmit ny streans.

Wake, son of Venus, fromthy pleasing dreans;

And, when the setting stars are lost in day,

To Juno's pow r thy just devotion pay;

Wth sacrifice the wathful queen appease:

Her pride at length shall fall, her fury cease.

Wien thou return'st victorious fromthe war,

Performthy vows to ne with grateful care

The god am |, whose yellow water flows

Around these fields, and fattens as it goes:

Ti ber ny nane; anong the rolling floods

Renown' d on earth, esteenid anbng the gods.

This is nmy certain seat. In tinmes to cone

My waves shall wash the walls of nighty Rone."
He said, and plung' d below. While yet he spoke,

H s dream Aeneas and his sleep forsook

He rose, and | ooking up, beheld the skies

Wth purple blushing, and the day ari se.

Then water in his hollow pal mhe took

From Ti ber's fl ood, and thus the pow rs bespoke:

"Laurentian nynphs, by whomthe streans are fed,

And Fat her Tiber, in thy sacred bed

Recei ve Aeneas, and from danger keep

What ever fount, whatever holy deep

Conceal s thy wat'ry stores; where'er they rise,

And, bubbling from bel ow, salute the skies;

Thou, king of horned floods, whose plenteous urn

Suffices fatness to the fruitful corn

For this thy kind conpassion of our woes,

Shalt share nmy norning song and ev' ning vows.

But, O be present to thy people's aid,

And firmthe gracious pronise thou hast made!"

Thus having said, two galleys fromhis stores



Wth care he chooses, mans, and fits with oars.
Now on the shore the fatal swine is found.
Wwondrous to tell!- She lay along the ground:
Her well-fed offspring at her udders hung;
She white herself, and white her thirty young.
Aeneas takes the nother and her brood,
And all on Juno's altar are bestow d.
The foll'wi ng night, and the succeedi ng day,
Propitious Tiber snooth'd his wat'ry way:
He roll'd his river back, and pois'd he stood,
A gentle swelling, and a peaceful fl ood.
The Trojans mount their ships; they put from shore,
Borne on the waves, and scarcely dip an oar.
Shouts fromthe land give onen to their course,
And the pitch'd vessels glide with easy force.
The woods and waters wonder at the gl eam
O shields, and painted ships that stemthe stream
One summer's night and one whol e day they pass
Bet wi xt the greenwood shades, and cut the liquid glass.
The fiery sun had finish'd half his race,
Look' d back, and doubted in the m ddl e space,
Wien they fromfar beheld the rising tow rs,
The tops of sheds, and shepherds' lowy bow rs,
Thin as they stood, which, then of honely clay,
Now rise in marble, fromthe Roman sway.
These cots (Evander's ki ngdom nean and poor)
The Trojan saw, and turn'd his ships to shore.
'"T was on a solem day: th' Arcadian states
The king and prince, without the city gates,
Then paid their off'rings in a sacred grove
To Hercules, the warrior son of Jove.
Thi ck clouds of rolling snoke involve the skies,
And fat of entrails on his altar fries.
But, when they saw the ships that stenm d the fl ood,
And glitter'd thro' the covert of the wood
They rose with fear, and left th' unfinish'd feast,
Till dauntless Pallas reassur'd the rest
To pay the rites. Hinmself wthout del ay
Ajav'lin seiz'd, and singly took his way;
Then gain'd a rising ground, and call'd fromfar
"Resol ve ne, strangers, whence, and what you are;
Your bus' ness here; and bring you peace or war?"
Hi gh on the stern Aeneas his stand,
And held a branch of olive in his hand,
Whil e thus he spoke: "The Phrygians' arms you see,
Expell'd from Troy, provok'd in Italy
By Latian foes, with war unjustly nade;
At first affianc'd, and at |ast betray'd.
Thi s nessage bear: 'The Trojans and their chief
Bring holy peace, and beg the king's relief.’
Struck with so great a nane, and all on fire,
The youth replies: "Watever you require,
Your fanme exacts. Upon our shores descend.
A wel come guest, and, what you wish, a friend."
He said, and, downward hasting to the strand,
Enbrac' d the stranger prince, and join'd his hand.
Conducted to the grove, Aeneas broke
The silence first, and thus the ki ng bespoke:
"Best of the Greeks, to whom by fate's comand,
| bear these peaceful branches in ny hand,



Undaunted | approach you, tho' | know

Your birth is Gecian, and your land ny foe;
From Atreus tho' your ancient |ineage cane,

And both the brother kings your kindred claim
Yet, ny sel f-conscious worth, your high renown,
Your virtue, thro' the neighb' ring nations bl own,
Qur fathers' mingled blood, Apollo's voice,
Have |l ed nme hither, less by need than choice.
Qur founder Dardanus, as fame has sung,

And G eeks acknow edge, from El ectra sprung:

El ectra fromthe [oins of Atlas cane;

Atl as, whose head sustains the starry frane.
Your sire is Mercury, whom | ong before

On cold Cyllene's top fair Miia bore.

Maia the fair, on fame if we rely,

Was Atlas' daughter, who sustains the sky.

Thus from one comon source our streans divide;
Qurs is the Trojan, yours th' Areadian side.
Rai s'd by these hopes, | sent no news before,
Nor ask'd your |eave, nor did your faith inplore;
But come, without a pledge, ny own anbassador.
The sane Rutulians, who with arms pursue

The Trojan race, are equal foes to you

Qur host expell'd, what farther force can stay
The victor troops fromuniversal sway?

Then will they stretch their pow r athwart the |and,
And either sea fromside to side comrand.
Receive our offer'd faith, and give us thine;
Qurs is a gen'rous and experienc'd |ine:

W want not hearts nor bodies for the war;

In council cautious, and in fields we dare."

He said; and while spoke, with piercing eyes
Evander view d the man with vast surprise,
Pleas'd with his action, ravish'd with his face:
Then answer'd briefly, with a royal grace:
"Ovaliant |eader of the Trojan line,

In whomthe features of thy father shine,

How | recall Anchises! how | see

His notions, nmien, and all ny friend, in thee!
Long tho' it be, 't is fresh within ny nind
When Priamto his sister's court design'd

A wel conme visit, with a friendly stay,

And thro' th' Arcadi an ki ngdom took his way.
Then, past a boy, the call ow down began

To shade ny chin, and call ne first a nman

| saw the shining train with vast delight,

And Priam s goodly person pleas'd ny sight:
But great Anchises, far above the rest,

Wth awful wonder fir'd ny youthful breast.

| long'd to join in friendship's holy bands
Qur nutual hearts, and plight our rutual hands.
I first accosted him | sued, | sought,

And, with a loving force, to Pheneus brought.
He gave ne, when at length constrain'd to go,
A Lycian quiver and a Ghossi an bow,

A vest enbroider'd, glorious to behold,

And two rich bridles, with their bits of gold,
Whi ch ny son's coursers in obedi ence hold.

The | eague you ask, | offer, as your right;
And, when to-nmorrow s sun reveals the |ight,



Wth swift supplies you shall be sent away.

Now cel ebrate with us this sol emm day,

Wiose holy rites adnmit no | ong del ay.

Honor our annual feast; and take your seat,

Wth friendly wel conme, at a honely treat."

Thus having said, the bows (renmov'd for fear)

The youths replac'd, and soon restor'd the cheer

On sods of turf he set the soldiers round:

A maple throne, rais'd higher fromthe ground,

Receiv'd the Trojan chief; and, o' er the bed,

A lion's shaggy hide for ornanent they spread.

The | oaves were serv'd in canisters; the wne

In bows; the priest renewd the rites divine:

Broil'd entrails are their food, and beef's continued chi ne.
But when the rage of hunger was repress'd,

Thus spoke Evander to his royal guest:

"These rites, these altars, and this feast, O Kking,

From no vain fears or superstition spring,

O blind devotion, or from blinder chance,

O heady zeal, or brutal ignorance;

But, sav'd fromdanger, with a grateful sense

The | abors of a god we reconpense.

See, fromafar, yon rock that nates the sky,

About whose feet such heaps of rubbish lie;

Such indigested ruin; bleak and bare,

How desart now it stands, expos'd in air!

"T was once a robber's den, inclos'd around

Wth living stone, and deep beneath the ground.

The nonster Cacus, nore than half a beast,

This hold, inmpervious to the sun, possess'd.

The pavenment ever foul w th human gore

Heads, and their nmangl ed nenbers, hung the door

Vul can this plague begot; and, like his sire,

Bl ack clouds he belch'd, and flakes of livid fire.

Time, long expected, eas'd us of our | oad,

And brought the needful presence of a god.

Th' avenging force of Hercules, from Spain,

Arriv'd in triunmph, from Geryon sl ain:

Thrice liv'd the giant, and thrice liv'd in vain.

His prize, the lowi ng herds, Alcides drove

Near Tiber's bank, to graze the shady grove.

Allur'd with hope of plunder, and intent

By force to rob, by fraud to circunvent,

The brutal Cacus, as by chance they stray'd,

Four oxen thence, and four fair kine convey'd;

And, lest the printed footsteps m ght be seen

He dragg'd 'em backwards to his rocky den

The tracks averse a lying notice gave,

And | ed the searcher backward fromthe cave.
"Meantinme the herdsman hero shifts his place,

To find fresh pasture and untrodden grass.

The beasts, who miss'd their mates, fill'd all around

Wth bellow ngs, and the rocks restor'd the sound.

One heifer, who had heard her |ove conpl ain,

Roar'd fromthe cave, and made the project vain.

Al cides found the fraud; with rage he shook,

And toss'd about his head his knotted oak

Swift as the winds, or Scythian arrows' flight,

He clonmb, with eager haste, th' aerial height.

Then first we saw the nonster nmend his pace;



Fear his eyes, and pal eness in his face,

Confess'd the god's approach. Trenbling he springs,
As terror had increas'd his feet with w ngs;

Nor stay'd for stairs; but down the depth he threw
Hi s body, on his back the door he drew

(The door, a rib of living rock; w th pains

H's father hewd it out, and bound with iron chains):
He broke the heavy links, the nountain clos'd,

And bars and levers to his foe oppos'd.

The wretch had hardly nade his dungeon fast;

The fierce avenger cane with boundi ng haste;
Survey'd the nouth of the forbidden hold,

And here and there his raging eyes he roll'd.

He gnash'd his teeth; and thrice he conpass'd round
Wth winged speed the circuit of the ground.

Thrice at the cavern's nmouth he pull'd in vain,
And, panting, thrice desisted fromhis pain.

A pointed flinty rock, all bare and bl ack
Grew gi bbous from behind the nountain's back

OM s, ravens, all ill omens of the night,

Here built their nests, and hither wing'd their flight.
The | eani ng head hung threat' ning o' er the flood,
And nodded to the left. The hero stood

Adverse, with planted feet, and, fromthe right,
Tugg'd at the solid stone with all his mght.

Thus heav'd, the fix'd foundations of the rock
Gave way; heav'n echo'd at the rattling shock
Tunbling, it chok'd the flood: on either side

The banks | eap backward, and the streans divide;
The sky shrunk upward wi th unusual dread,

And trenbling Tiber div'd beneath his bed.

The court of Cacus stands reveal'd to sight;

The cavern glares with newadnitted |ight.

So the pent vapors, with a runbling sound,

Heave from bel ow, and rend the hol | ow ground;

A soundi ng fl aw succeeds; and, from on high

The gods with hate beheld the nether sky:

The ghosts repine at violated night,

And curse th' invading sun, and sicken at the sight.
The gracel ess nonster, caught in open day,
Inclos'd, and in despair to fly away,

Howl s horrible fromunderneath, and fills

H s holl ow pal ace with unmanly yells.

The hero stands above, and from afar

Plies himwi th darts, and stones, and distant war.
He, fromhis nostrils huge nouth, expires

Bl ack cl ouds of snoke, amidst his father's fires,
Gath'ring, with each repeated bl ast, the night,

To make uncertain aim and erring sight.

The wrat hful god then plunges from above,

And, where in thickest waves the sparkles drove,
There lights; and wades thro' funes, and gropes his way,
Half sing'd, half stifled, till he grasps his prey.
The nonster, spewing fruitless flames, he found;

He squeez'd his throat; he with'd his neck around,
And in a knot his crippled nenmbers bound;

Then fromtheir sockets tore his burning eyes:
Roll'd on a heap, the breathless robber lies.

The doors, unbarr'd, receive the rushing day,

And thoro' lights disclose the ravish'd prey.



The bulls, redeem d, breathe open air again.

Next, by the feet, they drag himfrom his den

The wond' ri ng nei ghborhood, with glad surprise,

Behol d his shagged breast, his giant size,

H s mouth that flanes no nore, and his extinguish'd eyes.

From that auspicious day, with rites divine,

We worship at the hero's holy shrine.

Potitius first ordain'd these annual vows:

As priests, were added the Pinarian house,

Wio rais'd this altar in the sacred shade,

Where honors, ever due, for ever shall be paid.

For these deserts, and this high virtue shown,

Ye warli ke youths, your heads with garlands crown:

Fill high the goblets with a sparkling flood,

And with deep draughts invoke our common god."
This said, a double weath Evander tw n'd,

And popl ars bl ack and white his tenples bind.

Then brims his anple bow. Wth |ike design

The rest invoke the gods, with sprinkled wne.

Meantime the sun descended from the skies

And the bright evening star began to rise.

And now the priests, Potitius at their head,

In skins of beasts involv'd, the long procession |ed;

Hel d high the flanming tapers in their hands,

As custom had prescrib'd their holy bands;

Then with a second course the tables |oad,

And with full chargers offer to the god.

The Salii sing, and cense his altars round

Wth Saban snoke, their heads with poplar bound-

One choir of old, another of the young,

To dance, and bear the burthen of the song.

The lay records the |abors, and the praise,

And all th'" immortal acts of Hercul es:

First, how the mighty babe, when swath'd in bands,

The serpents strangled with his infant hands;

Then, as in years and matchl ess force he grew,

Th' Qechalian walls, and Trojan, overthrew

Besi des, a thousand hazards they rel ate,

Procur'd by Juno's and Eurystheus' hate:

"Thy hands, unconquer'd hero, could subdue

The cl oud-born Centaurs, and the nonster crew

Nor thy resistless armthe bull withstood,

Nor he, the roaring terror of the wood.

The triple porter of the Stygian seat,

Wth lolling tongue, lay fawning at thy feet,

And, seiz'd with fear, forgot his mangl ed neat.

Th' infernal waters trenbled at thy sight;

Thee, god, no face of danger could affright;

Not huge Typhoeus, nor th' unnunber'd snake,

Increas'd with hissing heads, in Lerna's |ake.

Hail, Jove's undoubted son! an added grace

To heav' n and the great author of thy race!l

Receive the grateful off'rings which we pay,

And snile propitious on thy solemm day!"

In nunbers thus they sung; above the rest,

The den and death of Cacus crown the feast.

The woods to holl ow val es convey the sound,

The vales to hills, and hills the notes rebound.

The rites performd, the cheerful train retire.
Bet wi xt young Pallas and his aged sire,



The Trojan pass'd, the city to survey,

And pl easing talk beguil'd the tedious way.

The stranger cast around his curious eyes,

New obj ects viewing still, with new surprise;

Wth greedy joy enquires of various things,

And acts and nonunents of ancient kings.

Then thus the founder of the Roman tow rs:

"These woods were first the seat of sylvan pow rs,

O Nynmphs and Fauns, and sal vage nen, who t ook

Their birth fromtrunks of trees and stubborn oak

Nor |aws they knew, nor nanners, nor the care

O lab'ring oxen, or the shining share,

Nor arts of gain, nor what they gain'd to spare.

Their exercise the chase; the running flood

Supplied their thirst, the trees supplied their food.

Then Saturn cane, who fled the pow r of Jove,

Robb' d of his realnms, and banish'd from above.

The men, dispers'd on hills, to towns he brought,

And | aws ordain'd, and civil custons taught,

And Latiumcall'd the I and where safe he |ay

From hi s undut eous son, and his usurping sway.

Wth his nild enpire, peace and plenty cane;

And hence the golden tinmes deriv'd their name

A nore degenerate and di scolor'd age

Succeeded this, with avarice and rage.

Th' Ausoni ans then, and bold Sicani ans cane;

And Saturn's enpire often chang' d the nane.

Then Kkings, gigantic Tybris, and the rest,

Wth arbitrary sway the | and oppress'd:

For Tiber's flood was Al bul a before,

Till, fromthe tyrant's fate, his name it bore.

| last arriv'd, driv'n fromny native hone

By fortune's powr, and fate's resistless doom

Long toss'd on seas, | sought this happy |and,

Wwarn'd by ny nother nynph, and call'd by Heav'n's commuand. "
Thus, wal ki ng on, he spoke, and shew d the gate,

Since call'd Carnmental by the Roman state

Wiere stood an altar, sacred to the nane

O old Carnmenta, the prophetic dane,

Wio to her son foretold th' Aenean race,

Sublime in fame, and Rone's inperial place:

Then shews the forest, which, in after tines,

Fi erce Romulus for perpetrated crines

A sacred refuge made; with this, the shrine

Wiere Pan bel ow the rock had rites divine:

Then tells of Argus' death, his nmurder'd guest,

Wiose grave and tonb his innocence attest.

Thence, to the steep Tarpei an rock he | eads;

Now roof'd with gold, then thatch'd with honely reeds.

A reverent fear (such superstition reigns

Anong the rude) ev'n then possess'd the swains.

Sonme god, they knew what god, they could not tell-

Did there amidst the sacred horror dwell.

Th' Arcadi ans thought himJove; and said they saw

The mighty Thund' rer with majestic awe,

Wio took his shield, and dealt his bolts around,

And scatter'd tenpests on the teen ng ground.

Then saw two heaps of ruins, (once they stood

Two stately towns, on either side the flood,)

Saturnia's and Janicula' s remains;



And either place the founder's nane retains.

Di scoursing thus together, they resort

Wher e poor Evander kept his country court.

They view d the ground of Rome's litigious hall;

(Once oxen | ow d, where now the | awers baw ;)

Then, stooping, thro' the narrow gate they press'd,

When thus the king bespoke his Trojan guest:

"Mean as it is, this palace, and this door

Receiv' d Al cides, then a conqueror

Dare to be poor; accept our honely food,

Whi ch feasted him and enulate a god."

Then underneath a lowy roof he Ied

The weary prince, and laid himon a bed;

The stuffing | eaves, with hides of bears o'erspread.

Now Ni ght had shed her silver dews around

And with her sable wi ngs enbrac'd the ground,

Wien | ove's fair goddess, anxious for her son

(New tunults rising, and new wars begun,)

Couch'd with her husband in his gol den bed,

Wth these alluring words invokes his aid;

And, that her pleasing speech his mnd nmay nove,

I nspires each accent with the charns of |ove:

"While cruel fate conspir'd with Grecian pow rs,

To level with the ground the Trojan tow rs,

I ask'd not aid th' unhappy to restore,

Nor did the succor of thy skill inplore;

Nor urg'd the labors of ny lord in vain,

A sinking enpire longer to sustain,

Tho' much | ow d to Prianm s house, and nore

The dangers of Aeneas did deplore.

But now, by Jove's conmand, and fate's decree,

Hs race is doomd to reignin ltaly:

Wth hunble suit | beg thy needful art,

O still propitious powr, that rules ny heart!

A not her kneels a suppliant for her son

By Thetis and Aurora thou wert won

To forge inpenetrable shields, and grace

Wth fated arns a less illustrious race.

Behol d, what haughty nations are conmbin'd

Agai nst the relics of the Phrygian kind,

Wth fire and sword nmy people to destroy,

And conquer Venus twi ce, in conqu'ring Troy."

She said; and straight her arnms, of snowy hue,

About her unresol ving husband t hrew

Her soft enbraces soon infuse desire;

H s bones and marrow sudden warmth inspire;

And all the godhead feels the wonted fire.

Not half so swift the rattling thunder flies,

O forky lightnings flash along the skies.

The goddess, proud of her successful wiles,

And conscious of her form in secret sniles.
Then thus the pow r, obnoxious to her charns,

Panting, and half dissolving in her arms:

"Why seek you reasons for a cause so just,

O your own beauties or ny |love distrust?

Long since, had you requir'd ny hel pful hand,

Th' artificer and art you m ght comand,

To | abor arns for Troy: nor Jove, nor fate,

Confin'd their enpire to so short a date.

And, if you now desire new wars to wage,



My skill | promnise, and ny pains engage.

What ever nelting netals can conspire,

O breathing bellows, or the formng fire,

Is freely yours: your anxious fears renove,

And think no task is difficult to [ove."

Trenbl i ng he spoke; and, eager of her charns,

He snatch'd the willing goddess to his arns;

Till in her lap infus'd, he lay possess'd

O full desire, and sunk to pleasing rest.

Now when the Night her niddle race had rode,

And his first slunmber had refresh'd the god-

The time when early housew ves | eave the bed;

When living enmbers on the hearth they spread,

Supply the lamp, and call the naids to rise-

Wth yawning nouths, and with hal f-open'd eyes,

They ply the distaff by the w nking light,

And to their daily | abor add the night:

Thus frugally they earn their children's bread,

And uncorrupted keep the nuptial bed-

Not | ess concern'd, nor at a later hour

Rose from his downy couch the forging pow r.
Sacred to Vulcan's nane, an isle there |ay,

Betwi xt Sicilia's coasts and Lipare,

Rai s' d high on snoking rocks; and, deep bel ow,

In holl ow caves the fires of Aetna gl ow.

The Cycl ops here their heavy hammers deal

Loud strokes, and hissings of tormented steel

Are heard around; the boiling waters roar,

And snoky flanes thro' fuming tunnels soar

Het her the Father of the Fire, by night,

Thro' the brown air precipitates his flight.

On their eternal anvils here he found

The brethren beating, and the blows go round.

A load of pointless thunder now there lies

Before their hands, to ripen for the skies:

These darts, for angry Jove, they daily cast;

Consumi d on nortals w th prodigi ous waste.

Three rays of writhen rain, of fire three nore,

O winged southern winds and cl oudy store

As many parts, the dreadful mixture framne;

And fears are added, and avenging flane.

Inferior ministers, for Mars, repair

Hi s broken axl etrees and blunted war,

And send himforth again with furbish'd arns,

To wake the lazy war with trunpets' |oud al arns.

The rest refresh the scaly snakes that fold

The shield of Pallas, and renew their gold.

Full on the crest the Gorgon's head they pl ace,

Wth eyes that roll in death, and with distorted face.
"My sons," said Vulcan, "set your tasks aside;

Your strength and nmaster-skill nust now be tried.

Arms for a hero forge; arms that require

Your force, your speed, and all your fornming fire."

He said. They set their former work aside,

And their newtoils with eager haste divide.

A flood of nolten silver, brass, and gol d,

And deadly steel, in the large furnace roll'd;

O this, their artful hands a shield prepare,

Al one sufficient to sustain the war.

Sev'n orbs within a spacious round they close:



One stirs the fire, and one the bellows bl ows.

The hissing steel is in the snmithy drown' d;

The grot with beaten anvils groans around.

By turns their arms advance, in equal tine;

By turns their hands descend, and hammers chi ne.

They turn the glowing nass with crooked tongs;

The fiery work proceeds, with rustic songs.
Wil e, at the Lemmian god's command, they urge

Their labors thus, and ply th' Aeolian forge,

The cheerful norn sal utes Evander's eyes,

And songs of chirping birds invite to rise.

He | eaves his lowy bed: his buskins neet

Above his ankl es; sandals sheathe his feet:

He sets his trusty sword upon his side,

And o' er his shoulder throws a panther's hide.

Two neni al dogs before their naster press'd.

Thus clad, and guarded thus, he seeks his kingly guest.

M ndful of pronis'd aid, he nends his pace,

But neets Aeneas in the mddle space.

Young Pallas did his father's steps attend,

And true Achates waited on his friend.

They join their hands; a secret seat they choose;

Th' Arcadian first their former talk renews:

"Undaunted prince, | never can believe

The Trojan enpire lost, while you survive.

Conmand th' assistance of a faithful friend,

But feeble are the succors | can send.

Qur narrow ki ngdom here the Ti ber bounds;

That ot her side the Latian state surrounds,

Insults our walls, and wastes our fruitful grounds.

But mighty nations | prepare, to join

Their arms with yours, and aid your just design

You cone, as by your better genius sent,

And fortune seens to favor your intent.

Not far from hence there stands a hilly town,

O ancient building, and of high renown,

Torn fromthe Tuscans by the Lydian race,

Who gave the nane of Caere to the place

Once Agyllina call'd. It flourish'd |Iong,

In pride of wealth and warli ke people strong,

Till curs'd Mezentius, in a fatal hour

Assumid the crown, with arbitrary pow r.

What words can paint those execrable tines,

The subjects' suff'rings, and the tyrant's crinmes!

That bl ood, those nmurthers, O ye gods, replace

On his own head, and on his inpious race!

The living and the dead at his conmand

Were coupled, face to face, and hand to hand,

Till, chok'd with stench, in loath'd enbraces tied,
The ling' ring wetches pin'd away and di ed.
Thus plung'd in ills, and neditating nore-

The people's patience, tir'd, no |onger bore
The raging nonster; but with arnms beset

H s house, and vengeance and destruction threat.
They fire his palace: while the flanme ascends,
They force his guards, and execute his friends.
He cl eaves the crowd, and, favor'd by the night,
To Turnus' friendly court directs his flight.

By just revenge the Tuscans set on fire,

Wth arnms, their king to punishment require:



Their numrous troops, now nuster'd on the strand,
My counsel shall submit to your command.
Their navy swarnms upon the coasts; they cry
To hoi st their anchors, but the gods deny.
An ancient augur, skill'd in future fate,
Wth these foreboding words restrains their hate:
"Ye brave in arnms, ye Lydian blood, the flowr
O Tuscan youth, and choice of all their powr,
Whom j ust revenge agai nst Mezentius arns,
To seek your tyrant's death by |awful arns;
Know this: no native of our land may | ead
This pow rful people; seek a foreign head.'
AW d with these words, in canps they still abide,
And wait with [onging | ooks their promis'd guide.
Tarchon, the Tuscan chief, to ne has sent
Their crown, and ev'ry regal ornament:
The people join their owmn with his desire;
And all ny conduct, as their king, require.
But the chill blood that creeps within ny veins,
And age, and listless linbs unfit for pains,
And a soul conscious of its own decay,
Have forc'd ne to refuse inperial sway.
My Pallas were nore fit to nmount the throne,
And shoul d, but he's a Sabine nother's son
And half a native; but, in you, conbine
A manly vigor, and a foreign line.
Where Fate and smiling Fortune shew the way,
Pursue the ready path to sov'reign sway.
The staff of ny declining days, ny son,
Shal | make your good or ill success his own;
In fighting fields fromyou shall learn to dare,
And serve the hard apprenticeship of war;
Your matchl ess courage and your conduct view,
And early shall begin t' adnire and copy you
Besi des, two hundred horse he shall conmmand;
Tho' few, a warlike and well-chosen band.
These in ny name are listed; and ny son
As many nore has added in his own."

Scarce had he said; Achates and his guest,
Wth downcast eyes, their silent grief express'd;
Who, short of succors, and in deep despair,
Shook at the dismal prospect of the war.
But his bright nother, froma breaking cloud,
To cheer her issue, thunder'd thrice al oud;
Thrice forky lightning flash'd along the sky,
And Tyrrhene trunpets thrice were heard on high
Then, gazing up, repeated peals they hear
And, in a heav'n serene, reful gent arns appear
Redd' ning the skies, and glitt'ring all around,
The tenper'd netals clash, and yield a silver sound.
The rest stood trenbling, struck with awe divine;
Aeneas only, conscious to the sign
Presag'd th' event, and joyful view d, above,
Th' acconplish'd promise of the Queen of Love.
Then, to th' Arcadian king: "This prodigy
(Disnmiss your fear) belongs alone to ne.
Heav'n calls nme to the war: th' expected sign
Is givin of promis'd aid, and arns divine.
My goddess not her, whose indul gent care
Foresaw t he dangers of the grow ng war,



Thi s onen gave, when bright Wul canian arnmns,

Fated from force of steel by Stygi an charns,
Suspended, shone on hi gh: she then foreshow d
Approaching fights, and fields to float in bl ood.
Turnus shall dearly pay for faith forsworn;

And corps, and swords, and shields, on Tiber borne,
Shal | choke his flood: now sound the |oud al arns;
And, Latian troops, prepare your perjur'd arns."

He said, and, rising fromhis homely throne,
The solem rites of Hercul es begun
And on his altars wak'd the sleeping fires;

Then cheerful to his household gods retires;
There offers chosen sheep. Th' Arcadi an king
And Trojan youth the same oblations bring.
Next, of his nen and ships he nmakes review,
Draws out the best and abl est of the crew
Down with the falling streamthe refuse run,
To raise with joyful news his drooping son
Steeds are prepar'd to nmount the Trojan band,
Who wait their leader to the Tyrrhene | and.
A sprightly courser, fairer than the rest,
The king hinmself presents his royal guest:

A lion's hide his back and |inbs infold,
Preci ous with studded work, and paws of gold.
Fame thro' the little city spreads al oud

Th' intended march, amd the fearful crowd:
The matrons beat their breasts, dissolve in tears,
And doubl e their devotion in their fears.

The war at hand appears with nore affright,
And rises ev'ry noment to the sight.

Then ol d Evander, with a cl ose enbrace,
Strain'd his departing friend; and tears o' erflow his face.
"Whul d Heav' n," said he, "nmy strength and youth recall
Such as | was beneath Praeneste's wall;

Then when | made the forenost foes retire,

And set whol e heaps of conquer'd shields on fire;
Wien Herilus in single fight | slew

Womwith three lives Feronia did endue;

And thrice | sent himto the Stygian shore,

Till the Iast ebbing soul return'd no nore-

Such if | stood renew d, not these al arns,

Nor death, should rend nme fromny Pallas' arns;
Nor proud Mezentius, thus unpunish'd, boast

Hi s rapes and nurthers on the Tuscan coast.

Ye gods, and mighty Jove, in pity bring

Rel i ef, and hear a father and a king!

If fate and you reserve these eyes, to see

My son return with peace and victory;

If the lov'd boy shall bless his father's sight;
If we shall neet again with nore delight;

Then draw ny life in length; let ne sustain,

In hopes of his enbrace, the worst of pain.

But if your hard decrees- which, O | dread-
Have doomid to death his undeservi ng head;

This, Othis very nmonment, let ne die!

Wi | e hopes and fears in equal balance lie;
Wil e, yet possess'd of all his youthful charns,
| strain himclose within these aged arns;
Before that fatal news ny soul shall wound!"

He said, and, swooning, sunk upon the ground.



H s servants bore himoff, and softly laid
H s languish'd linbs upon his honely bed.

The horsenen march; the gates are open'd w de;

Aeneas at their head, Achates by his side.

Next these, the Trojan | eaders rode al ong;

Last follows in the rear th' Arcadian throng.
Young Pal | as shone conspi cuous o' er the rest;

G lded his arnms, enbroider'd was his vest.

So, fromthe seas, exerts his radi ant head

The star by whomthe lights of heav'n are |ed;
Shakes from his rosy | ocks the pearly dews,

Di spel s the darkness, and the day renews.

The trenmbling wives the walls and turrets crowd,
And follow, with their eyes, the dusty cloud,
Whi ch wi nds disperse by fits, and shew from far
The bl aze of arms, and shields, and shining war.
The troops, drawn up in beautiful array,

O er heathy plains pursue the ready way.
Repeat ed peal s of shouts are heard around;

The nei ghi ng coursers answer to the sound,

And shake with horny hoofs the solid ground.

A greenwood shade, for long religion known,
Stands by the streans that wash the Tuscan town,
I nconpass' d round with gloony hills above,

Whi ch add a holy horror to the grove.

The first inhabitants of G ecian bl ood,

That sacred forest to Silvanus vow d,

The guardian of their flocks and fields; and pay
Their due devotions on his annual day.

Not far from hence, along the river's side,

In tents secure, the Tuscan troops abi de,

By Tarchon led. Now, froma rising ground,
Aeneas cast his wond'ring eyes around,

And all the Tyrrhene arny had in sight,
Stretch'd on the spacious plain fromleft to right.
Thether his warlike train the Trojan |ed,
Refresh'd his nmen, and wearied horses fed.

Meantime the nother goddess, crown'd with charns,
Breaks thro' the clouds, and brings the fated arns.
Wthin a winding vale she finds her son
On the cool river's banks, retir'd al one.

She shews her heav'nly formw thout disguise,

And gives herself to his desiring eyes.

"Behol d," she said, "performidin ev'ry part,

My prom se made, and Vulcan's labor'd art.

Now seek, secure, the Latian eneny,

And haughty Turnus to the field defy."

She said; and, having first her son enbrac'd,

The radi ant arns beneath an oak she plac'd,

Proud of the gift, he roll'd his greedy sight
Around the work, and gaz'd with vast delight.

He Iifts, he turns, he poises, and adnires

The crested helm that vonmits radiant fires:

Hi s hands the fatal sword and corslet hold,

One keen with tenper'd steel, one stiff with gold:
Both anple, flami ng both, and beany bright;

So shines a cloud, when edg'd with adverse |ight.
He shakes the pointed spear, and longs to try
The pl ated cui shes on his manly thigh

But nost adnires the shield' s nysterious nold,



And Roman triunphs rising on the gold

For these, enboss'd, the heav'nly snith had w ought
(Not in the rolls of future fate untaught)

The wars in order, and the race divine

O warriors issuing fromthe Julian |line.

The cave of Mars was dress'd with nossy greens:
There, by the wolf, were laid the martial tw ns.
Intrepid on her swelling dugs they hung;

The foster damloll'd out her fawning tongue:

They suck'd secure, while, bending back her head,
She lick'd their tender linbs, and formd themas they fed.
Not far fromthence new Rone appears, w th ganes
Projected for the rape of Sabine danes.

The pit resounds with shrieks; a war succeeds,

For breach of public faith, and unexanpl ed deeds.
Here for revenge the Sabine troops contend;

The Ronans there with arns the prey defend.

Wearied with tedious war, at |length they cease;

And bot h the kings and kingdons plight the peace.
The friendly chiefs before Jove's altar stand,

Both armid, with each a charger in his hand:

A fatted sow for sacrifice is led

Wth inprecations on the perjur'd head.

Near this, the traitor Metius, stretch'd between
Four fiery steeds, is dragg'd along the green

By Tullus' doom the branbles drink his bl ood,

And his torn linbs are left the vulture's food.
There, Porsena to Rome proud Tarquin brings,

And woul d by force restore the banish'd kings.

One tyrant for his fellowtyrant fights;

The Roman youth assert their native rights.

Before the town the Tuscan arny lies,

To win by fam ne, or by fraud surprise.

Their king, half-threat'ning, half-disdaining stood,
Whi |l e Cocl es broke the bridge, and stemm d the flood.
The captive maids there tenpt the raging tide,
Scap'd fromtheir chains, with Cloelia for their guide.
Hi gh on a rock heroic Manlius stood,

To guard the tenple, and the tenple's god.

Then Rome was poor; and there you m ght behold

The pal ace thatch'd with straw, now roof'd w th gold.
The silver goose before the shining gate

There flew, and, by her cackle, sav'd the state.

She told the Gauls' approach; th' approaching Gaul s,
Qbscure in night, ascend, and seize the walls.

The gold dissenbled well their yellow hair,

And gol den chains on their white necks they wear.
ol d are their vests; long Al pine spears they wield,
And their left armsustains a | ength of shield.

Hard by, the |eaping Salian priests advance;

And naked thro' the streets the nad Luperci dance,
In caps of wool; the targets dropp'd from heav'n
Here nodest matrons, in soft litters driv'n

To pay their vows in solem ponp appear

And odorous guns in their chaste hands they bear

Far hence renov'd, the Stygi an seats are seen

Pai ns of the damm'd, and punish'd Catiline

Hung on a rock- the traitor; and, around,

The Furies hissing fromthe nether ground.

Apart fromthese, the happy souls he draws,



And Cato's holy ghost dispensing | aws.

Betwi xt the quarters flows a gol den sea
But foaming surges there in silver play.
The dancing dol phins with their tails divide
The glitt'ring waves, and cut the precious tide.
Anid the main, two nighty fleets engage
Their brazen beaks, oppos'd with equal rage.
Actium surveys the well-disputed prize;
Leucate's wat'ry plain with foany billows fries.
Young Caesar, on the stern, in arnor bright,
Here | eads the Romans and their gods to fight:
Hi s beany tenples shoot their flames afar
And o'er his head is hung the Julian star
Agrippa seconds him with prosp' rous gal es,
And, with propitious gods, his foes assails:
A naval crown, that binds his manly brows,
The happy fortune of the fight foreshows.
Rang'd on the line oppos'd, Antonius brings
Bar bari an ai ds, and troops of Eastern kings;
Th' Arabi ans near, and Bactrians from afar,
O tongues discordant, and a mingled war:
And, rich in gaudy robes, anidst the strife,
Hs ill fate follows him th' Egyptian wife.
Moving they fight; with oars and forky prows
The froth is gather'd, and the water gl ows.
It seems, as if the Cycl ades again
Were rooted up, and justled in the nain;
O floating nmountains floating nountains neet;
Such is the fierce encounter of the fleet.
Fireballs are thrown, and pointed jav'lins fly;
The fields of Neptune take a purple dye.
The queen herself, amidst the [oud alarnmns,
Wth cynbals toss'd her fainting soldiers warns-
Fool as she was! who had not yet divin'd
Her cruel fate, nor saw the snakes behi nd.
Her country gods, the nonsters of the sky,
Great Neptune, Pallas, and Love's Queen defy:
The dog Anubi s barks, but barks in vain,
Nor | onger dares oppose th' ethereal train.
Mars in the middle of the shining shield
Is grav'd, and strides along the liquid field.
The Dirae souse fromheav'n with swift descent;
And Discord, dyed in blood, with garments rent,
Di vides the prease: her steps Bellona treads,
And shakes her iron rod above their heads.
This seen, Apollo, fromhis Actian height,
Pours down his arrows; at whose wi nged flight
The trenbling Indians and Egyptians vyi el d,
And soft Sabaeans quit the wat'ry field.
The fatal nistress hoists her silken sails,
And, shrinking fromthe fight, invokes the gales.
Aghast she | ooks, and heaves her breast for breath,
Panting, and pale with fear of future death.
The god had figur'd her as driv'n along
By wi nds and waves, and scudding thro' the throng.
Just opposite, sad Nilus opens w de
H s arms and anple bosomto the tide,
And spreads his mantle o' er the w nding coast,
I n which he waps his queen, and hides the flying host.
The victor to the gods his thanks express'd,



And Rone, triunphant, with his presence bl ess'd.
Three hundred tenples in the town he plac'd;
Wth spoils and altars ev'ry tenple grac'd.
Three shining nights, and three succeedi ng days,
The fields resound with shouts, the streets with praise,
The donmes with songs, the theaters w th plays.
Al altars flanme: before each altar lies,
Drench'd in his gore, the destin'd sacrifice.
Great Caesar sits sublime upon his throne,
Before Apollo's porch of Parian stone;
Accepts the presents vow d for victory,
And hangs the nmonunmental crowns on high
Vast crowds of vanqui sh'd nations march al ong,
Various in arms, in habit, and in tongue.
Here, Ml ci ber assigns the proper place
For Carians, and th' ungirt Numi dian race;
Then ranks the Thracians in the second row,
Wth Scythians, expert in the dart and bow.
And here the tam d Euphrates hunbly gli des,
And there the Rhine subnmits her swelling tides,
And proud Araxes, whom no bridge could bind;
The Danes' unconquer'd of fspring march behind,
And Morini, the last of humanki nd.

These figures, on the shield divinely wought,
By Vul can |abor'd, and by Venus brought,
Wth joy and wonder fill the hero's thought.
Unknown t he nanes, he yet admires the grace,
And bears aloft the fanme and fortune of his race.
BOK | X

While these affairs in distant places pass'd,
The various Iris Juno sends with haste,
To find bold Turnus, who, with anxious thought,
The secret shade of his great grandsire sought.
Retir'd al one she found the daring man
And op'd her rosy lips, and thus began
"What none of all the gods could grant thy vows,
That, Turnus, this auspicious day bestows.
Aeneas, gone to seek th' Arcadian prince,
Has left the Trojan canp w thout defense;
And, short of succors there, enploys his pains
In parts renote to raise the Tuscan swai ns.
Now snatch an hour that favors thy designs;
Unite thy forces, and attack their lines."
This said, on equal w ngs she pois'd her weight,
And formd a radiant rainbow in her flight.

The Dauni an hero lifts his hands eyes,
And thus invokes the goddess as she flies:
"Iris, the grace of heav'n, what pow r divine
Has sent thee down, thro' dusky clouds to shine?
See, they divide; imortal day appears,
And glitt'ring planets dancing in their spheres!
Wth joy, these happy onmens | obey,
And follow to the war the god that | eads the way."
Thus having said, as by the brook he stood,
He scoop'd the water fromthe crystal fl ood;
Then with his hands the drops to heav'n he throws,
And | oads the pow rs above with offer'd vows.

Now march the bold confed rates thro' the plain,
Well hors'd, well clad; a rich and shining train.



Messapus | eads the van; and, in the rear
The sons of Tyrrheus in bright arns appear
In the main battle, with his flaning crest,
The mighty Turnus tow rs above the rest.
Silent they nove, mgjestically slow,
Li ke ebbing Nile, or Ganges in his flow
The Trojans view the dusty cloud from far
And the dark nenace of the distant war.
Caicus fromthe ranpire sawit rise
Bl ack' ning the fields, and thick'ning thro' the skies.
Then to his fellows thus al oud he calls:
"What rolling clouds, ny friends, approach the walls?
Arml arm and nman the works! prepare your spears
And pointed darts! the Latian host appears.”

Thus warn'd, they shut their gates; with shouts ascend
The bul war ks, and, secure, their foes attend:
For their wise gen'ral, with foreseeing care
Had charg'd themnot to tenpt the doubtful war,
Nor, tho' provok'd, in open fields advance,
But close within their lines attend their chance.
Unwi | Iing, yet they keep the strict comand,
And sourly wait in arns the hostil e band.
The fiery Turnus flew before the rest:
A piebald steed of Thracian strain he press'd;
Hi s hel m of nmassy gold, and crimson was his crest.
Wth twenty horse to second his designs,
An unexpected foe, he fac'd the lines.
"I's there," he said, "in arms, who bravely dare
H s | eader's honor and his danger share?"
Then spurring on, his brandish'd dart he threw,
In sign of war: appl audi ng shouts ensue.

Amaz' d to find a dastard race, that run
Behind the ranpires and the battle shun,
He rides around the canp, with rolling eyes,
And stops at ev'ry post, and ev'ry passage tries.
So roans the nightly wolf about the fold:
Wet with descending show rs, and stiff with cold,
He howl s for hunger, and he grins for pain,
(His gnashing teeth are exercis'd in vain,)
And, inpotent of anger, finds no way
In his distended paws to grasp the prey.
The nmothers listen; but the bleating | anbs
Securely swig the dug, beneath the dans.
Thus ranges eager Turnus o'er the plain.
Sharp with desire, and furious w th disdain;
Surveys each passage with a piercing sight,
To force his foes in equal field to fight.
Thus while he gazes round, at |ength he spies,
Where, fenc'd with strong redoubts, their navy lies,
O ose underneath the walls; the washing tide
Secures fromall approach this weaker side.
He takes the wish'd occasion, fills his hand
Wth ready fires, and shakes a flaning brand.
Ug' d by his presence, ev'ry soul is warnd
And ev'ry hand with kindled firs is arnmd
Fromthe fir'd pines the scatt'ring sparkles fly;
Fat vapors, mx'd with flanmes, involve the sky.
What pow r, O Muses, could avert the flane
Which threaten'd, in the fleet, the Trojan nane?
Tell: for the fact, thro' length of time obscure,



Is hard to faith; yet shall the fane endure.
'"Tis said that, when the chief prepar'd his flight,
And fell'd his tinber from Munt Ida's height,
The grandam goddess then approach'd her son
And with a nother's mmjesty begun
"Grant nme," she said, "the sole request | bring,
Si nce conquer'd heav'n has own'd you for its king.
On lIda's brows, for ages past, there stood,
Wth firs and maples fill'd, a shady wood;
And on the sumit rose a sacred grove,
Wiere | was worship'd with religious |ove.
Those woods, that holy grove, ny |ong delight,
| gave the Trojan prince, to speed his flight.
Now, fill'd with fear, on their behalf | cone;
Let neither winds o' erset, nor waves intonb
The floating forests of the sacred pine;
But let it be their safety to be nine."”
Then thus replied her awmful son, who rolls
The radi ant stars, and heav'n and earth controls:
"How dare you, nother, endless date denand
For vessels nol ded by a nortal hand?
What then is fate? Shall bold Aeneas ride,
O safety certain, on th' uncertain tide?
Yet, what | can, | grant; when, wafted o' er
The chief is landed on the Latian shore,
What ever shi ps escape the ragi ng storns,
At nmy command shall change their fading forns
To nynphs divine, and plow the wat'ry way,
Li ke Dotis and the daughters of the sea."
To seal his sacred vow, by Styx he swore,
The | ake of liquid pitch, the dreary shore,
And Phl eget hon' s innavi gabl e fl ood,
And the bl ack regions of his brother god.
He said; and shook the skies with his inperial nod.
And now at |ength the nunmber'd hours were cone
Prefix'd by fate's irrevocabl e doom
When the great Mother of the Gods was free
To save her ships, and finish Jove's decree.
First, fromthe quarter of the norn, there sprung
A light that sign'd the heav' ns, and shot al ong;
Then froma cloud, fring' d round with golden fires,
Were tinbrels heard, and Berecynthian choirs;
And, last, a voice, with nore than nortal sounds,
Bot h hosts, in arnms oppos'd, with equal horror wounds:
"O Trojan race, your needless aid forbear
And know, mny ships are ny peculiar care.
Wth greater ease the bold Rutulian may,
Wth hissing brands, attenpt to burn the sea,
Than singe ny sacred pines. But you, ny charge,
Loos'd from your crooked anchors, |aunch at |arge,
Exal ted each a nynph: forsake the sand,
And swi mthe seas, at Cybele's command."
No sooner had the goddess ceas'd to speak
When, lo! th' obedient ships their haul sers break
And, strange to tell, like dolphins, in the main
They plunge their prows, and dive, and spring again:
As many beaut eous maids the billows sweep,
As rode before tall vessels on the deep
The foes, surpris'd with wonder, stood aghast;
Messapus curb'd his fiery courser's haste;



ad Tiber roar'd, and, raising up his head,
Call'd back his waters to their oozy bed.
Tur nus al one, undaunted, bore the shock
And with these words his trenbling troops bespoke:
"These nonsters for the Trojans' fate are neant,
And are by Jove for black presages sent.
He takes the cowards' last relief away;
For fly they cannot, and, constrain'd to stay,
Must yield unfought, a base inglorious prey.
The liquid half of all the globe is |ost;
Heav' n shuts the seas, and we secure the coast.
Theirs is no nore than that small spot of ground
Whi ch nyriads of our nartial nen surround.
Their fates | fear not, or vain oracles.
"T was giv'n to Venus they should cross the seas,
And | and secure upon the Latian plains:
Their promis'd hour is pass'd, and nine remains.
'"Tis in the fate of Turnus to destroy,
Wth sword and fire, the faithless race of Troy.
Shal | such affronts as these alone inflane
The Grecian brothers, and the G ecian nanme?
My cause and theirs is one; a fatal strife,
And final ruin, for a ravish'd wife
Was 't not enough, that, punish'd for the crineg,
They fell; but will they fall a second tine?
One woul d have thought they paid enough before,
To curse the costly sex, and durst offend no nore.
Can they securely trust their feeble wall,
A slight partition, a thin interval
Betwi xt their fate and theny when Troy, tho' built
By hands divine, yet perish'd by their guilt?
Lend nme, for once, ny friends, your valiant hands,
To force fromout their lines these dastard bands.
Less than a thousand ships will end this war,
Nor Vul can needs his fated arns prepare.
Let all the Tuscans, all th' Arcadians, join!
Nor these, nor those, shall frustrate nmy design
Let them not fear the treasons of the night,
The robb'd Pal | adium the pretended flight:
Qur onset shall be nade in open |ight.
No wooden engine shall their town betray;
Fires they shall have around, but fires by day.
No Grecian babes before their canp appear
Whiom Hector's arms detain'd to the tenth tardy year
Now, since the sun is rolling to the west,
Gve we the silent night to needful rest:
Refresh your bodies, and your arns prepare;
The nmorn shall end the snall remains of war."

The post of honor to Messapus falls,
To keep the nightly guard, to watch the walls,
To pitch the fires at distances around,
And close the Trojans in their scanty ground.
Twi ce seven Rutulian captains ready stand,
And twi ce seven hundred horse these chiefs conmand;
Al clad in shining arns the works invest,
Each with a radi ant hel m and wavi ng crest.
Stretch'd at their length, they press the grassy ground;
They | augh, they sing, (the jolly bow s go round,)
Wth lights and cheerful fires renew the day,
And pass the wakeful night in feasts and play.



The Trojans, from above, their foes beheld,
And with armid legions all the ranpires fill'd.
Seiz'd with affright, their gates they first explore;
Join works to works with bridges, towr to tow r:
Thus all things needful for defense abound.
Mhest heus and brave Seresthus wal k the round,
Conmi ssion'd by their absent prince to share
The conmon danger, and divide the care.

The soldiers draw their lots, and, as they fall,
By turns relieve each other on the wall.

Ni gh where the foes their utnost guards advance,
To watch the gate was warli ke N sus' chance.

Hi s father Hyrtacus of noble bl ood;

Hi s nother was a huntress of the wood,

And sent himto the wars. Well could he bear
Hs lance in fight, and dart the flying spear
But better skill'd unerring shafts to send.
Besi de hi m stood Euryalus, his friend:
Euryal us, than whom the Troj an host

No fairer face, or sweeter air, could boast-
Scarce had the down to shade his cheeks begun
One was their care, and their delight was one:
One comon hazard in the war they shar'd,

And now were both by choice upon the guard.

Then Nisus thus: "Or do the gods inspire
This warnm h, or make we gods of our desire?

A gen'rous ardor boils within nmy breast,

Eager of action, eneny to rest:

This urges me to fight, and fires ny mind

To | eave a nenorabl e nanme behi nd.

Thou see'st the foe secure; how faintly shine
Their scatter'd fires! the nost, in sleep supine
Al ong the ground, an easy conquest lie:

The wakeful few the funming flagon ply;

Al'l hush'd around. Now hear what | revol ve-

A thought unripe- and scarcely yet resolve.
Qur absent prince both canp and council mourn
By nessage both woul d hasten his return:

If they confer what | denmand on thee,

(For fane is reconpense enough for ne,)
Met hi nks, beneath yon hill, | have espied

A way that safely will nmy passage guide."

Euryal us stood list'ning while he spoke,
Wth | ove of praise and noble envy struck
Then to his ardent friend expos'd his nind
"Al'l this, alone, and | eaving ne behi nd!

Am | unworthy, N sus, to be join'd?

Thi nkist thou |I can nmy share of glory yield,

O send thee unassisted to the field?

Not so ny father taught ny chil dhood arns;

Born in a siege, and bred anong al ar ns!

Nor is my youth unworthy of ny friend,

Nor of the heav' n-born hero | attend.

The thing call'd life, with ease | can disclaim
And think it over-sold to purchase fane."

Then Nisus thus: "Alas! thy tender years
Woul d minister new matter to ny fears.

So may the gods, who viewthis friendly strife
Restore ne to thy lov'd enbrace with life,
Conderm' d to pay ny vows, (as sure | trust,)



This thy request is cruel and unjust.

But if some chance- as many chances are,

And doubt ful hazards, in the deeds of war-

I f one should reach nmy head, there let it fall
And spare thy life; | would not perish all.
Thy bl oony yout h deserves a | onger date:
Live thou to nourn thy love's unhappy fate;
To bear ny nmangl ed body fromthe foe,

O buy it back, and fun'ral rites bestow

O, if hard fortune shall those dues deny,
Thou canst at |east an enpty tonb supply.
Olet not ne the widow s tears renew

Nor let a nother's curse nmy name pursue:

Thy pious parent, who, for |ove of thee,
Forsook the coasts of friendly Sicily,

Her age committing to the seas and w nd,
When ev'ry weary matron stay'd behind."

To this, Euryalus: "You plead in vain,

And but protract the cause you cannot gain.
No nore del ays, but haste!™ Wth that, he wakes
The noddi ng wat ch; each to his office takes.
The guard reliev'd, the gen'rous couple went
To find the council at the royal tent.

Al'l creatures else forgot their daily care
And sl eep, the conmon gift of nature, share;
Except the Trojan peers, who wakeful sate
In nightly council for th' indanger'd state.
They vote a nmessage to their absent chief,
Shew their distress, and beg a swift relief.
Anid the canp a silent seat they chose,

Renmote from cl anor, and secure from foes

On their left arms their anple shields they bear
The right reclin'd upon the bendi ng spear

Now Ni sus and his friend approach the guard
And beg adni ssion, eager to be heard:

Th' affair inmportant, not to be deferr'd.
Ascani us bids 'em be conducted in,

Od' ring the nore experienc'd to begin.

Then Nisus thus: "Ye fathers, I end your ears;
Nor judge our bold attenpt beyond our years.
The foe, securely drench'd in sleep and w ne,
Negl ect their watch; the fires but thinly shine;
And where the snoke in cloudy vapors flies,
Cov'ring the plain, and curling to the skies,
Betwi xt two paths, which at the gate divide,
Cl ose by the sea, a passage we have spied,
VWhich will our way to great Aeneas guide.
Expect each hour to see himsafe again,

Loaded with spoils of foes in battle slain.
Snatch we the lucky minute while we may;

Nor can we be nistaken in the way;

For, hunting in the vale, we both have seen
The rising turrets, and the stream between,
And know the wi nding course, with ev'ry ford."

He ceas'd; and old Al ethes took the word:
"Qur country gods, in whomour trust we place,
WIIl yet fromruin save the Trojan race,

Whil e we behol d such dauntl ess worth appear
In dawni ng youth, and souls so void of fear."
Then into tears of joy the father broke;



Each in his longing arnms by turns he took;
Pant ed and paus'd; and thus again he spoke:
"Ye brave young nmen, what equal gifts can we,
In reconmpense of such desert, decree?
The greatest, sure, and best you can receive,
The gods and your own conscious worth will give.
The rest our grateful gen'ral will bestow,
And young Ascanius till his manhood owe."
"And |, whose welfare in ny father lies,"
Ascani us adds, "by the great deities,
By ny dear country, by ny househol d gods,
By hoary Vesta's rites and dark abodes,
Adj ure you both, (on you mny fortune stands;
That and ny faith | plight into your hands,)
Make ne but happy in his safe return
Wiose wanted presence | can only nourn
Your conmon gift shall two | arge goblets be
O silver, wought with curious inmagery,
And hi gh enboss' d, which, when old Priamreign'd,
My conqu'ring sire at sack'd Arisba gain'd;
And nore, two tripods cast in antic nold,
Wth two great talents of the finest gold;
Beside a costly bowl, ingravid with art,
Whi ch Di do gave, when first she gave her heart.
But, if in conquer'd Italy we reign
Wien spoils by lot the victor shall obtain-
Thou saw st the courser by proud Turnus press'd:
That, Nisus, and his arnms, and noddi ng crest,
And shield, fromchance exenpt, shall be thy share:
Twel ve | ab'ring slaves, twelve handnmai ds young and fair
All clad in rich attire, and train'd with care;
And, last, a Latian field with fruitful plains,
And a large portion of the king' s domains.
But thou, whose years are nore to nmine allied-
No fate ny vow d affection shall divide
From thee, heroic youth! Be wholly mine
Take full possession; all ny soul is thine.
One faith, one fame, one fate, shall both attend;
My life's conpanion, and ny bosomfriend:
My peace shall be committed to thy care,
And to thy conduct ny concerns in war."
Then thus the young Euryal us replied:
"\What ever fortune, good or bad, betide,
The sane shall be ny age, as now ny youth;
No tine shall find me wanting to nmy truth.
This only fromyour goodness |let nme gain
(And, this ungranted, all rewards are vain)
O Priam's royal race ny nother cane-
And sure the best that ever bore the name-
Whom neither Troy nor Sicily could hold
From ne departing, but, o' erspent and ol d,
My fate she follow d. Ignorant of this
(What ever) danger, neither parting Kiss,
Nor pious bl essing taken, her | |eave,
And in this only act of all ny life deceive.
By this right hand and conscious Night | swear,
My soul so sad a farewell could not bear
Be you her confort; fill my vacant place
(Permit me to presune so great a grace)
Support her age, forsaken and distress'd.



That hope alone will fortify ny breast
Agai nst the worst of fortunes, and of fears."
He said. The nov'd assistants nmelt in tears.

Then thus Ascani us, wonderstruck to see

That image of his filial piety:

"So great beginnings, in so green an age,
Exact the faith which | again ingage

Thy nmother all the dues shall justly claim
Creusa had, and only want the nane.

Whate' er event thy bold attenpt shall have,
"Tis nerit to have borne a son so brave.
Now by nmy head, a sacred oath, | swear,

(My father us'd it,) what, returning here
Crown' d with success, |I for thyself prepare,
That, if thou fail, shall thy lov'd nother share."

He said, and weeping, while he spoke the word,
From his broad belt he drew a shining sword,
Magni fi cent with gold. Lycaon nade,

And in an ivory scabbard sheath'd the bl ade.

This was his gift. G eat Mestheus gave his friend
A lion's hide, his body to defend,

And good Al ethes furnish'd him beside,

Wth his own trusty helm of tenper tried.

Thus arm d they went. The noble Trojans wait
Their issuing forth, and follow to the gate
Wth prayers and vows. Above the rest appears
Ascani us, manly far beyond his years,

And nmessages committed to their care,
Which all in winds were lost, and flitting air.

The trenches first they pass'd; then took their way
Where their proud foes in pitch'd pavilions |ay;
To many fatal, ere thenselves were slain.

They found the carel ess host dispers'd upon the plain,
Who, gorg'd, and drunk with w ne, supinely snore.
Unharness'd chariots stand al ong the shore:

Ani dst the wheels and reins, the goblet by,

A nedl ey of debauch and war, they lie.

Qobserving Nisus shew d his friend the sight:
"Behol d a conquest gain'd w thout a fight.
Cccasion offers, and | stand prepar' d;

There lies our way; be thou upon the guard,

And | ook around, while | securely go,

And hew a passage thro' the sleeping foe."
Softly he spoke; then striding took his way,
Wth his drawn sword, where haughty Rhames | ay;
H s head rais'd high on tapestry beneath,

And heaving from his breast, he drew his breath;
A king and prophet, by King Turnus |ov'd:

But fate by prescience cannot be renpv'd.

H m and his sl eeping slaves he slew, then spies
Where Renmus, with his rich retinue, lies.

His arnor-bearer first, and next he kills

Hi s charioteer, intrench'd betw xt the wheels
And his lov'd horses; last invades their lord;
Full on his neck he drives the fatal sword:

The gasping head flies off; a purple flood
Flows fromthe trunk, that welters in the bl ood,
Whi ch, by the spurning heels dispers'd around,
The bed besprinkl es and bedews the ground.

Lanmus the bold, and Lanyrus the strong,



He slew, and then Serranus fair and young.
From di ce and wi ne the youth retir'd to rest,
And puff'd the funy god fromout his breast:
Ev' n then he dreant of drink and | ucky play-
More lucky, had it lasted till the day.

The famish'd lion thus, wi th hunger bold,

O erleaps the fences of the nightly fold,

And tears the peaceful flocks: with silent awe
Trenbling they lie, and pant beneath his paw

Nor with | ess rage Euryal us enpl oys
The wrathful sword, or fewer foes destroys;

But on th' ignoble crowd his fury flew
He Fadus, Hebesus, and Rhoetus sl ew
Qppress'd with heavy sleep the former fell
But Rhoetus wakeful, and observing all:

Behi nd a spacious jar he slink'd for fear;

The fatal iron found and reach'd himthere;
For, as he rose, it pierc'd his naked side,
And, reeking, thence return'd in crinmson dyed.
The wound pours out a stream of wi ne and bl ood;
The purple soul comes floating in the flood.

Now, where Messapus quarter'd, they arrive.
The fires were fainting there, and just alive;
The warrior-horses, tied in order, fed.

Ni sus observ'd the discipline, and said:

"Qur eager thirst of blood may both betray;
And see the scatter'd streaks of dawni ng day,
Foe to nocturnal thefts. No nore, ny friend;
Here let our glutted execution end.

A lane thro' slaughter'd bodi es we have nade.
The bold Euryalus, tho' |oth, obey'd.

O arms, and arras, and of plate, they find
A precious |oad; but these they |eave behind.
Yet, fond of gaudy spoils, the boy would stay
To nmake the rich caparison his prey,

Whi ch on the steed of conquer'd Rhammes | ay.
Nor did his eyes less |ongingly behold

The girdle-belt, with nails of burnish'd gold.

This present Caedicus the rich bestow d

On Remul us, when friendship first they vow d,

And, absent, join'd in hospitable ties:

He, dying, to his heir bequeath'd the prize;

Till, by the conqu'ring Ardean troops oppress'd,

He fell; and they the glorious gift possess'd.

These glitt'ring spoils (now nmade the victor's gain)
He to his body suits, but suits in vain:

Messapus' hel m he finds anmong the rest,

And | aces on, and wears the waving crest.

Proud of their conquest, prouder of their prey,

They | eave the canp, and take the ready way.

But far they had not pass'd, before they spied
Three hundred horse, with Vol scens for their guide.
The queen a legion to King Turnus sent;

But the swift horse the slower foot prevent,

And now, advanci ng, sought the leader's tent.

They saw the pair; for, thro' the doubtful shade,

Hi s shining hel m Euryal us betray'd,

On which the moon with full reflection play'd.

"'T is not for naught," cried Vol scens fromthe crowd,
"These nen go there;" then rais'd his voice al oud:



"Stand! stand! why thus in arms? And whither bent?

From whence, to whom and on what errand sent?"

Silent they scud away, and haste their flight

To nei ghb' ring woods, and trust thenselves to night.

The speedy horse all passages bel ay,

And spur their snoking steeds to cross their way,

And wat ch each entrance of the w ndi ng wood.

Bl ack was the forest: thick with beech it stood,

Horrid with fern, and intricate with thorn

Few pat hs of human feet, or tracks of beasts, were worn.

The dar kness of the shades, his heavy prey,

And fear, nisled the younger fromhis way.

But Nisus hit the turns with happier haste,

And, thoughtless of his friend, the forest pass'd,

And Al ban plains, fromAl ba's nane so call'd,

Wiere King Latinus then his oxen stall'd;

Till, turning at the length, he stood his ground,

And miss'd his friend, and cast his eyes around:

"Ah wetch!" he cried, "where have | |eft behind

Th' unhappy youth? where shall | hope to find?

O what way take?" Again he ventures back

And treads the mazes of his former track

He wi nds the wood, and, list'ning, hears the noise

O tranping coursers, and the riders' voice.

The sound approach'd; and suddenly he viewd

The foes inclosing, and his friend pursued,

Forelaid and taken, while he strove in vain

The shelter of the friendly shades to gain.

What shoul d he next attenpt? what arns enpl oy,

What fruitless force, to free the captive boy?

O desperate should he rush and lose his life,

Wth odds oppress'd, in such unequal strife?
Resolv' d at length, his pointed spear he shook

And, casting on the nmoon a nournful | ook

"Quardi an of groves, and goddess of the night,

Fair queen," he said, "direct nmy dart aright.

If e er ny pious father, for ny sake,

Did grateful off'rings on thy altars make,

O | increas'd themw th ny sylvan toils,

And hung thy holy roofs with savage spoils,

Gve nme to scatter these.” Then from his ear

He pois'd, and aim d, and launch'd the trenbling spear

The deadly weapon, hissing fromthe grove,

| npet uous on the back of Sul np drove;

Pierc'd his thin arnmor, drank his vital blood,

And in his body left the broken

He staggers round; his eyeballs roll in death,

And with short sobs he gasps away his breath.

Al'l stand amaz'd- a second jav'lin flies

Wth equal strength, and quivers thro' the skies.

This thro' thy tenples, Tagus, forc'd the way,

And in the brainpan warmy buried |ay.

Fi erce Vol scens foanms with rage, and, gazing round,

Descri ed not himwho gave the fatal wound,

Nor knew to fix revenge: "But thou," he cries,

"Shalt pay for both," and at the pris'ner flies

Wth his drawn sword. Then, struck with deep despair,

That cruel sight the lover could not bear

But fromhis covert rush'd in open view,

And sent his voice before himas he flew



"Me! me!" he cried- "turn all your swords al one
On nme- the fact confess'd, the fault nmy own.
He neither could nor durst, the guiltless youth:
Ye noon and stars, bear witness to the truth!
His only crine (if friendship can offend)
Is too nmuch love to his unhappy friend."
Too | ate he speaks: the sword, which fury guides
Drivin with full force, had pierc'd his tender sides.
Down fell the beauteous youth: the yawni ng wound
Qush'd out a purple stream and stain'd the ground.
Hi s snowy neck reclines upon his breast,
Like a fair flowr by the keen share oppress'd;
Li ke a white poppy sinking on the plain,
Wiose heavy head is overcharg'd with rain.
Despair, and rage, and vengeance justly vow d,
Drove Ni sus headlong on the hostile crowd.
Vol scens he seeks; on him al one he bends:
Borne back and bor'd by his surrounding friends,
Onward he press'd, and kept himstill in sight;
Then whirl'd aloft his sword with all his mght:
Th' unerring steel descended while he spoke,
Piered his wide nouth, and thro' his weazon broke.
Dyi ng, he slew, and, stagg'ring on the plain,
Wth swi mmi ng eyes he sought his |over slain;
Then qui et on his bl eeding bosomfell
Content, in death, to be reveng'd so well.

O happy friends! for, if ny verse can give
Immortal life, your fame shall ever live,
Fix'd as the Capitol's foundation |ies,
And spread, where'er the Roman eagle flies!

The conqu'ring party first divide the prey,
Then their slain | eader to the canp convey.
Wth wonder, as they went, the troops were fill'd,
To see such nunbers whom so few had kill'd.
Serranus, Rhames, and the rest, they found:
Vast crowds the dying and the dead surround,
And the yet reeking blood o' erflows the ground.
Al'l knew t he hel net which Messapus | ost,
But nmourn'd a purchase that so dear had cost.
Now rose the ruddy nmorn from Tithon's bed,
And with the dawn of day the skies o' erspread;
Nor long the sun his daily course withheld,
But added colors to the world reveal'd:
Wien early Turnus, wak'ning with the light,
Al clad in arnor, calls his troops to fight.
Hs martial men with fierce harangue he fir'd,
And his own ardor in their souls inspir'd.
This done- to give newterror to his foes,
The heads of Nisus and his friend he shows,

Rai s' d high on pointed spears- a ghastly sight:
Loud peal s of shouts ensue, and barbarous delight.
Meantime the Trojans run, where danger calls;
They line their trenches, and they man their walls.

In front extended to the left they stood,

Safe was the right, surrounded by the flood.

But, casting fromtheir towrs a frightful view,
They saw the faces, which too well they knew,

Tho' then disguis'd in death, and snmear'd all o'er
Wth filth obscene, and dropping putrid gore.

Soon hasty fame thro' the sad city bears



The mournful nmessage to the nother's ears.

An icy cold benunbs her linbs; she shakes;

Her cheeks the bl ood, her hand the web forsakes.
She runs the ranpires round ami dst the war,

Nor fears the flying darts; she rends her hair,
And fills with loud laments the liquid air.
"Thus, then, nmy lov'd Euryal us appears!

Thus | ooks the prop my declining years!

Was't on this face ny famish'd eyes | fed?

Ah! how unlike the living is the dead!

And coul d' st thou | eave nme, cruel, thus al one?
Not one kind kiss froma departing son

No | ook, no |ast adieu before he went,

In an ill-boding hour to slaughter sent!

Cold on the ground, and pressing foreign clay,
To Latian dogs and fows he lies a prey!

Nor was | near to close his dying eyes,

To wash his wounds, to weep his obsequi es,

To call about his corpse his crying friends,

O spread the mantl e (nade for other ends)

On his dear body, which | wove with care,

Nor did ny daily pains or nightly |abor spare.

Where shall | find his corpse? what earth sustains
H' s trunk disnenmber'd, and his cold remains?
For this, alas! | left ny needful ease,

Expos'd ny life to winds and w nter seas!
If any pity touch Rutulian hearts,
Here enpty all your quivers, all your darts;
O, if they fail, thou, Jove, conclude ny woe,
And send ne thunderstruck to shades bel ow "
Her shrieks and clanors pierce the Trojans' ears,
Unnman their courage, and augnent their fears;
Nor young Ascani us coul d the sight sustain,
Nor old Ilioneus his tears restrain,
But Actor and |daeus jointly sent,
To bear the madding nother to her tent.

And now the trunpets terribly, fromfar,
Wth rattling clangor, rouse the sleepy war.
The sol diers' shouts succeed the brazen sounds;
And heav'n, from pole to pole, the noise rebounds.
The Vol sci ans bear their shields upon their head,
And, rushing forward, form a nmoving shed.
These fill the ditch; those pull the bul warks down:
Sone raise the | adders; others scale the town.
But, where void spaces on the walls appear
O thin defense, they pour their forces there.
Wth poles and mi ssive weapons, from afar
The Trojans keep al oof the rising war.
Taught, by their ten years' siege, defensive fight,
They roll down ribs of rocks, an unresisted weight,
To break the penthouse with the pond' rous bl ow
Whi ch yet the patient Vol scians under go:
But could not bear th' unequal conbat |ong;
For, where the Trojans find the thickest throng,
The ruin falls: their shatter'd shields give way,
And their crush'd heads becone an easy prey.
They shrink for fear, abated of their rage,
Nor |onger dare in a blind fight engage;
Contented now to gall them from bel ow
Wth darts and slings, and with the distant bow



El sewhere Mezentius, terrible to view,
A blazing pine within the trenches threw
But brave Messapus, Neptune's warlike son
Br oke down the palisades, the trenches won,
And loud for |adders calls, to scale the town.
Cal l'i ope, begin! Ye sacred Nine,
I nspire your poet in his high design
To sing what slaughter manly Turnus mnade,
What soul s he sent bel ow the Stygi an shade,
What fame the soldiers with their captain share,
And the vast circuit of the fatal war;
For you in singing martial facts excel
You best renmenber, and al one can tell
There stood a tow r, amazing to the sight,
Built up of beans, and of stupendous height:
Art, and the nature of the place, conspir'd
To furnish all the strength that war requir'd.
To level this, the bold Italians join;
The wary Trojans obviate their design;
Wth weighty stones o' erwhel mtheir troops bel ow,
Shoot thro' the | oopholes, and sharp jav'lins throw
Turnus, the chief, toss'd fromhis thund ring hand
Agai nst the wooden walls, a flam ng brand:
It stuck, the fiery plague; the winds were high
The pl anks were season'd, and the tinber dry.
Cont agi on caught the posts; it spread al ong,
Scorch'd, and to distance drove the scatter'd throng.
The Trojans fled; the fire pursued amain,
Still gath'ring fast upon the trenbling train;
Till, crowding to the corners of the wall
Down t he defense and the defenders fall.
The mighty flaw makes heav'n itself resound:
The dead and dying Trojans strew the ground.
The tow r, that follow d on the fallen crew,
Wielmd o' er their heads, and buried whomit slew
Sonme stuck upon the darts thensel ves had sent;
Al'l the sanme equal ruin underwent.
Young Lycus and Hel enor only scape;
Sav' d- how, they know not- fromthe steepy |eap
Hel enor, elder of the two: by birth,
On one side royal, one a son of earth,
Wiom to the Lydi an king Licymia bare,
And sent her boasted bastard to the war
(A privilege which none but freenen share).
Slight were his arnms, a sword and silver shield:
No mar ks of honor charg'd its enpty field.
Light as he fell, so light the youth arose
And rising, found hinself amidst his foes;
Nor flight was left, nor hopes to force his way.
Enbol den' d by despair, he stood at bay;
And- l|ike a stag, whomall the troop surrounds
O eager huntsnen and i nvadi ng hounds-
Resol v' d on death, he dissipates his fears,
And bounds al oft agai nst the pointed spears:
So dares the youth, secure of death; and throws
H s dyi ng body on his thickest foes.
But Lycus, swifter of his feet by far
Runs, doubles, winds and turns, anidst the war;
Springs to the walls, and |l eaves his foes behind,
And snatches at the beam he first can find;



Looks up, and leaps aloft at all the stretch

I n hopes the hel ping hand of some kind friend to reach

But Turnus follow d hard his hunted prey

(Hi s spear had alnost reach'd himin the way,

Short of his reins, and scarce a span behi nd)

"Fool!" said the chief, "tho' fleeter than the w nd,

Coul dst thou presume to scape, when | pursue?”

He said, and downward by the feet he drew

The trenbling dastard; at the tug he falls;

Vast ruins cone along, rent fromthe snoking walls.

Thus on sone silver swan, or timrous hare,

Jove's bird cones sousing down from upper air;

Her crooked talons truss the fearful prey:

Then out of sight she soars, and wi ngs her way.

So seizes the grimwolf the tender | anb,

In vain | amented by the bl eating dam
Then rushing onward with a barb'rous cry,

The troops of Turnus to the conmbat fly.

The ditch with fagots fill'd, the daring foe

Toss'd firebrands to the steepy turrets throw.
Ilioneus, as bold Lucetius cane

To force the gate, and feed the kindling flane,

Roll'd down the fragnent of a rock so right,

It crush'd himdouble underneath the weight.

Two nore young Liger and Asyl as slew

To bend the bow young Liger better knew

Asyl as best the pointed jav'lin threw

Brave Caeneus laid Otygius on the plain;

The victor Caeneus was by Turnus slain.

By the same hand, donius and Itys fall,

Sagar, and lda, standing on the wall.

From Capys' arms his fate Privernus found:

Hurt by Thenmilla first-but slight the wound-

H's shield thrown by, to mitigate the snart,

He clapp'd his hand upon the wounded part:

The second shaft cane swi ft and unespi ed,

And pierc'd his hand, and nail'd it to his side,

Transfix'd his breathing |ungs and beating heart:

The soul came issuing out, and hiss'd against the dart.
The son of Arcens shone anid the rest,

In glitt'ring arnor and a purple vest,

(Fair was his face, his eyes inspiring |ove,)

Bred by his father in the Martian grove,

Wiere the fat altars of Palicus flane

And send in arnms to purchase early fane.

H m when he spied fromfar, the Tuscan king

Laid by the lance, and took himto the sling,

Thrice whirl'd the thong around his head, and threw

The heated lead half nelted as it flew

It pierc'd his hollow tenples and his brain;

The youth canme tunbling down, and spurn'd the plain.
Then young Ascani us, who, before this day,

Was wont in woods to shoot the savage prey,

First bent in martial strife the twangi ng bow,

And exercis'd agai nst a human foe-

Wth this bereft Numanus of his life,

Who Turnus' younger sister took to wife.

Proud of his realm and of his royal bride,

Vaunting before his troops, and |l engthen'd with a stride,

In these insulting terns the Trojans he defied:



"Twi ce- conquer'd cowards, now your shane is shown-

Coop'd up a second tinme within your town!

Who dare not issue forth in open field,

But hold your walls before you for a shield.

Thus threat you war? thus our alliance force?

What gods, what madness, hether steer'd your course?

You shall not find the sons of Atreus here,

Nor need the frauds of sly U ysses fear.

Strong fromthe cradle, of a sturdy brood,

We bear our newborn infants to the fl ood;

There bath'd anid the stream our boys we hold,

Wth winter harden'd, and inur'd to cold.

They wake before the day to range the wood,

Kill ere they eat, nor taste unconquer'd food.

No sports, but what belong to war, they know

To break the stubborn colt, to bend the bow

Qur youth, of |abor patient, earn their bread;

Hardly they work, with frugal diet fed.

From pl ows and harrows sent to seek renown,

They fight in fields, and stormthe shaken town.

No part of life fromtoils of war is free,

No change in age, or diff'rence in degree.

W plow and till in arnms; our oxen feel,

I nstead of goads, the spur and pointed steel;

Th' inverted |ance makes furrows in the plain.

Ev'n time, that changes all, yet changes us in vain:

The body, not the mind; nor can control

Th' immortal vigor, or abate the soul.

Qur hel nms defend the young, disguise the gray:

W live by plunder, and delight in prey.

Your vests enbroider'd with rich purple shine;

In sloth you glory, and in dances join.

Your vests have sweeping sleeves; with female pride

Your turbants underneath your chins are tied.

Go, Phrygians, to your Dindynus again!

Go, less than wonmen, in the shapes of nen!

Go, mx'd with eunuchs, in the Mdther's rites,

Wiere with unequal sound the flute invites;

Si ng, dance, and how, by turns, in lda's shade:

Resign the war to nen, who know the martial trade!"
This foul reproach Ascanius coul d not hear

Wth patience, or a vow d revenge forbear.

At the full stretch of both his hands he drew,

And al nost join'd the horns of the tough yew

But, first, before the throne of Jove he stood,

And thus with [ifted hands invok'd the god:

"My first attenpt, great Jupiter, succeed!

An annual off'ring in thy grove shall bl eed;

A snowwhite steer, before thy altar |ed,

Who, like his nother, bears aloft his head,

Butts with his threat'ning brows, and bell ow ng stands,

And dares the fight, and spurns the yell ow sands."
Jove bow d the heav'ns, and |lent a gracious ear,

And thunder'd on the left, amdst the clear.

Sounded at once the bow, and swiftly flies

The feather'd death, and hisses thro' the skies.

The steel thro' both his tenples forc'd the way:

Ext ended on the ground, Numanus | ay.

"CGo now, vain boaster, and true valor scorn!

The Phrygi ans, tw ce subdued, yet nmake this third return.”



Ascani us said no nore. The Trojans shake

The heav' ns with shouting, and new vigor take.
Apoll o then bestrode a gol den cl oud,

To view the feats of arnms, and fighting crowd;

And thus the beardl ess victor he bespoke al oud:

"Advance, illustrious youth, increase in fane,

And wi de fromeast to west extend thy nane;

O fspring of gods thyself; and Rome shall owe

To thee a race of deni gods bel ow.

This is the way to heav' n: the pow rs divine

Fromthis beginning date the Julian line.

To thee, to them and their victorious heirs,

The conquer'd war is due, and the vast world is theirs.

Troy is too narrow for thy nane." He said,

And pl ungi ng downward shot his radi ant head;

Dispell'd the breathing air, that broke his flight:

Shorn of his beanms, a man to nortal sight.

A d Butes' formhe took, Anchises' squire,

Now | eft, to rule Ascanius, by his sire:

Hi s winkled visage, and his hoary hairs,

His mien, his habit, and his arnms, he wears,

And thus salutes the boy, too forward for his years:

"Suffice it thee, thy father's worthy son

The warli ke prize thou hast already won.

The god of archers gives thy youth a part

O his own praise, nor envies equal art.

Now tenpt the war no nore." He said, and flew

Qbscure in air, and vanish'd fromtheir view

The Trojans, by his arnms, their patron know,

And hear the twanging of his heav'nly bow

Then dut eous force they use, and Phoebus' nane,

To keep fromfight the youth too fond of fame

Undaunt ed, they thensel ves no danger shun

Fromwall to wall the shouts and clanors run

They bend their bows; they whirl their slings around;

Heaps of spent arrows fall, and strew the ground;
And hel nms, and shields, and rattling arms resound.
The conbat thickens, like the stormthat flies

From westward, when the show ry Kids arise

O patt'ring hail comes pouring on the main,

When Jupiter descends in harden'd rain,

O bellow ng clouds burst with a stormy sound,

And with an arned winter strew the ground.
Pand' rus and Bitias, thunderbolts of war,

Whom Hi era to bold Al canor bare

On lda's top, two youths of height and size

Like firs that on their nother nountain rise,

Presunming on their force, the gates unbar,

And of their own accord invite the war.

Wth fates averse, against their king's comand,

Armid, on the right and on the left they stand,

And flank the passage: shining steel they wear,

And wavi ng crests above their heads appear

Thus two tall oaks, that Padus' banks adorn

Lift up to heav'n their |eafy heads unshorn

And, overpress'd with nature's heavy | oad,

Dance to the whistling winds, and at each other nod.

In flows a tide of Latians, when they see

The gate set open, and the passage free;

Bol d Quercens, with rash Tnarus, rushing on,



Equi colus, that in bright arnor shone,
And Haenon first; but soon repuls'd they fly,
O in the well-defended pass they die.
These with success are fir'd, and those wth rage,
And each on equal terns at |ength ingage.
Drawn fromtheir lines, and issuing on the plain,
The Trojans hand to hand the fight maintain.
Fi erce Turnus in another quarter fought,
When suddenly th' unhop'd-for news was brought,
The foes had left the fastness of their place,
Prevail'd in fight, and had his nen in chase.
He quits th' attack, and, to prevent their fate,
Runs where the giant brothers guard the gate.
The first he met, Antiphates the brave,
But base-begotten on a Theban sl ave,
Sar pedon's son, he slew the deadly dart
Found passage thro' his breast, and pierc'd his heart.
Fix'd in the wound th' Italian cornel stood,
Warmd in his lungs, and in his vital bl ood.
Aphi dnus next, and Erymant hus di es,
And Meropes, and the gigantic size
O Bitias, threat'ning with his ardent eyes.
Not by the feeble dart he fell oppress'd
(A dart were lost within that roony breast),
But froma knotted | ance, |arge, heavy, strong,
Which roar'd like thunder as it whirl'd al ong:
Not two bull hides th' inpetuous force withhold,
Nor coat of double mail, with scales of gold.
Down sunk the monster bul k and press'd the ground;
H's arms and clatt'ring shield on the vast body sound,
Not with less ruin than the Bajan nole,
Rais'd on the seas, the surges to control -
At once cones tunbling down the rocky wall;
Prone to the deep, the stones disjointed fal
O the vast pile; the scatter'd ocean flies;
Bl ack sands, discolor'd froth, and ningled nud arise:
The frighted billows roll, and seek the shores;
Then trenbl es Prochyta, then Ischia roars:
Typhoeus, thrown beneath, by Jove's conmmand,
Astonish'd at the flaw that shakes the |and,
Soon shifts his weary side, and, scarce awake
Wth wonder feels the weight press lighter on his back
The warrior god the Latian troops inspir'd,
New strung their sinews, and their courage fir'd,
But chills the Trojan hearts with cold affright:
Then bl ack despair precipitates their flight.
When Pandarus beheld his brother kill'd,
The town with fear and wild confusion fill'd,
He turns the hinges of the heavy gate
Wth both his hands, and adds his shoul ders to the weight
Sone happier friends within the walls inclos'd;
The rest shut out, to certain death expos'd:
Fool as he was, and frantic in his care,
T admit young Turnus, and include the war!
He thrust anmid the crowd, securely bold,
Like a fierce tiger pent ami d the fold.
Too late his blazing buckler they descry,
And sparkling fires that shot fromeither eye,
H s mighty nenbers, and his anpl e breast,
His rattling arnmor, and his crimson crest.



Far fromthat hated face the Trojans fly,
Al but the fool who sought his destiny.
Mad Pandarus steps forth, with vengeance vow d
For Bitias' death, and threatens thus al oud:
"These are not Ardea's walls, nor this the town
Amata proffers with Lavinia' s crown:
'"T is hostile earth you tread. O hope bereft,
No nmeans of safe return by flight are left."
To whom with count' nance calm and soul sedate,
Thus Turnus: "Then begin, and try thy fate:
My nessage to the ghost of Priam bear
Tell hima new Achilles sent thee there."

A lance of tough ground ash the Trojan threw,
Rough in the rind, and knotted as it grew
Wth his full force he whirl'd it first around,
But the soft yielding air receiv'd the wound:
I nperial Juno turn'd the course before,
And fix'd the wand' ring weapon in the door

"But hope not thou," said Turnus, "when | strike,
To shun thy fate: our force is not alike,
Nor thy steel tenper'd by the Lemnian god."
Then rising, on his utnost stretch he stood,
And aimd fromhigh: the full descending bl ow
Cl eaves the broad front and beardl ess cheeks in two.
Down sinks the giant with a thund' ring sound:
H s pond' rous |inbs oppress the trenmbling ground,
Bl ood, brains, and foam gush fromthe gapi ng wound:
Scal p, face, and shoul ders the keen steel divides,
And the shar'd vi sage hangs on equal si des.
The Trojans fly fromtheir approaching fate;
And, had the victor then secur'd the gate,
And to his troops without unclos'd the bars,
One lucky day had ended all his wars.
But boiling youth, and blind desire of blood,
Push'd on his fury, to pursue the crowd.
Hamstring' d behi nd, unhappy Gyges di ed;
Then Phalaris is added to his side.
The pointed jav'lins fromthe dead he drew,
And their friends' arns against their fellows threw
Strong Halys stands in vain; weak Phlegys flies;
Saturnia, still at hand, new force and fire supplies.
Then Halius, Prytanis, Al cander fall-
I ngag' d agai nst the foes who scal'd the wall:
But, whomthey fear'd wi thout, they found w thin.
At last, tho' late, by Lynceus he was seen.
He calls new succors, and assaults the prince:
But weak his force, and vain is their defense.
Turn'd to the right, his sword the hero drew,
And at one bl ow the bold aggressor slew
He joints the neck; and, with a stroke so strong,
The helmflies off, and bears the head al ong.
Next him the huntsman Anycus he kill'd,
In darts invenomid and in poison skill'd.
Then Cytius fell beneath his fatal spear
And Creteus, whomthe Mises held so dear
He fought with courage, and he sung the fight;
Arms were his bus'ness, verses his delight.

The Trojan chiefs behold, with rage and gri ef,
Their slaughter'd friends, and hasten their relief.
Bol d Mhestheus rallies first the broken train,



Wiom brave Seresthus and his troop sustain.
To save the living, and revenge the dead,
Agai nst one warrior's arns all Troy they |ed.
"O, void of sense and courage!" Mestheus cried,
"Where can you hope your coward heads to hide?
Ah! where beyond these ranpires can you run?
One nman, and in your canp inclos'd, you shun
Shall then a single sword such slaughter boast,
And pass unpunish'd froma num rous host?
For saki ng honor, and renouncing fane,
Your gods, your country, and your king you shane!"
This just reproach their virtue does excite:
They stand, they join, they thicken to the fight.
Now Tur nus doubts, and yet disdains to yield,
But with sl ow paces nmeasures back the field,
And inches to the walls, where Tiber's tide,
Washi ng the canp, defends the weaker side.
The nore he | oses, they advance the nore,
And tread in ev'ry step he trod before.
They shout: they bear him back; and, whom by night
They cannot conquer, they oppress with weight.
As, conpass'd with a wood of spears around,
The lordly lion still maintains his ground;
Gins horrible, retires, and turns again;
Threats his di stended paws, and shakes hi s nane;
He oses while in vain he presses on
Nor will his courage let himdare to run
So Turnus fares, and, unresolved of flight,
Moves tardy back, and just recedes fromfight.
Yet twice, inrag'd, the conbat he renews,
Twi ce breaks, and twi ce his broken foes pursues.
But now they swarm and, with fresh troops supplied,
Cone rolling on, and rush fromev'ry side
Nor Juno, who sustain'd his arns before,
Dares with new strength suffice th' exhausted store;
For Jove, with sour comrands, sent Iris down,
To force th' invader fromthe frighted town.
Wth | abor spent, no |longer can he wield
The heavy fanchion, or sustain the shield,
Oerwhelmd with darts, which fromafar they fling:
The weapons round his hollow tenples ring;
Hi s gol den hel m gi ves way, with stony bl ows
Batter'd, and flat, and beaten to his brows.
H's crest is rash'd away; his anple shield
Is falsified, and round with jav'lins fill'd.
The foe, now faint, the Trojans overwhel m
And Mhest heus | ays hard | oad upon his helm
Si ck sweat succeeds; he drops at ev'ry pore;
Wth driving dust his cheeks are pasted o' er
Shorter and shorter ev'ry gasp he takes;
And vain efforts and hurtl ess bl ows he makes.
Plung'd in the flood, and nmade the waters fly.
The yell ow god the wel come burthen bore,
And wi p'd the sweat, and wash'd away the gore
Then gently wafts himto the farther coast,
And sends him safe to cheer his anxious host.
BOOK X

The gates of heav'n unfold: Jove sunmons al
The gods to council in the comon hall.



Sublinmely seated, he surveys fromfar
The fields, the canp, the fortune of the war,
And all th' inferior world. Fromfirst to |ast,
The sov'reign senate in degrees are plac'd.
Then thus th' almghty sire began: "Ye gods,
Natives or deni zens of bl est abodes,
From whence these nurnurs, and this change of nind
This backward fate fromwhat was first design'd?
Wiy this protracted war, when ny conmmands
Pronounc' d a peace, and gave the Latian | ands?
What fear or hope on either part divides
Qur heav'ns, and arms our powers on diff'rent sides?
A lawful tine of war at length will cone,
(Nor need your haste anticipate the doon),
Wien Carthage shall contend the world with Rone,
Shall force the rigid rocks and Al pi ne chai ns,
And, like a flood, conme pouring on the plains.
Then is your time for faction and debate,
For partial favor, and pernitted hate.
Let now your immature di ssension cease;
Sit quiet, and conpose your souls to peace."
Thus Jupiter in few unfolds the charge;
But lovely Venus thus replies at |arge:
"O pow r inmense, eternal energy,
(For to what else protection can we fly?)
Seest thou the proud Rutulians, how they dare
In fields, unpunish'd, and insult ny care?
How | of ty Turnus vaunts anidst his train,
In shining arms, triunphant on the plain?
Evinin their lines and trenches they contend,
And scarce their walls the Trojan troops defend:
The town is fill'd with slaughter, and o' erfloats,
Wth a red deluge, their increasing noats.
Aeneas, ignorant, and far fromthence,
Has left a canp expos'd, w thout defense.
This endl ess outrage shall they still sustain?
Shall Troy renew d be forc'd and fir'd again?
A second siege ny banish'd issue fears,
And a new Di omede in arnms appears
One nore audacious nortal will be found;
And |, thy daughter, wait another wound.
Yet, if with fates averse, without thy |eave,
The Latian | ands my progeny receive,
Bear they the pains of violated | aw,
And thy protection fromtheir aid wthdraw
But, if the gods their sure success foretell;
I f those of heav'n consent with those of hell,
To pronmise Italy; who dare debate
The pow r of Jove, or fix another fate?
What should | tell of tenpests on the main,
O Aeol us usurping Neptune's reign?
O Iris sent, with Bacchanalian heat
T inspire the matrons, and destroy the fleet?
Now Juno to the Stygi an sky descends,
Solicits hell for aid, and arms the fiends.
That new exanpl e wanted yet above:
An act that well becane the wife of Jove!
Al ecto, rais'd by her, with rage inflanes
The peaceful bosons of the Latian danes.
| mperial sway no nore exalts ny mnd;



(Such hopes | had indeed, while Heav'n was kind;)

Now | et ny happi er foes possess ny pl ace,

Wiom Jove prefers before the Trojan race

And conquer they, whomyou with conquest grace.

Si nce you can spare, fromall your w de conmand

No spot of earth, no hospitable |and,

Which may ny wand'ring fugitives receive;

(Si nce haughty Juno will not give you | eave;)

Then, father, (if | still may use that nane,)

By ruin'd Troy, yet snoking fromthe flane

| beg you, let Ascanius, by ny care,

Be freed from danger, and disniss'd the war:

Inglorious let himlive, wthout a crown.

The father may be cast on coasts unknown,

Struggling with fate; but let ne save the son

Mne is Cythera, nmine the Cyprian tow rs:

In those recesses, and those sacred bow rs,

Qobscurely let himrest; his right resign

To pronis'd enpire, and his Julian |ine.

Then Carthage may th' Ausoni an towns destroy,

Nor fear the race of a rejected boy.

What profits it ny son to scape the fire,

Armid with his gods, and | oaded with his sire;

To pass the perils of the seas and wi nd;

Evade the Greeks, and | eave the war behi nd;

To reach th' Italian shores; if, after all

Qur second Pergarus is doomid to fall?

Much better had he curb'd his high desires,

And hover'd o'er his ill-extinguish d fires.

To Sinmois' banks the fugitives restore,

And give them back to war, and all the woes before."
Deep indignation swell'd Saturnia's heart:

"And must | own," she said, "nmy secret smart-

What with nore decence were in silence kept,

And, but for this unjust reproach, had slept?

Did god or man your fav'rite son advi se,

Wth war unhop'd the Latians to surprise?

By fate, you boast, and by the gods' decree,

He left his native land for Italy!

Confess the truth; by mad Cassandra, nore

Than Heav' n inspir'd, he sought a foreign shore!

Did | persuade to trust his second Troy

To the raw conduct of a beardl ess boy,

Wth walls unfinish'd, which hinself forsakes,

And thro' the waves a wand'ring voyage takes?

Wien have | urg'd himneanly to demand

The Tuscan aid, and arma quiet |and?

Did | or Iris give this nad advice,

O made the fool hinmself the fatal choice?

You think it hard, the Latians should destroy

Wth swords your Trojans, and with fires your Troy!

Hard and unjust indeed, for nmen to draw

Their native air, nor take a foreign | aw

That Turnus is permitted still to live,

To whom his birth a god and goddess gi ve!

But yet is just and lawful for your line

To drive their fields, and force with fraud to join;

Real s, not your own, anong your clans divide,

And fromthe bridegroomtear the proms'd bride;

Petition, while you public arns prepare;



Pretend a peace, and yet provoke a war!

"T was giv'n to you, your darling son to shroud
To draw the dastard fromthe fighting crowd,
And, for a nman, obtend an enpty cl oud.
Fromflanming fleets you turn'd the fire away,
And chang'd the ships to daughters of the sea.
But is nmy crinme- the Queen of Heav' n offends,
If she presune to save her suff'ring friends!
Your son, not knowi ng what his foes decree,

You say, is absent: absent |et himbe

Yours is Cythera, yours the Cyprian tow rs,

The soft recesses, and the sacred bow rs.

Wiy do you then these needl ess arns prepare,
And t hus provoke a people prone to war?

Did | with fire the Trojan town deface,

O hinder fromreturn your exil'd race?

Was | the cause of nischief, or the man

Whose | awl ess lust the fatal war began?

Thi nk on whose faith th' adult'rous youth relied,;
Wio promis'd, who procur'd, the Spartan bride?
Wien all th' united states of G eece conbin'd,
To purge the world of the perfidious kind,

Then was your time to fear the Trojan fate:
Your quarrels and conplaints are nowtoo |late."

Thus Juno. Murnurs rise, with nmix'd appl ause,
Just as they favor or dislike the cause.

So wi nds, when yet unfledg'd in woods they Ilie,
In whispers first their tender voices try,

Then issue on the main with bell owi ng rage,

And stornms to trenbling mariners presage.

Then thus to both replied th' inperial god,
Who shakes heav'n's axles with his awful nod.
(When he begins, the silent senate stand
Wth rev'rence, list'ning to the dread command:
The cl ouds dispel; the winds their breath restrain;
And the hush'd waves lie flatted on the main.)
"Cel estials, your attentive ears inclinel
Since," said the god, "the Trojans nust not join
In wish'd alliance with the Latian |ine;

Since endless jarrings and imortal hate

Tend but to di sconpose our happy state;

The war henceforward be resign'd to fate:

Each to his proper fortune stand or fall;

Equal and unconcern'd | ook on all.

Rut ul i ans, Trojans, are the sanme to ne;

And both shall draw the lots their fates decree.

Let these assault, if Fortune be their friend,

And, if she favors those, let those defend:

The Fates will find their way." The Thund'rer said,

And shook the sacred honors of his head,

Attesting Styx, th' inviolable flood,

And the bl ack regions of his brother god.

Trenbl ed the poles of heav'n, and earth confess'd the nod.
This end the sessions had: the senate rise,

And to his palace wait their sov'reign thro' the skies.

Meantime, intent upon their siege, the foes
Wthin their walls the Trojan host inclose:

They wound, they kill, they watch at ev'ry gate;
Renew the fires, and urge their happy fate.
Th' Aeneans wi sh in vain their wanted chi ef,



Hopel ess of flight, nore hopeless of relief.
Thin on the tow rs they stand; and ev'n those few
A feeble, fainting, and dejected crew.
Yet in the face of danger sone there stood:
The two bold brothers of Sarpedon's bl ood,
Asius and Acnon; both th' Assaraci
Young Haenon, and tho' young, resolv'd to die.
Wth these were O arus and Thynoetes join'd,
Tibris and Castor, both of Lycian kind.
From Acron' s hands a rolling stone there cane,
So large, it half deserv'd a nountain's nane:
Strong-sinew d was the youth, and big of bone;
Hi s brother Mestheus could not nore have done,
O the great father of th' intrepid son
Sonme firebrands throw, sone flights of arrows send;
And sonme with darts, and some with stones defend.
Anid the press appears the beauteous boy,
The care of Venus, and the hope of Troy.
His lovely face unarmid, his head was bare;
Inringlets o' er his shoulders hung his hair.
His forehead circled with a di adem
Di stinguish'd fromthe crowmd, he shines a gem
Enchas'd in gold, or polish'd iv'ry set,
Ani dst the neaner foil of sable jet.
Nor |smarus was wanting to the war,
Directing pointed arrows from af ar
And death with poison armid- in Lydia born
Wiere plenteous harvests the fat fields adorn
Wiere proud Pactolus floats the fruitful |ands,
And | eaves a rich manure of gol den sands.
There Capys, author of the Capuan nane,
And there was Miestheus too, increas'd in fang,
Since Turnus fromthe canp he cast with shane.
Thus nortal war was wag'd on either side.
Meantime the hero cuts the nightly tide:
For, anxious, from Evander when he went,
He sought the Tyrrhene canp, and Tarchon's tent;
Expos' d the cause of coming to the chief;
H s name and country told, and ask'd relief;
Propos'd the terns; his own small strength declar'd;
What vengeance proud Mezentius had prepar'd:
What Turnus, bold and violent, design'd;
Then shew d the slipp'ry state of humanki nd,
And fickle fortune; warn'd himto beware,
And to his whol esonme counsel added pray'r
Tarchon, wi thout delay, the treaty signs,
And to the Trojan troops the Tuscan joins.
They soon set sail; nor now the fates withstand;
Their forces trusted with a foreign hand.
Aeneas | eads; upon his stern appear
Two lions carv'd, which rising |da bear-
Ida, to wand'ring Trojans ever dear
Under their grateful shade Aeneas sate,
Revol ving war's events, and various fate.
His left young Pallas kept, fix'd to his side,
And oft of winds enquir'd, and of the tide;
Ot of the stars, and of their wat'ry way,;
And what he suffer'd both by | and and sea.
Now, sacred sisters, open all your spring!
The Tuscan | eaders, and their arny sing,



Which follow d great Aeneas to the war:
Their arms, their nunmbers, and their nanmes decl are.
A thousand yout hs brave Massicus obey,
Borne in the Tiger thro the foaning sea;
From Asi um brought, and Cosa, by his care
For arms, |ight quivers, bows and shafts, they bear
Fi erce Abas next: his men bright arnmor wore
His stern Apollo's gol den statue bore
Si x hundred Popul oni a sent al ong,
Al skill'd in martial exercise, and strong.
Three hundred nore for battle Ilva joins,
An isle renown'd for steel, and unexhausted mi nes.
Asylas on his prow the third appears,
Wio heav' n interprets, and the wand' ring stars;
Fromoffer'd entrails prodigi es expounds,
And peal s of thunder, wth presagi ng sounds.
A thousand spears in warlike order stand,
Sent by the Pisans under his command.
Fair Astur follows in the wat'ry field,
Proud of his manag' d horse and pai nted shield.
Gravi sca, noisone fromthe neighb' ring fen
And his own Caere, sent three hundred nen
Wth those which Mnio's fields and Pyrgi gave,
Al bred in arms, unani nous, and brave.
Thou, Mise, the name of Cinyras renew,
And brave Cupavo follow d but by few
Whose hel m confess'd the |ineage of the nman
And bore, with wings display' d, a silver swan.
Love was the fault of his fam d ancestry,
Wiose forns and fortunes in his ensigns fly.
For Cycnus | ov'd unhappy Phaeton
And sung his loss in poplar groves, alone,
Beneat h the sister shades, to soothe his grief.
Heav' n heard his song, and hasten'd his relief,
And chang'd to snowy plunes his hoary hair,
And wing'd his flight, to chant aloft in air.
Hi s son Cupavo brush'd the briny flood:
Upon his stern a brawny Centaur stood,
Who heav'd a rock, and, threat'ning still to throw,
Wth lifted hands alarm d the seas bel ow
They seemid to fear the formn dable sight,
And roll'd their billows on, to speed his flight.
Ocnus was next, who led his native train
O hardy warriors thro' the wat'ry plain:
The son of Manto by the Tuscan stream
From whence the Mantuan town derives the name-
An ancient city, but of mix'd descent:
Three sev'ral tribes conpose the governnent;
Four towns are under each; but all obey
The Mantuan | aws, and own the Tuscan sway.
Hate to Mezentius armid five hundred nore,
Wiom M ncius fromhis sire Benacus bore:
M ncius, with weaths of reeds his forehead cover'd o
These grave Aul etes | eads: a hundred sweep
Wth stretching oars at once the gl assy deep
H mand his martial train the Triton bears;
H gh on his poop the sea-green god appears:
Frowni ng he seens his crooked shell to sound,
And at the blast the billows dance around.
A hairy man above the wai st he shows;

er.



A porpoise tail beneath his belly grows;

And ends a fish: his breast the waves divides,

And froth and foam augnent the nmurmring tides.
Full thirty ships transport the chosen train

For Troy's relief, and scour the briny main.
Now was the world forsaken by the sun

And Phoebe hal f her nightly race had run

The careful chief, who never clos'd his eyes,

H nmsel f the rudder holds, the sails supplies.

A choir of Nereids nmeet himon the flood,

Once his own galleys, hewn fromlda's wood

But now, as many nynphs, the sea they sweep,

As rode, before, tall vessels on the deep

They know himfromafar; and in a ring

I ncl ose the ship that bore the Trojan king.

Cynodoce, whose voice excell'd the rest,

Above t he waves advanc'd her snowy breast;

Her right hand stops the stern; her left divides

The curling ocean, and corrects the tides.

She spoke for all the choir, and thus began

Wth pleasing words to warn th' unknowi ng man

"Sleeps our lov'd | ord? O goddess-born, awake!

Spread ev'ry sail, pursue your wat'ry track

And haste your course. Your navy once were we,

From I da's height descending to the sea;

Till Turnus, as at anchor fix'd we stood,

Presumd to violate our holy wood.

Then, loos'd fromshore, we fled his fires profane

(Unwi I lingly we broke our master's chain),

And since have sought you thro' the Tuscan nain.

The mighty Mdther chang' d our forns to these,

And gave us life immortal in the seas.

But young Ascanius, in his canmp distress'd,

By your insulting foes is hardly press'd.

Th' Arcadi an horsenen, and Etrurian host,

Advance in order on the Latian coast:

To cut their way the Daunian chief designs,

Before their troops can reach the Trojan |ines.

Thou, when the rosy norn restores the |ight,

First armthy soldiers for th' ensuing fight:

Thysel f the fated sword of Vulcan wi eld,

And bear aloft th' inpenetrable shield.

To-norrow s sun, unless ny skill be vain,

Shal | see huge heaps of foes in battle slain."

Parting, she spoke; and with imortal force

Push'd on the vessel in her wat'ry course

For well she knew the way. Inpell'd behind,

The ship flew forward, and outstripp'd the w nd.

The rest nake up. Unknow ng of the cause,

The chief admires their speed, and happy onens draws.
Then thus he pray'd, and fix'd on heav'n his eyes:

"Hear thou, great Mdther of the deities.

Wth turrets crown'd! (on Ida's holy hil

Fierce tigers, rein"d and curb'd, obey thy will.)

Firmthy own onmens; lead us on to fight;

And let thy Phrygians conquer in thy right."
He said no nore. And now renewi ng day

Had chas'd the shadows of the night away.

He charg'd the soldiers, with preventing care,

Their flags to follow, and their arns prepare;



Wwarn'd of th' ensuing fight, and bade 'em hope the war.

Now, his lofty poop, he view d bel ow

Hi s canmp inconpass'd, and th' inclosing foe.

Hi s bl azing shield, inbrac'd, he held on high

The canp receive the sign, and with |l oud shouts reply.

Hope arms their courage: fromtheir tow rs they throw

Their darts with double force, and drive the foe.

Thus, at the signal giv'n, the cranes arise

Before the stornmy south, and blacken all the skies.
King Turnus wonder'd at the fight renew d,

Till, looking back, the Trojan fleet he view d,

The seas with swelling canvas cover'd o' er

And the swift ships descending on the shore.

The Latians saw fromfar, with dazzled eyes,

The radi ant crest that seenmid in flames to rise

And dart diffusive fires around the field,

And the keen glitt'ring the gol den shield.

Thus threat' ning conets, when by night they rise,

Shoot sangui ne streans, and sadden all the skies:

So Sirius, flashing forth sinister Iights,

Pal e humanki nd with plagues and with dry famine fright:

Yet Turnus with undaunted mind is bent
To man the shores, and hinder their descent,

And t hus awakes the courage of his friends:

"What you so long have wish'd, kind Fortune sends;
In ardent arnms to neet th' invading foe:

You find, and find himat advantage now.

Yours is the day: you need but only dare;

Your swords will nake you masters of the war

Your sires, your sons, your houses, and your | ands,
And dearest wifes, are all w thin your hands.

Be ni ndful of the race from whence you cane

And ermulate in arnms your fathers' fame

Now take the time, while stagg'ring yet they stand
Wth feet unfirm and prepossess the strand:
Fortune befriends the bold." Nor nore he said,

But bal anc'd whomto | eave, and whomto | ead;

Then these elects, the landing to prevent;

And those he | eaves, to keep the city pent.

Meantime the Trojan sends his troops ashore:

Sonme are by boats expos'd, by bridges nore.
Wth lab'ring oars they bear along the strand,
Where the tide |angui shes, and | eap al and.
Tarchon observes the coast with careful eyes,
And, where no ford he finds, no water fries,
Nor billows w th unequal rmurmurs roar

But snoothly slide along, and swell the shore,
That course he steer'd, and thus he gave command:
"Here ply your oars, and at all hazard | and:
Force on the vessel, that her keel may wound
This hated soil, and furrow hostile ground.
Let nme securely land- | ask no nore;

Then sink ny ships, or shatter on the shore."

This fiery speech inflames his fearful friends:
They tug at ev'ry oar, and ev'ry stretcher bends;
They run their ships aground; the vessels knock
(Thus forc'd ashore,) and trenble with the shock
Tarchon's al one was | ost, that stranded stood,
Stuck on a bank, and beaten by the fl ood:

She breaks her back; the |oosen'd sides give way,



And plunge the Tuscan soldiers in the sea.
Their broken oars and floating planks wi thstand
Their passage, while they labor to the |and,
And ebbi ng tides bear back upon th' uncertain sand.
Now Turnus | eads his troops without delay,
Advancing to the nmargin of the sea.
The trunpets sound: Aeneas first assail'd
The clowns newrais'd and raw, and soon prevail'd.
Great Theron fell, an onmen of the fight;
Great Theron, large of linbs, of giant height.
He first in open field defied the prince:
But arnmor scal'd with gold was no defense
Agai nst the fated sword, which open'd w de
Hi s plated shield, and pierc'd his naked side.
Next, Lichas fell, who, not |ike others born,
Was fromhis wetched nother ripp'd and torn;
Sacred, O Phoebus, fromhis birth to thee;
For his beginning life frombiting steel was free.
Not far from himwas Gyas laid al ong,
O nmonstrous bulk; with Cisseus fierce and strong:
Vai n bul k and strength! for, when the chief assail'd,
Nor val or nor Herculean arns avail'd,
Nor their famd father, wont in war to go
Wth great Alcides, while he toil'd bel ow.
The noi sy Pharos next receiv'd his death:
Aeneas with'd his dart, and stopp'd his baw ing breath.
Then wretched Cydon had receiv'd his doom
Who courted Cytius in his beardl ess bl oom
And sought with |lust obscene polluted joys:
The Trojan sword had curd his | ove of boys,
Had not his sev'n bold brethren stopp'd the course
O the fierce chanpions, with united force.
Sev' n darts were thrown at once; and sone rebound
From his bright shield, some on his helnmet sound:
The rest had reach'd him but his nother's care
Prevented those, and turn'd aside in air.
The prince then call'd Achates, to supply
The spears that knew the way to victory-
"Those fatal weapons, which, inur'd to bl ood,
In Grecian bodies under Ilium stood:
Not one of those nmy hand shall toss in vain
Agai nst our foes, on this contended plain."
He said; then seiz'd a mighty spear, and threw,
Wiich, wing'd with fate, thro' Maeon's buckler flew,
Pierc'd all the brazen plates, and reach'd his heart:
He stagger'd with intol erable smart.
Al canor saw;, and reach'd, but reach'd in vain,
Hi s hel ping hand, his brother to sustain.
A second spear, which kept the forner course,
From the sanme hand, and sent with equal force,
His right armpierc'd, and hol ding on, bereft
H s use of both, and pinion'd down his left.
Then Numitor from his dead brother drew
Th' ill-onen'd spear, and at the Trojan threw
Preventing fate directs the |ance awy,
Whi ch, glancing, only mark'd Achates' thigh.
In pride of youth the Sabine Cl ausus cane,
And, from afar, at Dryops took his aim
The spear flew hissing thro' the middl e space,
And pierc'd his throat, directed at his face;



It stopp'd at once the passage of his w nd,
And the free soul to flitting air resign'd:
H s forehead was the first that struck the ground;
Lifeblood and life rush'd mingled thro' the wound.
He slew three brothers of the Borean race,
And three, whom |Ismarus, their native place,
Had sent to war, but all the sons of Thrace.
Hal esus, next, the bold Aurunci | eads:
The son of Neptune to his aid succeeds,
Conspi cuous on his horse. On either hand,
These fight to keep, and those to win, the |and.
Wth nutual blood th' Ausonian soil is dyed,
While on its borders each their claimdecide.
As wintry w nds, contending in the sky,
Wth equal force of lungs their titles try:
They rage, they roar; the doubtful rack of heav'n
Stands wi thout notion, and the tide undriv'n
Each bent to conquer, neither side to yield,
They | ong suspend the fortune of the field.
Both armies thus performwhat courage can
Foot set to foot, and mingled man to nan

But, in another part, th' Arcadian horse
Wth ill success ingage the Latin force:
For, where th' inpetuous torrent, rushing down,
Huge craggy stones and rooted trees had thrown,
They left their coursers, and, unus'd to fight
On foot, were scatter'd in a shanmeful flight.
Pall as, who with disdain and grief had viewd
H s foes pursuing, and his friends pursued,
Us'd threat'nings nix'd with pray'rs, his |ast resource,
Wth these to nove their nminds, with those to fire their force
"Whi ch way, conpani ons? whet her would you run?
By you yourselves, and mighty battles won,
By ny great sire, by his establish'd nane,
And early prom se of ny future faneg;
By ny youth, emulous of equal right
To share his honors- shun ignoble flight!
Trust not your feet: your hands nust hew way
Thro' yon bl ack body, and that thick array:
'"Tis thro' that forward path that we nust cone;
There lies our way, and that our passage hone.
Nor pow rs above, nor destinies bel ow
Qppress our arns: with equal strength we go,
Wth nortal hands to neet a nortal foe.
See on what foot we stand: a scanty shore,
The sea behind, our enenies before;
No passage left, unless we swimthe main;
O, forcing these, the Trojan trenches gain."
This said, he strode with eager haste al ong,
And bore anidst the thickest of the throng.
Lagus, the first he met, with fate to foe
Had heav'd a stone of mighty weight, to throw
St oopi ng, the spear descended on his chine,
Just where the bone distinguished either 10in:
It stuck so fast, so deeply buried |ay,
That scarce the victor forc'd the steel away.
Hi sbon canme on: but, while he nov'd too sl ow
To wi sh'd revenge, the prince prevents his bl ow
For, warding his at once, at once he press'd,
And plung'd the fatal weapon in his breast.



Then | ewd Anchenolus he laid in dust,

Who stain'd his stepdanmis bed with inpious |ust.

And, after him the Daucian tw ns were slain,

Laris and Thynbrus, on the Latian plain;

So wondrous like in feature, shape, and size,

As caus'd an error in their parents' eyes-

G ateful mistake! but soon the sword deci des

The nice distinction, and their fate divides:

For Thynmbrus' head was |opp'd; and Laris' hand,

D snenber' d, sought its owner on the strand:

The trenbling fingers yet the fauchion strain,

And threaten still th' intended stroke in vain.
Now, to renew the charge, th' Arcadi ans cane:

Si ght of such acts, and sense of honest shane,

And grief, with anger nix'd, their mnds inflane.

Then, with a casual bl ow was Rhoeteus sl ain,

Wio chanc'd, as Pallas threw, to cross the plain:

The flying spear was after Ilus sent;

But Rhoet eus happen'd on a death unneant:

From Teut hras and from Tyres while he fled,

The | ance, athwart his body, |aid himdead:

Roll'd fromhis chariot with a nortal wound,

And intercepted fate, he spurn'd the ground.

As when, in sunmer, welconme w nds arise,

The wat chful shepherd to the forest flies,

And fires the nidnost plants; contagi on spreads,

And catching flanes infect the neighb'ring heads;

Around the forest flies the furious blast,

And all the leafy nation sinks at |ast,

And Vulcan rides in triunph o' er the waste

The pastor, pleas'd with his dire victory,

Behol ds the satiate flames in sheets ascend the sky:

So Pallas' troops their scatter'd strength unite,

And, pouring on their foes, their prince delight.
Hal esus cane, fierce with desire of bl ood;

But first collected in his arns he stood:

Advanci ng then, he plied the spear so well,

Ladon, Denodocus, and Pheres fell.

Around his head he toss'd his glitt'ring brand,

And from Strynonius hew d his better hand,

Held up to guard his throat; then hurl'd a stone

At Thoas' anple front, and pierc'd the bone:

It struck beneath the space of either eye;

And bl ood, and ningled brains, together fly.

Deep skill'd in future fates, Hal esus' sire

Did with the youth to lonely groves retire:

But, when the father's nortal race was run

Dire destiny laid hold upon the son

And haul'd himto the war, to find, beneath

Th' Evandrian spear, a nenorabl e deat h.

Pal las th' encounter seeks, but, ere he throws,

To Tuscan Ti ber thus address'd his vows:

"O sacred stream direct ny flying dart,

And give to pass the proud Hal esus' heart!

H s arms and spoils thy holy oak shall bear."

Pleas'd with the bribe, the god receiv'd his pray'r

For, while his shield protects a friend distress'd,

The dart came driving on, and pierc'd his breast.
But Lausus, no snall portion of the war,

Pernmits not panic fear to reign too far,



Caus'd by the death of so renown'd a knight;
But by his own exanple cheers the fight.
Fi erce Abas first he slew, Abas, the stay
O Troj an hopes, and hindrance of the day.
The Phrygi an troops escap'd the Greeks in vain:
They, and their nmix'd allies, now |oad the plain.
To the rude shock of war both armies cane
Their | eaders equal, and their strength the sane.
The rear so press'd the front, they could not weld
Their angry weapons, to dispute the field.
Here Pallas urges on, and Lausus there:
O equal youth and beauty both appear
But both by fate forbid to breathe their native air.
Their congress in the field great Jove w t hstands:
Both doomid to fall, but fall by greater hands.
Meantime Juturna warns the Dauni an chi ef
O Lausus' danger, urging swift relief.
Wth his driv'n chariot he divides the crowd,
And, nmaking to his friends, thus calls al oud:
"Let none presune his needless aid to join;
Retire, and clear the field; the fight is mne
To this right hand is Pallas only due;
O were his father here, my just revenge to view"
From the forbidden space his nen retir'd.
Pallas their awe, and his stern words, admr'd;
Survey'd himo'er and o'er with wond' ring sight,
Struck with his haughty men, and tow ring height.
Then to the king: "Your enpty vaunts forbear
Success | hope, and fate | cannot fear
Alive or dead, | shall deserve a nane
Jove is inpartial, and to both the sane."
He said, and to the void advanc'd his pace:
Pal e horror sate on each Arcadi an face.
Then Turnus, fromhis chariot |eaping |ight,
Address'd hinmself on foot to single fight.
And, as a lion- when he spies fromfar
A bull that seems to neditate the war,
Bendi ng his neck, and spurning back the sand-
Runs roaring downward fromhis hilly stand:
| magi ne eager Turnus not nore sl ow,
To rush from high on his unequal foe.
Young Pal |l as, when he saw the chi ef advance
Wthin due distance of his flying |ance,
Prepares to charge himfirst, resolv'd to try
If fortune would his want of force supply;
And thus to Heav'n and Hercul es address'd:
"Al cides, once on earth Evander's guest,
H s son adjures you by those holy rites,
That hospitabl e board, those genial nights;
Assist nmy great attenpt to gain this prize,
And Il et proud Turnus view, wth dying eyes,
His ravish'd spoils.” 'T was heard, the vain request;
Al cides mourn'd, and stifled sighs within his breast.
Then Jove, to soothe his sorrow, thus began
"Short bounds of life are set to nortal man
'"Tis virtue's work alone to stretch the narrow span
So many sons of gods, in bloody fight,
Around the walls of Troy, have lost the light:
My own Sarpedon fell beneath his foe;
Nor |, his mighty sire, could ward the bl ow



Ev' n Turnus shortly shall resign his breath,
And stands already on the verge of death."”
This said, the god pernits the fatal fight,
But fromthe Latian fields averts his sight.

Now with full force his spear young Pallas threw,
And, having thrown, his shining fauchion drew
The steel just graz'd along the shoul der joint,
And mark'd it slightly with the glancing point,
Fierce Turnus first to nearer distance drew,

And pois'd his pointed spear, before he threw
Then, as the wi nged weapon whizz'd al ong,

"See now," said he, "whose armis better strung."
The spear kept on the fatal course, unstay'd

By plates of ir'n, which o' er the shield were |aid:
Thro' folded brass and tough bull hides it pass'd,
His corslet pierc'd, and reach'd his heart at |ast.
In vain the youth tugs at the broken wood;

The soul cones issuing with the vital bl ood:

He falls; his arns upon his body sound;

And with his bloody teeth he bites the ground.

Turnus bestrode the corpse: "Arcadi ans, hear,"
Said he; "my nmessage to your master bear
Such as the sire deserv'd, the son | send;

It costs himdear to be the Phrygians' friend.
The lifeless body, tell him | bestow,

Unask'd, to rest his wand' ring ghost bel ow. "

He said, and tranpled down with all the force

O his left foot, and spurn'd the wetched corse;
Then snatch'd the shining belt, with gold inlaid;
The belt Eurytion's artful hands had nade,

Where fifty fatal brides, express'd to sight,

Al in the conpass of one nournful night,
Depriv'd their bridegroons of returning light.

In an ill hour insulting Turnus tore
Those gol den spoils, and in a worse he wore.
Onortals, blind in fate, who never know
To bear high fortune, or endure the |ow
The tinme shall cone, when Turnus, but in vain,
Shal |l wi sh untouch'd the trophies of the slain;
Shall wish the fatal belt were far away,

And curse the dire renenbrance of the day.

The sad Arcadi ans, fromth' unhappy field,
Bear back the breathless body on a shield.
O grace and grief of war! at once restor'd,
Wth praises, to thy sire, at once deplor'd!
One day first sent thee to the fighting field,
Behel d whol e heaps of foes in battle kill"'d;
One day behel d thee dead, and borne upon thy shield.
This dismal news, not fromuncertain fane,
But sad spectators, to the hero cane
His friends upon the brink of ruin stand,
Unless reliev'd by his victorious hand.
He whirls his sword around, without delay,
And hews thro' adverse foes an anple way,
To find fierce Turnus, of his conquest proud:
Evander, Pallas, all that friendship owd
To |l arge deserts, are present to his eyes;
Hi s plighted hand, and hospitable ties.

Four sons of Sul no, four whom Ufens bred,
He took in fight, and living victins |ed,



To pl ease the ghost of Pallas, and expire,
In sacrifice, before his fun'ral fire.
At Magus next he threw he stoop'd bel ow
The flying spear, and shunn'd the prom s'd bl ow
Then, creeping, clasp'd the hero's knees, and pray'd:
"By young lulus, by thy father's shade,
O spare ny life, and send nme back to see
My longing sire, and tender progeny!
A lofty house | have, and wealth untold,
In silver ingots, and in bars of gold:
Al'l these, and suns besides, which see no day,
The ransom of this one poor life shall pay.
If I survive, will Troy the less prevail?
A single soul's too light to turn the scale.”
He said. The hero sternly thus replied:
"Thy bars and ingots, and the sunms beside,
Leave for thy children's lot. Thy Turnus broke
Al'l rules of war by one relentl ess stroke,
Wien Pallas fell: so deens, nor deens al one
My father's shadow, but my living son."
Thus having said, of Kkind renorse bereft,
He seiz'd his helm and dragg'd himwith his left;
Then with his right hand, while his neck he weath'd,
Up to the hilts his shining fauchi on sheath'd.
Apol I 0's priest, Enonides, was near
His holy fillets on his front appear
Gitt'ring in arms, he shone amidst the crowd;
Much of his god, nore of his purple, proud.
Hmthe fierce Trojan follow d thro' the field:
The holy coward fell; and, forc'd to yield,
The prince stood o'er the priest, and, at one bl ow
Sent himan off'ring to the shades bel ow
His arms Seresthus on his shoul ders bears,
Design'd a trophy to the God of Wars.
Vul cani an Caecul us renews the fight,
And Unbro, born upon the nountains' height.
The chanpi on cheers his troops t' encounter those,
And seeks revenge hinself on other foes.
At Anxur's shield he drove; and, at the bl ow,
Both shield and armto ground together go.
Anxur had boasted rmuch of magi c charns,
And thought he wore inpenetrable arnmns,
So made by mutter'd spells; and, fromthe spheres,
Had |ife secur'd, in vain, for length of years.
Then Tarquitus the field triunph trod;
A nynph his nother, his sire a god.
Exulting in bright arms, he braves the prince:
Wth his protended | ance he makes def ense;
Bears back his feeble foe; then, pressing on,
Arrests his better hand, and drags hi m down;
Stands o' er the prostrate wetch, and, as he |ay,
Vain tales inventing, and prepar'd to pray,
Mows of f his head: the trunk a nonent stood,
Then sunk, and roll'd along the sand in bl ood.
The vengeful victor thus upbraids the slain:
"Lie there, proud man, unpitied, on the plain;
Lie there, inglorious, and without a tonb,
Far fromthy nother and thy native hone,
Exposed to savage beasts, and birds of prey,
O thrown for food to nonsters of the sea."



On Lycas and Antaeus next he ran
Two chiefs of Turnus, and who led his van
They fled for fear; with these, he chas'd al ong
Caners the yellow | ock'd, and Numa strong;
Both great in arns, and both were fair and young.
Caners was son to Vol scens lately slain,
In wealth surpassing all the Latian train,
And in Amycla fix'd his silent easy reign
And, as Aegaeon, when with heav'n he strove,
St ood opposite in arnms to mighty Jove;
Mov' d all his hundred hands, provok'd the war,
Defied the forky Iightning from afar
At fifty nmouths his flamng breath expires,
And flash for flash returns, and fires for fires;
In his right hand as many swords he wi el ds,
And takes the thunder on as many shi el ds:
Wth strength Iike his, the Trojan hero stood;
And soon the fields with falling corps were strow d,
Wien once his fauchion found the taste of bl ood.
Wth fury scarce to be conceiv'd, he flew
Agai nst Ni phaeus, whom four coursers drew.
They, when they see the fiery chief advance,
And pushing at their chests his pointed |ance,
Wieel 'd with so swift a notion, mad with fear,
They threw their naster headl ong fromthe chair.
They stare, they start, nor stop their course, before
They bear the bounding chariot to the shore.

Now Lucagus and Liger scour the plains,
Wth two white steeds; but Liger holds the reins,
And Lucagus the |lofty seat naintains:
Bol d brethren both. The former wav'd in air
Hi s flami ng sword: Aeneas couch'd his spear
Unus'd to threats, and nore unus'd to fear
Then Liger thus: "Thy confidence is vain
To scape from hence, as fromthe Trojan plain:
Nor these the steeds which Di onmede bestrode,
Nor this the chariot where Achilles rode;
Nor Venus' veil is here, near Neptune's shield;
Thy fatal hour is come, and this the field."
Thus Liger vainly vaunts: the Trojan
Return'd his answer with his flying spear
As Lucagus, to lash his horses, bends,
Prone to the wheels, and his left foot protends,
Prepar'd for fight; the fatal dart arrives,
And thro' the borders of his buckler drives;
Pass'd thro' and pierc'd his groin: the deadly wound,
Cast fromhis chariot, roll'd himon the ground.
Wiom thus the chief upbraids with scornful spite:
"Bl ame not the slowness of your steeds in flight;
Vai n shadows did not force their swift retreat;
But you yoursel f forsake your enpty seat."
He said, and seiz'd at once the |oosen'd rein;
For Liger lay already on the plain,
By the same shock: then, stretching out his hands,
The recreant thus his wetched |ife demands:
"Now, by thyself, O nore than nortal man
By her and himfromwhomthy breath began
Who formd thee thus divine, | beg thee, spare
This forfeit life, and hear thy suppliant's pray'r."
Thus much he spoke, and nore he woul d have sai d;



But the stern hero turn'd aside his head,

And cut himshort: "I hear another nan

You tal k' d not thus before the fight began
Now t ake your turn; and, as a brother should,
Attend your brother to the Stygian flood."
Then thro' his breast his fatal sword he sent,
And the soul issued at the gaping vent.

As storms the skies, and torrents tear the ground,
Thus rag'd the prince, and scatter'd deat hs around.
At length Ascanius and the Trojan train
Broke fromthe canp, so long besieg'd in vain.

Meantinme the King of Gods and Mortal Man
Hel d conference with his queen, and thus began
"My sister goddess, and well-pleasing wife,

Still think you Venus' aid supports the strife-
Sustai ns her Trojans- or thensel ves, al one,
Wth inborn valor force their fortune on?

How fierce in fight, with courage undecay'd!
Judge if such warriors want imortal aid."

To whom t he goddess with the charnmi ng eyes,
Soft in her tone, submissively replies:

"Way, O ny sov'reign lord, whose frown | fear
And cannot, unconcern'd, your anger bear

Why urge you thus ny grief? when, if | still
(As once | was) were mistress of your will,
From your al mighty pow r your pleasing wfe

M ght gain the grace of length' ning Turnus' life,
Securely snatch himfromthe fatal fight,

And give himto his aged father's sight.
Now | et him perish, since you hold it good,

And glut the Trojans with his pious blood.

Yet fromour |ineage he derives his nane,

And, in the fourth degree, fromgod Pilumus cane
Yet he devoutly pays you rites divine,

And offers daily incense at your shrine."

Then shortly thus the sov'reign god replied:

"Since in my powr and goodness you confide,

If for alittle space, a lengthen' d span

You beg reprieve for this expiring man

| grant you leave to take your Turnus hence
Frominstant fate, and can so far dispense.

But, if sone secret neaning lies beneath,

To save the short-liv'd youth fromdestin'd death,
O if a farther thought you entertain,

To change the fates; you feed your hopes in vain.
To whom t he goddess thus, with weeping eyes:

"And what if that request, your tongue denies,
Your heart should grant; and not a short reprieve,
But length of certain life, to Turnus give?

Now speedy death attends the guiltless youth,

If nmy presaging soul divines with truth

Wiich, O | wish, nmight err thro' causeless fears
And you (for you have pow r) prolong his years!"

Thus having said, involv'd in clouds, she flies,
And drives a storm before her thro' the skies.
Swi ft she descends, alighting on the plain,

Wiere the fierce foes a dubious fight maintain.
O air condens'd a specter soon she made;

And, what Aeneas was, such seem d the shade.
Adorn'd with Dardan arns, the phantom bore



H s head al oft; a pluny crest he wore;

Thi s hand appear'd a shining sword to w el d,

And that sustain'd an inmtated shield.

Wth manly men he stalk'd al ong the ground,

Nor wanted voi ce belied, nor vaunting sound.

(Thus haunting ghosts appear to waki ng sight,

O dreadful visions in our dreams by night.)

The specter seens the Daunian chief to dare,

And flourishes his enpty sword in air.

At this, advancing, Turnus hurl'd his spear:

The phant om wheel 'd, and seemid to fly for fear

Del uded Turnus thought the Trojan fled,

And with vain hopes his haughty fancy fed.

"Whet her, O coward?" (thus he calls aloud,

Nor found he spoke to wind, and chas'd a cloud,)

"Why thus forsake your bride! Receive fromne

The fated |l and you sought so |ong by sea."”

He said, and, brandi shing at once his bl ade,

Wth eager pace pursued the flying shade.

By chance a ship was fasten'd to the shore,

Whi ch fromold O usiumKi ng Gsinius bore:

The plank was ready laid for safe ascent;

For shelter there the trenbling shadow bent,

And skipp't and skul k'd, and under hatches went.

Exul ting Turnus, with regardl ess haste,

Ascends the plank, and to the galley pass'd.

Scarce had he reach'd the prow Saturnia's hand

The haul sers cuts, and shoots the ship from]l and.

Wth wind in poop, the vessel plows the sea,

And neasures back with speed her fornmer way.

Meanti me Aeneas seeks his absent foe,

And sends his slaughter'd troops to shades bel ow.
The gui |l eful phantom now forsook the shroud,

And flew sublinme, and vanish'd in a cloud.

Too | ate young Turnus the del usion found,

Far on the sea, still making fromthe ground.

Then, thankless for a life redeemid by shane,

Wth sense of honor stung, and forfeit fane,

Fearful besides of what in fight had pass'd,

H s hands and haggard eyes to heav'n he cast;

"O Jove!" he cried, "for what offense have

Deserv'd to bear this endless infany?

Wience am | forc'd, and whether am | borne?

How, and with what reproach, shall | return?

Shal |l ever | behold the Latian plain,

O see Laurentumis lofty tow rs again?

What will they say of their deserting chief

The war was mine: | fly fromtheir relief;

| led to slaughter, and in slaughter |eave;

And ev'n from hence their dying groans receive.

Here, overmatch'd in fight, in heaps they lie;

There, scatter'd o' er the fields, ignobly fly.

Gape wide, O earth, and draw me down alive

O, Oye pitying winds, a wetch relievel

On sands or shelves the splitting vessel drive;

O set ne shipwack'd on sone desart shore,

Where no Rutulian eyes nmay see nme nore,

Unknown to friends, or foes, or conscious Fane,

Lest she should follow, and ny flight proclaim"”
Thus Turnus rav'd, and various fates revol v'd:



The choi ce was doubtful, but the death resolv'd.
And now the sword, and now t he sea took place,
That to revenge, and this to purge disgrace.
Soneti nes he thought to swimthe storny main,
By stretch of arns the distant shore to gain.
Thrice he the sword assay'd, and thrice the flood;
But Juno, nov'd with pity, both w thstood
And thrice repress'd his rage; strong gal es supplied,
And push'd the vessel o'er the swelling tide.
At length she lands himon his native shores,
And to his father's longing arns restores.
Meantime, by Jove's inpulse, Mezentius armd
Succeedi ng Turnus, with his ardor warmd
His fainting friends, reproach'd their shanmeful flight,
Repell'd the victors, and renew d the fight.
Agai nst their king the Tuscan troops conspire;
Such is their hate, and such their fierce desire
O wish'd revenge: on him and him al one,
Al hands enploy'd, and all their darts are thrown.
He, like a solid rock by seas inclos'd,
To ragi ng wi nds and roaring waves oppos'd,
From his proud sunmit | ooking down, disdains
Their enpty nmenace, and unnmov'd remains.
Beneath his feet fell haughty Hebrus dead,
Then Lat agus, and Pal nus as he fl ed.
At Latagus a weighty stone he flung:
H s face was flatted, and his hel nmet rung.
But Pal mus from behind receives his wound;
Hamstring'd he falls, and grovels on the ground:
H's crest and arnor, fromhis body torn
Thy shoul ders, Lausus, and thy head adorn
Evas and M nas, both of Troy, he slew.
Mmas his birth fromfair Theano drew,
Born on that fatal night, when, big with fire,
The queen produc'd young Paris to his sire:
But Paris in the Phrygian fields was slain,
Unt hi nking M mas on the Latian plain.
And, as a savage boar, on nountains bred,
Wth forest mast and fatt'ning marshes fed,
Wien once he sees hinmself in toils inclos'd,
By huntsnen and their eager hounds oppos' d-
He whets his tusks, and turns, and dares the war;
Th' invaders dart their jav'lins from afar
Al keep al oof, and safely shout around;
But none presunmes to give a nearer wound:
He frets and froths, erects his bristled hide,
And shakes a grove of lances fromhis side:
Not otherw se the troops, with hate inspir'd,
And just revenge against the tyrant fir'd,
Their darts with clanmor at a distance drive,
And only keep the languish'd war alive.
From Coritus came Acron to the fight,
Wio left his spouse betroth'd, and unconsunmate night.
Mezentius sees himthro' the squadrons ride,
Proud of the purple favors of his bride.
Then, as a hungry lion, who behol ds
A ganesone goat, who frisks about the folds,
O beany stag, that grazes on the plain-
He runs, he roars, he shakes his rising mane,
He grins, and opens wi de his greedy jaws;



The prey lies panting underneath his paws:
He fills his famish'd maw, his mouth runs o' er
Wth unchew d norsels, while he churns the gore:
So proud Mezentius rushes on his foes,
And first unhappy Acron overthrows:
Stretch'd at his length, he spurns the swarthy ground;
The lance, besnear'd with blood, lies broken in the wound.
Then with disdain the haughty victor view d
Orodes flying, nor the wetch pursued,
Nor thought the dastard's back deserv'd a wound,
But, running, gain'd th' advantage of the ground:
Then turning short, he met himface to face,
To give his victor the better grace.
O odes falls, equal fight oppress'd:
Mezentius fix'd his foot upon his breast,
And rested | ance; and thus aloud he cries:
"Lo! here the chanpion of ny rebels lies!"
The fields around with | o Paean! ring;
And peal s of shouts applaud the conqu'ring king.
At this the vanquish'd, with his dying breath,
Thus faintly spoke, and prophesied in death:
"Nor thou, proud man, unpunish'd shalt renain:
Li ke death attends thee on this fatal plain."
Then, sourly snmiling, thus the king replied:
"For what belongs to ne, let Jove provide;
But die thou first, whatever chance ensue."”
He said, and fromthe wound the weapon drew.
A hov'ring m st came swinmng o er his sight,
And seal'd his eyes in everlasting night.
By Caedi cus, Al cathous was sl ain;
Sacrator |aid Hydaspes on the plain;
Orses the strong to greater strength nust vyield;
He, with Parthenius, were by Rapo kill'd.
Then brave Messapus Ericetes slew,
Wio from Lycaon's bl ood his |ineage drew
But from his headstrong horse his fate he found,
Wio threw his master, as he nmade a bound:
The chief, alighting, stuck himto the ground;
Then d onius, hand to hand, on foot assails:
The Trojan sinks, and Neptune's son prevails.
Agi s the Lycian, stepping forth with pride,
To single fight the bol dest foe defied,;
Whom Tuscan Val erus by force o' ercane
And not belied his nmighty father's fane.
Salius to death the great Antronius sent:
But the sanme fate the victor underwent,
Slain by Nealces' hand, well-skill'd to throw
The flying dart, and draw the far-deceiving bow
Thus equal deaths are dealt with equal chance;
By turns they quit their ground, by turns advance:
Victors and vanquish'd, in the various field,
Nor whol ly overcone, nor wholly yield.
The gods from heav' n survey the fatal strife,
And rmourn the nmiseries of human life
Above the rest, two goddesses appear
Concern'd for each: here Venus, Juno there.
Amidst the crowd, infernal Ate shakes
Her scourge aloft, and crest of hissing snakes.
Once nore the proud Mezentius, wth disdain,
Brandi sh'd his spear, and rush'd into the plain,



Wiere tow ring in the nidnost rank she stood,
Like tall Orion stalking o' er the flood.
(When with his brawny breast he cuts the waves,
H s shoul ders scarce the topnost billow | aves),
O like a mountain ash, whose roots are spread,
Deep fix'd in earth; in clouds he hides his head.
The Trojan prince beheld himfrom afar,
And daunt| ess undertook the doubtful war.
Collected in his strength, and like a rock
Pois'd on his base, Mezentius stood the shock.
He stood, and, neasuring first with careful eyes
The space his spear could reach, aloud he cries:
"My strong right hand, and sword, assist ny stroke!
(Those only gods Mezentius will invoke.)
H's armor, fromthe Trojan pirate torn,
By ny triunphant Lausus shall be worn."
He said; and with his utnost force he threw
The massy spear, which, hissing as it flew,
Reach'd the celestial shield, that stopp'd the course;
But, glancing thence, the yet unbroken force
Took a new bent obliquely, and betw xt
The side and bowel s famid Anthores fix'd.
Ant hores had from Argos travel'd far,
Al cides' friend, and brother of the war;
Till, tir'dwith toils, fair Italy he chose,
And in Evander's pal ace sought repose.
Now, falling by another's wound, his eyes
He cast to heav'n, on Argos thinks, and dies.
The pious Trojan then his jav'lin sent;
The shield gave way; thro' treble plates it went
O solid brass, of linen trebly roll"'d,
And three bull hides which round the buckler fold.
Al these it pass'd, resistless in the course,
Transpierc'd his thigh, and spent its dying force.
The gapi ng wound gush'd out a crinson fl ood.
The Trojan, glad with sight of hostile blood,
H s faunchion drew, to closer fight address'd,
And with new force his fainting foe oppress'd.
His father's peril Lausus viewd with grief;
He sigh'd, he wept, he ran to his relief.
And here, heroic youth, 't is here | nust
To thy imortal nenory be just,
And sing an act so noble and so new,
Posterity will scarce believe 't is true
Pain'd with his wound, and useless for the fight,
The father sought to save hinmself by flight:
I ncunber' d, slow he dragg'd the spear al ong,
Which pierc'd his thigh, and in his buckler hung.
The pious youth, resolv'd on death, bel ow
The lifted sword springs forth to face the foe;
Protects his parent, and prevents the bl ow
Shouts of applause ran ringing thro' the field,
To see the son the vanquish'd father shield.
All, fir'd with gen'rous indignation, strive,
And with a stormof darts to distance drive
The Trojan chief, who, held at bay fromfar
On his Vulcanian orb sustain'd the war.
As, when thick hail cones rattling in the wind,
The pl owmran, passenger, and |ab'ring hind
For shelter to the neighb'ring covert fly,



O hous'd, or safe in hollow caverns lie;
But, that o' erblown, when heav'n above 'em sniles,
Return to travel, and renew their toils:
Aeneas thus, o'erwhelmed on ev'ry side,
The storm of darts, undaunted, did abide;
And thus to Lausus loud with friendly threat' ning cried:
"Way wilt thou rush to certain death, and rage
In rash attenpts, beyond thy tender age,
Betray' d by pious |ove?" Nor, thus forborne,
The youth desists, but with insulting scorn
Provokes the ling ring prince, whose patience, tir'd,
Gave place; and all his breast with fury fir'd.
For now the Fates prepar'd their sharpen'd shears;
And lifted high the flam ng sword appears,
Whi ch, full descending with a frightful sway,
Thro' shield and corslet forc'd th' inpetuous way,
And buried deep in his fair bosom| ay.
The purple streanms thro' the thin arnmor strove,
And drench'd th' inbroider'd coat his nother wove;
And life at length forsook his heaving heart,
Loth fromso sweet a nansion to depart.

But when, with blood and pal eness all o' erspread,
The pious prince beheld young Lausus dead,
He griev'd; he wept; the sight an inmage brought
O his own filial love, a sadly pleasing thought:
Then stretch'd his hand to hold hi mup, and said:
"Poor hapl ess youth! what praises can be paid
To |l ove so great, to such transcendent store
O early worth, and sure presage of nore?
Accept whate'er Aeneas can afford;
Untouch'd thy arms, untaken be thy sword;
And all that pleas'd thee living, still remain
Inviolate, and sacred to the slain.
Thy body on thy parents | bestow,
To rest thy soul, at least, if shadows know,
O have a sense of human things bel ow.
There to thy fellow ghosts with glory tell
"'T was by the great Aeneas hand | fell.""
Wth this, his distant friends he beckons near
Provokes their duty, and prevents their fear
H msel f assists to lift himfromthe ground,
Wth clotted | ocks, and blood that well'd fromout the wound.

Meantime, his father, now no father, stood,
And wash'd his wounds by Tiber's yellow fl ood:
Qppress'd with angui sh, panting, and o' erspent,
His fainting Iinbs against an oak he |eant.
A bough his brazen hel met did sustain;
H s heavier arnms lay scatter'd on the plain:
A chosen train of youth around hi m stand;
Hi s droopi ng head was rested on his hand:
His grisly beard his pensive bosom sought;
And all on Lausus ran his restless thought.
Careful, concern'd his danger to prevent,
He nmuch enquir'd, and many a nessage sent
To warn himfromthe field- alas! in vain!
Behol d, his nmournful followers bear him slain!
Oer his broad shield still gush'd the yawni ng wound,
And drew a bl oody trail along the ground.
Far off he heard their cries, far off divind
The dire event, with a forebodi ng nind



Wth dust he sprinkled first his hoary head;
Then both his Iifted hands to heav'n he spread;
Last, the dear corpse enbracing, thus he said:
"What joys, alas! could this frail being give,
That | have been so covetous to |ive?
To see ny son, and such a son, resign
His life, a ransomfor preserving mne
And am | then preserv'd, and art thou lost?
How rmuch too dear has that redenption cost!
"T is now ny bitter banishnent | feel
This is a wound too deep for tinme to heal
My guilt thy growing virtues did defaneg;
My bl ackness blotted thy unbl enm sh'd nane.
Chas'd froma throne, abandon'd, and exil'd
For foul nisdeeds, were punishnments too nmild
| owd ny people these, and, fromtheir hate,
Wth |l ess resentnent could have borne ny fate.
And yet | live, and yet sustain the sight
O hated nmen, and of nore hated |ight:
But will not long." Wth that he rais'd from ground
Hs fainting linbs, that stagger'd with his wound;
Yet, with a nind resolv'd, and unappall'd
Wth pains or perils, for his courser call'd
Vel | -nmouth' d, well-manag' d, whom hinmself did dress
Wth daily care, and nounted with success;
Hs aid in arns, his ornanment in peace

Soot hing his courage with a gentle stroke,
The steed seenid sensible, while thus he spoke:
"O Rhoebus, we have liv'd too long for ne-
If life and long were terns that coul d agree!
This day thou either shalt bring back the head
And bl oody trophies of the Trojan dead;
This day thou either shalt revenge nmy woe,
For nurther'd Lausus, on his cruel foe;
O, if inexorable fate deny
Qur conquest, with thy conquer'd naster die:
For, after such a lord, rest secure,
Thou wilt no foreign reins, or Trojan | oad endure.”
He said; and straight th' officious courser kneels,
To take his wonted weight. H's hands he fills
Wth pointed jav'lins; on his head he lac'd
His glitt'ring helm which terribly was grac'd
Wth waving horsehair, nodding from afar
Then spurr'd his thund' ring steed am dst the war.
Love, anguish, wath, and grief, to madness w ought,
Despai r, and secret shame, and consci ous thought
O inborn worth, his lab'ring soul oppress'd,
Roll'd in his eyes, and rag'd within his breast.
Then loud he call'd Aeneas thrice by nane:
The | oud repeated voice to glad Aeneas cane.
"Great Jove," he said, "and the far-shooting god,
Inspire thy mind to make thy chal l enge good!"
He spoke no nore; but hasten'd, void of fear
And threaten'd with his |ong protended spear

To whom Mezentius thus: "Thy vaunts are vain.
My Lausus lies extended on the plain:
He's lost! thy conquest is already won;
The wetched sire is nurther'd in the son
Nor fate | fear, but all the gods defy.
Forbear thy threats: ny bus'ness is to die;



But first receive this parting | egacy."

He said; and straight a whirling dart he sent;

Anot her after, and anot her went.

Round in a spacious ring he rides the field,

And vainly plies th' inpenetrable shield.

Thrice rode he round; and thrice Aeneas wheel'd,

Turn'd as he turn'd: the golden orb w thstood

The strokes, and bore about an iron wood.

| mpati ent of delay, and weary grown,

Still to defend, and to defend al one,

To wench the darts which in his buckler |ight,

Urg'd and o' er-labor'd in unequal fight;

At length resolv'd, he throws with all his force

Full at the tenples of the warrior horse.

Just where the stroke was aimd, th' unerring spear

Made way, and stood transfix'd thro' either ear

Seiz'd with unwonted pain, surpris'd with fright,

The wounded steed curvets, and, rais'd upright,

Li ghts on his feet before; his hoofs behind

Spring up in air aloft, and I ash the wi nd.

Down comnes the rider headlong from his height:

Hi s horse cane after with unw el dy weight,

And, flound' ring forward, pitching on his head,

His lord s incunber'd shoul der overl ai d.
From ei ther host, the mingled shouts and cries

O Trojans and Rutulians rend the skies.

Aeneas, hast'ning, wav'd his fatal sword

High o' er his head, with this reproachful word:

"Now, where are now thy vaunts, the fierce disdain

O proud Mezentius, and the lofty strain?"
Struggling, and wildly staring on the skies,

Wth scarce recover'd sight he thus replies:

"Why these insulting words, this waste of breath,

To soul s undaunted, and secure of death?

"T is no dishonor for the brave to die,

Nor came | here with hope victory;

Nor ask | life, nor fought with that design

As | had us'd ny fortune, use thou thine.

My dying son contracted no such band;

The gift is hateful fromhis nurd' rer's hand.

For this, this only favor let nme sue,

If pity can to conquer'd foes be due:

Refuse it not; but let ny body have

The last retreat of humankind, a grave.

Too well | know th' insulting people's hate;

Protect ne fromtheir vengeance after fate:

This refuge for nmy poor remains provide,

And lay ny nuch-lov'd Lausus by ny side."

He said, and to the sword his throat applied.

The crimson streamdistain'd his arnms around,

And the disdainful soul canme rushing thro' the wound.

BOOK Xl

Scarce had the rosy Morning rais'd her head
Above the waves, and left her wat'ry bed;

The pious chief, whom doubl e cares attend

For his unburied soldiers and his friend,

Yet first to Heav'n performid a victor's vows:
He bar'd an ancient oak of all her boughs;
Then on a rising ground the trunk he plac'd,



Which with the spoils of his dead foe he grac'd.

The coat of arns by proud Mezentius worn,

Now on a naked snag in triunph borne,

Was hung on high, and glitter'd from afar

A trophy sacred to the God of War

Above his arms, fix'd on the |eafless wood,

Appear'd his pluny crest, besnear'd with bl ood:

Hi s brazen buckler on the left was seen

Truncheons of shiver'd | ances hung between;

And on the right was placed his corslet, bor'd,

And to the neck was tied his unavailing sword.
A crowd of chiefs inclose the godlike man,

Wio thus, conspicuous in the nmidst, began

"Qur toils, ny friends, are crown'd with sure success;

The greater part performd, achieve the |ess.

Now foll ow cheerful to the trenbling town;

Press but an entrance, and presune it won.

Fear is no nore, for fierce Mezentius lies,

As the first fruits of war, a sacrifice.

Turnus shall fall extended on the plain,

And, in this onmen, is already slain.

Prepar'd in arms, pursue your happy chance;

That none unwarn'd nay plead his ignorance,

And |, at Heav'n's appointed hour, may find

Your warlike ensigns waving in the w nd.

Meantime the rites and fun'ral ponps prepare,

Due to your dead conpani ons of the war:

The | ast respect the living can bestow,

To shield their shadows from contenpt bel ow

That conquer'd earth be theirs, for which they fought,

And which for us with their own bl ood they bought;

But first the corpse of our unhappy friend

To the sad city of Evander send,

Who, not inglorious, in his age's bl oom

Was hurried hence by too severe a doom"

Thus, weeping while he spoke, he took his way,
Where, new in death, lanmented Pallas |ay.
Acoetes watch'd the corpse; whose youth deserv'd
The father's trust; and now the son he serv'd
Wth equal faith, but |ess auspicious care.

Th' attendants of the slain his sorrow share.
Atroop of Trojans nmix'd with these appear

And mourning matrons with dishevel'd hair.

Soon as the prince appears, they raise a cry;
Al beat their breasts, and echoes rend the sky.
They rear his drooping forehead fromthe ground;
But, when Aeneas view d the grisly wound

Which Pallas in his manly bosom bore,

And the fair flesh distain'd with purple gore;
First, nmelting into tears, the pious nman
Deplor'd so sad a sight, then thus began
"Unhappy yout h! when Fortune gave the rest

O ny full wishes, she refus'd the best!

She cane; but brought not thee along, to bless
My longi ng eyes, and share in my success:

She grudg'd thy safe return, the triunphs due
To prosp'rous valor, in the public view

Not thus | promis'd, when thy father |ent

Thy needl ess succor with a sad consent;

Enbrac'd me, parting for th' Etrurian |and,



And sent ne to possess a | arge command.
He warn'd, and fromhis own experience told,
Qur foes were warlike, disciplin d, and bold.
And now perhaps, in hopes of thy return
Rich odors on his | oaded altars burn
VWhile we, with vain officious ponp, prepare
To send hi mback his portion of the war,
A bl oody breathl ess body, which can owe
No farther debt, but to the pow rs bel ow
The wretched father, ere his race is run
Shall view the fun'ral honors of his son
These are ny triunphs of the Latian war,
Fruits of my plighted faith and boasted carel
And yet, unhappy sire, thou shalt not see
A son whose death disgrac'd his ancestry;
Thou shalt not blush, old man, however griev'd:
Thy Pallas no di shonest wound receiv'd.
He died no death to nake thee w sh, too |ate,
Thou hadst not liv'd to see his shaneful fate:
But what a chanpion has th' Ausoni an coast,
And what a friend hast thou, Ascanius, lost!"
Thus havi ng nmourn'd, he gave the word around,
To raise the breathless body fromthe ground;
And chose a thousand horse, the flowr of al
His warlike troops, to wait the funeral
To bear him back and share Evander's grief:
A wel | -beconi ng, but a weak relief.
O oaken twigs they twi st an easy bier
Then on their shoul ders the sad burden rear
The body on this rural hearse is borne:
Strew d | eaves and funeral greens the bier adorn
Al'l pale he lies, and | ooks a lovely flowr,
New cropp'd by virgin hands, to dress the bow r:
Unf aded yet, but yet unfed bel ow
No nore to nother earth or the green stern shall owe.
Then two fair vests, of wondrous work and cost,
O purple woven, and with gold enboss'd,
For ornanent the Trojan hero brought,
Whi ch with her hands Sidonian D do wought.
One vest array'd the corpse; and one they spread
Oer his clos'd eyes, and wapp'd around his head,
That, when the yellow hair in flame should fall,
The catching fire mght burn the gol den caul
Besi des, the spoils of foes in battle slain,
Wien he descended on the Latian plain;
Arms, trappings, horses, by the hearse are |ed
In long array- th' achievements of the dead.
Then, pinion'd with their hands behind, appear
Th' unhappy captives, marching in the rear
Appointed off'rings in the victor's nane,
To sprinkle with their blood the fun'ral flane.
Inferior trophies by the chiefs are borne;
Gauntl ets and helms their | oaded hands adorn
And fair inscriptions fix'd, and titles read
O Latian | eaders conquer'd by the dead.
Acoetes on his pupil's corpse attends,
Wth feeble steps, supported by his friends.
Pausing at ev'ry pace, in sorrow drown'd,
Betwi xt their arns he sinks upon the ground;
Wiere grov'ling while he lies in deep despair,



He beats his breast, and rends his hoary hair.
The chanpion's chariot next is seen to roll,
Besnmear'd with hostile blood, and honorably foul
To cl ose the ponp, Aethon, the steed of state,
Is led, the fun'rals of his lord to wait.
Stripp'd of his trappings, with a sullen pace
He wal ks; and the big tears run rolling down his face.
The |l ance of Pallas, and the crinmson crest,

Are borne behind: the victor seiz'd the rest.
The march begins: the trunpets hoarsely sound;
The pi kes and lances trail along the ground.
Thus while the Trojan and Arcadi an horse

To Pal l antean tow rs direct their course,

In long procession rank'd, the pious chief
Stopp'd in the rear, and gave a vent to grief:
"The public care," he said, "which war attends,
Di verts our present woes, at |east suspends.
Peace with the manes of great Pallas dwell!
Hail, holy relics! and a last farewelI!"

He said no nore, but, inly thro' he nourn'd,
Restrained his tears, and to the canmp return'd.
Now suppliants, from Laurentum sent, denand

A truce, with olive branches in their hand;
otest his clenency, and fromthe plain

Beg | eave to draw the bodies of their slain.
They pl ead, that none those conmon rites deny
To conquer'd foes that in fair battle die.

Al'l cause of hate was ended in their death;
Nor could he war with bodies void of breath.

A king, they hop'd, would hear a king's request,
Whose son he once was call'd, and once his guest.
Their suit, which was too just to be denied,

The hero grants, and farther thus replied:

"O Latian princes, how severe a fate

I n causel ess quarrels has involv'd your state,

And armi d agai nst an unof f endi ng nman

Wio sought your friendship ere the war began

You beg a truce, which | would gladly give,

Not only for the slain, but those who Iive.

| canme not hither but by Heav'n's comand,

And sent by fate to share the Latian | and.

Nor wage | wars unjust: your king denied

My proffer'd friendship, and ny promis'd bride;

Left nme for Turnus. Turnus then should try

H s cause in arms, to conquer or to die.

My right and his are in dispute: the slain

Fell without fault, our quarrel to mnaintain.

In equal arms |let us al one contend;

And | et hi mvanqui sh, whom his fates befriend.

This is the way (so tell hinm to possess

The royal virgin, and restore the peace.

Bear this nessage back, with anple |eave,

That your slain friends may fun'ral rites receive.”
Thus having said- th' enbassadors, amaz'd,

Stood nute a while, and on each other gaz'd.

Drances, their chief, who harbor'd in his breast

Long hate to Turnus, as his foe profess'd,

Broke silence first, and to the godlike nman

Wth graceful action bow ng, thus began

"Auspicious prince, in arnms a mghty nane,



But yet whose actions far transcend your faneg;
Wul d | your justice or your force express,
Thought can but equal; and all words are |ess.
Your answer we shall thankfully relate,
And favors granted to the Latian state.
If wish' d success our |abor shall attend,
Thi nk peace concl uded, and the king your friend:
Let Turnus | eave the real mto your conmand,
And seek alliance in some other |and:
Build you the city which your fates assign;
We shall be proud in the great work to join."
Thus Drances; and his words so well persuade
The rest inpower'd, that soon a truce is nade.
Twel ve days the termallow d: and, during those,
Lati ans and Trojans, now no | onger foes,
Mx'd in the woods, for fun'ral piles prepare
To fell the tinber, and forget the war.
Loud axes thro' the groaning groves resound;
CGak, mountain ash, and poplar spread the ground;
First fall from high; and sone the trunks receive
In [ oaden wai ns; with wedges sone they cl eave.
And now the fatal news by Fanme is bl own
Thro' the short circuit of th' Arcadian town,
O Pallas slain- by Fane, which just before
Hi s triunphs on distended pinions bore.
Rushing fromout the gate, the people stand,
Each with a fun'ral flanmbeau in his hand.
WIldly they stare, distracted with anmaze:
The fields are lighten'd with a fiery bl aze,
That cast a sullen splendor on their friends,
The marching troop which their dead prince attends.
Both parties neet: they raise a doleful cry;
The matrons fromthe walls with shrieks reply,
And their mix'd nourning rends the vaulted sky.
The town is fill'd with tunult and with tears,
Till the loud clanors reach Evander's ears:
Forgetful of his state, he runs al ong,
Wth a disorder'd pace, and cl eaves the throng;
Falls on the corpse; and groaning there he lies,
Wth silent grief, that speaks but at his eyes.
Short sighs and sobs succeed; till sorrow breaks
A passage, and at once he weeps and speaks:
"O Pallas! thou hast fail'd thy plighted word,
To fight with caution, not to tenpt the sword
| warn'd thee, but in vain; for well | knew
What perils youthful ardor woul d pursue,
That boiling blood would carry thee too far
Young as thou wert in dangers, raw to war!
O curst essay of arms, disastrous doom
Prel ude of bloody fields, and fights to cone!
Hard el enents of unauspici ous war,
Vain vows to Heav'n, and unavailing care!
Thrice happy thou, dear partner of mny bed,
Wiose holy soul the stroke of Fortune fled,
Praescious of ills, and | eaving ne behind,
To drink the dregs of life by fate assign'd!
Beyond the goal of nature | have gone:
My Pallas late set out, but reach'd too soon
If, for ny | eague against th' Ausonian state,
Ani dst their weapons | had found ny fate,



(Deserv'd fromthem) then | had been return'd
A breathless victor, and ny son had nourn'd.
Yet will | not ny Trojan friend upbraid
Nor grudge th' alliance |I so gladly nade.
"T was not his fault, ny Pallas fell so young,
But ny own crinme, for having liv'd too |ong.
Yet, since the gods had destin'd himto die,
At least he led the way to victory:
First for his friends he won the fatal shore,
And sent whol e herds of slaughter'd foes before;
A death too great, too glorious to deplore
Nor will | add new honors to thy grave
Content with those the Trojan hero gave:
That funeral ponp thy Phrygian friends design'd,
In which the Tuscan chiefs and arny join'd.
Great spoils and trophies, gain'd by thee, they bear
Then l et thy own achi evenents be thy share.
Even thou, O Turnus, hadst a trophy stood,
Wiose nmighty trunk had better grac'd the wood,
If Pallas had arriv'd, with equal |ength
O years, to match thy bulk with equal strength.
But why, unhappy man, dost thou detain
These troops, to viewthe tears thou shedd' st in vain?
o, friends, this nmessage to your lord rel ate:
Tell him that, if | bear ny bitter fate,
And, after Pallas' death, live ling ring on
'"T is to behold his vengeance for my son
| stay for Turnus, whose devoted head
Is owing to the living and the dead.
My son and | expect it from his hand;
'Tis all that he can give, or we demand.
Joy is no nore; but | would gladly go,
To greet ny Pallas with such news bel ow "
The nmorn had now dispell'd the shades of night,
Restoring toils, when she restor'd the light.
The Trojan king and Tuscan chi ef conmmand
To raise the piles along the w nding strand.
Their friends convey the dead fun'ral fires;
Bl ack smol d'ring snoke fromthe green wood expires;
The light of heav'n is chok'd, and the new day retires.
Then thrice around the kindled piles they go
(For ancient customhad ordain'd it so)
Thrice horse and foot about the fires are |ed;
And thrice, with loud I anents, they hail the dead.
Tears, trickling down their breasts, bedew the ground,
And drums and trunpets mix their nmournful sound.
Anid the blaze, their pious brethren throw
The spoils, in battle taken fromthe foe:
Hel ms, bits enboss'd, and swords of shining steel
One casts a target, one a chariot wheel
Sone to their fellows their own arns restore:
The fauchi ons which in luckless fight they bore,
Their bucklers pierc'd, their darts bestow d in vain,
And shiver'd lances gather'd fromthe plain.
Wiol e herds of offer'd bulls, about the fire,
And bristled boars, and woolly sheep expire.
Around the piles a careful troop attends,
To watch the wasting flanes, and weep their burning friends;
Ling'ring along the shore, till dewy night
New decks the face of heav'n with starry light.



The conquer'd Latians, with |ike pious care,
Piles w thout nunber for their dead prepare.

Part in the places where they fell are |aid;

And part are to the neighb'ring fields convey'd.
The corps of Kkings, and captains of renown,
Borne off in state, are buried in the town;

The rest, unhonor'd, and w thout a nane,

Are cast a common heap to feed the flane.
Trojans and Latians vie with |ike desires

To nmake the field of battle shine with fires,
And the promni scuous bl aze to heav'n aspires.

Now had the norning thrice renew d the |ight,
And thrice dispell'd the shadows of the night,
When t hose who round the wasted fires renain,
Performthe last sad office to the slain.

They rake the yet warm ashes from bel ow

These, and the bones unburn'd, in earth bestow
These relics with their country rites they grace,
And raise a mount of turf to mark the place.

But, in the pal ace of the king, appears

A scene nore solemn, and a ponp of tears.

Mai ds, matrons, w dows, nix their comobn noans;

O phans their sires, and sires |lanent their sons.
Al'l in that universal sorrow share,

And curse the cause of this unhappy war:

A broken | eague, a bride unjustly sought,

A crown usurp'd, which with their blood is bought!
These are the crimes with which they |oad the name
O Turnus, and on him al one exclaim

"Let himwho lords it o'er th' Ausonian |and
Engage the Trojan hero hand to hand:

Hs is the gain; our lot is but to serve;

"T is just, the sway he seeks, he should deserve."
This Drances aggravates; and adds, with spite:
"His foe expects, and dares himto the fight."

Nor Turnus wants a party, to support

H s cause and credit in the Latian court.

H's former acts secure his present fame

And the queen shades himwi th her nighty nane.

While thus their factious minds with fury burn
The legates fromth' Aetolian prince return
Sad news they bring, that, after all the cost
And care enploy'd, their enbassy is |ost;

That Di onedes refus'd his aid in war,

Unnov'd with presents, and as deaf to pray'r

Sonme new alliance nust el sewhere be sought,

O peace with Troy on hard conditions bought.
Latinus, sunk in sorrow, finds too |late,

A foreign son is pointed out by fate;

And, till Aeneas shall Lavinia wed,

The wwath of Heav'n is hov'ring o' er his head.

The gods, he saw, espous'd the juster side,

When late their titles in the field were tried:

Wtness the fresh laments, and fun'ral tears undried.

Thus, full of anxious thought, he sumons al

The Latian senate to the council hall.

The princes cone, commanded by their head,

And crowd the paths that to the pal ace | ead.

Supreme in pow r, and reverenc'd for his years,

He takes the throne, and in the m dst appears.



Maj estically sad, he sits in state,
And bids his envoys their success relate.

Wien Venul us began, the nurnuring sound
Was hush'd, and sacred silence reign'd around.
"We have," said he, "perform d your high comrand,
And pass'd with peril a long tract of |and:
We reach'd the place desir'd; with wonder fill"'d,
The Grecian tents and rising tow rs behel d.
Great Di onede has conpass'd round with walls
The city, which Argyripa he calls,
From his own Argos nanmid. W touch'd, with joy,
The royal hand that raz'd unhappy Troy.
Wien introduc'd, our presents first we bring,
Then crave an instant audi ence fromthe king.
Hi s | eave obtain'd, our native soil we nane,
And tell th' inportant cause for which we cane
Attentively he heard us, while we spoke;
Then, with soft accents, and a pleasing | ook
Made this return: 'Ausonian race, of old
Renown' d for peace, and for an age of gold,
What nadness has your alter'd minds possess'd,
To change for war hereditary rest,
Solicit arms unknown, and tenpt the sword,
A needless ill your ancestors abhorr'd?
We- for nyself | speak, and all the name
O Grecians, who to Troy's destruction cane,
Onitting those who were in battle slain,
O borne by rolling Sinois to the main-
Not one but suffer'd, and too dearly bought
The prize of honor which in arnms he sought;
Sone doomid to death, and sonme in exile driv'n
Qut casts, abandon'd by the care of Heav'n
So worn, so wretched, so despis'd a crew,
As ev'n old Priammnight with pity view
Wtness the vessels by Mnerva toss'd
In storms; the vengeful Capharean coast;
Th' Euboean rocks! the prince, whose brother |ed
Qur armies to revenge his injur'd bed,
In Egypt lost! Uysses with his nen
Have seen Charybdis and the Cycl ops' den
Why should | nane | doneneus, in vain
Restor'd to scepters, and expell'd again?
O young Achilles, by his rival slain?
Ev' n he, the King of Men, the forenost nane
O all the Geeks, and nost renown'd by fane,
The proud revenger of another's wife,
Yet by his own adult'ress lost his life;
Fell at his threshold; and the spoils of Troy
The foul polluters of his bed enjoy.
The gods have envied ne the sweets of life,
My nmuch lov'd country, and my nore lov'd wife:
Banish'd fromboth, | nmourn; while in the sky,
Transformd to birds, ny |ost conpanions fly:
Hov' ring about the coasts, they nake their noan
And cuff the cliffs with pinions not their own.
What squalid specters, in the dead of night,
Break my short sleep, and skim before ny sight!
| might have pronmis'd to nyself those harns,
Mad as | was, when |, with nortal arns,
Presum d against immortal pow rs to nove



And violate with wounds the Queen of Love.
Such arms this hand shall never nore enpl oy;
No hate remains with me to ruin'd Troy.
| war not with its dust; nor aml| gl ad
To think of past events, or good or bad.
Your presents | return: whate' er you bring
To buy ny friendship, send the Trojan king.
W nmet in fight; | know him to ny cost:
Wth what a whirling force his |lance he toss'd!
Heav' ns! what a spring was in his arm to throw
How hi gh he held his shield, and rose at ev'ry bl ow
Had Troy produc'd two nore his match in might,
They woul d have chang'd the fortune of the fight:
Th' invasion of the Greeks had been return'd,
Qur enpire wasted, and our cities burn'd.
The | ong defense the Trojan peopl e nade,
The war protracted, and the siege delay'd,
Were due to Hector's and this hero' s hand:
Both brave alike, and equal in conmmand;
Aeneas, not inferior in the field,
I n pious reverence to the gods excell'd.
Make peace, ye Latians, and avoid with care
Th' inmpendi ng dangers of a fatal war.'
He said no nore; but, with this cold excuse,
Refus'd th' alliance, and advis'd a truce."

Thus Venul us concl uded his report.
Ajarring murnur fill'd the factious court:
As, when a torrent rolls with rapid force,
And dashes o'er the stones that stop the course,
The flood, constrain'd within a scanty space,
Roars horrible along th' uneasy race;
Wiite foamin gath'ring eddies floats around;
The rocky shores rebellow to the sound.

The murmur ceas'd: then fromhis lofty throne
The king invok'd the gods, and thus begun
"I wish, ye Latins, what we now debate
Had been resolv'd before it was too |ate.
Much better had it been for you and ne,
Unforc'd by this our |ast necessity,
To have been earlier wise, than now to cal
A council, when the foe surrounds the wall.
Ocitizens, we wage unequal war,
Wth nen not only Heav'n's peculiar care,
But Heav'n's own race; unconquer'd in the field,
O, conquer'd, yet unknowi ng how to yield.
What hopes you had in Dionedes, |ay down:
Qur hopes must center on ourselves al one.
Yet those how feeble, and, indeed, how vain,
You see too well; nor need ny words explain.
Vanqui sh'd wi thout resource; laid flat by fate;
Factions within, a foe wthout the gate!
Not but | grant that all performid their parts
Wth manly force, and with undaunted hearts:
Wth our united strength the war we wag' d;
Wth equal nunbers, equal arnms, engag'd.
You see th' event.- Now hear what | propose,
To save our friends, and satisfy our foes.
A tract of land the Latins have possess'd
Al ong the Tiber, stretching to the west,
Whi ch now Rutulians and Auruncans till



And their nmix'd cattle graze the fruitful hill.

Those nountains fill'd with firs, that |ower | and,

If you consent, the Trojan shall comand,

Call'd into part of what is ours; and there,

On terns agreed, the conmon country share.

There let'embuild and settle, if they please;

Unl ess they choose once nore to cross the seas,

In search of seats renote fromltaly,

And from unwel cone i nmates set us free

Then twice ten galleys let us build with speed,

O twice as many nore, if nore they need.

Materials are at hand; a well-grown wood

Runs equal with the margin of the flood:

Let themthe nunber and the form assign

The care and cost of all the stores be mne

To treat the peace, a hundred senators

Shal |l be commission'd hence with anple pow rs,

Wth olive the presents they shall bear

A purple robe, a royal iv'ry chair,

And all the marks of sway that Latian nonarchs wear,

And suns of gold. Anbng yoursel ves debate

This great affair, and save the sinking state."
Then Drances took the word, who grudg'd, |ong since,

The rising glories of the Daunian prince.

Factious and rich, bold at the council board,

But cautious in the field, he shunn'd the sword;

A cl ose caballer, and tongue-valiant |ord.

Nobl e his nother was, and near the throne;

But, what his father's parentage, unknown.

He rose, and took th' advantage of the tines,

To | oad young Turnus with invidious crines.

"Such truths, O king," said he, "your words contain,

As strike the sense, and all replies are vain;

Nor are your |oyal subjects now to seek

What common needs require, but fear to speak

Let him give | eave of speech, that haughty man

Whose pride this unauspicious war began

For whose anbition (let nme dare to say,

Fear set apart, tho' death is in ny way)

The plains of Latiumrun with bl ood around.

So many valiant heroes bite the ground;

Dejected grief in ev'ry face appears;

Atown in nourning, and a land in tears;

Whil e he, th' undoubted author of our harns,

The man who nenaces the gods with arns,

Yet, after all his boasts, forsook the fight,

And sought his safety in ignoble flight.

Now, best of kings, since you propose to send

Such bounteous presents to your Trojan friend;

Add yet a greater at our joint request,

One which he values nore than all the rest:

Gve himthe fair Lavinia for his bride;

Wth that alliance et the | eague be tied,

And for the bleeding land a |l asting peace provide.

Let insolence no | onger awe the throne;

But, with a father's right, bestow your own.

For this maligner of the general good,

If still we fear his force, he nust be woo'd;

Hi s haughty godhead we with pray'rs inplore,

Your scepter to release, and our just rights restore.



O cursed cause of all our ills, nust we

Wage wars unjust, and fall in fight, for theel
What right hast thou to rule the Latian state,
And send us out to neet our certain fate?

'"T is a destructive war: from Turnus' hand

Qur peace and public safety we denand.

Let the fair bride to the brave chief remain;
If not, the peace, without the pledge, is vain.
Turnus, | know you think me not your friend,
Nor will | much with your belief contend:

| beg your greatness not to give the | aw

In others' realns, but, beaten, to wthdraw
Pity your own, or pity our estate;

Nor tw st our fortunes with your sinking fate.
Your interest is, the war should never cease;
But we have felt enough to wi sh the peace:

A I and exhausted to the |ast remains,

Depopul ated towns, and driven plains.

Yet, if desire of fane, and thirst of pow r,
A beaut eous princess, with a crown in dow r,
So fire your mind, in arnms assert your right,
And neet your foe, who dares you to the fight.
Manki nd, it seems, is made for you al one;

We, but the slaves who nount you to the throne:
A base ignoble crowd, w thout a nane,

Unwept, unworthy, of the fun'ral flane,

By duty bound to forfeit each his life,

That Turnus may possess a royal wife.

Pernmit not, mighty nman, so nean a crew

Shoul d share such triunphs, and detain fromyou
The post of honor, your undoubted due.

Rat her al one your matchl ess force enpl oy,

To nerit what al one you nust enjoy."

These words, so full of malice mx'd with art,
Inflamid with rage the youthful hero's heart.
Then, groaning fromthe bottom of his breast,
He heav'd for wind, and thus his wath express'd:
"You, Drances, never want a stream of words,
Then, when the public need requires our swords.
First in the council hall to steer the state,
And ever forenost in a tongue-debate,

Wil e our strong walls secure us fromthe foe,
Ere yet with bl ood our ditches overfl ow

But let the potent orator declaim

And with the brand of coward blot ny nane

Free leave is giv'n him when his fatal hand
Has cover'd with nore corps the sanguine strand,
And high as nmine his tow ring trophies stand.

| f any doubt remains, who dares the nost,

Let us decide it at the Trojan's cost,

And issue both abreast, where honor calls-

Foes are not far to seek without the walls-

Unl ess his noisy tongue can only fight,

And feet were giv'n himbut to speed his flight.
| beaten fromthe field? | forc'd away?

Who, but so known a dastard, dares to say?

Had he but ev'n beheld the fight, his eyes

Had witness'd for me what his tongue denies:
What heaps of Trojans by this hand were slain,
And how the bl oody Tiber swell'd the nain.



Al'l saw, but he, th' Arcadian troops retire
In scatter'd squadrons, and their prince expire.
The giant brothers, in their canp, have found,
I was not forc'd with ease to quit my ground.
Not such the Trojans tried me, when, inclos'd,
| singly their united arns oppos'd:
First forc'd an entrance thro' their thick array;
Then, glutted with their slaughter, freed ny way.
'"Tis a destructive war? So let it be,
But to the Phrygian pirate, and to thee!l
Meantime proceed to fill the people's ears
Wth false reports, their nminds with panic fears:
Extol the strength of a tw ce-conquer'd race;
Qur foes encourage, and our friends debase.
Believe thy fables, and the Trojan town
Triunphant stands; the Grecians are o' erthrown;
Suppliant at Hector's feet Achilles lies,
And Dionmede fromfierce Aeneas flies.
Say rapid Aufidus with awful dread
Runs backward fromthe sea, and hides his head,
Wien the great Trojan on his bank appears;
For that's as true as thy dissenbled fears
O ny revenge. Disniss that vanity:
Thou, Drances, art below a death from ne
Let that vile soul in that vile body rest;
The lodging is well worthy of the guest.

"Now, royal father, to the present state
O our affairs, and of this high debate:
If in your arns thus early you diffide,
And think your fortune is already tried;
I f one defeat has brought us down so | ow,
As never nore in fields to neet the foe;
Then | conclude for peace: 't is tine to treat,
And lie like vassals at the victor's feet.
But, O if any ancient blood renuains,
One drop of all our fathers', in our veins,
That man woul d | prefer before the rest,
Wio dar'd his death with an undaunted breast;

Who conely fell, by no dishonest wound,
To shun that sight, and, dying, gnaw d the ground.
But, if we still have fresh recruits in store,

I f our confederates can afford us nore;

If the contended field we bravely fought,

And not a bl oodl ess victory was bought;

Their losses equal'd ours; and, for their slain,
Wth equal fires they fill'd the shining plain;
Why thus, unforc'd, should we so tanely yield,
And, ere the trunpet sounds, resign the field?
Good unexpected, evils unforeseen

Appear by turns, as fortune shifts the scene:
Sone, rais'd aloft, cone tunmbling down amain;
Then fall so hard, they bound and rise again.

If Dionmede refuse his aid to | end,

The great Messapus yet remmins our friend:

Tol umius, who foretells events, is ours;

Th' Italian chiefs and princes join their pow rs:
Nor | east in number, nor in name the |ast,

Your own brave subjects have your cause enbrac'd
Above the rest, the Vol sci an Amazon

Contains an arny in herself alone,



And heads a squadron, terrible to sight,
Wth glitt'ring shields, in brazen arnor bright.
Yet, if the foe a single fight denand,
And | al one the public peace withstand,
If you consent, he shall not be refus'd,
Nor find a hand to victory unus'd.
This new Achilles, et himtake the field,
Wth fated arnmor, and Vul cani an shi el d!
For you, ny royal father, and ny fame
I, Turnus, not the least of all nmy nane,
Devote nmy soul. He calls nme hand to hand,
And | alone will answer his demand.
Drances shall rest secure, and neither share
The danger, nor divide the prize of war."
Wil e they debate, nor these nor those will vyield,
Aeneas draws his forces to the field,
And noves his canp. The scouts with flying speed
Return, and thro' the frighted city spread
Th' unpl easi ng news, the Trojans are descried,
In battle marching by the river side,
And bending to the town. They take th' alarm
Sone trenble, some are bold; all in confusion arm
Th' i nmpetuous youth press forward to the field,
They clash the sword, and clatter on the shield:
The fearful matrons raise a screaning cry;
ad feeble men with fainter groans reply;
A jarring sound results, and mingles in the sky,
Li ke that of swans renurmring to the floods,
O birds of diff'ring kinds in holl ow woods.
Turnus th' occasion takes, and cries al oud:
"Tal k on, ye quaint haranguers of the crowd:
Declaimin prai se of peace, when danger calls,
And the fierce foes in arns approach the walls."
He said, and, turning short, with speedy pace,
Casts back a scornful glance, and quits the place:
"Thou, Vol usus, the Vol scian troops conmand
To nount; and | ead thyself our Ardean band.
Messapus and Catillus, post your force
Along the fields, to charge the Trojan horse.
Sonme guard the passes, others nan the wall;
Drawn up in arms, the rest attend ny call."
They swarm fromev'ry quarter of the town,
And with disorder'd haste the ranpires crown.
Good ol d Latinus, when he saw, too |ate,
The gath'ring stormjust breaking on the state,
Disniss'd the council till a fitter tine,
And own'd his easy tenper as his crine
Who, forc'd against his reason, had conplied
To break the treaty for the promis'd bride.
Sone help to sink new trenches; others aid
To ramthe stones, or raise the palisade.
Hoarse trunpets sound th' alarm around the walls
Runs a distracted crew, whomtheir |ast |abor calls.
A sad procession in the streets is seen
O matrons, that attend the nother queen
High in her chair she sits, and, at her side,
Wth downcast eyes, appears the fatal bride.
They nount the cliff, where Pallas' tenple stands;
Pray'rs in their nouths, and presents in their hands,
Wth censers first they fume the sacred shrine,



Then in this comon supplication join:
"O patroness of arms, unspotted maid,
Propitious hear, and lend thy Latins aid!
Break short the pirate's |ance; pronounce his fate,
And | ay the Phrygian | ow before the gate."
Now Turnus arns for fight. H's back and breast
Wl |l -tenper'd steel and scaly brass invest:
The cui shes which his brawny thighs infold
Are mingled netal damask'd o'er with gold.
H s faithful fauchion sits upon his side;
Nor casque, nor crest, his manly features hide:
But, bare to view, ami d surrounding friends,
Wth godlike grace, he fromthe tow r descends.
Exulting in his strength, he seens to dare
H s absent rival, and to proni se war.
Freed from his keepers, thus, wth broken reins,
The wanton courser prances o' er the plains,
O in the pride of youth o'erleaps the nmounds,
And snuffs the females in forbidden grounds.
O seeks his wat'ring in the well-known fl ood,
To quench his thirst, and cool his fiery blood:
He swinms luxuriant in the liquid plain,
And o' er his shoulder flows his waving mane:
He nei ghs, he snorts, he bears his head on high
Before his anple chest the frothy waters fly.
Soon as the prince appears wi thout the gate,
The Vol scians, with their virgin | eader, wait
H s | ast conmmands. Then, with a graceful men
Lights fromher lofty steed the warrior queen
Her squadron inmitates, and each descends;
Wiose comon suit Camilla thus conmends:
"If sense of honor, if a soul secure
O inborn worth, that can all tests endure,
Can pronise aught, or on itself rely
Greatly to dare, to conquer or to die;
Then, | alone, sustain'd by these, will neet
The Tyrrhene troops, and promnise their defeat.
Qurs be the danger, ours the sole renown:
You, gen'ral, stay behind, and guard the town:"
Turnus a while stood mute, with glad surprise,
And on the fierce virago fix'd his eyes;
Then thus return'd: "O grace of Italy,
Wth what beconing thanks can | reply?
Not only words lie lab'ring in ny breast,
But thought itself is by thy praise oppress'd.

Yet rob me not of all; but let me join
My toils, ny hazard, and ny fanme, with thine.
The Trojan, not in stratagemunskill'd,

Sends his light horse before to scour the field:
H msel f, thro' steep ascents and thorny brakes,
A larger conpass to the city takes.

This news nmy scouts confirm and | prepare

To foil his cunning, and his force to dare;

Wth chosen foot his passage to forelay,

And pl ace an anbush in the w ndi ng way.

Thou, with thy Vol scians, face the Tuscan horse;
The brave Messapus shall thy troops inforce
Wth those of Tibur, and the Latian band,

Subj ected all to thy suprenme command."

This said, he warns Messapus to the war,



Then ev'ry chief exhorts with equal care.
Al'l thus encourag'd, his own troops he joins,
And hastes to prosecute his deep designs.
Inclos'd with hills, a winding valley lies,
By nature formid for fraud, and fitted for surprise
A narrow track, by human steps untrode,
Leads, thro' perplexing thorns, to this obscure abode.
H gh o' er the vale a steepy nountain stands,
Wience the surveying sight the nether ground comrands.
The top is level, an offensive seat
O war; and fromthe war a safe retreat:
For, on the right and left, is roomto press
The foes at hand, or from afar distress;
To drive 'em headl ong downward, and to pour
On their descending backs a stony show r.
Thi t her young Turnus took the well-known way,
Possess'd the pass, and in blind anbush | ay.

Meanti me Latoni an Phoebe, fromthe skies,
Behel d th' approaching war with hateful eyes,

And call'd the light-foot Opis to her aid,

Her nost belov'd and ever-trusty maid,

Then with a sigh began: "Canilla goes

To nmeet her death anidst her fatal foes:

The nynphs | lov'd of all ny nortal train,
Invested with Diana's arns, in vain.

Nor is my kindness for the virgin new

"T was born with her; and with her years it grew
Her father Metabus, when forc'd away

Fromold Privernum for tyrannic sway,

Snatch'd up, and sav'd fromhis prevailing foes,
Thi s tender babe, conpani on of his woes.
Casnilla was her nother; but he drown'd

One hissing letter in a softer sound,

And call'd Canilla. Thro' the woods he flies;
Wapp'd in his robe the royal infant lies.

H's foes in sight, he nmends his weary pace;

Wth shout and clanors they pursue the chase.
The banks of Amasene at |ength he gains:

The raging flood his farther flight restrains,
Rais'd o' er the borders with unusual rains.
Prepar'd to plunge into the stream he fears,

Not for hinself, but for the charge he bears.

Anxi ous, he stops a while, and thinks in haste;
Then, desp'rate in distress, resolves at |ast.

A knotty lance of well-boil'd oak he bore;

The middle part with cork he cover'd o'er

He clos'd the child within the hol | ow space;

Wth twi gs of bending osier bound the case;

Then pois'd the spear, heavy with human wei ght,
And thus invok'd ny favor for the freight:
"Accept, great goddess of the woods,' he said,
"Sent by her sire, this dedicated naid!

Thro' air she flies a suppliant to thy shrine;

And the first weapons that she knows, are thine.'
He said; and with full force the spear he threw
Above the sounding waves Canilla flew.

Then, press'd by foes, he stenmd the storny tide,
And gain'd, by stress of arns, the farther side.
H s fasten'd spear he pull'd fromout the ground,
And, victor of his vows, his infant nynph unbound;



Nor, after that, in towns which walls inclose,

Wul d trust his hunted life am dst his foes;

But, rough, in open air he chose to lie;

Earth was his couch, his cov'ring was the sky.

On hills unshorn, or in a desart den

He shunn'd the dire society of nen

A shepherd's solitary life he Ied;

H s daughter with the mlk of mares he fed.

The dugs of bears, and ev'ry sal vage beast,

He drew, and thro' her lips the liquor press'd.

The little Amazon could scarcely go:

He | oads her with a quiver and a bow;

And, that she night her stagg' ring steps command,

He with a slender jav'lin fills her hand.

Her flowi ng hair no golden fillet bound;

Nor swept her trailing robe the dusty ground.

Instead of these, a tiger's hide o' erspread

Her back and shoul ders, fasten'd to her head.

The flying dart she first attenpts to fling,

And round her tender tenples toss'd the sling;

Then, as her strength with years increas'd, began

To pierce aloft in air the soaring swan,

And fromthe clouds to fetch the heron and the crane.

The Tuscan matrons w th each other vied,

To bless their rival sons with such a bride;

But she disdains their love, to share with ne

The syl van shades and vow d virginity.

And, O | w sh, contented with nmy cares

O sal vage spoils, she had not sought the wars!

Then had she been of ny celestial train,

And shunn'd the fate that doons her to be slain.

But since, opposing Heav'n's decree, she goes

To find her death anong forbidden foes,

Haste with these arms, and take thy steepy flight.

Wiere, with the gods, averse, the Latins fight.

This bow to thee, this quiver | bequeath,

This chosen arrow, to revenge her death:

By whate'er hand Canmilla shall be slain,

O of the Trojan or Italian train,

Let hi m not pass unpunish'd fromthe plain.

Then, in a hollow cloud, nyself will aid

To bear the breathl ess body of ny maid:

Unspoil'd shall be her arms, and unprofan'd

Her holy linmbs with any human hand,

And in a nmarble tonb laid in her native |land."
She said. The faithful nynph descends from hi gh

Wth rapid flight, and cuts the soundi ng sky:

Bl ack cl ouds and storny wi nds around her body fly.
By this, the Trojan and the Tuscan horse,

Drawn up in squadrons, with united force,

Approach the walls: the sprightly coursers bound,

Press forward on their bits, and shift their ground.

Shi el ds, arms, and spears flash horribly fromfar

And the fields glitter with a waving war.

ppos' d to these, cone on with furious force

Messapus, Coras, and the Latian horse;

These in the body plac'd, on either hand

Sustain'd and clos'd by fair Canmilla's band.

Advancing in a line, they couch their spears;

And |l ess and |l ess the niddl e space appears.



Thi ck snmoke obscures the field; and scarce are seen

The nei ghing coursers, and the shouting nen

In distance of their darts they stop their course;

Then man to man they rush, and horse to horse.

The face of heav'n their flying jav'lins hide,

And deat hs unseen are dealt on either side.

Tyrrhenus, and Aconteus, void of fear,

By nettled coursers borne in full career,

Meet first oppos'd; and, with a mighty shock

Their horses' heads agai nst each ot her knock

Far fromhis steed is fierce Aconteus cast,

As with an engine's force, or lightning's blast:

He rolls along in blood, and breathes his |ast.

The Latin squadrons take a sudden fright,

And sling their shields behind, to save their backs in flight

Spurring at speed to their own walls they drew,

Close in the rear the Tuscan troops pursue,

And urge their flight: Asylas |eads the chase;

Till, seiz'd, with shane, they wheel about and face,

Receive their foes, and raise a threat'ning cry.

The Tuscans take their turn to fear and fly.

So swelling surges, with a thund' ring roar

Driv'n on each other's backs, insult the shore,

Bound o' er the rocks, incroach upon the Iand,

And far upon the beach eject the sand;

Then backward, with a swing, they take their way,

Repul s' d from upper ground, and seek their nother sea;

Wth equal hurry quit th' invaded shore,

And swal | ow back the sand and stones they spew d before.
Twi ce were the Tuscans nmasters of the field,

Twi ce by the Latins, in their turn, repell’d.

Ashami d at length, to the third charge they ran

Bot h hosts resolv'd, and nmingled man to nan

Now dyi ng groans are heard; the fields are strowd

Wth falling bodies, and are drunk w th bl ood.

Arms, horses, nen, on heaps together lie:

Confus'd the fight, and nore confus'd the cry.

O silochus, who durst not press too near

Strong Renul us, at distance drove his spear

And stuck the steel beneath his horse's ear

The fiery steed, inpatient of the wound,

Curvets, and, springing upward with a bound,

Hi s helpless lord cast backward on the ground.

Catillus pierc'd lolas first; then drew

Hi s reeking lance, and at Hermninius threw,

The mi ghty chanpi on of the Tuscan crew

Hi s neck and throat unarmid, his head was bare,

But shaded with a length of yellow hair:

Secure, he fought, expos'd on ev'ry part,

A spacious mark for swords, and for the flying dart.

Across the shoul ders canme the feather'd wound;

Transfix'd he fell, and doubled to the ground.

The sands with streani ng bl ood are sangui ne dyed,

And death with honor sought on either side.
Resistless thro' the war Camilla rode,

I n danger unappall'd, and pleas'd w th bl ood.

One side was bare for her exerted breast;

One shoul der with her painted quiver press'd.

Now from afar her fatal jav'lins play;

Now wi th her ax's edge she hews her way:



Di ana's arns upon her shoul der sound;

And when, too closely press'd, she quits the ground,

From her bent bow she sends a backward wound.

Her maids, in martial ponp, on either side,

Larina, Tulla, fierce Tarpeia, ride:

Italians all; in peace, their queen's delight;

In war, the bold conpanions of the fight.

So march'd the Tracian Amazons of ol d,

When Thernodon with bl oody billows roll'd:

Such troops as these in shining arns were seen

When Theseus nmet in fight their naiden queen

Such to the field Penthisilea |ed,

Fromthe fierce virgin when the Gecians fled;

Wth such, return'd triunphant fromthe war

Her maids with cries attend the lofty car

They clash with manly force their nmoony shi el ds;

Wth femal e shouts resound the Phrygian fields.
Wio forenost, and who | ast, heroic naid,

On the cold earth were by thy courage |aid?

Thy spear, of nountain ash, Eunenius first,

Wth fury driv'n, fromside to side transpierc'd:

A purple stream cane spouting fromthe wound

Bath'd in his blood he lies, and bites the ground.

Liris and Pegasus at once she sl ew

The former, as the slacken'd reins he drew

O his faint steed; the latter, as he stretch'd

Hs armto prop his friend, the jav'lin reach'd.

By the sane weapon, sent fromthe sane hand,

Both fall together, and both spurn the sand.

Amastrus next is added to the slain:

The rest in rout she follows o'er the plain:

Ter eus, Harpal ycus, Denpphoon

And Chronmis, at full speed her fury shun

O all her deadly darts, not one she |ost;

Each was attended with a Troj an ghost.

Young Ornithus bestrode a hunter steed,

Swi ft for the chase, and of Apulian breed.

Hi m from afar she spied, in arms unknown:

O er his broad back an ox's hide was thrown;

H's helma wol f, whose gaping jaws were spread

A cov'ring for his cheeks, and grinn'd around his head,

He clench'd within his hand an iron prong,

And tower'd above the rest, conspicuous in the throng.

H m soon she singled fromthe flying train,

And slew with ease; then thus insults the slain:

"Vain hunter, didst thou think thro' woods to chase

The savage herd, a vile and trenbling race?

Here cease thy vaunts, and own ny victory:

A woman warrior was too strong for thee.

Yet, if the ghosts demand the conqu'ror's nane,

Confessing great Canilla, save thy shane."

Then Butes and O'sil ochus she slew,

The bul ki est bodi es of the Trojan crew

But Butes breast to breast: the spear descends

Above the gorget, where his hel net ends,

And o' er the shield which his left side defends.

O silochus and she their courses ply:

He seens to follow, and she seens to fly;

But in a narrower ring she nmakes the race;

And then he flies, and she pursues the chase.



Gath'ring at length on her del uded foe,

She swi ngs her ax, and rises to the bl ow

Full on the hel mbehind, with such a sway

The weapon falls, the riven steel gives way:

He groans, he roars, he sues in vain for grace;

Brains, mingled with his blood, besnear his face.
Astoni sh'd Aunus just arrives by chance,

To see his fall; nor farther dares advance;

But, fixing on the horrid naid his eye,

He stares, and shakes, and finds it vain to fly;

Yet, like a true Ligurian, born to cheat,

(At least while fortune favor'd his deceit,)

Cries out aloud: "Wat courage have you shown,

Who trust your courser's strength, and not your own?

Forego the vantage of your horse, alight,

And then on equal ternms begin the fight:

It shall be seen, weak worman, what you can

When, foot to foot, you conbat with a man,"

He said. She glows with anger and di sdain,

Di smounts with speed to dare himon the plain,

And | eaves her horse at |arge anong her train;

Wth her drawn sword defies himto the field,

And, marching, lifts aloft her mai den shield.

The youth, who thought his cunning did succeed,

Rei ns round his horse, and urges all his speed;

Adds the renenbrance of the spur, and hides

The goring rowels in his bleeding sides.

"Vain fool, and coward!" cries the |lofty naid,

"Caught in the train which thou thyself hast |aid!

On others practice thy Ligurian arts;

Thin stratagenms and tricks of little hearts

Are lost on nme: nor shalt thou safe retire,

Wth vaunting lies, to thy fallacious sire."

At this, so fast her flying feet she sped,

That soon she strain'd beyond his horse's head:

Then turning short, at once she seiz'd the rein,

And | aid the boaster grov'ling on the plain.

Not with nore ease the fal con, from above,

Trusses in nmiddle air the trenbling dove,

Then plunes the prey, in her strong pounces bound:

The feathers, foul with blood, cone tunbling to the ground.
Now mi ghty Jove, from his superior height,

Wth his broad eye surveys th' unequal fight.

He fires the breast of Tarchon w th disdain,

And sends himto redeemth' abandon'd plain.

Bet wi xt the broken ranks the Tuscan ri des,

And t hese encourages, and those he chi des;

Recal I s each | eader, by his name, fromflight;

Renews their ardor, and restores the fight.

"What panic fear has seiz'd your soul s? O shaneg,

O brand perpetual of th' Etrurian nane!

Cowar ds incurable, a wonman's hand

Drives, breaks, and scatters your ignoble band!

Now cast away the sword, and quit the shield!

What use of weapons which you dare not wield?

Not thus you fly your fenale foes by night,

Nor shun the feast, when the full bow s invite;

When to fat off'rings the glad augur calls,

And the shrill hornpi pe sounds to bacchanal s.

These are your studied cares, your |ewd delight:



Swift to debauch, but slowto nanly fight."
Thus having said, he spurs anid the foes,
Not nanaging the Iife he meant to | ose.
The first he found he seiz'd with headl ong haste,
In his strong gripe, and clasp'd around the waist;
"T was Venul us, whom from his horse he tore,
And, laid athwart his own, in triunph bore.
Loud shouts ensue; the Latins turn their eyes,
And view th' unusual sight with vast surprise.
The fiery Tarchon, flying o' er the plains,
Press'd in his arnms the pond' rous prey sustains;
Then, with his shorten'd spear, explores around
His jointed arms, to fix a deadly wound.
Nor less the captive struggles for his life:
He withes his body to prolong the strife,
And, fencing for his naked throat, exerts
Hi s utnost vigor, and the point averts.
So stoops the yellow eagle fromon high
And bears a speckl ed serpent thro' the sky,
Fast' ning his crooked talons on the prey:
The pris'ner hisses thro' the liquid way;
Resi sts the royal hawk; and, tho' oppress'd,
She fights in volunes, and erects her crest:
Turn'd to her foe, she stiffens ev'ry scale,
And shoots her forky tongue, and whi sks her threat'ning tail
Against the victor, all defense is weak:
Th' inperial bird still plies her with his beak
He tears her bowels, and her breast he gores;
Then cl aps his pinions, and securely soars.
Thus, thro' the mdst of circling enenies,
Strong Tarchon snatch'd and bore away his prize.
The Tyrrhene troops, that shrunk before, now press
The Latins, and presunme the |ike success.

Then Aruns, doomid to death, his arts assay'd,
To nurther, unespied, the Vol scian naid:
This way and that his w nding course he bends,
And, whereso' er she turns, her steps attends.
Wien she retires victorious fromthe chase,
He wheel s about with care, and shifts his place;
When, rushing on, she seeks her foes flight,

He keeps al oof, but keeps her still in sight:
He threats, and trenbles, trying ev'ry way,
Unseen to kill, and safely to betray.

Chl oreus, the priest of Cybele, fromfar
ditt'ring in Phrygian arns ami dst the war,

Was by the virgin view d. The steed he press'd
Was proud with trappings, and his brawny chest
Wth scales of gilded brass was cover'd o' er

A robe of Tyrian dye the rider wore.

Wth deadly wounds he gall'd the distant foe;
Gnossi an his shafts, and Lyci an was his bow

A golden helmhis front and head surrounds

A gilded quiver from his shoul der sounds.

ol d, weav'd with linen, on his thighs he wore,
Wth flowers of needl ework distinguish'd o'er
Wth gol den buckl es bound, and gather'd up before.
Hmthe fierce maid beheld with ardent eyes,
Fond and anbitious of so rich a prize,

O that the tenple might his trophies hold,

O else to shine herself in Trojan gold.



Blind in her haste, she chases him al one.
And seeks his life, regardl ess of her own.

This lucky nmonent the sly traitor chose:
Then, starting from his anbush, up he rose,
And threw, but first to Heav'n address'd his vows:
"O patron of Socrates' high abodes,
Phoebus, the ruling pow r anpong the gods,
Whom first we serve, whol e woods of unctuous pine
Are fell'd for thee, and to thy glory shine;
By thee protected with our naked sol es,
Thro' flanes unsing'd we narch, and tread the kindled coals
Gve nme, propitious pow r, to wash away
The stains of this dishonorable day:
Nor spoils, nor triunph, fromthe fact I claim
But with ny future actions trust ny fane
Let nme, by stealth, this femal e plague o' ercone,
And fromthe field return inglorious hone."
Apoll o heard, and, granting half his pray'r
Shuffled in winds the rest, and toss'd in enpty air.
He gives the death desir'd; his safe return
By southern tenpests to the seas is borne.

Now, when the jav'lin whizz'd along the skies,
Both armies on Canilla turn'd their eyes,
Directed by the sound. O either host,

Th' unhappy virgin, tho' concern'd the nost,

Was only deaf; so greedy was she bent

On gol den spoils, and on her prey intent;

Till in her pap the wi nged weapon stood

Infix'd, and deeply drunk the purple bl ood.

Her sad attendants hasten to sustain

Their dying | ady, drooping on the plain.

Far fromtheir sight the trenbling Aruns flies,
Wth beating heart, and fear confus'd with joys;
Nor dares he farther to pursue his bl ow,

O ev'n to bear the sight of his expiring foe.
As, when the wolf has torn a bullock's hide

At unawares, or ranch'd a shepherd's side,
Consci ous of his audaci ous deed, he flies,

And claps his quiv'ring tail between his thighs:
So, speeding once, the wetch no nore attends,
But, spurring forward, herds anong his friends.

She wench'd the jav'lin with her dying hands,
But wedg'd within her breast the weapon stands;
The wood she draws, the steely point remains;

She staggers in her seat w th agonizing pains:

(A gath'ring mst o' erclouds her cheerful eyes,
And from her cheeks the rosy color flies:)

Then turns to her, whom of her fermale train

She trusted nost, and thus she speaks with pain:
"Acca, 't is past! he swinms before ny sight,

| nexorabl e Death; and clains his right.

Bear ny last words to Turnus; fly with speed,

And bid himtinely to ny charge succeed,

Repel the Trojans, and the town relieve:

Farewel|! and in this kiss nmy parting breath receive."
She said, and, sliding, sunk upon the plain:

Dyi ng, her open'd hand forsakes the rein;

Short, and nore short, she pants; by slow degrees
Her mind the passage from her body frees.

She drops her sword; she nods her pluny crest,



Her droopi ng head declining on her breast:
In the last sigh her struggling soul expires,
And, murmring with disdain, to Stygian sounds retires.
A shout, that struck the golden stars, ensued;
Despair and rage the languish'd fight renew d.
The Trojan troops and Tuscans, in a line,
Advance to charge; the mix'd Arcadians join.
But Cynthia's maid, high seated, from afar
Surveys the field, and fortune of the war,
Unnov'd a while, till, prostrate on the plain,
Welt'ring in blood, she sees Canilla slain,
And, round her corpse, of friends and foes a fighting train.
Then, fromthe bottom of her breast, she drew
A mournful sigh, and these sad words ensue:
"Too dear a fine, ah nmuch | anmented maid,
For warring with the Trojans, thou hast paid!
Nor aught avail'd, in this unhappy strife,
Di ana's sacred arms, to save thy life.
Yet unreveng'd thy goddess will not |eave
Her vot'ry's death, nor; with vain sorrow grieve.
Branded the wetch, and be his nane abhorr'd;
But after ages shall thy praise record.
Th' inglorious coward soon shall press the plain:
Thus vows thy queen, and thus the Fates ordain."
High o' er the field there stood a hilly nound,
Sacred the place, and spread with oaks around,
Where, in a marble tonb, Dercennus Iay,
A king that once in Latium bore the sway.
The beauteous Opis thither bent her flight,
To mark the traitor Aruns fromthe height.
Hmin reful gent arnms she soon espi ed,
Swoln with success; and loudly thus she cried:
"Thy backward steps, vain boaster, are too |ate;
Turn like a man, at length, and neet thy fate.
Charg'd with nmy nessage, to Canilla go,
And say | sent thee to the shades bel ow,
An honor undeserv'd from Cynthia's bow. "
She said, and from her quiver chose w th speed
The wi nged shaft, predestin'd for the deed;
Then to the stubborn yew her strength applied,
Till the far distant horns approach'd on either side.
The bowstring touch'd her breast, so strong she drew,
Whi zzing in air the fatal arrow fl ew
At once the twangi ng bow and soundi ng dart
The traitor heard, and felt the point within his heart.
Hm beating with his heels in pangs of death,
His flying friends to foreign fields bequeath.
The conqu' ring danmsel, with expanded w ngs,
The wel cone nmessage to her nistress brings.
Their | eader lost, the Volscians quit the field,
And, unsustain'd, the chiefs of Turnus yield.
The frighted soldiers, when their captains fly,
More on their speed than on their strength rely.
Confus'd in flight, they bear each ot her down,
And spur their horses headlong to the town.
Driv'n by their foes, and to their fears resign'd,
Not once they turn, but take their wounds behind.
These drop the shield, and those the |ance forego,
O on their shoul ders bear the slacken'd bow
The hoofs of horses, with a rattling sound,



Beat short and thick, and shake the rotten ground.

Bl ack cl ouds of dust conme rolling in the sky,

And o' er the darken'd walls and ranpires fly.

The trenbling matrons, fromtheir lofty stands,

Rend heav'n with fermal e shrieks, and wing their hands.

Al pressing on, pursuers and pursued,

Are crush'd in crowds, a mingled multitude.

Sonme happy few escape: the throng too late

Rush on for entrance, till they choke the gate.

Ev'n in the sight of home, the wetched sire

Looks on, and sees his hel pl ess son expire.

Then, in a fright, the folding gates they close,

But | eave their friends excluded with their foes.

The vanqui sh'd cry; the victors |oudly shout;

'"Tis terror all within, and slaughter all without.

Blind in their fear, they bounce against the wall,

O, to the nmoats pursued, precipitate their fall.
The Latian virgins, valiant with despair,

Armid on the tow rs, the conmon danger share

So much of zeal their country's cause inspir'd;

So nmuch Canilla's great exanple fir'd.

Pol es, sharpen'd in the flames, fromhigh they throw,

Wth initated darts, to gall the foe.

Their lives for godlike freedomthey bequeath,

And crowd each other to be first in death.

Meantime to Turnus, anbush'd in the shade,

Wth heavy tidings came th' unhappy naid:

"The Vol sci ans overthrown, Canmilla kill"'d;

The foes, entirely nasters of the field,

Li ke a resistless flood, come rolling on

The cry goes off the plain, and thickens to the town."
Inflamid with rage, (for so the Furies fire

The Dauni an's breast, and so the Fates require,)

He | eaves the hilly pass, the woods in vain

Possess' d, and downward i ssues on the plain.

Scarce was he gone, when to the straits, now freed

From secret foes, the Trojan troops succeed.

Thro' the black forest and the ferny brake,

Unknowi ngly secure, their way they take;

From t he rough mountains to the plain descend,

And there, in order drawn, their |ine extend.

Both armies now in open fields are seen;

Nor far the distance of the space between.

Both to the city bend. Aeneas sees,

Thro' snoking fields, his hast'ning enenies;

And Turnus views the Trojans in array,

And hears th' approachi ng horses proudly neigh

Soon had their hosts in bloody battle join'd,

But westward to the sea the sun declin'd.

Intrench'd before the town both arnmies lie,

Wiile Night with sable w ngs involves the sky.

BOOK X |

When Turnus saw the Latins |eave the field,
Their arm es broken, and their courage quell'd,
H msel f becone the mark of public spite,

H s honor question'd for the proms'd fight;
The nore he was with vul gar hate oppress'd,

The nmore his fury boil'd within his breast:

He rous'd his vigor for the |ast debate,



And rais'd his haughty soul to neet his fate.
As, when the swains the Libyan lion chase,

He nakes a sour retreat, nor nends his pace;

But, if the pointed jav'lin pierce his side

The lordly beast returns with double pride:

He wenches out the steel, he roars for pain;

Hi s sides he lashes, and erects his nane:

So Turnus fares; his eyeballs flash with fire,

Thro' his wide nostrils clouds of snoke expire.
Trenbling with rage, around the court he ran

At length approach'd the king, and thus began

"No nore excuses or delays: | stand

In arms prepar'd to conbat, hand to hand,

Thi s base deserter of his native |and.

The Trojan, by his word, is bound to take

The sanme conditions which hinmself did make.

Renew the truce; the solem rites prepare,

And to ny single virtue trust the war.

The Latians unconcern'd shall see the fight;

This arm unai ded shall assert your right:

Then, if my prostrate body press the plain,

To himthe crown and beauteous bride remain."
To whom t he king sedately thus replied:

"Brave youth, the nore your valor has been tried,

The nore beconmes it us, with due respect,

To wei gh the chance of war, which you neglect.

You want not wealth, or a successive throne,

O cities which your arnms have made your own:

My towns and treasures are at your conmand,

And stor'd with bl oonm ng beauties is ny |and;

Laurentum nore than one Lavinia sees,

Unmarried, fair, of noble famlies.

Now | et ne speak, and you with patience hear

Thi ngs whi ch perhaps may grate a |lover's ear

But sound advice, proceeding froma heart

Sincerely yours, and free from fraudful art.

The gods, by signs, have manifestly shown,

No prince Italian born should heir nmy throne:

Ot have our augurs, in prediction skill'd,

And oft our priests, foreign son reveal'd.

Yet, won by worth that cannot be withstood,

Brib'd by nmy kindness to ny kindred bl ood,

Ug d by nmy wife, who woul d not be deni ed,

| promis'd nmy Lavinia for your bride:

Her from her plighted lord by force | took

Al ties of treaties, and of honor, broke:

On your account | wag'd an inpious war-

Wth what success, 't is needless to declare;

I and my subjects feel, and you have had your share.

Twi ce vanquish'd while in bloody fields we strive,

Scarce in our walls we keep our hopes alive:

The rolling flood runs warmwi th human gore;

The bones of Latians bl anch the neighb' ring shore.

Wiy put | not an end to this debate,

Still unresolv'd, and still a slave to fate?

I f Turnus' death a lasting peace can give,

Why should | not procure it whilst you live?

Should | to doubtful arms your youth betray,

What would nmy kinsnen the Rutulians say?

And, should you fall in fight, (which Heav'n defend!)



How curse the cause which hasten'd to his end
The daughter's lover and the father's friend?
Weigh in your nind the various chance of war;
Pity your parent's age, and ease his care."

Such bal my words he pour'd, but all in vain:
The proffer'd ned' cine but provok'd the pain.
The wrat hful youth, disdaining the relief,

Wth internmitting sobs thus vents his grief:

"The care, O best of fathers, which you take

For ny concerns, at ny desire forsake.

Pernmit me not to |languish out ny days,

But nake the best exchange of life for praise.
This arm this lance, can well dispute the prize;
And the bl ood follows, where the weapon flies.
Hi s goddess nother is not near, to shroud

The flying coward with an enpty cloud."

But now t he queen, who fear'd for Turnus' life,
And loath'd the hard conditions of the strife,
Held himby force; and, dying in his death,

In these sad accents gave her sorrow breath:
"O Turnus, | adjure thee by these tears,

And whate'er price Arata's honor bears

Wthin thy breast, since thou art all my hope,
My sickly mind' s repose, ny sinking age's prop
Since on the safety of thy life al one

Depends Latinus, and the Latian throne:

Refuse nme not this one, this only pray'r

To wai ve the conbat, and pursue the war.

What ever chance attends this fatal strife,
Think it includes, in thine, Amata's life.

I cannot live a slave, or see ny throne
Usurp'd by strangers or a Trojan son."

At this, a flood of tears Lavinia shed;

A crimson blush her beauteous face o' erspread,
Varyi ng her cheeks by turns with white and red.
The driving colors, never at a stay,

Run here and there, and flush, and fade away.
Delightful change! Thus Indian iv'ry shows,
Which with the bord' ring paint of purple glows;
O lilies danmask'd by the neighb'ring rose.

The | over gaz'd, and, burning with desire,
The nore he look'd, the nore he fed the fire:
Revenge, and jeal ous rage, and secret spite,
Roll in his breast, and rouse himto the fight.
Then fixing on the queen his ardent eyes,
Firmto his first intent, he thus replies:

"O nother, do not by your tears prepare

Such bodi ng onmens, and prejudge the war.

Resolv'd on fight, | amno |onger free

To shun ny death, if Heav'n ny death decree."
Then turning to the herald, thus pursues:

"Co, greet the Trojan with ungrateful news;
Denounce from e, that, when to-norrow s I|ight
Shall gild the heav' ns, he need not urge the fight;
The Trojan and Rutulian troops no nore

Shall dye, with rmutual blood, the Latian shore:
Qur single swords the quarrel shall decide,

And to the victor be the beauteous bride."

He said, and striding on, with speedy pace,
He sought his coursers of the Thracian race.



At his approach they toss their heads on high,
And, proudly neighing, promnise victory.
The sires of these Orythia sent fromfar
To grace Pilummus, when he went to war.
The drifts of Thracian snows were scarce so white,
Nor northern winds in fleetness match'd their flight.
O ficious groons stand ready by his side;
And sone with conbs their flow ng manes divide,
And ot hers stroke their chests and gently soothe their pride
He sheath'd his linbs in arnms; a tenper'd nass
O golden netal those, and nountain brass.
Then to his head his glitt'ring hel mhe tied,
And girt his faithful fauchion to his side.
In his Aetnaean forge, the God of Fire
That fauchion labor'd for the hero's sire;
I mortal keenness on the bl ade bestow d,
And plung'd it hissing in the Stygian fl ood.
Propp'd on a pillar, which the ceiling bore,
Was plac'd the |ance Auruncan Actor wore;
Whi ch with such force he brandish'd in his hand,
The tough ash trenbled |ike an osier wand:
Then cried: "O pond' rous spoil of Actor slain,
And never yet by Turnus toss'd in vain,
Fail not this day thy wonted force; but go,
Sent by this hand, to pierce the Trojan foel
Gve nme to tear his corslet fromhis breast,
And from that eunuch head to rend the crest;
Dragg'd in the dust, his frizzled hair to soil,
Hot fromthe vexing ir'n, and snmear'd with fragrant oil!"
Thus while he raves, fromhis wide nostrils flies
A fiery steam and sparkles fromhis eyes.
So fares the bull in his lov'd fermale's sight:
Proudly he bell ows, and preludes the fight;
He tries his goring horns against a tree,
And neditates his absent eneny;
He pushes at the w nds; he digs the strand
Wth his black hoofs, and spurns the yell ow sand.
Nor less the Trojan, in his Lemian arnms,
To future fight his manly courage warns:
He whets his fury, and with joy prepares
To ternminate at once the ling' ring wars;
To cheer his chiefs and tender son, relates
What Heav' n had promis'd, and expounds the fates.
Then to the Latian king he sends, to cease
The rage of arns, and ratify the peace.
The nmorn ensuing, fromthe nountain's height,
Had scarcely spread the skies with rosy light;
Th' ethereal coursers, bounding fromthe sea,
Fromout their flam ng nostrils breath'd the day;
When now t he Trojan and Rutulian guard,
In friendly labor join'd, the list prepar'd.
Beneath the walls they neasure out the space;
Then sacred altars rear, on sods of grass,
Where, with religious their common gods they place.
In purest white the priests their heads attire;
And living waters bear, and holy fire;
And, o'er their linen hoods and shaded hair,
Long tw sted weaths of sacred veryain wear,
In order issuing fromthe town appears
The Latin legion, armd with pointed spears;



And fromthe fields, advancing on a line,

The Trojan and the Tuscan forces join:

Their various arns afford a pl easi ng sight;

A peaceful train they seem in peace prepar'd for fight.
Betwi xt the ranks the proud comuanders ri de,
ditt'ring with gold, and vests in purple dyed;
Her e Mhest heus, author of the Menmian |ine,

And t here Messapus, born of seed divine.

The sign is giv'n; and, round the |listed space,
Each man in order fills his proper place.
Reclining on their anple shields, they stand,

And fix their pointed [ ances in the sand.

Now, studious of the sight, a numirous throng

O either sex prom scuous, old and young,

Swarm the town: by those who rest behind,

The gates and walls and houses' tops are lin'd.
Meantime the Queen of Heav'n beheld the sight,
Wth eyes unpleas'd, from Munt Al bano's hei ght
(Since call'd Al bano by succeedi ng fane,

But then an enpty hill, without a nane).

She thence survey'd the field, the Trojan pow rs,
The Latian squadrons, and Laurentine tow rs.

Then thus the goddess of the skies bespoke,

Wth sighs and tears, the goddess of the | ake,
King Turnus' sister, once a |ovely naid,

Ere to the lust of |awl ess Jove betray'd:
Conpress'd by force, but, by the grateful god,
Now made the Nais of the neighb'ring flood.

"O nynph, the pride of living | akes," said she,
"O nmost renown'd, and nobst belov'd by ne,

Long hast thou known, nor need | to record,

The wanton sallies of nmy wand' ring |ord.

O ev'ry Latian fair whom Jove nisled

To nount by stealth ny viol ated bed,

To thee alone | grudg' d not his enbrace,

But gave a part of heav'n, and an unenvied pl ace.
Now | earn from me thy near approaching grief,

Nor think my wishes want to thy relief.

While fortune favor'd, nor Heav'n's King denied
To lend ny succor to the Latian side,

| sav'd thy brother, and the sinking state:

But now he struggles with unequal fate,

And goes, with gods averse, o' ernmatch'd in mght,
To neet inevitable death in fight;

Nor nust | break the truce, nor can sustain the sight.
Thou, if thou dar'st thy present aid supply;

It well becones a sister's care to try."

At this the lovely nynph, with grief oppress'd,
Thrice tore her hair, and beat her conely breast.
To whom Saturnia thus: "Thy tears are |late:
Haste, snatch him if he can be snatch'd fromfate:
New tumults kindle; violate the truce
Who knows what changeful fortune may produce?
'"Tis not acrimet' attenpt what | decree
O, if it were, discharge the crine on ne."

She said, and, sailing on the wi nged w nd,
Left the sad nynph suspended in her m nd

And now ponp the peaceful kings appear
Four steeds the chariot of Latinus bear
Twel ve gol den beans around his tenples play,



To mark his lineage fromthe God of Day.

Two snowy coursers Turnus' chariot yoke,

And in his hand two massy spears he shook

Then issued fromthe canp, in arns divine,

Aeneas, author of the Roman |ine;

And by his side Ascanius took his place,

The second hope of Ronme's inmortal race.

Adorn'd in white, a rev'rend priest appears,

And off'rings to the flaming altars bears;

A porket, and a lanmb that never suffer'd shears.

Then to the rising sun he turns his eyes,

And strews the beasts, design'd for sacrifice,

Wth salt and neal: with |like officious care

He marks their foreheads, and he clips their hair.

Betwi xt their horns the purple w ne he sheds;

Wth the sanme gen'rous juice the flanme he feeds.
Aeneas then unsheath'd his shining sword,

And thus with pious pray'rs the gods ador'd:

"All -seeing sun, and thou, Ausonian soil

For which | have sustain'd so long a toil,

Thou, King of Heav'n, and thou, the Queen of Air

Propitious now, and reconcil'd by pray'r

Thou, God of War, whose unresisted sway

The | abors and events of arns obey;

Ye living fountains, and ye running fl oods,

Al pow rs of ocean, all ethereal gods,

Hear, and bear record: if |I fall in field,

O, recreant in the fight, to Turnus vyield,

My Troj ans shall encrease Evander's town;

Ascani us shall renounce th' Ausonian crown:

Al clainms, all questions of debate, shall cease;

Nor he, nor they, with force infringe the peace.

But, if ny juster arns prevail in fight,

(As sure they shall, if | divine aright,)

My Trojans shall not o'er th' Italians reign

Bot h equal , both unconquer'd shall renain,

Join'd in their laws, their lands, and their abodes;

| ask but altars for ny weary gods.

The care of those religious rites be mne

The crown to King Latinus | resign

His be the sov'reign sway. Nor will | share

His powr in peace, or his conmand in war.

For ne, ny friends another town shall frane,

And bless the rising towrs with fair Lavinia's nane."
Thus he. Then, with erected eyes and hands,

The Latian king before his altar stands.

"By the same heav'n," said he, "and earth, and main,

And all the powrs that all the three contain;

By hell below, and by that upper god

Whose thunder signs the peace, who seals it with his nod;

So let Latona's double offspring hear

And doubl e-fronted Janus, what | swear:

| touch the sacred altars, touch the flanes

And all those powrs attest, and all their nanes;

What ever chance befall on either side,

No termof tinme this union shall divide:

No force, no fortune, shall mnmy vows unbind,

O shake the steadfast tenor of my mnd

Not tho' the circling seas should break their bound,

Oerflow the shores, or sap the solid ground,



Not tho' the lanps of heav'n their spheres forsake,
Hurl'd down, and hissing in the nether |ake:

Ev'n as this royal scepter" (for he bore

A scepter in his hand) "shall never nore

Shoot out in branches, or renew the birth:

An orphan now, cut fromthe nother earth

By the keen ax, dishonor'd of its hair,

And cas'd in brass, for Latian kings to bear."

Wien thus in public view the peace was tied
Wth sol enm vows, and sworn on either side,

Al'l dues performd which holy rites require;
The victimbeasts are slain before the fire,
The trenbling entrails fromtheir bodies torn
And to the fatten'd flames in chargers borne.

Al ready the Rutulians deemtheir man
Oermatch'd in arms, before the fight began
First rising fears are whisper'd thro' the crowd;
Then, gath'ring sound, they nmurmnmur nore al oud.
Now, side to side, they neasure with their eyes
The chanpi ons' bul k, their sinews, and their size:
The nearer they approach, the nore is known
Th' apparent di sadvantage of their own.

Turnus hinsel f appears in public sight

Consci ous of fate, desponding of the fight.
Slowy he noves, and at his altar stands

Wth eyes dejected, and with trenbling hands;
And, while he nutters undistinguish'd pray'rs,
A livid deadness in his cheeks appears.

Wt h anxi ous pleasure when Juturna view d
Th' increasing fright of the nad nultitude,

Wien their short sighs and thick' ning sobs she heard,
And found their ready ninds for change prepar'd;
Di ssenbling her inmmortal form she took
Canertus' mien, his habit, and his | ook

A chief of ancient blood; in arms well known
Was his great sire, and he his greater son

Hi s shape assumi d, anid the ranks she ran

And hunoring their first notions, thus began
"For shame, Rutulians, can you bear the sight

O one expos'd for all, in single fight?

Can we, before the face of heav'n, confess

Qur courage col der, or our nunbers | ess?

View all the Trojan host, th' Arcadi an band,

And Tuscan arny; count 'em as they stand:
Undaunted to the battle if we go,

Scarce ev'ry second man will share a foe.
Turnus, 't is true, in this unequal strife,
Shall lose, with honor, his devoted life,

O change it rather for imortal fane,
Succeedi ng to the gods, from whence he cane:

But you, a servile and inglorious band,

For foreign lords shall sow your native |and,
Those fruitful fields your fighting fathers gain'd,
Whi ch have so long their lazy sons sustain'd."
Wth words |ike these, she carried her design

A rising nurmur runs along the line.

Then ev' n the city troops, and Latians, tir'd
Wth tedious war, seemw th new souls inspir'd:
Their chanpion's fate with pity they |anent,

And of the |eague, so lately sworn, repent.



Nor fails the goddess to fonment the rage

Wth lying wonders, and a fal se presage;

But adds a sign, which, present to their eyes,

I nspires new courage, and a glad surprise.

For, sudden, in the fiery tracts above,

Appears in ponp th' inperial bird of Jove:

A plunp of fow he spies, that swimthe |akes,

And o' er their heads his soundi ng pinions shakes;
Then, stooping on the fairest of the train,

In his strong talons truss'd a silver swan.

Th' Italians wonder at th' unusual sight;

But, while he lags, and labors in his flight,
Behol d, the dastard fow return anew,

And with united force the foe pursue:

Clam rous around the royal hawk they fly,

And, thick'ning in a cloud, o' ershade the sky.

They cuff, they scratch, they cross his airy course;
Nor can th' incunber'd bird sustain their force;

But vex'd, not vanquish'd, drops the pond' rous prey,
And, lighten'd of his burthen, w ngs his way.

Th' Ausoni an bands with shouts salute the sight,
Eager of action, and demand the fight.

Then King Tol umius, vers'd in augurs' arts,
Cries out, and thus his boasted skill inparts:
"At length 't is granted, what | |ong desir'd!
This, this is what ny frequent vows requir'd.
Ye gods, | take your onen, and obey.

Advance, ny friends, and charge! | |ead the way.
These are the foreign foes, whose inpious band,
Li ke that rapacious bird, infest our |and:

But soon, like him they shall be forc'd to sea
By strength united, and forego the prey.

Your tinmely succor to your country bring,

Haste to the rescue, and redeem your king."

He said; and, pressing onward thro' the crew,
Pois'd in his lifted arm his |lance he threw
The wi nged weapon, whistling in the w nd,

Cane driving on, nor miss'd the mark design'd.
At once the cornel rattled in the skies;

At once tunul tuous shouts and clanors rise.

Ni ne brothers in a goodly band there stood,
Born of Arcadian nmix'd with Tuscan bl ood,
Gylippus' sons: the fatal jav'lin flew,

Aimd at the mdnost of the friendly crew

A passage thro' the jointed arns it found,

Just where the belt was to the body bound,

And struck the gentle youth extended on the ground.
Then, fir'd with pious rage, the gen'rous train
Run nmadly forward to revenge the slain.

And sonme with eager haste their jav'lins throw
And sonme with sword in hand assault the foe.

The wish'd insult the Latine troops enbrace

And neet their ardor in the niddle space.

The Trojans, Tuscans, and Arcadi an |i ne,

Wth equal courage obviate their design

Peace | eaves the violated fields, and hate
Both armies urges to their nmutual fate.

Wth inpious haste their altars are o' erturn'd,
The sacrifice half-broil'd, and hal f-unburn'd.
Thick stornms of steel fromeither arny fly,



And cl ouds of clashing darts obscure the sky;
Brands fromthe fire are mnissive weapons made,
Wth chargers, bows, and all the priestly trade.
Lati nus, frighted, hastens fromthe fray,
And bears his unregarded gods away.
These on their horses vault; those yoke the car
The rest, with swords on high, run headlong to the war.
Messapus, eager to confound the peace,
Spurr'd his hot courser thro' the fighting prease,
At King Aul estes, by his purple known
A Tuscan prince, and by his regal crown;
And, with a shock encount'ring, bore hi mdown.
Backward he fell; and, as his fate design'd,
The ruins of an altar were behind:
There, pitching on his shoulders and his head,
Anid the scatt'ring fires he lay supinely spread.
The beany spear, descending from above,
His cuirass pierc'd, and thro' his body drove.
Then, with a scornful smile, the victor cries:
"The gods have found a fitter sacrifice."”
G eedy of spoils, th' Italians strip the dead
O his rich arnor, and uncrown his head.
Priest Corynaeus, armid his better hand,
Fromhis own altar, with a blazing brand,
And, as Ebusus with a thund'ring pace
Advanc'd to battle, dash'd it on his face:
His bristly beard shines out with sudden fires;
The crackling crop a noi sonme scent expires.
Foll owi ng the blow, he seiz'd his curling crown
Wth his left hand; his other cast hi mdown.
The prostrate body with his knees he press'd,
And plung'd his holy poniard in his breast.
Whil e Podalirius, with his sword, pursued
The shepherd Alsus thro' the flying crowd,
Swiftly he turns, and ains a deadly bl ow
Full on the front of his unwary foe.
The broad ax enters with a crashing sound,
And cl eaves the chin with one continued wound;
Warm bl ood, and mingled brains, besnmear his arms around
An iron sleep his stupid eyes oppress'd,
And seal'd their heavy lids in endl ess rest.
But good Aeneas rush'd anmi d the bands;
Bare was his head, and naked were his hands,
In sign of truce: then thus he cries al oud:
"What sudden rage, what new desire of bl ood,
Inflames your alter'd nminds? O Trojans, cease
From i npi ous arms, nor violate the peacel
By human sanctions, and by |aws divine,
The ternms are all agreed; the war is mne
Di smiss your fears, and let the fight ensue;
Thi s hand al one shall right the gods and you
Qur injur'd altars, and their broken vow,
To this avenging sword the faithless Turnus owe."
Thus while he spoke, unm ndful of defense,
A wi nged arrow struck the pious prince.
But, whether from sone human hand it cane,
O hostile god, is left unknown by fane:
No human hand or hostile god was found,
To boast the triunph of so base a wound.
When Turnus saw the Trojan quit the plain,



H s chiefs dismay'd, his troops a fainting train,

Th' unhop'd event his heighten'd soul inspires:

At once his arnms and coursers he requires;

Then, with a leap, his lofty chariot gains,

And with a ready hand assunes the reins.

He drives inpetuous, and, where'er he goes,

He | eaves behind a |l ane of slaughter'd foes.

These his | ance reaches; over those he rolls

His rapid car, and crushes out their souls:

In vain the vanquish'd fly; the victor sends

The dead nen's weapons at their living friends.

Thus, on the banks of Hebrus' freezing flood,

The God of Battles, in his angry nood,

O ashing his sword agai nst his brazen shield,

Let | oose the reins, and scours along the field:

Before the wind his fiery coursers fly;

G oans the sad earth, resounds the rattling sky.

Wath, Terror, Treason, Tunult, and Despair

(Dire faces, and deform d) surround the car

Friends of the god, and followers of the war.

Wth fury not unlike, nor |ess disdain,

Exul ting Turnus flies along the plain:

Hi s snoking horses, at their utnost speed,

He [ ashes on, and urges o'er the dead.

Their fetlocks run with bl ood; and, when they bound,

The gore and gath'ring dust are dash'd around.

Thamyris and Phol us, nasters of the war,

He kill'd at hand, but Sthenelus afar

From far the sons of I|nbracus he slew,

G aucus and Lades, of the Lycian crew,

Both taught to fight on foot, in battle join'd,

O nount the courser that outstrips the w nd.
Meanti me Eunedes, vaunting in the field,

New fir'd the Trojans, and their foes repell"'d.

This son of Dolon bore his grandsire's nane,

But enul ated nore his father's fane

His guileful father, sent a nightly spy,

The Grecian canp and order to descry:

Hard enterprise! and well he night require

Achilles' car and horses, for his hire:

But, net upon the scout, th' Aetolian prince

In death bestow d a juster reconpense.

Fi erce Turnus view d the Trojan from afar

And launch'd his jav'lin fromhis lofty car

Then lightly | eaping down, pursued the bl ow

And, pressing with his foot his prostrate foe,

Wench'd fromhis feeble hold the shining sword,

And plung'd it in the bosomof its |ord.

"Possess," said he, "the fruit of all thy pains,

And neasure, at thy length, our Latian plains.

Thus are ny foes rewarded by ny hand;

Thus may they build their town, and thus enjoy the |and!"
Then Dares, Butes, Sybaris he slew,

Wiom o' er his neck his flound ring courser threw

As when | oud Boreas, with his blust'ring train,

St oops from above, incunbent on the main;

Wiere'er he flies, he drives the rack before,

And rolls the billows on th' Aegaean shore:

So, where resistless Turnus takes his course,

The scatter'd squadrons bend before his force;



Hi s crest of horses' hair is bl own behind
By adverse air, and rustles in the w nd.

Thi s haughty Phegeus saw with hi gh di sdain,
And, as the chariot roll'd along the plain,

Li ght fromthe ground he leapt, and seiz'd the rein.
Thus hung in air, he still retain'd his hold,

The coursers frighted, and their course controll'd.
The | ance of Turnus reach'd himas he hung,

And pierc'd his plated arnms, but pass'd al ong,

And only raz'd the skin. He turn'd, and held

Agai nst his threat' ning foe his anple shield;

Then call'd for aid: but, while he cried in vain,
The chariot bore hi mbackward on the plain.

He lies revers'd; the victor king descends,

And strikes so justly where his hel net ends,

He | ops the head. The Latian fields are drunk

Wth streanms that issue fromthe bl eeding trunk

Whil e he triunphs, and while the Trojans yield,
The wounded prince is forc'd to | eave the field:
Strong Mest heus, and Achates often tried,

And young Ascani us, weeping by his side,

Conduct himto his tent. Scarce can he rear

Hs linbs fromearth, supported on his spear
Resolv'd in nmind, regardless of the snart,

He tugs with both his hands, and breaks the dart.
The steel remmins. No readier way he found

To draw the weapon, than t' inlarge the wound.
Eager of fight, inpatient of delay,

He begs; and his unwilling friends obey.

lapis was at hand to prove his art,

Whose bl oonming youth so fir'd Apollo's heart,
That, for his love, he proffer'd to bestow

Hi s tuneful harp and his unerring bow

The pious youth, nore studious how to save

H s aged sire, now sinking to the grave,
Preferr'd the powr of plants, and silent praise
O healing arts, before Phoebean bays.

Propp'd on his lance the pensive hero stood,
And heard and saw, unnmov'd, the nourning crowd.
The fam d physician tucks his robes around
Wth ready hands, and hastens to the wound.

Wth gentle touches he performs his part,
This way and that, soliciting the dart,
And exercises all his heav'nly art.
Al soft'ning sinples, known of sov'reign use,
He presses out, and pours their noble juice.
These first infus'd, to lenify the pain,
He tugs with pincers, but he tugs in vain.
Then to the patron of his art he pray'd:
The patron of his art refus'd his aid.
Meantime the war approaches to the tents;
Th' alarmgrows hotter, and the noise augnents:
The driving dust proclains the danger near
And first their friends, and then their foes appear
Their friends retreat; their foes pursue the rear
The canp is fill'd with terror and affright:
The hissing shafts within the trench alight;
An undi sti ngui sh'd noi se ascends the sky,
The shouts those who kill, and groans of those who die.
But now t he goddess nother, nov'd with grief,



And pierc'd with pity, hastens her relief.

A branch of healing dittany she brought,

Which in the Cretan fields with care she sought:

Rough is the stern, which woolly |eafs surround;

The leafs with flowrs, the flowrs with purple crown'd,

Well known to wounded goats; a sure relief

To draw the pointed steel, and ease the grief.

This Venus brings, in clouds involv'd, and brews

Th' extracted liquor with anbrosi an dews,

And odor ous panacee. Unseen she stands,

Tenp'ring the mixture with her heav' nly hands,

And pours it in a bow, already crown'd

Wth juice of ned' c¢'nal herbs prepar'd to bathe the wound.

The | eech, unknowi ng of superior art

Which aids the cure, with this fonments the part;

And in a nonent ceas'd the raging snart.

Stanch'd is the blood, and in the bottom stands:

The steel, but scarcely touch'd with tender hands,

Moves up, and follows of its own accord,

And health and vigor are at once restor'd.

lapis first perceiv'd the closing wound,

And first the footsteps of a god he found.

"Arms! arns!" he cries; "the sword and shield prepare,

And send the willing chief, renew d, to war.

This is no nortal work, no cure of mine

Nor art's effect, but done by hands divine.

Sonme god our general to the battle sends;

Sonme god preserves his life for greater ends."
The hero arns in haste; his hands infold

H s thighs with cuishes of reful gent gold:

Inflamid to fight, and rushing to the field,

That hand sustaining the celestial shield,

This gripes the lance, and wi th such vigor shakes,

That to the rest the beany weapon quakes.

Then with a close enbrace he strain'd his son

And, Kkissing thro' his helnet, thus begun

"My son, fromny exanple learn the war

In canps to suffer, and in fields to dare;

But happi er chance than nine attend thy care!

This day ny hand thy tender age shall shield,

And crown with honors of the conquer'd field:

Thou, when thy riper years shall send thee forth

To toils of war, be mindful of nmy worth;

Assert thy birthright, and in arns be known,

For Hector's nephew, and Aeneas' son."

He said; and, striding, issued on the plain.

Ant eus and Miest heus, and a num rous train,

Attend his steps; the rest their weapons take,

And, crowding to the field, the canp forsake.

A cloud of blinding dust is rais'd around,

Labors beneath their feet the trenbling ground.
Now Tur nus, posted on a hill, fromfar

Behel d the progress of the noving war:

Wth himthe Latins view d the cover'd plains,

And the chill blood ran backward in their veins.

Juturna saw th' advanci ng troops appear

And heard the hostile sound, and fled for fear

Aeneas | eads; and draws a sweeping train,

Cos'din their ranks, and pouring on the plain.

As when a whirlw nd, rushing to the shore



Fromthe nmid ocean, drives the waves before;
The painful hind with heavy heart foresees
The flatted fields, and slaughter of the trees;
Wth like inpetuous rage the prince appears
Before his doubled front, nor |ess destruction bears.
And now both arnmi es shock in open field;
Csiris is by strong Thynbraeus kill"'d.
Archetius, Ufens, Epulon, are slain
(Al famd in arnms, and of the Latian train)
By Gyas', Miestheus', and Achates' hand.
The fatal augur falls, by whose comand
The truce was broken, and whose | ance, enbrued
Wth Trojan blood, th' unhappy fight renew d.
Loud shouts and clanors rend the Iiquid sky,
And o'er the field the frighted Latins fly.
The prince disdains the dastards to pursue,
Nor noves to neet in arnms the fighting few
Turnus alone, anid the dusky plain,
He seeks, and to the conbat calls in vain.
Juturna heard, and, seiz'd with nortal fear
Forc'd fromthe beam her brother's chari oteer
Assumes his shape, his arnor, and his nien
And, |ike Metiscus, in his seat is seen
As the black swal |l ow near the pal ace plies;
O er enpty courts, and under arches, flies;
Now hawks al oft, now skins along the fl ood,
To furni sh her |oquaci ous nest with food:
So drives the rapid goddess o' er the plains;
The snoking horses run with | oosen'd reins.
She steers a various course anong the foes;
Now here, now there, her conqu'ring brother shows;
Now with a straight, now with a wheeling flight,
She turns, and bends, but shuns the single fight.
Aeneas, fir'd with fury, breaks the crowd,
And seeks his foe, and calls by nane al oud:
He runs within a narrower ring, and tries
To stop the chariot; but the chariot flies.
If he but gain a glinpse, Juturna fears,
And far away the Dauni an hero bears.
What shoul d he do! Nor arts nor arms avail;
And various cares in vain his nmind assail
The great Messapus, thund'ring thro' the field,
In his left hand two pointed jav'lins held:
Encount'ring on the prince, one dart he drew,
And with unerring ai mand utnost vigor threw
Aeneas saw it cone, and, stooping |ow
Beneat h his buckler, shunn'd the threat'ning bl ow
The weapon hiss'd above his head, and tore
The wavi ng plunme which on his hel mhe wore.
Forced by this hostile act, and fir'd with spite,
That flying Turnus still declin'd the fight,
The Prince, whose piety had long repell'd
Hi s inborn ardor, now invades the field;
I nvokes the pow rs of violated peace,
Their rites and injur'd altars to redress;
Then, to his rage abandoning the rein,
Wth blood and slaughter'd bodies fills the plain.
What god can tell, what nunmbers can display,
The various | abors of that fatal day;
What chiefs and chanpions fell on either side,



In conbat slain, or by what deaths they died;
Whiom Tur nus, whomthe Trojan hero kill"'d;
Wio shar'd the fane and fortune of the field!
Jove, could'st thou view, and not avert thy sight,
Two jarring nations join'd in cruel fight,
Whom | eagues of lasting |ove so shortly shall unite!
Aeneas first Rutulian Sucro found,
Whose val or made the Trojans quit their ground,
Betwi xt his ribs the jav'lin drove so just,
It reach'd his heart, nor needs a second thrust.
Now Turnus, at two blows, two brethren slew,
First fromhis horse fierce Anycus he threw
Then, |eaping on the ground, on foot assail'd
Diores, and in equal fight prevail'd.
Their lifeless trunks he | eaves upon the place;
Their heads, distilling gore, his chariot grace.
Three cold on earth the Trojan hero threw,
Whom wi t hout respite at one charge he slew
Cet hegus, Tanais, Tagus, fell oppress'd,
And sad Onythes, added to the rest,
O Theban bl ood, whom Peridia bore.
Turnus two brothers fromthe Lycian shore,
And from Apollo's fane to battle sent,
O erthrew, nor Phoebus could their fate prevent.
Peaceful Menoetes after these he kill'd,
Wio | ong had shunn'd the dangers of the field:
On Lerna's lake a silent life he |ed,
And with his nets and angle earn'd his bread;
Nor pompous cares, nor pal aces, he knew,
But wisely fromth' infectious world wthdrew
Poor was his house; his father's painful hand
Di scharg'd his rent, and plow d another's |and.
As flanes anong the | ofty woods are thrown
On diff'rent sides, and both by wi nds are bl own;
The laurels crackle in the sputt'ring fire;
The frighted sylvans fromtheir shades retire:
O as two neighb'ring torrents fall from high;
Rapid they run; the foany waters fry;
They roll to sea with unresisted force,
And down the rocks precipitate their course:
Not with |less rage the rival heroes take
Their diff'rent ways, nor |ess destruction make.
Wth spears afar, with swords at hand, they strike;
And zeal of slaughter fires their souls alike.
Li ke them their dauntless men maintain the field;
And hearts are pierc'd, unknowi ng how to yield:
They bl ow for blow return, and wound for wound;
And heaps of bodies raise the I evel ground.
Murranus, boasting of his blood, that springs
Froma |l ong royal race of Latian kings,
Is by the Trojan fromhis chariot thrown,
Crush'd with the weight of an unw el dy stone:
Betwi xt the wheels he fell; the wheels, that bore
His living load, his dying body tore.
H's starting steeds, to shun the glitt'ring sword,
Paw down his tranpled |inbs, forgetful of their |ord.
Fierce Hyllus threaten'd high, and, face to face,
Affronted Turnus in the m ddl e space:
The prince encounter'd himin full career,
And at his tenples aimd the deadly spear;



So fatally the flying weapon sped,
That thro' his helmit pierc'd his head.
Nor, G sseus, couldst thou scape from Turnus' hand,
In vain the strongest of th' Arcadi an band:
Nor to Cupentus could his gods afford
Availing aid against th' Aenean sword,
Which to his naked heart pursued the course;
Nor could his plated shield sustain the force.
lolas fell, whomnot the Grecian pow rs,
Nor great subverter of the Trojan tow rs,
Were doomid to kill, while Heav' n prolong' d his date;
But who can pass the bounds, prefix'd by fate?
I n high Lyrnessus, and in Troy, he held
Two pal aces, and was from each expell'd:
O all the mighty man, the |ast remains
Alittle spot of foreign earth contains.
And now both hosts their broken troops unite
In equal ranks, and mix in nortal fight.
Serest hus and undaunt ed Miestheus join
The Trojan, Tuscan, and Arcadian |ine:
Sea- born Messapus, with Atinas, heads
The Latin squadrons, and to battle |eads.
They strike, they push, they throng the scanty space,
Resol v’ d on death, inpatient of disgrace;
And, where one falls, another fills his place.
The Cyprian goddess now i nspires her son
To leave th' unfinish'd fight, and storm the town:
For, while he rolls his eyes around the plain
In quest of Turnus, whom he seeks in vain,
He views th' unguarded city from afar
In carel ess quiet, and secure of war.
Occasion offers, and excites his nind
To dare beyond the task he first design'd.
Resol v' d, he calls his chiefs; they |eave the fight:
Attended t hus, he takes a neighb'ring height;
The crowdi ng troops about their gen'ral stand,
Al'l under arms, and wait his hi gh comand.
Then thus the lofty prince: "Hear and obey,
Ye Trojan bands, without the |east del ay
Jove is with us; and what | have decreed
Requi res our utnost vigor, and our speed.
Your instant arns agai nst the town prepare,
The source of nischief, and the seat of war.
This day the Latian towrs, that mate the sky,
Shall level with the plain in ashes lie:
The peopl e shall be slaves, unless in tine
They kneel for pardon, and repent their crinmne.
Twi ce have our foes been vanqui sh'd on the plain:
Then shall | wait till Turnus will be slain?
Your force against the perjur'd city bend.
There it began, and there the war shall end.
The peace profan'd our rightful arns requires;
Cl eanse the polluted place with purging fires."
He finish'd; and, one soul inspiring all,
Formd in a wedge, the foot approach the wall.
Wthout the town, an unprovided train
O gaping, gazing citizens are slain.
Some firebrands, others scaling | adders bear
And those they toss aloft, and these they rear
The flames now |l aunch'd, the feather'd arrows fly,



And cl ouds of nissive arms obscure the sky.
Advancing to the front, the hero stands,
And, stretching out to heav'n his pious hands,
Attests the gods, asserts his innocence,
Upbraids with breach of faith th' Ausonian prince;
Decl ares the royal honor doubly stain'd,
And twice the rites of holy peace profan'd.
Di ssenting clanors in the town arise;
Each will be heard, and all at once advi se.
One part for peace, and one for war contends;
Sone woul d exclude their foes, and sonme adnit their friends.
The hel pless king is hurried in the throng,
And, whate'er tide prevails, is borne al ong.
Thus, when the swain, within a hollow rock
I nvades the bees with suffocating snoke,
They run around, or |abor on their w ngs,
Disus'd to flight, and shoot their sleepy stings;
To shun the bitter funes in vain they try;
Bl ack vapors, issuing fromthe vent, involve the sky.
But fate and envious fortune now prepare
To plunge the Latins in the | ast despair.
The queen, who saw the foes invade the town,
And brands on tops of burning houses thrown,
Cast round her eyes, distracted with her fear-
No troops of Turnus in the field appear
Once nore she stares abroad, but still in vain,
And then concl udes the royal youth is slain.
Mad with her anguish, inpotent to bear
The mighty grief, she loathes the vital air.
She calls herself the cause of all this ill,
And owns the dire effects of her ungovern'd wll;
She raves agai nst the gods; she beats her breast;
She tears with both her hands her purple vest:
Then round a beam a runni ng noose she tied,
And, fasten'd by the neck, obscenely died.
Soon as the fatal news by Fame was bl own,
And to her dames and to her daughter known,
The sad Lavinia rends her yellow hair
And rosy cheeks; the rest her sorrow share:
Wth shrieks the palace rings, and nadness of despair.
The spreading rumor fills the public place:
Confusion, fear, distraction, and disgrace,
And silent shane, are seen in ev'ry face.
Latinus tears his garnents as he goes,
Both for his public and his private woes;
Wth filth his venerabl e beard besnears,
And sordid dust deforns his silver hairs.
And much he bl anmes the softness of his nind
Gobnoxi ous to the charms of wonmanki nd,
And soon seduc'd to change what he so well design'd;
To break the solemn | eague so | ong desir'd,
Nor finish what his fates, and those of Troy, requir'd.
Now Turnus rolls aloof o'er enpty plains,
And here and there sone straggling foes he gl eans.
His flying coursers please himless and | ess,
Ashami d of easy fight and cheap success.
Thus hal f-contented, anxious in his nind
The distant cries come driving in the w nd,
Shouts fromthe walls, but shouts in nurnurs drown'd;
A jarring mxture, and a bodi ng sound.



"Alas!" said he, "what nmean these dismal cries?
What dol eful clanmors fromthe town arise?"
Confus'd, he stops, and backward pulls the reins.
She who the driver's office now sustains,
Replies: "Neglect, ny lord, these new al armns;
Here fight, and urge the fortune of your arns:
There want not others to defend the wall
If by your rival's hand th' Italians fall,
So shall your fatal sword his friends oppress,
In honor equal, equal in success."

To this, the prince: "Osister- for | knew
The peace infring d proceeded first fromyou
| knew you, when you nmingled first in fight;
And now in vain you woul d deceive ny sight-
Wiy, goddess, this unprofitable care?
Who sent you down from heav'n, involv'd in air,
Your share of nortal sorrows to sustain,
And see your brother bleeding on the plain?
For to what pow r can Turnus have recourse,
O how resist his fate's prevailing force?
These eyes beheld Murranus bite the ground:
M ghty the man, and nmighty was the wound.
| heard ny dearest friend, with dying breath,
My nanme invoking to revenge his death.
Brave Ufens fell with honor on the place,
To shun the shameful sight of ny disgrace.
On earth supine, a manly corpse he lies;
H s vest and arnmor are the victor's prize.
Then, shall | see Laurentumin a flane,
Whi ch only wanted, to conplete ny shane?
How wi Il the Latins hoot their chanpion's flight!
How Drances will insult and point themto the sight!
Is death so hard to bear? Ye gods bel ow,
(Since those above so snall conpassi on show,)
Receive a soul unsullied yet with shame
Whi ch not belies my great forefather's nane!"

He said; and while he spoke, with flying speed
Canme Sages urging on his foany steed:
Fix'd on his wounded face a shaft he bore,
And, seeking Turnus, sent his voice before:
"Turnus, on you, on you al one, depends
Qur last relief: conpassionate your friends!
Li ke I'ightning, fierce Aeneas, rolling on,
Wth arms invests, with flanmes invades the town:
The brands are toss'd on high; the winds conspire
To drive along the deluge of the fire.
Al'l eyes are fix'd on you: your foes rejoice;
Ev' n the king staggers, and suspends his choice;
Doubts to deliver or defend the town,
Womto reject, or whomto call his son.
The queen, on whom your utnost hopes were plac'd,
Her sel f suborni ng death, has breath'd her |ast.
'"T is true, Messapus, fearless of his fate,
Wth fierce Atinas' aid, defends the gate:
On ev'ry side surrounded by the foe,
The nore they kill, the greater nunbers grow,
An iron harvest nmounts, and still remains to now
You, far al oof from your forsaken bands,
Your rolling chariot drive o' er enpty

Stupid he sate, his eyes on earth declin'd,



And various cares revolving in his nind:
Rage, boiling fromthe bottom of his breast,
And sorrow m x'd with shanme, his soul oppress'd;
And conscious worth lay lab'ring in his thought,
And | ove by jeal ousy to nmadness w ought.
By sl ow degrees his reason drove away
The mi sts of passion, and resum d her sway.
Then, rising on his car, he turn'd his | ook
And saw the town involv'd in fire and snoke.
A wooden tow r with flames already blaz'd,
Whi ch his own hands on beams and rafters rais'd;
And bridges | aid above to join the space,
And wheel s below to roll fromplace to place
"Sister, the Fates have vanquish'd: let us go
The way which Heav'n and ny hard fortune show.
The fight is fix'd; nor shall the branded nane
O a base coward bl ot your brother's fane.
Death is my choice; but suffer ne to try
My force, and vent ny rage before |I die."
He said; and, |eaping down without delay,
Thro' crowds of scatter'd foes he freed his way.
Striding he pass'd, inpetuous as the wi nd,
And left the grieving goddess far behind.
As when a fragnent, froma nountain torn
By raging tenpests, or by torrents borne,
O sapp'd by tine, or loosen'd fromthe roots-
Prone thro' the void the rocky ruin shoots,
Rolling fromcrag to crag, fromsteep to steep
Down sink, at once, the shepherds and their sheep
Involv'd alike, they rush to nether ground;
Stunn'd with the shock they fall, and stunn'd fromearth rebound:
So Turnus, hasting headl ong to the town,
Shoul d' ri ng and shovi ng, bore the squadrons down.
Still pressing onward, to the walls he drew,
Where shafts, and spears, and darts prom scuous flew,
And sangui ne streans the slipp'ry ground enbrue.
First stretching out his arm in sign of peace,
He cries aloud, to make the conbat cease:
"Rutulians, hold; and Latin troops, retire!
The fight is mne; and nme the gods require.
"T is just that | should vindicate al one
The broken truce, or for the breach atone.
This day shall free fromwars th' Ausonian state,
O finish ny misfortunes in ny fate.”

Both armies fromtheir bloody work desist,
And, bearing backward, forma spacious list.
The Trojan hero, who receiv'd fromfane
The wel cone sound, and heard the chanpi on's nane,
Soon | eaves the taken works and nmounted wal | s,
G eedy of war where greater glory calls.
He springs to fight, exulting in his force
His jointed arnor rattles in the course.
Li ke Eryx, or like Athos, great he shows,
O Fat her Apennine, when, white with snows,
Hi s head divine obscure in clouds he hides,
And shakes the sounding forest on his sides.
The nations, overaw d, surcease the fight;
| movabl e their bodies, fix'd their sight.
Ev' n death stands still; nor from above they throw
Their darts, nor drive their batt'ring-ramnms bel ow



In silent order either arny stands,
And drop their swords, unknowi ng, fromtheir hands.
Th' Ausoni an ki ng beholds, with wond'ring sight,
Two mighty chanpions match'd in single fight,
Born under clinmes renote, and brought by fate,
Wth swords to try their titles to the state.
Now, in clos'd field, each other from afar
They view, and, rushing on, begin the war.
They launch their spears; then hand to hand they neet;
The trenbling soil resounds beneath their feet:
Their bucklers clash; thick blows descend from high
And flakes of fire fromtheir hard helnmets fly.
Cour age conspires with chance, and both ingage
Wth equal fortune yet, and mutual rage.
As when two bulls for their fair female fight
In Sila's shades, or on Taburnus' height;
Wth horns adverse they neet; the keeper flies;
Mite stands the herd; the heifers roll their eyes,
And wait th' event; which victor they shall bear
And who shall be the lord, to rule the lusty year
Wth rage of love the jealous rivals burn
And push for push, and wound for wound return
Their dew aps gor'd, their sides are lav'd in bl ood;
Loud cries and roaring sounds rebell ow thro' the wood:
Such was the conmbat in the listed ground;
So clash their swords, and so their shields resound.
Jove sets the beam in either scale he |ays
The chanpions' fate, and each exactly weighs.
On this side, life and | ucky chance ascends;
Loaded with death, that other scal e descends.
Rai s'd on the stretch, young Turnus ainms a bl ow
Full on the hel mof his unguarded foe:

Shrill shouts and clanors ring on either side,
As hopes and fears their panting hearts divide.
But all in pieces flies the traitor sword

And, in the middle stroke, deserts his |ord.
Now i s but death, or flight; disarmid he flies,
When in his hand an unknown hilt he spies.
Fame says that Turnus, when his steeds he join'd,
Hurrying to war, disorder'd in his nind,
Snatch'd the first weapon which his haste could find.
"T was not the fated sword his father bore,
But that his charioteer Metiscus wore.
This, while the Trojans fled, the toughness held;
But, vain against the great Vul canian shield,
The nortal -tenper'd steel deceiv'd his hand:
The shiver'd fragnents shone anid the sand.
Surpris'd with fear, he fled along the field,
And now forthright, and now in orbits wheel'd;
For here the Trojan troops the list surround,
And there the pass is clos'd with pools and marshy ground.
Aeneas hastens, tho' with heavier pace-
H s wound, so newly knit, retards the chase,
And oft his trenmbling knees their aid refuse-
Yet, pressing foot by foot, his foe pursues.
Thus, when a fearful stag is clos'd around
Wth crinmson toils, or in a river found,
H gh on the bank the deep-nouth'd hound appears,
Still opening, following still, where'er he steers;
The persecuted creature, to and fro,



Turns here and there, to scape his Unbrian foe:
Steep is th' ascent, and, if he gains the |and,
The purple death is pitch'd along the strand.
Hi s eager foe, determin'd to the chase
Stretch'd at his length, gains ground at ev'ry pace;
Now t o his beamy head he nmakes his way,
And now he holds, or thinks he holds, his prey:
Just at the pinch, the stag springs out with fear
He bites the wind, and fills his sounding jaws with air:
The rocks, the |lakes, the meadows ring with cries;
The nortal tunult nounts, and thunders in the skies.
Thus flies the Daunian prince, and, flying, blanes
His tardy troops, and, calling by their nanes,
Demands his trusty sword. The Trojan threats
The realmwith ruin, and their ancient seats
To lay in ashes, if they dare supply
Wth arms or aid his vanquish'd eneny:
Thus nenacing, he still pursues the course,
Wth vigor, tho' dimnish'd of his force.
Ten tines already round the listed place
One chief had fled, and t' other giv'n the chase:
No trivial prize is play'd; for on the life
O death of Turnus now depends the strife.
Wthin the space, an olive tree had stood,
A sacred shade, a venerabl e wood,
For vows to Faunus paid, the Latins' guardian god.
Here hung the vests, and tablets were ingrav'd,
O sinking mariners from shi pwack sav'd.
Wth heedl ess hands the Trojans fell'd the tree,
To nmake the ground inclos'd for conbat free.
Deep in the root, whether by fate, or chance,
O erring haste, the Trojan drove his |ance;
Then stoop'd, and tugg'd with force inense, to free
Th' incunber'd spear fromthe tenacious tree;
That, whom his fainting |inbs pursued in vain,
His flying weapon nmight fromfar attain.
Confus'd with fear, bereft of human aid,
Then Turnus to the gods, and first to Faunus pray'd:
"O Faunus, pity! and thou Mother Earth,
Where | thy foster son receiv'd ny birth,
Hold fast the steel! If ny religious hand
Your plant has honor'd, which your foes profan'd,
Propitious hear ny pious pray' r!" He said,
Nor with successless vows invok'd their aid.
Th' incunbent hero wench'd, and pull'd, and strain'd;
But still the stubborn earth the steel detain'd.
Juturna took her time; and, while in vain
He strove, assum d Meticus' form again,
And, in that initated shape, restor'd
To the despairing prince his Dauni an sword.
The Queen of Love, who, with disdain and gri ef,
Saw the bold nynph afford this pronpt relief,
T assert her offspring with a greater deed,
Fromthe tough root the Iing' ring weapon freed.
Once nore erect, the rival chiefs advance
One trusts the sword, and one the pointed | ance;
And both resolv'd alike to try their fatal chance.
Meantime inperial Jove to Juno spoke,
Who from a shining cloud beheld the shock
"What new arrest, O Queen of Heav'n, is sent



To stop the Fates now lab'ring in th' event?
What farther hopes are left thee to pursue?

Di vi ne Aeneas, (and thou know st it too,)
Foredoom d, to these celestial seats are due.
What nore attenpts for Turnus can be nade,

That thus thou ling' rest in this [onely shade?
Is it becomi ng of the due respect

And awful honor of a god el ect,

A wound unworthy of our state to feel

Patient of human hands and earthly steel ?

O seens it just, the sister should restore

A second sword, when one was | ost before,

And arm a conquer'd wetch agai nst his conqueror?
For what, without thy know edge and avow,

Nay nore, thy dictate, durst Juturna do?

At last, in deference to nmy |ove, forbear

To |l odge within thy soul this anxious care;
Reclin'd upon ny breast, thy grief unload:

Who should relieve the goddess, but the god?
Now all things to their utnost issue tend,
Push'd by the Fates to their appointed

Wiile | eave was giv'n thee, and a | awful hour
For vengeance, wath, and unresisted pow r,
Toss'd on the seas, thou couldst thy foes distress,
And, driv'n ashore, with hostile arns oppress;
Def orm t he royal house; and, fromthe side

O the just bridegroom tear the plighted bride:
Now cease at ny conmmand." The Thund'rer said;
And, with dejected eyes, this answer Juno made:
"Because your dread decree too well | knew,
From Turnus and fromearth unwilling I wthdrew
El se should you not behold nme here, alone,
Involv'd in enpty clouds, ny friends benoan

But, girt with vengeful flanmes, in open sight
Engag' d against ny foes in nortal fight.

"Tis true, Juturna ningled in the strife

By nmy conmand, to save her brother's life-

At least to try; but, by the Stygian | ake,

(The nost religious oath the gods can take,)
Wth this restriction, not to bend the bow,

O toss the spear, or trenbling dart to throw
And now, resign'd to your superior mght,

And tir'd with fruitless toils, | loathe the fight.
This let nme beg (and this no fates withstand)
Both for nyself and for your father's |and,
That, when the nuptial bed shall bind the peace,

(Which I, since you ordain, consent to bless,)
The laws of either nation be the sane;
But let the Latins still retain their nane,

Speak the sane | anguage whi ch they spoke before,
Wear the same habits which their grandsires wore.
Call them not Trojans: perish the renown
And nane of Troy, with that detested town.
Latium be Latiumstill; let Al ba reign
And Rone's imortal majesty remain.”

Then thus the founder of nankind replies
(Unruffled was his front, serene his eyes)
"Can Saturn's issue, and heav'n's other heir,
Such endl ess anger in her bosom bear?
Be nistress, and your full desires obtain;



But quench the choler you forment in vain.
From anci ent bl ood th' Ausoni an people sprung,
Shal | keep their name, their habit, and their tongue.
The Trojans to their custonms shall be tied:
I will, nyself, their conmon rites provide;
The natives shall command, the foreigners subside.
Al'l shall be Latium Troy w thout a nane;
And her | ost sons forget from whence they cane.
From bl ood so mi x'd, a pious race shall flow,
Equal to gods, excelling all bel ow.
No nation nore respect to you shall pay,
O greater off'rings on your altars lay."
Juno consents, well pleas'd that her desires
Had found success, and fromthe cloud retires.

The peace thus made, the Thund'rer next prepares
To force the wat'ry goddess fromthe wars.
Deep in the dismal regions void of light,
Three daughters at a birth were born to N ght:
These their brown nother, brooding on her care,
I ndued with windy wings to flit in air,
Wth serpents girt alike, and crowmn'd with hissing hair.
In heav'n the Dirae call'd, and still at hand,
Before the throne of angry Jove they stand,
His ministers of wath, and ready stil
The minds of nortal nen with fears to fill,
Whene' er the nmoody sire, to weak his hate
On real nms or towns deserving of their fate,
Hurl s down di seases, death and deadly care
And terrifies the guilty world with war.
One sister plague if these fromheav'n he sent,
To fright Juturna with a dire portent.
The pest cones whirling down: by far nore sl ow
Springs the swift arrow fromthe Parthian bow,
O Cydon yew, when, traversing the skies,
And drench'd in pois'nous juice, the sure destruction flies.
Wth such a sudden and unseen a flight
Shot thro' the clouds the daughter of the night.
Soon as the field inclos'd she had in view,
And from afar her destin'd quarry knew,
Contracted, to the boding bird she turns,
Whi ch haunts the ruin'd piles and hallow d urns,
And beats about the tonbs with nightly w ngs,
Wher e songs obscene on sepul chers she sings.
Thus lessen'd in her form wth frightful cries
The Fury round unhappy Turnus flies,
Fl aps on his shield, and flutters o' er his eyes.

A lazy chillness crept along his blood;
Chok' d was his voice; his hair with horror stood.
Juturna from afar beheld her fly,
And knew th' ill omen, by her screaming cry
And stridor of her wings. Anmaz'd with fear
Her beauteous breast she beat, and rent her flowing hair.

"Ah ne!" she cries, "in this unequal strife
What can thy sister nore to save thy life?
Weak as | am can |, alas! contend

In arns with that inexorable fiend?

Now, now, | quit the field! forbear to fright

My tender soul, ye baleful birds of night;

The | ashing of your wings | know too well,

The sounding flight, and fun'ral screans of hell



These are the gifts you bring from haughty Jove,
The worthy reconpense of ravish'd | ove!
Did he for this exenpt ny life fromfate?
O hard conditions of inmortal state,
Tho' born to death, not privileg'd to die,
But forc'd to bear inpos'd eternity!
Take back your envious bribes, and let me go
Conpanion to nmy brother's ghost bel ow
The joys are vani sh'd: nothing now renains,
O life imortal, but immortal pains.
What earth will open her devouring wonb,
To rest a weary goddess in the tonb!"
She drew a I ength of sighs; nor nore she said,
But in her azure mantle wrapp'd her head,
Then plung'd into her stream w th deep despair,
And her | ast sobs canme bubbling up in air.
Now stern Aeneas his weighty spear
Agai nst his foe, and thus upbraids his fear
"What farther subterfuge can Turnus find?
What enpty hopes are harbor'd in his mnd?
"T is not thy swiftness can secure thy flight;
Not with their feet, but hands, the valiant fight.
Vary thy shape in thousand forms, and dare
What skill and courage can attenpt in war;
Wsh for the wings of winds, to nmount the sky;
O hid, within the hollow earth to liel"
The chanpi on shook his head, and nade this short reply:
"No threats of thine nmy manly nind can nove
'"T is hostile heav'n | dread, and partial Jove."
He said no nore, but, with a sigh, repress'd
The mighty sorrow in his swelling breast.
Then, as he roll'd his troubled eyes around,
An antique stone he saw, the comon bound
O neighb'ring fields, and barrier of the ground;
So vast, that twelve strong nmen of nodern days
Th' enornmous weight fromearth could hardly raise.
He heav'd it at a lift, and, pois'd on high
Ran stagg'ring on against his eneny,
But so disorder'd, that he scarcely knew
H s way, or what unwi el dly weight he threw.
Hi s knocki ng knees are bent beneath the | oad,
And shiv'ring cold congeals his vital bl ood.
The stone drops fromhis arms, and, falling short
For want of vigor, nocks his vain effort.
And as, when heavy sleep has clos'd the sight,
The sickly fancy labors in the night;
W seemto run; and, destitute of force
Qur sinking linbs forsake us in the course:
In vain we heave for breath; in vain we cry;
The nerves, unbrac'd, their usual strength deny;
And on the tongue the falt'ring accents die:
So Turnus far'd; whatever neans he tried,
Al'l force of arnms and points of art enploy'd,
The Fury flew athwart, and nade th' endeavor void.
A thousand various thoughts his soul confound;
He star'd about, nor aid nor issue found;
Hi s own nen stop the pass, and his own walls surround.
Once nore he pauses, and | ooks out again,
And seeks the goddess charioteer in vain.
Trenbling he views the thund ring chief advance,



And brandi shing aloft the deadly | ance:

Amaz' d he cow rs beneath his conqu'ring foe,

Forgets to ward, and waits the coning bl ow

Astonish'd while he stands, and fix'd with fear

Aimd at his shield he sees th' inpending spear.
The hero neasur'd first, with narrow view,

The destin'd mark; and, rising as he threw,

Wth its full swing the fatal weapon flew.

Not with less rage the rattling thunder falls,

O stones frombatt'ring-engines break the walls:

Swift as a whirlwind, froman armso strong,

The |l ance drove on, and bore the death al ong.

Naught could his sev'nfold shield the prince avail

Nor aught, beneath his arnms, the coat of mail

It pierc'd thro' all, and with a grisly wound

Transfix'd his thigh, and doubled himto ground.

Wth groans the Latins rend the vaulted sky:

Wods, hills, and valleys, to the voice reply.
Now | ow on earth the lofty chief is laid,

Wth eyes cast upward, and with arnms display'd,

And, recreant, thus to the proud victor pray'd:

"I know nmy death deserv'd, nor hope to live:

Use what the gods and thy good fortune give.

Yet think, Othink, if nercy may be shown-

Thou hadst a father once, and hast a son-

Pity ny sire, now sinking to the grave;

And for Anchises' sake old Daunus save!

O, if thy vow d revenge pursue ny death,

Gve to ny friends ny body void of breath!

The Latian chiefs have seen nme beg ny life;

Thine is the conquest, thine the royal w fe:

Against a yielded man, 't is nean ignoble strife."
In deep suspense the Trojan seemid to stand,

And, just prepar'd to strike, repress'd his hand.

He roll'd his eyes, and ev'ry nmonent felt

His manly soul with nore conpassion nelt;

When, casting down a casual gl ance, he spied

The golden belt that glitter'd on his side,

The fatal spoils which haughty Turnus tore

From dying Pallas, and in triunph wore.

Then, rous'd anew to wath, he loudly cries

(Flames, while he spoke, canme flashing fromhis eyes)

"Traitor, dost thou, dost thou to grace pretend,

Cad, as thou art, in trophies of ny friend?

To his sad soul a grateful off'ring go!

"T is Pallas, Pallas gives this deadly bl ow "

He rais'd his armaloft, and, at the word,

Deep in his bosom drove the shining sword.

The streaning bl ood distain'd his arns around,

And the disdainful soul canme rushing thro' the wound.

THE END-
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