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A/AS Verse Set Text 2006  

Virgil  Selections from Aeneid Book I0 

AS: (i) 1-117, 362-509

(ii) 606-746, 769-908

A2:(i) 1-117, 215-245, 362-542
(ii) 543-746, 769-908

Lines 1 – 117

1 – 15: Jupiter orders the gods to cease from strife until Carthage makes war on Rome

1. Meanwhile, the house of almighty Olympus opened wide

2. and the father of gods and men called a council meeting

3. into his starry home, from where, on high, over all the lands

4. and over the camp of the Trojans and over the Latin peoples he gazed.

5. They sat down in the hall with its double opening; Jupiter himself began:

6. “Great gods, why has your decision

7. been reversed by you, and why do you compete so much with hostile hearts?

8. I had forbidden Italy to clash with the Trojans in war.

9. What is this disobedience of what has been forbidden? What fear (…..)

10. has swayed either the one side (aut hos) or the other to pursue warfare and provoke battle?

11. There will come a proper time for battle, do not bring it on,

12. when fierce Carthage one day will launch (immittet) against Rome’s citadels

13. great destruction, having forced open the Alps.

14. Then you will be allowed to contest with your hates, then you can take plunder.

15. For now, let it be; be happy to settle the pact which has been decided on. 

Lines 16 – 62: Venus laments the woes of the Trojans and asks that Ascanius at least may be saved

16. This is what Jupiter said, in a few words: but in reply golden Venus

17. said in not a few words:

18. “O father, O eternal power of men and of the world!

19. For what other power is there, to which we may now appeal?

20. You see how the Rutulians are exulting and how Turnus is being carried

21. through the midst (of the Trojans), conspicuous for his horses and proud in the success

22.  of his warfare, he rushes on? No longer do the closed fortifications protect the Trojans.

23. Indeed they are engaging in battle within the gates and on the very

24.  ramparts of the walls and the ditches are overflowing with blood.

25. Aeneas is away, unaware. Will you never allow (sines) there to be a relief 

26. from the siege (…)?  Again an enemy threatens the walls

27. of  growing Troy, with another army;

28. and yet again there rises up against the Trojans the man from Aeotlian Arpi –

29. Diomedes. Indeed I believe, wounds still await me,

30. and I, though your offspring, am delaying mortal arms!

31. If without your approval and against your divine power the Trojans

32. have made for Italy, let them atone for their sins and (….)

33. do not help them (illos) with aid: but if they have come in obedience to so many prophecies

34. which the gods above and the shades below were giving, why now (…) can (potest) anyone

35. overturn your commands? Or form a new fate?

36. Why should I mention again the fleets burnt out on Eryx’s shore?

37. Why should I mention the king of the storms and the raging winds

38. roused from Aetolia or Iris sent from the clouds?

39. Now she rouses (movet) even the demons – this part of creation (sors rerum) remained untried –

40. (….) (….) – (….) and, suddenly unleashed on the upper world

41. Allecto has run riot through the middle of the cities of the Italians.

42. I am not excited any longer by an empire; I did hope for that,

43. while there was Fortune on our side; may those win who you prefer to win.

44. If there is no region that your harsh (dura) wife will grant to the Trojans

45. (….), by the smoking ruins of overturned Troy

46. (….) I beseech you, may I be permitted to send away from the battle

47. Ascanius, safe, may my grandson survive.

48. By all means let Aeneas be tossed  in unknown waters

49. and follow whatever path Fortune may have given to him;

50. but may I be able to protect Ascanius (hunc) steal him from the dreadful fight.

51. Amathus is mine, so is lofty Paphus and Cythera

52. and the temple of Idalia: putting down his armour, without glory,

53. let him live out his life in one of these places (hic).  Give your order that with great authority

54. Carthage should oppress Italy; from there, there will be no opposition (obstabit) to the cities

55.  (….)  of Tyre. What benefit was it (iuvit) that he escaped the plague of war

56.  (….) and fled through the fires of the Greeks,

57.  and so many dangers he endured over the seas and vast land,

58. while the Trojans were seeking Latium and a rebuilt Troy?

59. Wouldn’t it have been better to have settled on the ashes of their fatherland,

60. on the soil where Troy had been? Give back (redde) Xanthus and Simois

61.  (….), I beg, to these wretched people and  again (….) (….)

62.  allow,  Father,  the Trojans (Teucris)  to retrace (revolvere)  the disaster (casus) of Troy.”

Lines 63 – 95: Juno bitterly reproaches Venus, saying that Turnus and his Rutulians deserve help just as much as the Trojans.

 



then queenly Juno,

63. driven on by heavy rage said: “Why do you compel me to break (rumpere) my deep silence

64. (….), and lay open in words my hidden grief?

65.  Did anyone, human or divine, compel Aeneas

66. to follow the path of war, or to inflict himself as an enemy on King Latinus?

67. He made for Italy at the instigation of the fates, I grant you,

68. driven on by the ravings of Cassandra; surely we didn’t urge (hortati sumus) him to leave camp

69. (….)(….) or entrust his life to the winds?

70. or entrust the chief responsibility in the war or the walls to a boy

71. or disturb the good faith of the Etruscans or peaceful nations?

72.  Which god, what harsh power of mine drove (egit) him into deception?

73. (….) Where is Juno in this – or Iris, sent down from the clouds?

74. It is unfair, (so you say) , that the Italians encircle Troy with flames

75. just as it is growing, and for Turnus to  make a stand in his fatherland,

76. Turnus, the man whose grandfather is Pilumnus and whose mother is the goddess Venilia;

77.  What about the fact that the Trojans are bringing violence to the Latins with their dark torches,

78. pressing on farmland that belongs to others with the plough and carrying off plunder?

79.  What about them choosing fathers-in-law, taking away betrothed girls from their loved ones?

80.  Seeking peace with (outstretched) hand, but fastening arms to the front of their prows?

81.  You are able to steal away Aeneas out of the hands of the Greeks

82. and spread out in place of the hero a mist and empty breezes;

83. and you can turn a fleet into as many nymphs.

84. Is it wicked for me to have helped in some small way the Rutulians in reply?

85. Aeneas is away, unaware; let him stay away, unaware.

86. You have Paphus and Idalium, and lofty Cythera.

87. Why are you meddling with a city bursting for war and working on rough hearts?

88. Am I the one trying (conamur) to turn completely against you the unstable affairs of Phrygia?

89. (….) Me? Or wasn’t it that one who set (obiecit) the wretched Trojans against the Greeks?

90.  (….) What was the reason that there rose up in arms

91.  Europe and Asia, and that a treaty was broken by a theft?

92. Was it at my command that the Dardanian adulterer stormed Carthage?

93.  Did I give him the weapons, did I foment war through Cupid?

94.  That was when you should have feared for your people; now, too late with your complaints,

95. hardly justified, you get up and hurl your ineffective abuse.

95 – 117:  Jupiter declares that he will support neither side

96.  With such words did Juno speak, and all the gods (caelicolae) roared

97.  (….)  with divided assent; just as when (cum) the first blasts

98.  (….) caught by the woods roar, and roll about unseen

99.  rumblings,  giving warning to sailors of  winds to come.

100. Then the almighty father, whose power over the world is supreme

101. began to speak; as he spoke, the high house of the gods was silent,

102. and the earth shaken from its foundations; silent was the towering upper air;

103. then the west winds abated; the sea subdued its surface to a calm;

104. “Receive then and fix in your hearts these words of mine.

105. Since for the Italians to be joined in a treaty with the Trojans

106. is not permitted, and the discord between you has no end:

107. whatever fortune each has today,  whatever hope each pursues

108. whether he be Trojan or Rutulian, I will make no distinction,

109. whether the camp is held under siege through the fortune of the Itali

110. or through the wicked error of the Trojans and evil prophecies.

111. And I do not absolve the Rutulians. The undertaking of each (….)

112. will bring him (cuique) toil (laborem)  or good fortune. King Jupiter is impartial.

113. The fates shall find a way.”   By the rivers of his Stygian brother,

114. by their banks raging with pitch and black whirlpool

115. he nodded his assent, and made the whole of Olympus tremble with his nod.

116. This was the end of the discussion. Then from his golden throne Jupiter

117. rose,  and with him in the middle the gods led him to the threshold.

118- 145;
The Rutulians attack the Trojan camp. Ascanius is prominent in its defence.

146 – 162; Aeneas sails back after forming an alliance with Tarchon.

163 – 165; Tell, Muses, what Etruscan forces accompanied Aeneas.

166- 214; A list of the Etruscan chiefs including Ocnus, founder of Mantua

Lines 215 – 245 (A2 only)
Sea Nymphs urge Aeneas to relieve the Trojan Camp. Sighting it, Aeneas raises his shield on high and is greeted by a cheer from the besieged.

Lines 215 – 245 (A2 only)

Sea Nymphs urge Aeneas to relieve the Trojan Camp. Sighting it, Aeneas raises his shield on high and is greeted by a cheer from the besieged.

215
And now day had withdrawn from the sky, and kind (….)

216
Phoebe in her night-wandering chariot (curru) was trampling the middle of the sky.

217 Aeneas – for worry gave his limbs no rest – 

218 himself was seated, guiding the helm and seeing to the sails;

219 And suddenly, in the middle of his course, see! a band of his own

220 comrades came up to him; nymphs, which kind Cybele

221 had commanded (iusserat) to have power over the sea and change from ships to nymphs,

222 (….), were swimming beside him, cutting through the waves,

223 as many as the bronze prows which previously had stood at the shore.

224 They recognised their king from afar, and they moved around him in a dance.

225 The one of them who was most skilled in speaking -  Cymodocea –

226 following on behind, held the stern with her right hand,  in person (….)

227 emerged to her waist (dorso), and rowed beneath the calm water with her left hand.

228 Then she spoke thus to the unsuspecting Aeneas: “Are you awake, descendant of the gods,

229 Aeneas? Wake up and loosen the ropes for the sails.

230 We are pines from the sacred summit of Ida,

231 but now nymphs of the sea, your fleet. When the treacherous (….)

232 Rutulian was driving us (nos) headlong  with sword and fire,

233 we broke your moorings, unwillingly and (….) over the sea

234 we looked for you (teque). Our mother in pity remade us in this form

235 and granted that we be gods and that we live our lives beneath the waves.

236 But the boy Ascanius is held within a wall and ditches,

237 In the midst of weapons and the Latins bristling with war.

238 Already Arcadian cavalry, mixed with strong Etruscans occupy their appointed positions.

239 (….) (….). to station squadrons of horsemen in between to oppose them

240 so that they do not join up with the Trojans’ camp, is Turnus’ sure decision.

241 Come, arise and as dawn breaks, be first (primus) to order (iube)  the allies to be called

242  (…) to arms (.) and take your shield, which the fire-god (ignipotens) himself gave you

243 as unconquerable (….), and encircled its rims with gold.

244 Tomorrow’s light, if you think my words are not in vain,

245 Will see huge heaps of Rutulian slaughter.”

Lines 215 – 275 

Sea Nymphs urge Aeneas to relieve the Trojan Camp. Sighting it, Aeneas raises his shield on high and is greeted by a cheer from the besieged

Lines 276 – 286

Turnus is not dismayed. He inspires his men to attack the Trojans while they are engaged in the landing.

Lines 287 – 307

Aeneas’ forces land. Tarchon runs his ships ashore but his own ship is broken up by the surf.

Lines 308 – 361

The fight begins. Aeneas kills many of the enemy but Clausus claims many victims also. The battle continues fiercely

Lines 362- 509

The Arcadian cavalry retreat but are rallied by Pallas who wreaks havoc among the enemy, killing the formidable Halaesus

362.  But in another part, where a stream (torrens) had spread (impulerat) rolling rocks far and wide

363.   (….) (….) and bushes torn from its banks,

364. when Pallas saw (ut vidit Pallas) the Arcadians, unused to advancing in infantry formations

365. (….)(…)(…) turning their backs to the pursuing Latins –

366. since the rough condition of the terrain prompted (suasit) them to dispense with 

367.  (…) their horses  –  the only thing that remained in the desperate situation,

368. now, through prayer, now through bitter words did he inflame their courage:

369. Where are you fleeing to, my comrades? By you and your brave deeds,

370. by the name of your leader Evander and his victorious wars,

371. by my own hope, which rises now, rivalling the fame of my own father,

372. do not put your trust in running away. Breaking through the enemy with the sword –

373. that is how a way is to be made.  Where that mass of men presses most densely,

374. here your noble fatherland demands you and Pallas to be.

375. No divine powers oppress us; we are pressed hard by a mortal enemy,

376. being mortal ourselves. We have just as many hearts and hands as they.

377. See, the ocean with a great barrier of sea closes us in;

378. There is no land for our flight. Are we to head for the sea or the Trojan camp?”

379. This is what he said, and he burst through into the middle of the densely packed enemy.

380. Standing in his way first, driven on by malevolent fate,

381. was Lagus; (….) , as he was pulling up a rock of great weight

382. Pallas  hurled his weapon and pierced him (hunc), (…) (…)

383. through his middle where spine divided (discrimina…dabat) ribs (costis); and he tugged the spear

384. as it lodged in the bones. Bending over him, Hisbo did not take him unawares,

385. though this indeed was his hope; for Pallas, (….) (….)

386. while in a fury and charging (ruentem) without caution because of the cruel death of his comrade,

387. caught him first (ante),  and buried his sword in his swelling lung.

388. After this he attacked Sthenelus, and from the ancient line of Rhoetus,

389. Anchemolus, a man who dared to pollute the bedchamber of his stepmother.

390. You too fell in Rutulian fields, you twins

391. Larides and Thymber, offspring of Daucus, very much alike,

392. indistinguishable to your parents and a pleasing source of error;

393. But now Pallas gave you harsh distinction:

394. for from you, Thymber,  Evander’s sword removed the head;

395. your severed right hand, Larides,  searched for you its owner,

396. and your half-dead fingers flashed out and clutched again at the sword they held.

397. As for the Arcadians, inflamed by his warning and seeing the famous

398. deeds of their hero, a mixture of remorse and shame armed them against their enemy.

399. Then Pallas pierced (traicit) Rhoetus as he flew past in his two-horse chariot;

400. (….). This was the breathing-space and this much respite did Ilus have;

401. for it was at Ilus in the distance that he had aimed his mighty spear:

402. Rhoetus took it as he came between,  fleeing from you (te fugiens), noble Teuthras,

403. (…)(…) and your brother Tyres; and sent rolling from his chariot,

404.  he kicked Rutulian fields with his dying heels.

405. And just as, according to his wish, the winds have arisen in Summer,

406. the shepherd sets fire to the woods here and there;

407.  with all in between having suddenly caught fire there extends a continuous

408. ragged line of fire across the wide plains;

409. while he sits victorious watching the triumphant flames:

410. just in the same way did all the courage of your companions join in to one.

411. and help you, Pallas. But Halaesus, fierce in war

412. made for the enemy and concealed himself behind his armour.

413. He killed Ladon and Pheres and Demodocus;

414. hacked off with his gleaming sword Strymonius’ right hand

415. as it was raised to his throat; and with a rock he struck the face of Thoas,

416. and scattered his bones mixed with bloodstained brain.

417. His prophetic father had hidden Halaesus in the woods;

418. but when the old man relaxed his grey eyes in death,

419. the Fates lay hands on Halaesus and they consecrated him by the weapons

420. of Evander. Pallas made for him, having first made this prayer:

421. “Grant now, Father Tiber, to my weapon, which I brandish for a throw,

422. good fortune and a way through the breast of harsh Halaesus;

423. your oak will receive these arms and the spoils from this man.”

424. The god heard it;  Halaesus, while he defended Imaon,

425. unluckily exposed his unarmed breast to the Arcadian spear.

426. But  terrified as they were by the great slaughter of the hero,  Lausus, 

427. who played a great part in the war, did not abandon his forces: first it was Abas

428. standing against him,  whom he killed,  a block and impediment in the battle.

429. The offspring of Arcadia was laid low, as were the Etruscans,

430. and you Trojans, unscathed by the Greeks.

431. The battle lines clashed, matched in strength and leadership.

432. Those in the rear closed up the ranks; and the crowd (…….)

433. allowed neither weapons nor hands to move (moveri). On this side, Pallas urges and pushes,

434. on the other, Lausus in opposition – and there was not much difference in their ages –

435. both outstanding in beauty, but fortune had denied them

436. homecomings to their fatherland. But as for clashing with each other (inter se), 

437. nevertheless, (….) the ruler of great Olympus did not allow it (passus).

438. Soon each of their fates awaited them, at the hands of a greater enemy.

Lines 439 - 509

Turnus meets Pallas and slays him. Turnus exults and removes Pallas’ golden belt, an action which is later to seal his fate.

439. Meanwhile his dear sister warned Turnus (Turnum) to take the place of  Lausus

440. (….), and he cut through the middle of the line in his flying chariot.

441. When he saw his comrades (he said):  it is time to desist from fighting;

442. It is I alone who am going against Pallas; to me alone is Pallas

443. due;  I would like his parent himself to be here to watch.”

444. Thus he spoke, and his comrades retreated as ordered (iussi - Harrison) from the space.

445. But as the Rutulians left, the young man then wondering at (miratus) these arrogant orders

446. (….) was astonished at Turnus, and over his huge body

447. he rolled his eyes, and at a distance surveyed all of him with a stern gaze,

448. and with these words he answered the words of the tyrant:

449. “I shall now be praised either for taking the supreme spoils,

450. or for a glorious death; my father is prepared for either lot.

451. Lift your threats.” Having spoken, he proceeded to the middle of the plain.

452. The blood ran cold in the hearts of the Arcadians.

453. Turnus jumped down from his two horse chariot; and prepared to advance on foot

454. into close quarters. And like a lion, when it sees from a high look-out place

455. a bull standing afar off on the plain,  practising for battle 

456. flies towards it, such was the sight of Turnus as he approached.

457. When he thought that Turnus was near enough for a spear cast,

458. Pallas advanced first, to see if chance would favour him making a daring move,

459. though with inferior strength, and he spoke thus to the great heaven:

460. “By the hospitality of my father and his tables, to which you came as a visitor,

461. I pray that you, Hercules, may help my huge undertaking.

462. May he see me snatching bloody arms from him when at the point of death

463. and may Turnus’ dying eyes endure to see their conqueror.”

464. Hercules heard the young man, and (….) in the depths

465. of his heart he held back a huge (magnum) groan, and poured out pointless tears.

466. Then the father addressed his son with these kindly words:

467. “For each man his own day stands fixed; brief and irrecoverable is (est) the space

468. of life for all (…);  but to increase one’s fame through one’s deeds,

469. this is the task of courage. Beneath the high walls of Troy

470. so many sons of gods died; indeed, with them fell

471. Sarpedon, my own son. His own fate (fata), too, (….)

472. is calling Turnus (Turnum), and he has arrived at the limit of his allotted life.”

473. Thus he spoke, and he turned his eyes away from the fields of the Rutulians.

474. But Pallas cast his spear with great force 

475. and snatched his gleaming sword from its hollow sheath.

476. The spear, flying on, hit (incidit) where the top of the shoulder’s protection juts up

477. (….) and, forcing its way through the rim of the shield,

478. finally,  actually grazed the great body of Turnus.

479. Then Turnus, aiming for a long time (diu librans) his shaft of oak pointed with sharp iron

480. (….)(….)threw it at Pallas, and spoke thus:

481. “See whether my spear is more piercing.”

482. He finished speaking; but the shield, which was so many layers of iron, so many of bronze

483. and though wrapped round so many times and protected by the hide of a bull

484. was pierced through the middle by the point’s quivering impact,

485. which perforated the barrier of  his breastplate and his mighty chest.

486. Pallas tore the warm weapon from the wound but in vain:

487. By the same route both his blood and his spirit followed.

488. He fell on to his wound; his armour sounded over him

489. and as he died he hit enemy soil with his bloody face.

490. Standing over him, Turnus said:

491. “Arcadians, remember to take back these my words 

492. to Evander:  I am sending Pallas back to him in the state he deserved.

493. Whatever honour there is in a tomb, whatever consolation there is in a burial, 

494. I freely give it. His hospitality (hospitia) to Aeneas will cost him dear

495. (….). Having said this, with his left foot he pressed down

496. on the corpse, snatching off the enormous weight of the belt,

497. and its engraved wickedness;  under the cover of one wedding-night

498. a band of young men horribly slaughtered, and bloody bedrooms,

499. things which Clonus, son of Eurytus had embossed with much gold:

500. and now Turnus triumphed at this spoil and rejoiced at having taken possession of it.

501. How unmindful of fate and destiny is the mind of men

502. and of how to preserve moderation when uplifted by success!

503. There will come a time for Turnus when he will wish that at a great price he had bought

504. Pallas’ safety, and when he will hate (oderit)  those spoils and and this day.

505. (….). But his friends with much groaning and weeping

506. placed Pallas on his shield and in a crowd carried him back.

507. O you who will return as a great grief and glory to your father!

508. This day first gave you to war, and this same day took you away,

509. although, nevertheless, you leave behind huge piles of Rutulians.

End of Part 1 prescription for AS
A2 only
Lines 510 - 605

Aeneas hews his way through the enemy, slaying a host of warriors. He reaches the Trojan camp and relieves the siege.

510. And now not a rumour of so great an evil but a more trustworthy informant

511. came flying to Aeneas, that his men (suos) were (esse) with a hair’s breadth of destruction

512. (….) (….) and that it was time to come to the aid of the routed Trojans.

513. With his sword he mowed down everything around him and over the wide battle line

514. he blazed a swathe with his blade, and it was you, Turnus, arrogant

515. from your recent slaughter, that he was seeking. Pallas, Evander, before his very

516. eyes, the whole scene, the tables – the first which he, as a stranger,

517. visited at that time, the pledges which were given. At this point (hic), the sons of Sulmo,

518. four young men, and just as many reared by Ufens,

519. he snatched alive to kill as an offering to the shades,

520. and he drenched the flames of the funeral pyre with captive blood.

521. The from a distance he hurled a hostile spear at Magus.

522. He cleverly ducked, and the quivering spear flew over him,

523. and embracing his knees, he spoke these words in supplication:

524. ‘By your father’s shade and the hopes of the growing Iulus,

525. I pray that you spare this soul for the sake of both my son and my father.

526. I have a lofty house; deep within lie buried talents

527. of engraved silver; I have weights of gold, worked

528. and un-worked. Not on this does the victory of the Trojans

529. turn, nor will one life make so great a difference.”

530. He finished speaking. In reply Aeneas retorted thus:

531. “The many talents of silver and gold which you mention

532. keep for your children. Those (ista) bargains of war Turnus

533. has destroyed (….)  already earlier at that moment when Pallas was slain.

534. This the ghost of my father Anchises has decided, this is what Iulus has decided.

535. having spoken thus he held his helmet in his left hand and bending back

536. his neck, even as he pleaded, pushed his sword in up to the hilt.

537. Not far from here was Haemonides, priest of Apollo and Diana

538. whose temples a band bound with its sacred fillets,

539. all shining with white robe and insignia;

540. meeting him, Aeneas drove him over the plain and standing over him where he had fallen

541. he made a sacrifice of him, and shrouded him with his huge shadow; his arms Serestus

542. picked up and carried back on his shoulders as a trophy for you, King Mars.

End of Part 1 prescription for A2

Start of Part 2 prescription for A2
Lines 543 - 606

543. Born from the family of Vulcan, Caeculus renewed the battle-lines

544. (….) together with Umbro coming from the mountains of the Marsi.

545. Against them raged Dardanus’ descendant. With his sword he had cut off Anxur’s left arm

546. and all the circle of his shield (….) to the ground (terrae for ferro – sc. Harrison).

547. He had made some boast,  and he believed (crediderat) that there would be force to back his word

548. (….) , and perhaps he was raising his spirit to heaven,

549. and had promised himself white hair and long years of life; - 

550. Tarquitus, exulting on the other side in his shining armour,

551. whom the nymph Dryope had borne to forest-living Daunus,

552.  came face to face with blazing Aeneas. He, drawing back

553. and throwing his spear, pierced the cuirass and huge burden of his shield;

554. Then as the head  of the man begged in vain and prepared to say (dicere) more,

555. (….) , he lopped it off on to the ground,  and rolling (volvens) the warm trunk

556. he spoke these words over it with hatred in his heart:

557. Lie there now, fearsome man! Your , loving mother will not

558. bury you in the ground, nor will she load your limbs into an ancestral tomb:

559. you will be left for the wild birds, or submerged in its flood

560.  the waters will carry you away, and the hungry fish will lick your wounds.”

561. At once he pursued (persequitur) Antaeus and Leuca, Turnus’ front line,

562. (…..) and strong Numa and tawny Camers,

563. sprung from heroic Volcens, the most rich in land

564. that there was amongst the Italians and who ruled over silent Amyclae.

565. Just like Aegaeon, who, so they say,  had 100 arms, 

566. each with its 100 hands, and from 50 mouths (….)

567. and chests fire (ignem) blazed out, when against the thunderbolts of Jupiter

568. he clattered with so many matching shields, and drew so many swords:

569. Just so did Aeneas rampage victorious over the whole plain

570. when once the point of his sword grew warm. In fact see now, he made for (tendit) Niphaeus’

571. four-horse team and their breasts full on (….)

572. and they, when they saw him (ut videre) taking great strides towards them and roaring terribly,

573. (….) (….) turning in fear and rushing backwards

574. poured out their owner and pulled the chariot to the shore.

575. Meanwhile, Leucagus in his white two-horsed chariot charged

576. into the midst, together with his brother Liger; the brother with the reins

577. steered the horses, while fierce Lucagus drew and swung his sword around.

578. Aeneas scarcely withstood them as they raged with such great fervour:

579. he rushed in and with his spear in front of him appeared huge.

580. Liger said to him:

581. “It’s not the horses of Diomedes, nor the chariot of Achilles that you see

582. or the plains of Phrygia; now the end of the war and of your life

583. will be given in these lands.” From furious Liger (Ligeri) far and wide (….)

584. did these (talia) words fly (….) ; but the Trojan hero did not

585. prepare words in reply; for he hurled his javelin at the enemy.

586. As Lucagus, bending forward to apply the lash with the flat of his sword

587. urged on his two-horse team, while with his left foot forward,

588. he was getting himself ready for the fight, (Aeneas’) spear went under the bottom of the rim

589. of his gleaming shield, then pierced his left groin;

590. thrown out from the chariot, he rolled on the ground dying.

591. Dutiful Aeneas addressed him with these bitter words:

592. “Leucagus, it was no sluggish flight of horses which betrayed (prodidit) your chariot

593. (….), nor empty shadows which turned your horse away from the enemy.

594. It was you who deserted your team by jumping from your chariot.”  Speaking thus,

595. he seized hold of the two-horse team; the brother held out useless

596. palms, the wretched man and, slipping down from the same chariot,

597. said: “By you, by the parents who made you such as you are,

598. hero of Troy, spare this life and take pity on my entreaty.”

599. In reply to his many appeals, Aeneas said: “These are not the words (dicta) which just now 

600. (….) you were uttering. Die and, as a brother, do not desert your brother.”

601. Then, with his sword he opened up his chest, the hiding-place of his life breath.

602. Such were the deaths he dealt over the plains, the leader

603. of the Trojans, raging in the manner of (more furens) a torrent of water or a black whirlwind.

604. (….) (….). At last they broke out of the camp and left,

605. the boy Ascanius and the young men, besieged in vain.

Beginning of AS prescription Part 2 and A2 prescription (cont.)

Lines 606 – 688; 

Juno is allowed to delay Turnus’ fate. She makes a phantom in the likeness of Aeneas. It boards a ship and, when Turnus follows, disappears. Juno sets the ship adrift; Turnus is only prevented by Juno from committing suicide

606. Then Jupiter addressed Juno of his own accord:

607. “O, sister mine and likewise most pleasing wife,

608. just as you thought, – and you were not wrong – it is Venus 

609. who is supporting the Trojan forces not, active in war,

610. their men’s right arms nor their fierce spirit or their ability to endure danger.”

611. To him Juno replied humbly: “Why, O most handsome husband,

612. do you taunt me, weak as I am and fearing you grim words?

613. If,  as for me it  once had, and rightly so,

614. there were influence in my love, then you would not deny me this – 

615. O, all-powerful one, that I might be able (possem) both to steal Turnus away from battle

616. and (….) preserve him safe and sound for his father Daunus.

617. Now, let him perish. Let him pay the penalty to the Trojans with his god-fearing blood.

618. But he draws his name from our line

619. and Pilumnus was his fourth father; and he with generous hand (manu) (…)

620. often piled your (tua) threshold with many gifts (….).”

621.  To her the king of heavenly Olympus spoke briefly thus:

622. “If it is a delay in the imminent death and time for the doomed

623. young man which is being requested, and you realise that I ordain this on these terms,

624. carry Turnus away in flight and snatch him from the fates which press hard on him.

625. This far it is permitted for me to indulge you. But if any far more reaching (….)

626. favour lurks beneath these (illis) prayers, and you think (putas) that the whole (….)

627. war can be shifted or influenced (….), then you are feeding empty hopes.”

628. And Juno, in tears, said: “What if, what you begrudge to say openly,

629. you were to grant in your mind, and  this life were to remain assured for Turnus?

630. Now a dreadful end awaits him, though guiltless; or I am (….)

631. being carried away devoid of truth (veri). But how I would rather be deluded  (ludar) by false fear,

632. and you who have the power  would alter for the better your intentions!”

633. When she had said this,  from the high heaven (se)

634. she launched herself, driving ahead a storm, shrouded in a cloud, 

635. and made for the Trojan battle-line and the Laurentine camp.

636. Then the goddess made from a hollow cloud an insubstantial phantom without strength

637. in the likeness of Aeneas, a marvel wonderful to see,

638. and she equipped it with Trojan weapons, a shield and crests

639. of his divine head she imitated, giving it meaningless words;

640. she gave it mindless utterances, and fashioned the steps as he walked.:

641. like the ghosts that are commonly believed to flit about after death,

642. or in dreams which deceive the senses when lulled into sleep.

643. But this phantom pranced ahead of the front rank

644. and goaded the hero with its weapons and provoked him with its words.

645. Turned pressed hard  on it and from a distance cast (conicit) his whistling spear

646. (….). The phantom, turning its back, changed direction.

647. Then indeed,  when Turnus believed (credidit) that Aeneas had turned away,

648. (….) and in his disturbed state seized on the empty hope in his mind, he said:

649. “Where are you fleeing to, Aeneas? Do not desert your promised marriage.

650. The land you have sought over the seas shall be granted to you by this right hand.”

651. Shouting thus he chased him and flashed his drawn

652. sword-point, and he didn’t see that the winds were carrying away his (hopes) of joy.

653. By chance, a ship jointed to a quay of a high rock

654. stood with its ladder put out and with its gangway readied,

655. a ship in which King Osinius had been brought from the district of Clusium.

656. To this place the trembling ghost of the fugitive Aeneas hurled (conicit) itself

657. (….) to hide; and no slower did Turnus bear down,

658.  he overcame the obstacles, and leaped over the high gangplanks.

659. Hardly had he reached the prow, than Juno broke the cable,

660. and bore the ship off swept away over the ebbing waters.

661. But Aeneas demanded him for battle in his absence.

662. and sent many bodies of men that got in his way to their death.

663. Then the insubstantial phantom sought hiding no more

664. but flying up into the sky, evaporated into a black cloud,

665. while all this time a whirlwind carried Turnus over the middle of the sea.

666. Unaware of his plight, he looked back unappreciative of his deliverance,

667. and as he spoke he raised both hands to the stars:

668. “Almighty father, did you consider (duxisti) me worthy of so great a reproach

669. (….) and did you want me to pay such a penalty?

670. Where am I being taken? Where have I come from? What flight takes me away, whom does it bring back?

671. Shall I see the walls and camp of Laurentum again?

672. What about that band of men, who followed me and my arms?

673. men who, o wickedness, I have abandoned in the midst of unspeakable death,

674. and whom I now see wandering about, and the groans of those dying

675. which I hear? What am I to do?  What land (terra) sufficiently deep would gape open

676. (….) for me?  O rather would you winds take pity on me;

677. carry (ferte)  my ship (ratem) on to cliffs, on to rocks – I Turnus gladly beseech you –

678. (….) (….), send me on to the savage shallows of a sandbank – 

679. on to which neither the Rutulians nor any rumour of my disgrace may follow me.”

680. Saying this, he wavered in his mind now this now that,

681. whether, in his madness, and on account of such great disgrace he should

682. cast himself (induat) on his sword-point (mucrone) and drive the cruel sword through his ribs;

683. or  cast himself amongst the waves, and by swimming seek (petat) the curved (curva) shore

684. (….) (….), and return himself again to the battle with the Trojans.

685. Three times he tried each course of action; three times mighty Juno

686. held him back, and held the young man in check, pitying him in her heart.

687. [image: image2.wmf] 

 

He glided on cutting through the high sea with favourable waves and current,

688. and was carried along to the ancient city of his father Daunus.

Lines 689 - 746

Mezentius joins the battle and holds his ground against all attacks. 

He kills many but is warned of his own approaching death

689. But meanwhile Mezentius, on the instructions of Jupiter, burning

690. entered the battle, and attacked the triumphant  Trojans.

691. The Etruscan lines charged together, and upon the lone man with all their 

692. hatred and massed weapons they pressed.

693. He, like a cliff, which projects out in the wide sea,

694. facing the fury of the winds and exposed to the sea 

695. endures the whole force and threats of the sky and the sea,

696. itself remaining unmoved, struck to the ground (sternit humi) Hebrus , the offspring of Dolichaeon

697. (…)(….); and with him also Latagus and fleeing Palmus,

698. but Latagus he attacked (occupat) with a massive boulder broken from a mountain,

699. (….) in his mouth and full in the face; Palmus with his knee having been cut through (succiso)

700. (….) he allowed to roll about, crippled; he gave (donat) the armour to Lausus 

701. to wear on his shoulders and his crests to wear on his head.

702. And furthermore, he laid low Phrygian Evanthes and (….) Mimas 

703. the peer and companion of Paris (Paridisque), whom (…)(…….)Theano 

704. brought to the light, fathered by Amycus,  on the same night as (una nocte), pregnant with a torch,

705. the royal daughter of Cisseus brought forth Paris; Paris lies (occubat) in his father’s city,

706. (….) while the Laurentian shore holds Mimas, though he is a stranger to it.

707. And he just like a boar (aper), driven (actus) down from the high mountains by snapping dogs,

708. (….) (….) which pine-bearing Vesulus for many years has

709. defended, or one which for many years , the Laurentine marsh defends (…..) 

710. fed on the reedy vegetation (silva),  after it has come amongst the nets,

711.  it has halted, roared fiercely, bristled across its shoulders,

712. and no one had the courage to get angry with it or approach any closer,

713. but press on from a safe distance with their spears and shouts:

714. just so, of those who had a just cause for anger against Mezentius 

715. not one had the courage to engage with drawn sword;;

716. but they provoked him from afar with their missiles and loud shouting;

717. but he fearlessly turns slowly in all directions

718. grinding with his teeth, and shakes the spears from his shield.

719. From the ancient territory of Corynthus had come Acron,

720. a man of Greece, a fugitive, leaving behind an unfinished marriage.

721. When Mezentius from a distance saw him causing confusion in the thick of the battle,

722. crimson with feathers and with the purple given him by his promised bride,

723. just as often  a starving lion wanders among the high-sided pens – 

724. for his mad hunger persuades him -  if by chance he has caught sight of (conspexit) a fleeing

725. (….) goat or a towering antlered stag,

726.  he rejoices, his mouth gaping enormously, he has raised its mane and pounces,

727. throwing himself on its entrails; the foul blood (cruor) washes his remorseless

728. mouth (….)

729. Just so did the eager Mezentius rush against the packed enemy.

730. Unfortunate Acron was laid low, and with his heels (….)

731. he struck the black (taetrum) soil as he died and he stained with blood the broken weapons.

732. And the same man did not deign to lay low (sternere)  Orodes as he fled

733. (….), or inflict an unseen wound on him with a spear-cast.

734. He ran to block his path and meet him head on, and man to man

735. he met him, a better man not by stealth but by prowess in arms.

736. Then with his foot placed on the fallen man and leaning on his spear:

737. “A part of the war not to be scorned, my men, loft Orodes lies low.”

738. His comrades shouted a happy paean as they followed.

739. But he as he dies said: “Whoever you are, you will not enjoy (laetabere) 

740. for long your victory over me un-avenged. (me. . inulto). On you too fate 

741. looks in similar fashion, and soon the same earth will hold you.”

742. In reply, Mezentius, smirking, but with anger mixed in said:

743. “Now die. But as for me, let the father of the gods and the king of men

744. see to it.” Saying this he drew out his spear from the body.

745. On Orodes’ eyes pressed a cruel repose and a sleep (somnus) of iron.

746. (….). His eyes closed in eternal night.

Lines 769 – 832:

As the battle rages Aeneas and Mezentius meet. The wounded Mezentius is saved by his son Lausus and carried off the battlefield. Aeneas kills Lausus but pities his fatal devotion to his father.

769. On the other side, Aeneas, seeing him in the line from a long way off,

770. prepared to meet him. Mezentius remained unperturbed,

771. waiting for his great-hearted opponent, standing there in his great bulk;

772. and measuring out with his eyes the distance, enough for a spear-throw,

773. he said: “ Let my right hand (…)  – the thing I worship – and the weapon that I balance to throw

774. now aid me (mihi); I vow that you yourself, Lausus, (ipsum te, Lause)(…)(…)(…) will be

775. dressed in the spoils torn from the body of the plunderer, (praedonis corpore raptis)as a trophy

776. of Aeneas.” He finished speaking, and from a distance threw (iecit) his whistling spear

777.  (….); But as it flew, it was knocked aside by his shield and far off

778. it pierced the noble Antores between his side and groin,

779. Antores, the companion of Hercules, who having been sent from Argos

780. had attached himself to Evander, and had settled in an Italian city.

781. The unlucky man was laid low by  a wound meant for someone else (….)

782. looked up at the sky (caelum) , and as he died remembered sweet Argos.

783. The dutiful Aeneas threw his spear;  (….) through the circular

784. convex shield with three layers of bronze, through the linen layers, and the three

785. bulls’ hides covering, it (illa)  passed through, and the point lodged

786. in his groin; but it did not carry force.  Quickly (….)

787. Aeneas, seeing with joy the blood of the Etruscan,

788. snatched his sword (ensem) from his thigh and hotly pressed forward against the fearful enemy.

789. Through love of his dear father, Lausus groaned heavily

790. when he saw him; and tears rolled down his face.

791. Here, concerning the misfortune of your harsh death and your excellent deeds,

792. if some antiquity is going to confer credibility to so great an exploit,

793. I will not remain silent, nor concerning you either, famous young man.

794. Mezentius, moving back, helpless and hampered

795. was yielding, and was dragging the enemy spear with his shield.

796. The young man burst forward and involved himself in the battle;

797. and as Aeneas was lifting his right arm and delivering a blow, 

798. he ran under the sword and Aeneas himself (….)

799. he checked with a delaying action (morando); his comrades followed with a great shout,

800. until the father could leave, protected by the shield of his son;

801. They threw their weapons, and from a distance drove the enemy away

802. with their missiles. Aeneas raged, but under cover he held his ground.

803. And just as whenever storm-clouds, with hail pouring out,

804. rush down, every ploughman scatters from the plains,

805. and every farmer and traveller takes shelter in a safe refuge,

806. or in the banks of a river, or in the overhang of a high rock,

807. for as long as it rains over the earth, so that when the sun returns they may

808. spend the day at their work: just in the same way overwhelmed on all sides by weapons

809. Aeneas withstood (sustinet) the storm-cloud of war, until all its thundering should subside

810. (….),  and it was Lausus he taunted, Lausus he threatened:

811. “ Where are you rushing, you who are going to die, and daring things too great for your strength?

812. Your loyalty tricks you into incaution.” No less did Lausus

813. exult, in his madness. Now even higher did the fierce rage

814. rise up in the Trojan leader, and for (….)  Lausus

815. the Fates gathered up the last (extrema) threads: for Aeneas drove his strong sword

816. through the middle of the young man and totally buried it.

817. The point went through the shield, and arms too light for someone who threatens

818. and through his tunic, which his mother had embroidered with soft gold,

819. and blood filled its folds; then his life departed (concessit) through the air

820. (….) sadly towards the spirits of the dead, and left his body behind.

821. But when indeed he saw the face and features of the dying young man

822. the son of Anchises, growing pale in a strange way,

823. groaned heavily in pity and held out his right hand

824. the picture of his love for his father came into his mind.

825. “ What now for you, pitiable boy, for those glorious deeds,

826. What will dutiful Aeneas give to one worthy of so great a temperament?

827. Keep your arms, in which you delighted; I am returning (remitto) you (….)

828. to the shades and ashes of your ancestors, if that is any concern to you (….).

829. With this, however, you will find some solace for your wretched death, unhappy one:

830. You fall by the right hand of great Aeneas.” Before they did anything, he rebuked

831. his hesitating comrades, lifted him up from the ground

832. fouling with blood his hair, arranged in the customary way. 

Lines 833 - 908

Mezentius hearing of his son’s death mounts his horse and rides to confront Aeneas. He vainly showers Aeneas with javelins; Aeneas pierces the head of Mezentius’ horse with a spear and stands over Mezentius as he lies pinned to the ground. Mezentius seeks no pity but asks to be buried with his son.

833. Meanwhile his father, by the stream of the river Tiber

834. was staunching his wounds with water, and was resting his body

835. leaning against the trunk of a tree. Some way off, from the branches, his bronze

836. helmet was hanging and his heavy armour lay at rest in a meadow.

837. Around him stood selected young men; he himself, weak, panting,

838. was supporting his neck, with his flowing beard hanging down on his chest;

839. Many a question he kept asking about Lausus, many people he sent back

840. to recall him, and to carry the orders of  his sad father.

841. But as for Lausus, his comrades were carrying him on his arms, dead, 

842. weeping for him, a mighty man overcome by a mighty wound.

843. Mezentius’ mind recognised from far off the groaning, with a foreboding of evil.

844. He fouled his white hair with much dust, both

845. of his palms he held up to the sky and he clung to the body

846. “Did such great desire of living possess me, my son,

847. that on my behalf I allowed to come under an enemy’s right arm

848. one whom I sired?  Am I your father saved by these wounds of yours,

849. alive because of your death? Alas, now finally for me in my misery

850. is my exile wretched! Now is my wound driven deep!

851. It is I, my son, who have stained your name with my guilt,

852. driven through hatred from the throne and sceptre of my father.

853. I already owed a debt of punishment to my country and to the hatred of my people:

854. I myself wish I had given up my guilty life for every kind of death.

855. Now I am alive, nor yet do I leave mankind nor the light of day:

856. but I shall leave.”  At he same time as he said this he raised himself (se) on to his weak

857. thigh, and although his strength was failing because of the deep wound,

858. not disheartened, he ordered his horse to be led  to him. This was his glory,

859. this was his consolation; on this horse he came off victorious from all (omnibus) wars

860. (….). He addressed it as it grieved, and began to speak with these words:

861. “Rhaebus, for a long time - if a long time is any reality at all for mortals –

862. we have lived. Today, either you will bring back (referes) victorious those blood-stained spoils

863. and head of Aeneas (….), and Lausus’ pain

864. you avenge with me, or if no force can open a way,

865. you will fall together with me. For I do not believe, most brave one, 

866. you will deign to accept another’s command and Trojan masters.”

867. He finished speaking, and mounting on to its back, he set in place his familiar

868. limbs, both hands he loaded with sharp javelins,

869. his head shining with bronze, shaggy with a plume of horse-hair.

870. Thus swiftly did he set his course for the middle of the enemy. There seethed a huge

871. sense of shame and a madness mingled with grief, all in the one heart,

872. (as well as a love driven on by rage, and courage aware of itself.)
(This line omitted in many manuscripts)
873. And then he called on Aeneas three times in a loud voice.

874. Aeneas indeed recognised him and joyfully prayed:

875. “May that father of the gods make it happen, may high Apollo bring it about

876. that you begin to join battle!” 

877. Having spoken this much, he went to meet him with hostile spear.

878. He replied: “Why do you , most savage man, now that my son has been snatched away from me

879. try to terrify me? That was the only way in which you could destroy me.

880. Neither do I fear death, nor have regard for any of the gods.

881. Cease: for I come here to die, and I bring to you these 

882. gifts first.” He spoke, and hurled his weapon at the enemy;

883. then another, and another he planted as he flew around

884. in a huge circle; but the golden boss of the shield withstood them.

885. Three times in circles to the left he rode around Aeneas as he stood by,

886. throwing from hand his weapons; three times (….) the Trojan hero

887. carried around with him (secum) a fearful forest in his bronze shield.

888. Then, when he tired of dragging out so many delays, and tearing out (vellere) so many darts

889. (….) , and was hard pressed since he had engaged in an unequal fight,

890. turning over many things in his mind he now finally broke out and, between

891. the concave temples of the spirited horse, he hurled his spear.

892. The horse reared up, erect, and with its hooves beat (verberat) the air

893. (….), and fell itself on top its thrown rider 

894. pinning him down and collapsed headfirst with its shoulder out of joint.

895. With their shout the Trojans and Latins set the sky alight.

896. Aeneas flew up and snatched his sword from its sheath,

897. and standing over him, said this: “Where now is that fierce Mezentius, and that

898. wild strength of mind? In reply the Etruscan, as he (….)

899. gazed at the sky and gulped in air (aurum) ,  and recovered his senses, said

900. “Bitter enemy, why do you taunt me and threaten me with death?

901. There is no sin in slaughtering me, nor did I come into battle on such a condition;

902. neither did my Lausus make this bargain with you on my behalf.

903. This one thing I beg, by mercy if there is any for defeated enemies:

904. that you allow my body to be covered with earth. I know that the bitter hatred (odia) of my people

905. surrounds me (….): keep this rage away, I beg;

906. and grant that I may share in the tomb of my son.”

907. He said this and, fully conscious, received the sword in his throat, 

908. and, as his blood spurted onto his armour, he poured out his life.
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