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TO HIS

ROYAL HIGHNESS

FREDERICK

Prince of WALE s

May it pleafé- Your Royal Highnefs,.

5] AM not {o vain as to think
this Tranflation, in it-felf,
worthy of You; it is the
Name of VireciL, and the Subject
of his Poem, that muft excufe me

to




w DEDICATIO N.

to Your Rovar Hicungss. As
it treats of a Prince, whofe Chief
Character 1s Humanity and Good-
Nature, I know not where it could
be addrefsd {o properly. He is a
Prince of all the moft amiable Qua-
lities; a Preferver of the State;
a Lover of his People; and a Friend
to Mankind. In this View, I know
but One Impropriety that can be
objected to my Offering it to Your
Rovar Hicuness; it may be faid,
that You have {carce any need
of {uch a Pattern. I forefaw that
Objection; and am glad to own that
it is a ftrong one. However, it may

not be improper to prefent You
with
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with a Character You muft love;
and which cannot but be a Favou-
rite with You. ’Tis therefore with
Pleafure, as well as with Pride, that
I begLeave to offer it to You; and,
with whatever Eye You view the
Tranflation, this I promife myfelf,
that AxEeas, even tho' in a meaner
Drefs than he ought to appear in,
can ncver be unwelcome to You. I
am with the Profoundeft Refpect,

Your RovyarL HiGHNESsS s
Moft Obedient, and moff Devoted,

Humble Servani,

Chriftopher Pitt,
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T HE

PR EVFACE

Am not fond of writing Prefaces, but
think it neceflary to fay a Word or two,
3 to prevent the Reader’s imagining, that
=1 1 pretend to rival Mr. DRYDEN in this
Tmﬂj]atzo;z There is no Name that I have a
greater and more real Refpelt for. 1 look on Him
witha fortof Feneration,and apprehend that Every
One muft have a mean Opinion of my Judgement, if
2t was fuppofed I thought of entering the Lifts with
that great Poet. I always read Him with Plea-
Jure 5 I read VIRGIL with more : And the Plea-
Sure tbe Latter gave me, led me to divert myfelf,
in trying to tranflate feveral Parts of his AANEID,
4l I was carried farther than I expelted 5 and, at
laft fell infenfibly into the Thought of Tmﬂ/]atmg
the Whole. How this Tranflation is executed, is,

with all Deference, Submitted to the Publick. There
was Nothing, I am fure, of Envy in it 5 and ftarce
any thing even of Emulation. A Painter of a
lower Rank, may draw a Face that was taken by
TITIAN 5 and think of Mending his Hand by

i,




vilt The PR EF A CE,

it, without any Thought of Equalling bis Mafter.
The very Working on the fame Subjelt with [o great
a Genius, has often ferved to fhow me the Superio-
rity of his Hand the more Diftinily.

It may be proper to take Notice here, that, in
different Places, I have borrowed about Fifiy
or Sixty entire Lines from Mr. DRYDEN. 1 fe-
lieve I need make no Apology for this Liberty 5 but
rather fear the Reader will wifb I had borrowed
a greater Number from bis Noble Tranflation.

Errors and Emendations to the Firft Volume.

Baok . ver, 270. read Sgplla’s Rocks. ver. 827, for firf, r. fix'd.
Book IIL. v. 59.r. Bloms. ver. 877.1. And the fierce Goddefs fied from-
ver. 145.1. There antient Ida flands every Breaft.
ver. 59o. r. You: fee. ver. 963 for What; r. With
ver. 724. r. The Port conceal’d ver. g89. f. Feaft-r. Feafis.
ver: 486. 1. My Soul. ver. gz, 1. Shricks.
Book V. ver. 218. r. Clear of. thé Goal, and gains | Book' VL. v. 131. for Rapt, 1. rapd.
the roomy Sea. ver..257 f. erafbing, 1. crafbing.
ver. 282. r. That in the dangerous Shelves, ver. 615. 1. the Myrtle.
and Shallows bung ver. 808.f. Agonies. r. Extafics.
ver. 347. for Spacious, . Sprightly ver. 1011. f. Shines, r. Burns
ver. 4593. v. This faid, on Salius, generous ver. 1231. f. Fame, r. Frame.
be béflowd.

As by the Errors of the Prefs, a few Lines in this Work are too long, or too thort, the Reader.
may fee them redifiy’'d in thefe Correftions. As to the few falfe Spellings and Pointings, he
may alter them if he pleafes, with his. Pen,

VIRGIL’s



Virgils ANEID.

THE

Firft Book of the £ N E I D.

The ARGUMENTT.

The Trojans, after a Seven Years Voyage, fet Sail for Italy, but are over-
taken by a dreadful Storm, which Bolus raifes at Juno’s Requeft. The
Tempeft finks one Ship, and featters the Reft : Neptune drives off the
Winds, and calms the Seas. Aneas with bis own, and fix more Ships,
arrives fafe at an African Port.  Venus complains to Jupiter of ber
Son’s Misfortunes. Jupiter comforts ber, and fends Mercury fo pro-
cure bim a kind Reception among the Carthaginians. Alneas, going out
to difcover the Country, meets bis Mother in the Shape of a Huntrefs,
who conveys bim in a Cloud to Carthage; wbhere be fees bis Friends
awhom he thought loft, and receives a kind Entertainment from the
Queen. Dido, by a Device of Venus, begins to have a Paffion for
bim, and, after fome Difcourfe with bim, defires the Hiftory of bis
Adventures fince the Siege of Troy; which is the Subject of the two
Jfollowing Books. :

R MS, and the Man I fing, the Firft who bore
His Courfe to Latium from the Zrojan Shore ;
By Fate expell'd, on Land and Ocean toft,
Before he reach’d the fair Laviniarn Coaft.

Doom’d by the Gods a Length of Wars to wage, 5
And urg’d by Juxo’s unrelenting Rage
B Ere
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Ere the brave Heroe rais’d, in thefe Abodes,
His deftin’d Walls, and fix’d his wand’ring Gods.

Hence the fam’d Latian Line, and Senates come,

And the proud Triumphs, and the Tow’rs of Rome.

Sav, Mufe, what Caufes could fo far incenfe
Celeftial Pow’rs, and what the dire Offence
That mov’d Heav'n’s awful Emprefs to impofe
On fuch a pious Prince a Weight of Woes,
Expos'd to Dangers, and with Toils oppreft ?
Can Rage fo fierce inflame an heavenly Breaft ?

Acainst th’ Italian Coaft, of ancient Fame
A City rofe, and Carthage was the Name ;
A Tyrian Colony; from Tyber far
Rich, rough, and brave, and exercisd in War,
Which Juno far above all Realms, above
Her own dear Samos, honour’d with her Love.
Here ftood her Chariot, here her Armour lay,
Here fhe defign’d, would Deftiny give way,
Ev’n then the Seat of Univerfal Sway.
But of a Race fhe heard, that fhould deftroy
The Zyrian Tow’rs, a Race deriv’d from Troyv,

IO

5

20

&__._v-._.._l

Who
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Who proud in Arms, triumphant by their Swords,
Should rife in Time, the World’s vi¢torious Lords ;

By Fate defign’d her CarTraGE to fubdue, 30
And on her ruin’d Empire raife a New.

This fear’d the Goddefs ; and in Mind fhe bore

The late long War her Fury rais’d before

For Grerece with Trov ; nor was her Wrath refign’d,
But every Caufe hung heavy on her Mind ; 35
Her Form difdain’d, and Par1s’ Judgment, roll

Deep in her Breaft, and kindle all her Soul ;

Th’ immortal Honours of the ravith’d Boy,

And laft, the whole detefted Race of Trov.

With all thefe Motives fird, from Latium far 40
She drove the Relicks of the Grecian War :

Fate urg’d their Courfe; and long they wander’d o’er
The {pacious Ocean, toft from Shore to Shore.

So vaft the Work to build fo vaft a Frame,

And raife the Glories of the Romar Name! 45

Scarce from Sicilian Shores the fhouting Train
Spread their broad Sails, and plow’d the foamy Main ;
When haughty Juwno thus her Rage expreft;

Th® eternal Wound ftill rankling in her Breaft.

B2 THEN
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Tuen muft I ftop? are all my Labours vain ?
And muft this Z7gfan Prince in Latrum reign ?
Belike, the Fates may baffle Juno’s Aims ;

And why could Parras, with avenging Flames,
Burn a whole Navy of the Grecian Ships,
And whelm the fcatter'd Argives in the Deeps ?
She, for the Crime of Ajax, from above

Launch’d thro’ the Clouds the fiery Bolts of Jove;

Dafh’d wide his Fleet, and, as her Tempeft flew,
Expos’d the Ocean’s inmoft Depths to View.
Then, while transfix’d, the blafted Wretch expires
Flames from his Breaft, and Fires fucceeding Fires,
Snatch’d in a Whirlwind, with a fudden Shock,
She hurl'd him headlong on a pointed Rock.
But I, who move Supreme in Heav'n’s Abodes,
Jove’s Sifter-Wife, and Emprefs of the Gods,
With this one Nation muft a War maintain

For Years on Years; and wage that War in vain!
And now what Suppliants will invoke my Name,
Adore my Pow’r, or bid my Altars flame ?

50

55

THus fird with Rage and Vengeance, down fhe flies 70

To dark Aovria, from the diftant Skies,

Impregnated
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it

Impregnated with Storms; whofe Tyrant binds

The bluft'ring Tempefts, and relu®ant Winds.

Their Rage Imperial ZovLus reftrains

With rocky Dungeons, and with Heaps of Chains. 73
The bellowing Brethren, in the Mountain pent,

Roar round the Cave, and ftruggle for a Vent.

From his high Throne, their Fury to aflwage,

He fhakes his Sceptre, and controuls their Rage ;

Or down the Void their rapid Whirls had drivn 8o
Earth, Air, and Ocean, and the Tow’rs of Heav'n.

But Jove, the mighty Ruin to prevent,

In gloomy Caves th’ a€real Captives pent ;

©O’er their wild Rage the pond’rous Rocks he {pread,
And hurl’d huge Heaps of Mountains on their Head ; 85
And gave a King, commiflion’d to reftrain

And curb the Tempeft, or to loofe the Rein.

Waowm thus the Queen addreft: Since, mighty Jove,
The King of Men, and Sire of Gods above,
Gives thee, great oLus, the Pow’r to raife go.
Storms at thy Sovereign Will, or fmooth the Seas;
A Race, I long have labour’d to deftroy,

Waft to Hesper1a the Remains of Trov.
Ev'n
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Ev'n now their Navy cuts the Tu/can Floods,

Charg’d with their Exiles, and their vanquifb’d Gods. 93

Wing all thy furious Winds; o’erwhelm the Train,

Difperfe, or plunge their Veflels in the Main.

Twice fev’n bright Nymphs, of beauteous Shape, are mine ;’i
?

And make the charming Deiorrra thine ; IOOJ

She, on thy Bed, long Bleflings fhall confer,

And make Thee Father of a Race like Her.

For thy Reward the faireft I'll refign,

"T1s Your’s, great Queen, replies the Pow’r, to lay
The Task, and Mine to liften and obey.
By You, I fit a Gueft with Gods above, 10§
And fhare the Graces and the Smiles of Jove:
By You, thefe Realms, this Sceptre I maintain,
And wear thefe Honours of the ftormy Reign.

So fpoke th’ obfequious God; and, while he fpoke,
Whirl’d his vaft Spear, and pierc’d the hollow Rock. 110
The Winds, embattled, as the Mountain rent,

Flew all at once impetuous thro’ the Vent :
Earth, in their Courfe, with giddy Whirls they f{weep,
Rufh to the Seas, and bare the Bofom of the Deep :

Eaf,
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Eaft, Weft, and South, all black with Tempefls, roar, 115
And roll vaft Billows to the trembling Shore.

The Cordage cracks; with unavailing Cries ’i
The Trojansmourn ; while fudden Clouds arife, 4
And ravith from their Sight the Splendors of the Skies. J'
Night hovers o’er the Floods; the Day retires ; 120

The Heav’ns flath thick with momentary Fires ;
Loud Thunders fhake the Poles; from ev’ry Place
Grim Death appear’d, and glar'd in ev’ry Face.

In Horror fixt the 7rojan Heroe ftands,
He groans, and {preads to Heav'n his lifted Hands. 1235
Thrice happy thofe! whofe Fate it was to fall
( Exclaims the Chief ) beneath the Z7gjan Wall.
Oh! ’twas a glorious Fate to die in Fight,
To die, fo bravely, in their Parents’ fight!
Oh! had I there, beneath Typipes’ Hand, 30
That braveft Heroe of the Grecian Band,
Pour’d out this Soul, with martial Glory fir'd,
And in that Field triumphantly expird!
Where Hector fell by fierce Acnirres’ Spear,
And great SarPEDON, the Renown’d in War; 133
Where Sim61s’ Streams, incumber’d with the Slain,
Roll'd Shields, and Helms, and Heroes to the Main.

1 Trus
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Tuus while he mourns, the Northern Blaft prevails,
Breaks all his Oars, and rends his flying Sails ;
The Prow turns round ; the Galley leaves her Side 140
Bare to the working Waves, and roaring Tide ;
While in huge Heaps the gathering Surges {pread,
And hang in wat’ry Mountains o’er his Head.
Thefe ride on Waves fublime ; Thofe {fee the Ground
Low in the boiling Deeps, and dark Profound. '
Three thatter’d Gallies the ftrong Soxthern Blaft
On hidden Rocks, with dreadful Fury, caft;
Th’ Itavians call them Alzars, when they ftood
Sublime, and heav’d their Backs above the Flood.
Three more, fierce Eurus on the the SyrTEs threw I50
From the main Sea, and (terrible to view)
He dafh’d, and left the Veflels, on the Land,
Intrench’d with Mountains of furrounding Sand.
Struck by a Billow, in the Hero’s View, )
From Prow to Stern the fhatterd Galley flew 15 5'}
Which bore OronTEs, and the Lycian Crew : j
Swept off the Deck, the Pilot from the Ship,
Stunn’d by the Stroke, fhot headlong down the Decp:
The Veflel, by the Surge toft round and round,

Sunk, in the whirling Gulf devour’d and drown’d. 160

Some
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Some from the dark Abyfs emerge again;

Arms, Planks, and Treafures, float along the Main.
And now thy Ship, ILroNnEuUs, gives Way,

Nor thine, AcuaTes, can refift the Sea;

Nor old Arerues his ftrong Galley faves ; 163
Then Aras yields to the viGorious Waves :

The Storm diffolves their well-compa&ed Sides,

Which drink at many a Leak the hoftile Tides.

Mean time th’ Imperial Monarch of the Main
Heard the loud Tumults in his wat’ry Reign, 170
And faw the furious Tempeft wide around
Work up the Waters, from the vaft Profound.

Then for his liquid Realms alarm’d, the God
Lifts his high Head above the ftormy Flood,
Majeftic and ferene; he rolls his Eyes; 175
And fcatter’d wide the Trofan Navy fpies,
Oppreft by Waves below, by Thunders from the Skies.
Full well he knew his Sifter’s endlefs Hate,
Her Wiles and Arts to fink the Zrojan State.
To Eurvus, and the Z7¢flern Blaft, he cry’d, 180
Does your high Birth infpire this boundlefs Pride,
Audacious Winds! without a Pow’r from Me,
To raife, at Will, fuch Mountains on the Sea?

C Thus

e o o e
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Thus to confound Heav’n, Earth, the Air, and Main?
Whom I-—-but firft T'll calm the Waves again. 183
But if you tempt my Rage a fecond Time,

Know, that fome heavier Vengeance waits the Crime.
Hence; fly with fpeed; from Me, your Tyrant tell,
That to My Lot this wat’ry Empire fell.

Bid him his Rocks, your darkfome Dungeons, keep, 190
Nor dare ufurp the Trident of the Deep.

There, in that gloomy Court, difplay his Power,

And hear his Tempef’cs round their Caverns rocar.

He f{poke, and fpeaking chac’d the Clouds away,
Hufh’d the loud Billows, and reftor’d the Day. 195
CvymoTuoE guards the Veflels in the Shock,

And TriTon heaves ‘em from the pointed Rock.

With his huge Trident, the Majefic God

Clear’d the wild SyrTEes, and compos’d the Flood ;

Then mounted on his radiant Car he rides, 200

And wheels along the Level of the Tides.

As when Sedition fires th’ ignoble Crowd,

And the wild Rabble ftorms, and thirfts for Blood:

Of Stones and Brands, a mingled Tempeft flies,

With all the fudden Arms that Rage fupplies: 203
If
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If fome grave Sire appears, amid the Strife,

In Morals ftri&, and Innocence of Life,

All ftand attentive; while the Sage controuls

Their Wrath, and calms the Tumult of their Souls.

So did the roaring Deeps their Rage compofe, 210
When the great Father of the Floods arofe.

Rapt by his Steeds, he flies in open Day,

Throws up the Reins, and fkims the watry Way.

Tue Trojans, weary’'d with the Storm, explore
The neareft Land, and reach the Lybian Shore. 213
Far in a deep Recefs, her jutting Sides
An Ile projedts, to break the rolling Tides,

And forms a Port, where, curling from the Sea,
The Waves fteal back, and wind into a Bay.
On either Side, fublime in Air, arife 220

b

g
Two tow’ring Rocks, whofe Summits brave the Skies; l}
Low at their Feet the f{leeping Ocean lies: _!
Crown’d with a gloomy Shade of waving Woods,
Their awful Brows hang nodding o’er the Floods.
Oppos’d to thefe, a fecret Grotto ftands, 225
The Haunt of Nereips, fram’d by Nature’s Hands ;
Where polifh’d Seats appear of living Stone,

And limpid Rills, that tinkle as they run.
C a2 No
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No Cable here, nor circling Anchor binds

The floating Veflel, harraft with the Winds.. 230
The Dardan Heroe brings to this Retreat

Sev'n fhatter’d Ships, the Relicts of his Fleet.

With fierce Defire to gain the friendly Strand, qi
The Trojans leap in Rapture to the Land, r
And, drench’d in Brine, lye ftretch’d along the Sand. 235
Acuates ftrikes the Flint, and from the Stroke

The lurking Seeds of Fire in Sparkles broke

The catching Flame on Leaves and Stubble preys,
Then gathers Strength, and mounts into a Blaze.

Tir'd with their Labours, they prepare to dine, 240
And grind their Corn, infeted with the Brine.

/Eneas mounts a Rock, and thence furveys.
The wide and wat’ry Profpe& of the Seas;
Now hopes the fhatter’d Phrygian Ships to find,
AnxTHEUS, or Carvs, driving with the Wind; 24¢
And now, Caicus’ glitt'ring Arms to {py,
Wide o’er the vaft Horizon darts his Eye.
The Chief could view no Veflel on the Main;
But three tall Stags ftalk’d proudly o’er the Plainj
Before the Herd their beamy Fronts they raisd ; 250
Stretch’d out in length, the Train along the Valley graz'd.

The

2
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The Prince, who {py’d ’em on the Shore below,

Stop’d fthort - - - then {natch’d the feather’d Shafts and Bow :
Which good AcuHaTEs bore; his Arrows fled ;

And firft he laid the lordly Leaders dead ; 258
Next all th’ ignoble Vulgar he purfu’d,

And with his Shafts difpersd ’em thro’ the Wood :
Nor ceas’d the Chief, ’till, ftretch’d beneath his Feet,
Lay fev’n huge Stags, the Number of his Fleet,

Back to the Port the Vifor bends his Way, 260
And with his Friends divides the copious Prey.

The generous Wine, to crown the genial Feaft,

Which kind AcesTEes gave his parting Gueft,

Next to his fad Affociates he imparts ;

And with thefe Words revives their drooping Hearts. 263

Frienps ! we have known worfe Toils, than now we know,
By long Experience exercisd in Woe ;
And foon to thefe Difafters fhall be giv'n:
A certain Period, by relenting Heav’n.
Think, how you faw the dire Cyclopean Shore, 270
Heard Scvrvria’s Rocks, and all her Monfters, roar.
Difmifs your Fears; on thefe Misfortunes paft

Your Minds with Pleafure may refle&t at laft.
Thro’
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Thro' fuch Varieties of Woes, we tend

To promisd Larium, where our Toils fhall end : 275
Where the kind Fates thall peaceful Seats ordain,

And Trov, in all her Glories, rife again.

With manly Patience bear your prefent State,

And with firm Courage wait a better Fate,

So fpoke the Chief, and hid his inward Smart; 280
Hope {mooth’d his Looks, but Anguifh rack’d his Heart.
The hungry Crowd prepare, without Delay,

To drefs the Banquet, and to fhare the Prey.

Some from the Body ftrip the fmoaking Hide,

Some cut in Morfels, and the Parts divide ; 283
‘Thefe bid, with bufy Care, the Flames afpire ;

Thofe roaft the Limbs, yet quiv'ring, o’er the Fire.
Thus, while their Strength and Spirits they reftore,
The brazen Cauldrons {moak along the Shore.

Stretch’d on the Grafs, their Bodies they recline, 290
Enjoy the rich Repaft, and quaff the gen’rous Wine.

Tue Rage of Hunger quell’d, they paft away
In long and melancholy Talk the Day ;

Nor knew, by Fears and Hopes alternate led,
Whether to deem their Friends diftreft, or dead. 295
Apart
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Apart the pious Chief, who fuffer'd moft,

Bemoans brave Gyas and CroanTHUs loft ;
For Lycus’ Fate, for Amvcus he weeps,

And great OronNTEs, whelm’d beneath the Deeps.

Now, from high Heav’'n, Imperial JovEe furveys 300
The Nations, Shores, and navigable Seas ;
There, as he fate, inthron’d above the Skies,
Full on the Lybian Realms he fix’d his Eyes.
When, lo! the mournful Queen of Love appears ;
Her ftarry Eyes were dim’d with ftreaming Tears; 308
Who to the Sire her humble Suit addreft,
The Schemes of Fate revolving in his Breaft.

On thou! whofe facred, and eternal Sway,
Aw'd by thy Thunders, Men, and Gods obey ;
What have my poor exhaufted Trojans dome? 310
Qr what, alas! my dear unhappy Son ?
Still, for the Sake of ITaLy, deny’d
All other Regions, all the World befide ?
Sure, once you promis'd, that a Race divine
Of Roman Chiefs thould{ pring from TeucEr’s Line; 315
The World in future Ages to command,
And in their Empire grafp the Sea and Land.

I Oh!
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Oh! Sov’reign Father, fay ! what Caufe could move
The fixt unalterable Word of Jove?

Which footh’d my Grief, when Irton felt her Doom ; 320
And Trov I balanc’d with the Fates of Rowmk.

But fee! their Fortune ftill purfues her Blow ;

When wilt thou fix a Period to their Woe ?

In fafety, bold AnTeENoRr broke his Way

Thro” Hofts of Foes, and pierc’d th’ Iljyrian Bay, 323
Where, thro’ nine ample Mouths, Timavus pours, 1‘
Wide as a Sea, and deluges the Shores ; b
The Flood rebellows, and the Mountain roars. J
Yet with his Colonies, fecure he came,

Raisd Papua’s Walls, and gave the Realms a Name. 330
Then fixd his Trgfan Arms; his Labours ceafe ;

And now the hoary Monarch reigns in Peace.

But we, your Progeny, ordain’d to rife,

And fhare th’ eternal Honours of the Skies,

To glut the Rage of One, our Veflels loft, 333
Barr'd by her Vengeance, from the promis'd Coaft.

Arc thefe the Palms that Virtue muft obtain ?

And is our Empire thus reftor'd again ?

Tue Sire of Men and Gods, fuperior, fmil'd

On the fad Queen, and gently kifs'd his Child. 340
Then,
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Then, with thofe Looks that clear the clouded Skies,
And calm the raging Tempeft, he replies.

Daughter, difmifs your Fears; by Doom divine

Fixt are the Fates of your immortal Line.

Your Eyes Lavinium’s promisd Walls fhall fee, 343
And here we ratify our firft Decree.

Your Son, the brave £ nEas, foon fhall rife,

Himfelf a God; and mount the ftarry Skies.

To footh your Care, thefe Secrets I relate

From the dark Volumes of eternal Fate: 350
The Chief fair ITavry fhall reach, and there

With mighty Nations wage a dreadful War,

New Cities raife, the favage Natives awe,

And to the conquer’d Kingdoms give the Law.

The fierce RuruLrrans vanquifh’d by his Sword, 385
Three Years fhall LaTium own him Sovereign Lord.
Your dear Ascanius then, the Royal Boy,

(Now callld Iiivus, fince the Fall of Trov)

While thirty rolling Years their Orbs compleat,

Shall wear the Crown, and from Lavinium’s Seat 360
Transfer the Kingdom; and, of mighty Length

Raife tow’ring A Lpa, glorying in her Strength.
There, fhall the Zroaz Race enjoy the Pow',

And fill the Throne three hundred Winters more.
D IL1a,
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I.1a, the Royal Pricftefs, next fhall bear 36¢
Two lovely Infants to the God of War..

Nurft by a tawny Wolf, her eldeft Son,

Imperial Romurus, fhall mount the Throne ;

From his own Name, the People Romans call,

And from his Father Mars, his rifing Wall. 370
No Limits have I fixt, of Time, or Place,.

To the vaft Empire of the Godlike Race.

Ev'n haughty Juno fhall the Nation love,

Who now alarms Earth, Seas, and Heav'n above ;

And join her friendly Counfels to my own, 375

s

With endlefs Fame the Sons of RomE to crown,
The World’s majeftic Lords, the Nation of the Gown,
This Word be Fate---an Hour fhall wing its Way,
When Troy in Duft fhall proud MycenaE lay.

in Grercr, Assaracus his Sons fhall reign, 380
And vanquifht Arcos wear the Vi&or's Chain.

[

[

Then Casesar, calld by great Tirus Name,

(Whofe Empire Ocean bounds, the Stars his Fame)
Sprung from the noble Z7¢jan Line, fhall rife

Charg’'d with his Eaffern Spoils, and mount the Skies. 384«
Him, fhall you fee, advanc’d to thefe Abodes;

Adord by RoMe; a God among the Gods.

From
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From that bleft Hour all Violence fhall ceafe,

The Age grow mild, and foften into Peace.

With righteous REmus fhall QuiriNuUs reign, 390
Old FarTy, and Vesta, fhall return again;

With many a folid Hinge, and brazen Bar

Shall Janus clofe the horrid Gates of War.

Within the Fane dire Fury fhall be bound,

With a huge Heap. of fhatter’d Arms around; 395
Wrapt in an hundred Chains, beneath the Load

The Fiend fhall roar, and grind his Teeth in Blood.

Tue Thund’rer faid; and down the Aérial Way
Sent with his high Commands the Son of Mavy;
‘That CaArTHAGE may throw wide her friendly Tow’ss, 400
And grant her Guefts the Freedom of her Shores:
Left Dipo, blind to Fate, and Jove’s Decree,
Should fhut her Ports, and drive them to the Sea.
Swift on the Steerage of his Wings he flies, -
And fhoots the waft Expanfion of the Skies. 40§
Arrivid, th’ Almighty’s Orders he performs.
Charm’d by the God, no more the Nation ftorms
With jealous Rage; in chief the Queen inclin’d
To Peace, and mild Benevolence of Mind.

D2 ALL
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Avrt Night involv'd in Cares ENEAs lay, 410
But rofe impatient at the Dawn of Day,
To view the Coaft, the Country to explore,
And learn if Men, or Beafts, pofleft the Shore;
(For wide around the gloomy Walfte extends)
And bear the Tidings to his anxious Friends. 415
Renecath a fhelving Rock his Fleet difpos’d,
With waving Woods and awful Shades inclos’d,
Two glittring Spears he fhook with martial Pride,
And forth he march'd; AcumaTis at his Side.
As thro’ the Wilds the Chief his Courfe purfu'd, 420
He meets his Goddefs-Mother in the Wood ;
In Show, an Huntrefs fthe appear'd, array’d
In Arms and Habit like a Sparzan Maid;
Or fwift HFARPALYCE of THRACE, whofe Speed
Out-flew the Wings of Winds, and tir'd the rapid Steed. 4275
Bare was her Knee, and with an eafy Pride
Her polifh'd Bow hung graceful at her “Side.
Clofe, in a Knot, her flowing Robes the drew ;
Loofe to the Winds her wanton Trefles flew.
Ho!l gentle Youths, fhe cry’d, have you beheld 430
One of my Sifters wand’ring o’er the Field,

Girt
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Girt with a fpeckled Lynx’s vary’d Hide,

A painted Quiver rattling at her Side ?

Or have you fecen her with an eager Pace

Urge with full Cries the foaming Boar in Chace? 435
None of your charming Sifterhood (he faid)

Have we beheld, or heard, oh! beauteous Maid.

Your Name, oh! Nymph, or oh! fair Goddefs, fay?

A Goddefs fure, or Sifter of the Day,

You draw your Birth from fome immortal Line, 440
Your Looks are heavnly, and your Voice divine.

Tell me, on what new Climate are we thrown ?
Alike the Natives and the Lands unknown ;

By the wild Waves, and fwelling Surges toft,

We wander Strangers on a foreign Coaft. 445

Then will we ftill invoke your facred Name,
And with fat Victims fhall your Altars flame.

No Goddefs awful Name, fhe faid, I bear;
For know, the Zyrian Maids, by Cuftom, here,

The purple Bufkin, and a Quiver wear. 450
Your Eyes behold Acenor’s Walls afpire;

The Punick Realms ; a Colony from TyreE.

See! wide around, wafte Lys1a’s Bounds appear,

Whofe fwarthy Sons are terrible in War.,
From
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From her fierce Brother’s Vengeance, o'er the Main, 43¢
From TyrEe, fled Dipo, and enjoys the Reign:

The Tale is intricate, perplex'd, and long ;

Hear then, in fhort, the Story of her Wrong.
SicHAEuUs was her Lord, beyond the Reft

Of the Phenician Race, with Riches bleft; 466
Much lovid by Dipo, whom her Father led

Pure, and a Virgin, to his nuptial Bed.

Her Brother, fierce Pyemavrion, fill'ld the Throne
Of Tyrr, in Vice unrivalld and Alone.

Evin at the facred Altar in a Strife, 465
By ftealth, the Tyrant fhed his Brother’s Life ;

Blind with the Charms of Gold, his Fau'chion drove,
Stern, and regardlefs of his Sifter’s Love.

Then, with fond Hopes, deceiv’d her for a Time,

And forg’d Pretences to conceal the Crime. 470
But her unbury’d Lord, before her Sight, |
Rofe in a frightful Vifion of the Night :

Around her Bed he ftalks; grim! ghaftly! pale!

And, ftaring wide, unfolds the horrid Tale

Of the dire Altars: dafh’d with Blood around ; 475
Then bares his Breaft, and points to every Wound ;
Warns her to fly the Land without Delay ; ]
And, to fupport her thro’ the tedious Way, l>
Shows where, in maffy Piles, his bury’d Treafure lay.J
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Rous'd, and alarm’'d, the Wife her Flight intends, 480
Obeys the Summons, and convenes her Friends:

They meet, they join, and in her Caufe engage

All, who deteft, or dread the Tyrant’s Rage.

Some Ships, already rigg'd, they feiz’'d, and ftow'd
Their Sides with Gold ; then launch’d into the Flood. 485
They fail ; the bold Exploit a Woman guides ;
Pvomavrion’s Wealth is wafted o'er the Tides.

They came, where now you fee new CARTHAGE rife,
And yon’ proud Citadel invade the Skies.

The wand’ring Exiles bought a Space of Ground 490.
Which one Bull-hide inclos'd and compaft round ;

Hence Byrsa nam’d: But now, ye Strangers, fay,

Who ? whence you are? and whither lies your Way ?

Deep, from his Soul, he draws a Length of Sighs,
And, with a mournful Accent, thus replies. 495
Shou'd I, O Goddefs, from their Source relate,
Or You attend the Annals of our Fate,
The golden Sun wou’d fink, and Ev’ning clofe,
Before my Tongue cou’d tell you half our Woes.
By Grecian Foes expell'd, from Trov we came, 500

From antient: TRov (if €'er you heard the Name)
Thro
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Thro’ various Seas; when lo! a Tempeft roars,

And raging drives us on the Lybian Shores.

The good Anxeas am I call'd; my Fame,

And brave Exploits, have reach’d the ftarry Frame: 505
From Grecian Flames I bear my refcu’d Gods,

Safe in my Veflels, o’er the ftormy Floods.

In fearch of antient ITaLy T rove,

And draw my Lineage from Almighty JoveE.

A Goddefs-Mother and the Fates, my Guides, 510
With twenty Ships I plough’d the Phrygian Tides.

Scarce fev'n of all my Fleet are left behind,

Rent by the Waves, and fhatter’d by the Wind.

My {elf, from EvroprE and from Asia caft,

A helplefs Stranger, rove the Lybiarn Wafle. 513

No more cou'd Venus hear her Son bewail
His various Woes, but interrupts his Tale.
Whoe’er you are, arriv’d in thefe Abodes,
No Wretch I deem abandon’d by the Gods ;
Hence then, with hafte, to yon’ proud Palace bend 520
Your Courfe, and on the gracious Queen attend.
Your Friends are fafe, the Winds are chang’d again,
Or all my Skill in Augury js vain!
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See thofe twelve Swans, aFlock triumphant, fly,
Whom lately, fhooting from th’ ethereal Sky,

Th’ imperial Bird of JovE difpers’d around,
Some hov’ring o’er, fome fettling on the Ground.
As thefe returning clap their founding Wings,
Ride round the Skies, and fport in airy Rings ;

So have your Friends and Ships pofleft the Strand,
Or with full bellying Sails approach the Land.
Hafte to the Palace then, without Delay,

And, as this Path dire&s, purfue your Way.

She faid, and turning round, her Neck the thow’d,
That with celeftial Charms divinely glow’d.

Her waving Locks immortal Odours fhed,

And breath’d ambrofial Scents around her Head.
Her fweeping Robe trail’'d pompous as fhe trod,
And her majeftic Port confefs’d the God.

Soon as he knows her thro’ the coy Difguife,

He thus purfues his Mother as the flies.

MusT never, never more our Hands be joyn’d?

Are you, like Heav'n, grown cruel and unkind ?

Why muft thofe borrow’'d Shapes delude your Son ?

And why, ah! why thofe Accents not your own?

E
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Hr faid ; then fought the Town; but Vexus{hrowds
And wraps their Perfons in a Veil of Clouds ;.
That none may interpofe, to caufe Delay,
Nor fondly curious ask them of their Way.
Thro’ Air fublime the Queen of Love retreats 556,
To Parnos’ flately Tow’rs, and blifsful Seats ;
Where to her Name an hundred Altars rife,
And Gums, and flow’ry Wreaths, perfume the Skies..

Now o'er the lofty Hill they bend their Way, .
Whence all the rifing Town in Profpec lay, Eox
And Tow’rs and Temples; for the Mountain’s Brow
Hung bending-o’er, and fhaded all below.
Where late the Cottage ftood, with glad Surprize
The Prince beholds. the ftately Palace rife ;
On the pav'd Streets, and Gates, looks wond’ring down, 560
And all the Crowd and Tumult of the Town.
The Tyrians ply their Work ; with many a Groan
Thefe roll, or heave fome huge unweildy Stone ;
Thofe bid the lofty Citadel afcend 4
Some in vaft Length th’ embattled Walls extend 36z
Others for future Dwellings choofe the Ground,

Mark out the Spot, and draw the Furrow round..
Some,
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Some, ufeful Laws propefe, and Some, the Choice
Of facred Senates, and eleét by Voice.

Thefe fink a {pacious Mole beneath the Sea,
Thofe an huge Theatre’s Foundation lay ;

Hew mafly Columns from the Mountain’s Side,
Of future Scenes an ornamental Pride.

Thus to their Toils, in early Summer, run

The cluft’ring Bees, and labour in the Sun
Lead forth, in Colonies, their buzzing Race,

Or work the liquid Sweets, and thicken to a Mafs.
The bufy Nation flies from Flow’r to Flow'r,
And hoards, in curious Gells, the golden Store 3
A chofen Troop before the Gate attends,

‘To take the Burdens, and relieve their Friends ;
Warm at the fragant Work, in Bands, they drive
The Drone, a lazy Robber, from the Hive.'

'The Prince furveys the lofty Tow’rs, and cries,
Bleft, bleft are you, whofe Walls already rife :

Then, ftrange to tell, he mingled with the Crowds,

And paft, unfeen, involv’d in mantling.Clouds.

Awm1p the Town, a ftately Grove difplay’d
A cooling Shelter, and delightful Shade.
E 2
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Here, toft by Winds and Waves, the Tyr1ans found sgo
A Courfer’s Head, within the facred Ground ;

An Omen fent by Juno, to. declare

A fruitful Soil, and Race renown’d in War;

A Temple here Sidonian Dipo rais'd

To Heav'n’s dread Emprefs, that with Riches blaz’d ; 595
Unnumber’d Gifts adorn’d the coftly Shrine,

By her own Prefence hallow’d and divine.

Brafs were the Steps, the Beams with Brafs were ftrong,

And the refounding Doors, on brazen Hinges, rung..

Here, a ftrange Scene before his Eyes appears, 6oo
To raife his Courage, and difpel his Fears;

Here firft, he hopes his Fortunes to redrefs ;

And finds a glimmering Profpe& of Succefs.

While for the Queen he waited, and amaz’d

O’er the proud Shrine and pompous Temple gaz’d; 605
While he the Town admires, and wond’ring ftands

At the rich Labours of the Artift’s Hands;

Amid the ftory’d Walls, he faw appear,

In fpeaking Paint, the tedious Z7ojan War ;

'The War, that Fame had blaz’d the World around, 616
And every Battle fought on Phrygian Ground.

There Pr1am ftood, and Acamemnon here,

And Perrus’ wrathful Son, to both fevere.
Struck
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Struck with the View, oh! Friend, the Heroe cries,

(Tears, as he {poke, came ftarting from his Eyes) 615,
Lo! thewide World our Miferies employ ;

What Realm abounds not with the Woes of Trovy ?

See! where the venerable Priam ftands!

See Virtue honour’d in the Lybian Sands!

For Trov, the gencrous Tears of CarTHAGE flow; 620
And Tyrian Breafts are touch’d with human Woe.

Now banifh Fear, for fince the 779ja7 Name

Is known, we find our Safety in our Fame.

Twuus while his Soul the moving Pi&ure fed,
A Show’r of Tears the groaning Heroe thed. 625
For here, the fainting GreExs in Flight he view'd ;
And there, the TrRojaNs to their Walls purfu’d
By plum’d AcHiLLEs, with his dreadful Spear,
Whirl'd on his kindling Chariot thro’ the War.
Nor far from thence, proud RHaEsUs’ Tents he knows 630
By their white Veils, that match’d the winter Snows,
Betray’d and firetch’d amidft his flaughter’d Train,
And, while he flept, by fierce Typrpes flain;
Who drove his Courfers from the Scene of Blood,; Y
E’er the fierce Steeds had tafted Z7ojan Food, [635 E}-

J

Or drank divine ScamanDER’s fatal Flood.
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2
Tuere Trorrus flies difarm’d (unhappy Boy !)

From ftern AcuirLes, round the Fields of Trov;

Unequal He! to fuch an Arm in War!

‘Supine, and trailing from his empty Car, 640

Sdll, tho’ in Death, he grafps the flowing Reins,

His ftartled Courfers whirl him o’er the Plains;

The Spear, inverted, ftreaks the Duft around ;

His fnowy Neck and Trefles fweep the Ground.

Mean time a penfive fupplicating Train 645

Of Trojan Matrons, to Minerva's Fane

In fad Proceflion with a Robe repair,

Beat their white Breafts, and rend their golden Hair.

Unmov’d with Pray’rs, difdainfully fhe frown’d,

And fixt her Eyes, relentlefs, on the Ground. 650

Acurrvres here, his Vengeance to enjoy,

Thrice drag’d brave HecTor round the Walls of Trov:

Then to the mournful Sire, the Viétor fold

The breathlefs Body of his Son, for Gold.

His Groans now deepen’d, and new Tears he thed, 6355

To fee the Spoils, and Chariot of the Dead,

And Prram both his trembling Hands extend,

And, gafh’d with Wounds, his dear disfigur’d Friend.
Mix'd with the Grecian Peers, and hoftile Train,

Himfelf he view'd, confpicuous in the Plain: 660

And
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And fwarthy MemNoN, glorious to behold,

His Eaflern Hofts, and Arms that flame with Gold.

With Fury ftoom’d PenTHESILE A there,

3K

And led, with moony Shields, her AmMazons to Warg

Around her Breaft her golden Belt fhe threw;
Then thro’ the thick-embattled Squadrons flew ;
Amidft the Thoufands ftood the dire Alarms,
And the fierce Maid engag’d the Men in Arms.

Tuus, while the Z79/an Heroe ftood amaz’d,
And, fixt in Wonder, on the Picture gaz’d,
With all her Guards, fair Dipo, from below,
Afcends the Dome, majeftically {low.

As on Euroras’ Banks, or CynTaUus’ Heads,
A thoufand beauteous Nymphs Drana leads s
While round their quiver’d Queen the Quires advance,
She tow’rs majeftic, as fhe leads the Dance;

She moves in Pomp fuperior to the reft,

And fecret Tranfports touch L aTona’s Breaft,
So paft the graceful Queen amidft her Train,
To {peed their Labours and her future Reign.

Then with her Guards {urrounded, in the Gate,
Beneath the midmoft Arch, fublime fhe {fate.

She fhares their Labours, or by Lots {he draws;
And to the Crowd adminifters the Laws.

665

670

68¢c



32 VIRGIL’s ANEID. BooxklI.

When lo! A~Eas brave CroanTHus {pies, 635
ANxTHEUS, and great SERGESs T Us, with Surprize,
Approach the Throne, attended by a Throng

Of Trojan Friends, that pour’d in Tides along ;

Whom the wild whiftling Winds and Tempefts bore,
And widely {catter’d on a diftant Shore. 690
Loft in his Hopes and Fears, amaz’d he ftands,

And with AcuaTtes longs to join their Hands:

But doubtful of th® Event, he firft attends,

Wrapt in the Cloud, the Fortune of his Friends;
Anxious, and eager till he knew their State, 69;
And where their Veflels lay, and what their Fate,

With Cries, the Royal Favour to implore,

They came, a Train feleted, from the Shore:

Then, Leave obtain’d, ILroNEUSs begun,

And, with their common Suit, addreft the Throne. 700

On! Queen, indulg’d by Jove, thefe lofty Tow’rs
And this proud Town to raife on Lybian Shores,
With high Commands, a favage Race to awe,

And to the barb’rous Natives give the Law,
We wretched Trojans, an abandon’d Race, 705
Toft round the Seas, implore your Royal Grace;

Oh |
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Oh! check your Subjeés, and their Rage reclaim,

Ere their wild Fury wrap our Fleet in Flame.

Oh! fave a pious Race ; regard our Cry;

And view our Anguifh with a melting Eye. 710

We come not, mighty Queen, an hoftile Band,

With Sword and Fire, and, ravaging the Land,

To bear your Spoils triumphant to the Shore:

No---to fuch Thoughts the vanquifh’d dare not {foar.

Once by Oenotrians till'd, there lies a Place, o8 &

"Twas callld Hesper1a by the Greciar Race,

(For martial Deeds and Fruits, renown’d by Fame)

But fince, ITaL1a, from the Leader’s Name;

To that bleft Shore we fteer’d our deftin’d Way,

When fudden, dire Or1oN rows'd the Sea ; 720

All charg’d with Tempefts rofe the baleful Star,

And on our Navy pour’d his wat'ry War;

With fweeping Whirlwinds caft our Veflels wide,

Dafh’d on rough Rocks, or driving with the Tide:

The few fad Relicks of our Navy bore 725

Their Courfe to this unhofpitable Shore.

What are the Cuftoms of this barbarous Place ?

What more than Savage this inhuman Race?

In Arms they rife, and drive us from the Strand,

From the laft Verge, and Limits of the Land. 730
F Know,



34 VIRGIL’s ANEID. Booxkl.

Know, if divine and human Laws you f{light, 1

The Gods, the Gods will all our Wrongs requite; %

Vengeance is their’s; and their’s to guard the Right. J‘

Aneas was our King, of high Renown;

Great, Good, and Brave; and War was all his own. 737,

If ftill he lives, and breathes this vital Air,

Nor we, his Friends and. Subjecs, fhall defpair ;.

Nor you, great Queen, repent, that you employ

Your kind Compaflion in the Caufe of Trov..

Befides, on high the Z7ojan Enfigns {oar, 45

And Trojan Cities grace SiciLia’s Shorejs

Where great Acestes, of the Dardan Strain,

Deriv’d from antient TErucer, holds his Reign.

Permit us, from your Woods, new Planks and Oars

To fell, and bring our Veflels on your Shores; 7435

That, if our Prince and Friends return again,

With Joy, for Latium, we may plow the Main.

But if thofe Hopes are vanifht quite away,

If loft, and fwallow’d in the Lybian Sea,

You lie, great Guardian of the Zrojan State, =30

And young Iurus fhares his Father’s Fate;

Oh! let us feek Sicrria’s Shores again, 1

And fly from hence to good AcesTes’ Reign. ||>
]

He fpoke; aloud Affent van murmuring thro’ the Train.

THUS
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Trus then, in fhort, the gracious Queen replies, 755
While on the Ground fhe fixt her modeft Eyes:
Trojans, be bold ; againft my Will, my Fate,

A Throne unfettled, and an infant State,
Bid me defend my Realms with all my Pow’ss,
And guard with thefe Severities my Shores. 760
Lives there a Stranger to the Zrgjaz Name,
Their Valour, Arms, and Chiefs of mighty Fame?
We know the War that fet the World on Fire
Nor are {fo void of Senfe the Sons of TvreE;
For here his Beams indulgent Puorzrus fheds, 263
And rolls his flaming Chariot o’er our Heads.
Seek you, my Friends, the bleft Sazzwrnian Plains,
Or fair TriNnacrIA, where AceEsTES reigns?
With Aids fupply’d, and furnifh’d from my Stores,
Safe will I fend you from the Lybian Shores. 770
Or would you flay to raife this growing Town ?
Fix here your Seat; and CarTHAGE is your own.
Hafte, draw your Ships to Shore; to Me the fame,
Your Trov and Tvyre fhall differ but in Name.
And oh! that great AnEras had been toft, ”7s
By the fame Storm, on the fame friendly Coaft!

F2 But
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But I will {fend, my Borders to explore,

And trace the Windings of the mazy Shore.
Perchance, already thrown on thefe Abodes,

He roams the Towns, or wanders thro’ the Woods. #8o
Rais’d in their Hopes the Friend and Heroe. ftood ;
And long’d to break, tranfported, from the Cloud.

Oh! Goddefs-born! cry’d brave AcuaTes, fay,

What are your Thoughts, and why this long- Deélay ?
All fafe you fee; your Friends and Fleet reftord: 785.-
One (whom we faw) the whirling Gulf devour'd.

Lo! with the reft yeur- Mother’s Words agree,

All but QroNTES ’scap’d the raging Sea.

Swirt as he {fpoke, the Vapours break away,.
Diffolve in ZAther, and refine to Day. 790
Radiant, in open View, £NEeas flood;

Iz Form and Looks, Majeftic as a God.

Flufh’d with the rofy Bloom of Youth he glows,

His Hair in Ringlets, curl’d by Venus, flows;

The Queen of Love the Glance divine fupplies, 795
And breathes immortal Spirit in his Eyes.

Like Parian Marble, beauteous to behold,

Or Silver’s milder Gleam in burnith'd Geld,
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Or poliflb’d Iv’ry, fhone the godlike Man:
All ftood furpriz’d ; and thus the Prince began.

ZAnEas, whom you feck, you here furvey ;
Efcap’d the Tempeft of the Lybian Sea.

Q Dipo, gracious Queen, who make alone

The Woes, and Caufe, of wretched Trov your own

And fthelter in your Walls, with pious Care,

Her Sons, the Relicks of the Grecian War,

Who all the Forms of Mifery have bore,

Storms on the Sea, and Dangers on the Shore ;

Nor we, nor all the Dardan Nation, hurl’d
Wide o’er the Globe, and {fcatter’d round the World;
But the good Gods, with Bleflings, fhall repay
Your bounteous Deeds, the Gods and only they ;

(If pious Ads, if Juftice they  regard ;)

And your clear Confcience ftands its own Reéward.

How bleft this Age that has fuch Virtue feen ?

How bleft the Parents of fo great a Queen?
While to the Sea the Rivers roll, and Shades
With awful Pomp furround the Mountain Heads ;
While Zther fhines, with golden Planets grac’d,
So long your Honour, Name, and Praife {hall laft ;

37
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Whatever Realm my Fortune has aflign’d,
Still will I bear your Image in my Mind.

This faid, the pious Chief of Troy extends
His Hands around, and hails his joyful Friends:
His Left Sercestus grafp’d with vaft Delight, 825
To great ILioneus he gave the Right.
CroanTuus, Gvas, and the Dardan Train,

All, in their Turns, embrac’d the Prince again.

‘Cuarv’p with his Prefence, Dipo gaz’d him o’er,
Admir’d his Fortune much, his Perfon more. 830
What Fate, O Goddefs-born, fhe faid, has toft
So brave a Heroe on this barbarous Coalft ?

Are you ZNEas, whoin Ipa’s Grove

Sprung from Ancuises and the Queen of Love

By Simor1s Streams ? and now I call to Mind, 835
When Teucer left his native Shores behind ;

The banifht Prince to SipoN came, to gain

Great Berus’ Aid, to fix him in his Reign;

‘Then the rich Cyprian Hle, my warlike Sire

Subdu’d, and ravag’d wide with Sword and Fire. 840
From him I learnt the Grecian Kings of Fame,

The Fall of It1on, and your glorious Name :
The
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He on your Valour, tho’ a Foe, with Joy

Would dwell, and proudly trace his Birth from Tr ov.
Come to my Palace then, my Royal Gueft, 845
And, with your Friends, indulge the genial Feaft.

My Wand'rings and my Fate refembling yours,

At length I fettled on thefe Lybian Shores ;

And, touch’d with Miferies myfelf have known,

I view, with pity, Woes fo like my own. 850

Sur {poke, then leads him to her proud Abodes,
Ordains a Feaft, and Offerings to the Gods.
Twice fifty bleating Lambs and Ewes the fends,
And twice ten brawny Oxen to his Friends :
A hundred briftly Boars, and monftrous Swine ; 853
With Baccuus’ Gifts, a Store of generous Wine.
The inner Rooms in regal Pomp difplay’d,
The {plendid Feafts in ample Halls are made 5
Where, labour’d o'er with Art, rich Carpets lie, .
That glow refulgent with the purple Dye. 860
The Boards are pil'd with Plate of curious Mould ;
And their Forefather’s Deeds, in Times of old,
Blaz’d round the Bowls, and charg’d the rifing Gold.

L,.._.-,V._..J

No more the Prince his eager Love {fuppreft,

And all the Parent ftruggled in his Breaft. 863

2
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He fends Acnates to inform his Son,

And guide the young Ascanrtus to the Town ;

(On his Ascanrtus turn his Fear and Joy,

The Father's Cares are center'd in the Boy ;)

'To bring rich Prefents to the Queen of TyrEe,  §=c
And Relicks, refcu’d from the 77ojan  Fire.

A Mantle, wrought with faffron Foliage round ;

And a ftiff Robe, with golden Figures crown’d,

Fair Herex’s Drefs, when, fir'd with lawlefs Joy,

She left her native Walls to ruin Trov, 875
(Her Mother’s Prefent in the bridal Hour;)

With Gold a fhining Sceptre fludded o'er,

That wont IrionE’s fair Hand to grace,

The eldeft Nymph of Priam’s beauteous Race ;

Her Necklace, ftrung with Pearls; her Crown, that glows 880
Inftar’d with Gems and Gold in double Rows.

To bring the f{plendid Gifts, without Delay,

Swift to the Fleet, AcuaTEs bends his Way.

But beauteous VENus in her Breaft defign’d
New Wiles, and plann’d new Counfels in her Mind, 883
That wingid Curip to the Court thou’d come

Like {weet AscaNrius, in Ascanius Room;
With
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With the rich Gifts the Tyrian Queen infpire,

And kindle in her Veins the raging Fire.

Her Dread of Juwo's Arts, who guards the Place, 890
Her juft-Sufpicions of the treach’rous Race,

Break, each revolving Night, her golden Reft:

And thus the fuppliant Queen the God addreft.

|
Ou Son! my Strength ! Supreme in Heav'n above!

Whofe Arrows triumph oer the Bolts of Jove: 893
To Thee 1 fly, thy Succour to implore,

Court thy Protection, and thy Pow’r adore.

To tell how Juno's reftlefs Rage has toft

Your Brother round the Seas, and evry Coaft,

Is but to mention what too well you know, goo
Who figh’d my Sighs, and wept a Mother’s Woe.
Him, in her Town, the Zyrian Queen detains,

With {oft Seducements, from the Latian Plains.

But much I fear that hofpitable Place,

Where Juno reigns, the Guardian of the Race: gog
And leaft this fair Occafion fhe improve,

Know, I defign to fire the Queen with Love;

A Love, beyond the Cure of Pow’rs divine;

A Love as ftrong, and violent as mine.

G But

R
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But how the proud PHoENICcIAN to furprize  gro
With fuch a Paffion, hear what I advife.

The Royal Youth, Ascanius, from the Port

Haftes, by his Father’s Summons, to the Court ;

With coftly Prefents charg’d, he takes his Way,

Savid from the Trojan Flames, and ftormy Sea; grg
But to prevent Sufpicion, will T fteep

His Temples in the Dews of balmy Sleep,

Then to CyvruERrRAs facred Seats remove,

Or foftly lay him in th’ Idalian Grove.

This one revolving Night, thyfelf a Boy, 920
Wear thou the Features of the Youth of TRrov;
And when the Queen, tranfported with thy Charms,
Amidft the Feaft, fhall ftrain thee in her Arms,

The gentle Poifon by Degrees infpire

Thro' all her Breaft; then fan the rifing Fire, 925
And kindle all her Soul. The Mother faid,

With Joy the God her-foft Commands obey’d.

Afide his Quiver, and his Wings he flung,

And, like the Boy liirus, tript along.

Mean time the Goddefs on Ascanius throws 930
A balmy Slumber and a fweet Repofe ;
Lulld in her Lap to reft, the Queen of Love
Convey’'d him to the foft Idalian Grove.
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Wrapt in a flow'ry Bed her Charge fhe laid,
And, breathing round him, rofe the fragrant Shade. 933

Now Curip, pleas’d his Orders to obey,
Brought the rich Gifts; AcuaTes led the Way.
He came, and found on coftly Carpets {pread
The Queen majeftic midft her golden Bed.
The great ANEas and the TrRojans lie 940
On pompous Couches, ftain’d with Tyrian Dye.
Soft Towels for their Hands th’ Attendants bring,
And limpid Water from the chryftal Spring.
They wafh; the menial Train the Tables f{pread;
And heap in glittring Canifters the Bread. 045
To drefs the Feaft, full fifty Handmaids join,
And burn rich Incenfe to the Pow’rs divine ;
A hundred Boys and Virgins ftood around,
The Banquet marfhal'd, and the Goblets crown’d.
To fill th’ embroider'd Beds the Tvyrians come 6z0
Rank behind Rank ; and crown the regal Room.
The Guefts the gorgeous Gifts and Boy admire,
His Voice, and Looks, that glow with youthful Fire ;
The Veil and Foliage wondring they behold,
And the rich Robe that flam’d with figur’d Gold : 055

G 2 But
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But chief the Queen, the Boy and Prefents move,

The Queen, already doom’d to fatal Love.

Infatiate in her Joy, fhe fate amaz'd,

Gaz'd on his Face, and kindled as fhe gaz'd.

Firft, his diffembled Father he careft, 960
Hung round his Neck, and play’d upon his Breaft;
Next to the Queen’s Embraces he withdrew ;

She look’d, and fent her Soul at every View ;

Then took him en her Lap, devour'd his Charms; 1|’
Nor knew poor Dipo, blind to future Harms, 965}
How great a God fhe fondled in her Arms. _!',
But he, now mindful of his Mother, flole

By flow Degrees Sicuaeus from her Soul;

Her Soul, rekindling, in her Hufband’s ftead

Admits the Prince; the Living for the Dead. 970

Soon as the Banquet pausd, to raife their Souls,
With fparkling Wine they crown the mafly Bowls.
Thro' the wide Hall the rolling Eccho. bounds,

The Palace rings, the vaulted Dome refounds.
The blazing Torches, and the Lamps difplay, 975
From golden Roofs, an artificial Day.
Now Dipo crowns the Bowl of State with Wine,,
The Bowl of Berus, and the regal Line,

Her.
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Her Hands aloft the fhining Goblet hold,

Pond’rous with Gems, and rough with fculptur'd Gold. 980
When Silence was proclaim’d, the Royal Fair

Thus to the Gods addreft her fervent Pray'r.

ArmicHTy Jove! who plead’ft the Stranger’s Caufe ;
Great guardian God of hofpitable Laws !
Oh! grant this Day to circle ftill with Joy, 985
Thro' late Pofterity, to Tyre and Trov.
Be thou, O Baccuus! Goed of Mirth, a Gueft;
And thou, O Juno! grace the genial Feaft.
And you, my Lords of TvrEe, your Fears remove;
And fhow your Guefts Benevolence and Love. 990
She faid, and on. the Board, in open View,
The firft Libations to the Gods fhe threw:.
Then fip'd the Wine, and gave to- Birias Hand.
He rofe, obedient to the Queen’s Command ;
At once the thirfty Trojan fwilld the Whole, ggs
Sunk the full Gold, and. drain’d the foaming Bowl.
Then thro’ the Peers, with fparkling Ne&ar crownd,.
The Goblet circles, and the Health goes round..
With curling Trefles grac’d, and rich Attire,
I6pas ftands, and fweeps the golden Lyre; 1000
The Truths, which antient Arras taught, he fings,
And Nature’s Secrets, on the founding Strings:



46 VIRGIL's ANEID. Book L

Why CYNTHIA changes ; why the Sun retires,

Shorn of his radiant Beams, and genial Fires;

From what Originals, and Caufes, came 100§
Mankind and Beafts, the Rain, and rifing Flame ;
ArcTUrus, dreadful with his ftormy Star ;

The wat'ry Hyads, and the Northern Car;

Why Suns in Summer the f{low Night detain,

And ruth fo fwift in Winter to the Main. 1010
With Shouts the Zyrians praife the Song divine,

And in the loud Applaufe the Zroans join.

The Queen, in various Talk, prolongs the Hours,
Drinks deep of Love, and ev'ry Word devours;

This Moment longs of HecTor to enquire, 10138
The next of Pr1awm, his unhappy Sire;

What Arms adorn’d Aurora’s glorious Son ;

How, high above his Hofts, Acurrres fhone

How brave Typipes thunderd on his Car

How his fierce Courfers fwept the Ranks of War. 102@
Nay, but at large, my godlike Gueft, relate

The Grecian Wiles, the faid, and Irion’s Fate;
How far your Courfe around the Globe extends,

And what the Woes and Fortunes of your Friends :
For, fince you wander'd every Shore and Sea, 1023

Have fev’n revolving Summers roll'd away.

The End of the firff Boox.
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THE

Second Book of the £Z N E ID.

The ARGUMENT.

Koneas relates how the Cz'ty of Troy was taken, after a Ten Vears
Siege, by the Treachery of Sinon, and the Stratagem of a Wooden-
borfe. He declares the fixt Refolution he bad taken not to Survive
the ruins of his Country, and the various Adventures be met with
in the Defence of it : at laft having been before advifed by He@or's
Ghoft, and now by the dppearance of his Mother Venus, be is pre-
vailed upon to leave the Town, and fettle his Houfbold-Goods in another
Country. In order to this be carries off bis Father on his Shoulders,
and leads his little Son by the Hand, bis Wife Jollowing hbim be-
bind. When ke comes to the Place appointed for the general Ren-
dez~vous, he finds a great Confluence of People, but mifles bis Wife,
whofe Gholt  afterwards appears to bim, and tells bim the Land
which was defigned for him.

ol L L gaz'd in filence, with an eager Look,
Then from the golden Couch the Heroe fpoke.

Ah mighty Queen! you urge me to difclofe,

= And feel, once more, unutterable Woes

How vengeful Grerce with Victory was crown’d,

And Trov’s fair Empire humbled to the Ground ;
Thofe



48 VIRGILs ANEID. Boox IL

Thofe direful Scenes I faw on Phrygia’s Shore,

Thofe Wars in which fo large a Part I bore.

The fierceft Argive would with Tears bewail,

And ftern Urysses tremble at the Tale: 10
And lo! the Night precipitates away ;

The Stars, grown dim before the dawning Day,

Call to Repofe; but fince you long to know,

And curious liften to the ftory’d Woe ;

Tho’ my thock’d Soul recoils, my Tongue fhall tell, Ig
But with a bleeding Heart, how I/ion fell.

Tue Grecian Kings, (for many a rolling Year,
Repelld by Fate, and harralsd by the War ;)
By Parras aid of feafon’d Fir compofe
A Steed, that tow’ring like a Mountain rofe ; 20
This they pretend their common Vow, to gain
A fafe Return, and meafure back the Main:
Such the Report; but guileful Argos hides
Her braveft Heroes in the Monfter’s Sides ;

b

Deep, deep, within, they throng'd the dreadful Gloom, 23
And half a Hoft lay ambufh’d in the Womb.

A~ Ifle, in antient Times renown’'d by Fame,

Lies full in View, and Zevedos the Name ;

Once
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Once bleft with Wealth, while Pr1am held the Sway,

But now a broken, rough, and dangerous Bay. 30
Thither their unfufpeted Courfe they bore,

And hid their Hofts within the winding Shore;

We deem’d them faild for Greece; tranfported Z7oy
Forgot her Woes, and gave a Loofe to Joy ;

Threw wide her Gates, and pour’d forth all her Train, 33
To view th’ abandon’d Camp, and empty Plain;

Here the Dolspian Troops their Station held;

There proud Achilles Tent o'erlook’d the Field ; /
Here rang’d the thoufand Veflels ftood, and there

In Conflit join’d the furious Sons of War. 40
Some view the Gift of Pavrras with Surprize,

The fatal Monfter, and its wond’rous Size.

And firft TuvymazTEs movd the Crowd to lead
And lodge within the Tower the lofty Steed ;

Or, with defign, his Country to deftroy, 45
Or Fate determin’d now _‘.“tge Fall of Zroy.

But hoary Carys, and ‘ff]e Wife, require

To plunge the treacherous Gift of Greece in Fire,

Or whelm the mighty Monfter in the Tides,

Or bore the Ribs, and fearch the cavern’d Sides. g0
Their own wild Will the noify Crowds obey,

And vote, as partial Fancy points the Way ;
H Till
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Till bold Laocoon, with a mighty Train,

From the high Tower rufh’d furious to the Plain;
Aud fent his Voice from far, with Rage infpir'd; s5¢
What Madnefs, Zrojans, has your Bofoms fir'd ?

Think you the Greeks are fail'd before the Wind? 1
Think you thefe Prefents fafe, they leave behind ? l}
And is Urvsses banifh’d from your Mind ? J_
Or this prodigious Fabrick muft inclofe, 60
Deep in its darkfom Womb, our ambufb’d Foes;

Or ’tis fome Engine, raisd to batter down

The Tow’rs of Ilion, or command the Town ;

Ah! truft not Greece, nor touch her Gifts abhorr’d ;
Her Gifts are more deftru&ive than her Sword.. 65

Swirt as the Word, his pond’rous Lance he threw ;
Againft the Sides the furious Javelin flew,
Thro the wide Womb a {pacious Paffage found,
And fhook with long Vibrations in the Wound.
The Monfter groans, and fhakes the diftant Shore; 7o
And, round his Caverns roll'd, the deep’ning Thunders roar.
Then, had not partial Fate confpir'd to blind,
With more than Madnefs, every Zroan Mind §
The Crowd the treacherous Ambufh had explor’d,
And not a Greek had *fcap’d. the vengeful Sword ; 75

Old
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Old Prram ftill his Empire would enjoy,
Aud fill thy Tow’rs had ftood, Majeftic T7oy!

Meantime, before the King, the Dardan Swains,
With Shouts triumphant, brought a Youth in Chains,
A willing Captive to the Zr¢jan Hands, 8o
To open Ilion to the Grecian Bands;

Bold and determin’d either Fate to try;

Refolv’d to circumvent, or fix’d to die.

‘The Troops tumultuous gather round the Foe,

To fee the Captive, and infult his Woe. ) 85
Now hear the Falfhoods of the Grecian Train;

All; all in One; a Nation in a Man.

For while confounded and difarm’d he ftands,

And trembling views around the Pbhrygian Bands,
Alas! what hofpitable Land, (he cry’d) ge
Or oh! what Seas a wandring Wretch will hide?

Not only banifh’d from the Grecian State;

But Zroy, avenging 7roy demands my Fate.

Hr1s melting Tears, and moving Sighs controul
Our rifing Rage, and {often every Soul.] 95
We bid him tell his Race, and long to know
The Fate and Tidings of a Captive Foe.
H:> At
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At length, encourag’d thus, the Youth reply’d,
And laid his well-diffembled Fears afide.
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A1, all, with truth, great Monarch, I confefs, 100

And firft. I own my Birth derivid from Greeces.
Wretch as he is, yet Sinon can defy
The Frowns of Fortune, and difdains a Lye.

You know, perchance, great PaLaMEDES’ Name,

Thro’ many a diftant Realm renown’d by Fame ;

105

Condemn’d, tho’ guiltlefs, when he mov’d for Peace,

Condemn’d for Treafon by the Voice of Greece.
Tho’ falfe the Charge, the glorious Heroe bled,.
But now the Grecks deplore the Warrior dead.
Me, yet a Youth, my Father fent to fhare
With Him, my Kin{man, in the Toils of War.
Long as that Heroe flood fecure from Fate,
Long as his Counfels. prop’d the Grecian State,.
Evin I could boaft an honourable Name,

And claim fome Title to a Share of Fame;
But when the Prince, (a well-known Truth I tell,)
By dire Urysses’ Arts and Envy fell ;

Saon as he ceas’d to breathe this Vital Air,

I drag’d my Days in Darknefs and Defpair.

IIO

Iy

And,
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And, if kind Heav'n fhould give me back once more 120
Safe and triumphant to my Native Shore,

For Innocence condemn’d, Revenge I vow’d,

Mad as I was, and {poke my Rage aloud.

This mov'd ULvysses’ Hate, and hence arofe

My paft Misfortunes, and my prefent Woes. 125
Eager he fought the Means, and watch’d the Time
To charge me too with fome pretended Crime.

For confcious of his Guilt, my Death he vow’d,

And with dark Hints amus’d the lift'ning Crowd.

At length with CarcHas he concerts the Schen 30
But why, why dwell I on this hateful Theme ?

Or why detain you with a Tale of Woe ?

Since you. determine every Greek, a Foe.

Strike, Strike; th® ATripes will my Death enjoy,
And dire Urvsses thank the Sword of Z#oy. 135

Now blind to Grecian Frauds, we burn to know
With fond Defire the Caufes of his Woe;
Who thus, ftill trembling as he ftood, and pale,
Purfu’d the moving melancholy Tale.

Or1 had our Hofts determin’d to employ 140

Their Sails for Greece, and leave untaken Z7oy,
Urg’d
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Urg'd to a thameful Flight, from deep Defpair,

And the long Labours of a ten-year’s War.

And oh! that they had fail’d !---as oft the Force

Of Southern Winds, and Tempefts ftop’d their Courfe. 145
But fince this Steed was rais’d ; ftrait, bellowing loud,
Deep Thunders roar’d, and burft from every Cloud.
Wefent EurvrirLus to Puorsus’ Shrine,

Who brought this Sentence from the Voice Divine.
When firft ye fail'd for 770y, ye calm’d the Main 150
With Blood, ye Grecians, and a Virgin {lain;

And ere you meafure back the foamy Flood,

Know, you muft buy a fafe Return with Blood.

Thefe awful Words to every Greek impart

Surprize and Dread, and chill the braveft Heart 155
To the dire Stroke each thought himfelf decreed,
Himfelf the Vi&im that for Greece thould bleed.
ULrvsses then, importunate and loud,

Produc’d fage Carcuas to the trembling Crowd,
Bade him the fecret Will of Heav'n relate ; 160
And now my Friends could prophecy my Fate;

And bafc Urysses” wicked Arts, they faid,

Were level'd all at my devoted Head.

Ten Days the Prophet from the Crowd retir’d,

Nor mark’d the Vi&im that the Gods requir’d. 165

So
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So long befieg’d by Itumacus he flood,

And feem'd relu@ant to the Voice of Blood ;

At length he fpoke, and, as the Scheme was laid
Doom’d to the Slaughter my predeftin’d Head.

?

All prais’d the Sentence, and were pleas’d to fee 170
The Fate that threaten’d All, confin’d to Me.

And now the dire tremendous Day was come,

When all prepar’d to folemnize my Doom j

The falted Barly on my Front was {pread,

The facred Fillets bound my deftin’'d Head : 175
I fled th’ appointed Slaughter, I confefs,

And, till our Troops fhould hoift their Sails for Greece,
Swift to a {limy Lake I took my Flight,

Lay wrapt in Flags,-and cover’d by the Night.

And now thefe Eyes fhall view my native Shore, 180
My dear, dear Children, and my Sire no more;
Whom haply Greece to Slaughter has decreed,

And for my fatal Flight condemn’d to bleed.

But Thee, O gracious Monarch, I implore

By every God, by every facred Pow'r, 185
Who confcious of the Fa&ts my Lips relate,

With Truth infpire me to declare my Fate;

By all the folemn Sancions that can bind

In holy Ties the Faith of Human-kind ;

Have
2
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Have Mercy, Mercy, on a guiltlefs Foe,
O’erwhelm’d and funk with fuch a Weight of Woe!

His Life we gave him, and difpell’d his Fears,
Touch’d with this moving Eloquence of Tears ;
And, melting firft, the good old King commands
To free the Captive, and to loofe his Hands. 195
Then with foft Accents, and a pleafing Look,
Mild and Benevolent the Monarch {poke.

HEeNcEerorTH, let Greece no morethy Thoughts employ,
But live a Subje® and a Son of Troy;

With Truth and ftri® Sincerity proceed, 200
Say, to what end they fram’d this monitrous Steed ;

Who was its Author, what his Aim, declare;

Some folemn Vow ? or Engine of the War?

Ski1LL’p in the Frauds of Greece, the Captive rears
His Hands Unfhackled to the golden Stars; 205
You, ye Eternal Splendors! he exclaims,

And your divine inviolable Flames,
Ye fatal Swords and Altars, which I fled,
Ye Wreaths that circled this devoted Head ;

All
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All, all, atteft! that juftly I releafe 210
My f{worn Allegiance to the Laws of Greece,
Renounce my Country, hate her Sons, and lay
Their inmoft Counfels open to the Day.
And thou, O Zrop, by Sinon fnatch’d from Fate,
Spare, {pare the Wretch, who faves the Phrygian State, 215
Greece on Minerva's Aid rely’d alone,
Since firft the Labours of the War begun.
But from that execrable Point of Time,
When Itmacus, the Firft in every Crime,
With Tvypeus’ impious Son, the Guards had flain, 220
And brought her Image from the Phrygian Fane,
Diftain’d her facred Wreaths with murderous Hands,
Still red and reeking from the flaughter’d Bands;
Then ceas’d the Triumphs of the Grecian Train,
And their full Tide of Conqueft funk again; 22§
Their Strength decay’d, and many a dreadful Sign
To trembling Greece proclaim’d the Wrath divine.
Scarce to the Camp the facred Image came,
When from her Eyes the flafh’d a living Flame;
A briny Sweat bedew’d her Limbs around, 230
And thrice fhe fprung indignant from the Ground ;
Thrice was fhe feen with martial Rage to wield
Her pond’rous Spear, and fhake her blazing Shield.
I With
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With that, fage CaLcHas mov'd the trembling Train
To fly, and meafure back to Deeps again ; 235
That ’twas not giv'n our Armies to deftroy
The Phrygian Empire, and the Tow'rs of Z7oy,
Till they thould bring from Greece thofe favouring Gods,
Who {mil’d indulgent, when they plow’d the Floods;
With more aufpicious Signs repafs the Main, 24C
And with new Omens take the Field again.
Now to their native Country they repair,
With gather’d Forces to renew the War;
The Scheme of Carcruas! but their vanifh’d Hoft
Will foon return to wafte the Phrygian Coaft. 245
All Greece, atoning dire Urvsses’ Deed,
To Parvras’ Honour rais’d this wondrous Steed ;
But Carcuas orderd this enormous Size,
This monftrous Bulk, that heaves into the Skies,
Left 770y fhould lead it thro’ her opening Gate, 250
And by this new Palladium guard her State.
For oh! ye Pbhrygians, had your Rage profan’d
This Gift of Parras with an impious Hand,
Some Fate (which all ye Pow’rs immortal fhed
With all your Vengeance on its Author’s Head!) 2:z
In one prodigious Ruin would deftroy
Thy Empire, Priam, and the Sons of Tiop.

But
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But would you join, within your Walls to lead
This Pledge of Heav’n, this tutelary Steed ;
Then, with her Hofts, all Afia fhall repair,

And pour on Pelops’ Walls a Storm of War;
Then Greece thall bleed, and perith in her turn;

Her future Sons ; her Nations yet unborn.

Tuus did the perjur'd SrnoN’s Art prevail ;
Too fondly we believ’d the ftudy’d Tale ;
And thus was 7oy, who bravely could fuftain
AcuiLLes Fury, when he fwept the Plain,
A thoufand Veflels, and a ten Years War,
Won by a Sigh, and vanquifh’d by a Tear.

Here a more dreadful Obje& rofe to fight,
And fhook our Souls with Horror and Aﬂ'right.
Unbleft Laocoon, whom the Lots defign ’
Prieft of the Year, at NepTUNE’s holy Shrine
Slew on the Sands, befide the rolling Flood,

A ftately Steer, in honour of the God.

When, horrid to relate! two Serpents glide

And roll incumbent on the glaffy Tide,
Advancing to the Shore ; their Spires they raife

Fold above Fold, in many a tow’ring Maze,
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Beneath their burnifh’d Breaft the Waters glow, 280

Their crimfon Crefts inflaime the Deeps below

O'er the vaft Flood, extended long and wide,

Their curling Backs lay floating on the Tide;

Lafh’d to a Foam the boiling Billows roar,

And now the dreadful Monfters reach’d the Shore ; 285
Their hifling Tongues they darted, as they came,

And their red Eye-balls fhot a fanguine Flame.

Pale at the fight, we fled in dire Difmay ;

Strait to Laocoon they dire& their way;

And firft in curling fiery Volumes bound 290
His two young Sons, and wrapt them round and round,
Devour’d the Children in the Father’s View ;

Then on the miferable Father flew,

While to their Aid he runs with fruitlefs Hafte,

And all the Man in horrid Folds embrac’d ; 29§
Twice round his Waift, and round his Neck they rear
Their winding Head, and hifs aloft in Air.

His facred Wreaths the livid Poifons ftain, 7‘
And, while he labours at the Knots in vain, >
Stung to the Soul, he bellows with the Pain. 300}
So, when the Ax has glanc’d upon his Skull,

Breaks from the Shrine, and roars the wounded Bull.

2 But
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But each huge Serpent now retires again,

And flies for Shelter to MinErvV A’s Fane;

Her Buckler's Orb the Goddefs wide difplay’d, 303
And fcreen’d her Monfters in the dreadful Shade.

Tuen, a new Fear the trembling Crowd pofieft,
A holy Horror pants in every Breaft;
All judge Laocoon juftly doem'd to bleed,
Whofe guilty Spear profan’d the facred Steed. 31a
We vote to lead him to Minerva’s Tow'r,
And {upplicate, with Vows, th’ offended Pow’r..
All to the fatal Labour bend their Care,
Level the Walls, and lay the Bulwarks bare;
Some round the lofty Neck the Cables tye, 315
Some to the Feet the rolling Wheels. apply ;.
The tow’ring Montfter, big with I/ion’s. Doom,
Mounts o’er the Wall; an Army in the Womb ;.
Around the moving Pile the Children join.
In Cries of Tranfport, and in Songs divine; 320.
They run, they pull the firetching Cords with Joy,.
And lend their little Hands to ruin Zroy !/
In one loud Peal th’ enormous Horfe rolls down,

And thund’ring gains the Centre of the Town.
Oh!
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Oh Troy renown'd in War! oh bright Abodes! 3235
Oh glorious 770y ! the Labour of the Gods!---

Thrice ftop’d unmov’d the Monfter in the Gate,

And clafhing Arms thrice warn’d us of our Fate;

But we, by Madnefs blinded and o’ercome,

Lodge the dire Monfter in the facred Dome. 330
CassaNDpra too, infpird, our Fate declares

(So Puorsus doom’d) to unregarding Ears ;

We, thoughtlefls Wretches! deck the Shrines, and walfte
In Sports the Day, which Heav'n decreed our laft,

Now had the Sun roll'd down the beamy Light, 335
And from the Caves of Ocean rufh’d the Night;
With one black Veil her fpreading Shades fupprefs
The Face of Nature, and the Frauds of Greece.
The Trojans round their Walls in Silence lay,
And loft in Sleep the Labours of the Day. 340
When lo! their Courfe the Grecian Navy bore,
New-rigg’d and arm’d, and reach’d the well-known Shore,
By filent CynTHIA’S friendly Beams convey’d;
And the proud Admiral a Flame difplay’d.
Then Sinon, favour'd by the partial Gods, 345
Unlocks the mighty Monfter’s dark Abodes;

His
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His peopled Caves pour forth in open Air

The Heroes, and the whole imprifon’d War.

Led by the guiding Cord, alight with Joy

Th’ impatient Princes in the midft of Trov, 350
Macuaon firft, then great AcuiLLes Heir,
ULvsses, Tuoas, ATHaMAS, appear ;

A Crowd of Chiefs with MeneELAas {ucceed ;

Ereus laft, who fram’d the fraudful Steed.

Strait they invade the City, bury’d deep 356
In Fumes of Wine, and all diffolv’d in Sleep ;

They flay the Guards, they burft the Gates, and join
Their Fellows, confcious to the bold Defign.

"Twas now the Time when firft kind Heav’n beftows
On wretched Man the Bleflings of Repofe; 360
When, in my Slumbers, HecTor feem’d to rife
A mournful Vifion! to my clofing Eyes.

Such he appear’d as when AcuiLres’ Car
And fiery Courfers whirld him thro’ the War;
Drawn thro his fwelling Feet the Thongs I view'd, 363
His beauteous Body black with Duft and Blood.
Ye Gods! how chang'd from HecTor! who with Joy
Return’d in proud AcHILLES" Spoils to Z7oy ;

Flung
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Flung at the Ships, like Heav'n’s Almighty Sire,

Flames after Flames, and wrapt a Fleet in Fire. 370
Now gafh’d with Wounds that for his Trov he bore,
His Beard and Locks ftood ftiffen’d with his Gore.
With Tears and mournful Accents I began,

And thus befpoke the vifionary Man!

Sav, glorious Prince, thy Country’s Hope and Joy, 373
What Caufe {o long detains thee from thy Trov ?
Say, from what Realms, fo long defir'd in vain,
Her HEcTor comes, to blefs her Eyes again?
After fuch Numbers flain, fuch Labours paft,
Thus is our Prince! ah! thus return’d at laft? 380
Why ftream thefe Wounds? or who could thus difgrace
The manly Charms of that majeftic Face ?

Novueur to thefe Queftions vain the Shade replies,

But from his Bofom draws a Length of Sighs;

Fly, fly, oh! fly the gathering Flames; the Walls 385
Are won by GRrEEcE, and glorious IL1on falls
Enough to Pr1iam and te Troy before

Was paid; then ftrive with Deftiny no more ;

Could any Mortal Hand prevent our Fate,

This. Hand, and this alone, had fav’d the State. 390

Trovy
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Trop to thy Care commends her wand’ring Gods ;
With Thefe purfue thy Fortunes o'er the Floods

To that proud City, thou fhalt raife at laft,

Return'd from wand’ring wide the watry Wafte.

This faid, he brought from Vesta’s hallow'd Quire 393
The facred Wreaths and everlatting Fire.

MeanTtiMe tumultuous round the Walls arife-
Shrieks, Clamours, Shouts, and mingle in the Skies.
And, (tho’ remote my Father’s Palace ftood,

With Shades furrounded, and a gloomy Wood) 400
Near, and more near, approach the dire Alarms;

The Voice of Woe; the dreadful Din of Arms.

Rous'd at the deafening Peal that roars around,

I mount the Dome, and liften to the Sound.

Thus oer the Corn, while furious Winds confpire, 405
Rolls on a wide-devouring Blaze of Firc;

Or fome big Torrent, from a Mountain’s Brow,

Burft, pours, and thunders down the Vale below,
O’erwhelms the Ficelds, lays wafte the golden Grain,
And headlong fweeps the Forefts to the Main ; 410
Stun’d at the Din, the Swain with liftning Ears

From fome fteep Rock the {founding Ruin hears,

K Now
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Now Hecror’s Warning prov'd too clear and true,
The Wiles of Greece appear’d in open View ;
The roaring Flames in Volumes huge afpire, 4153
And wrap thy Dome, DrirHo3BUS, in Fire;
Thine, fage Ucarecovw, next funk to Ground,
And ftretch’d a vaft unmeafurd Ruin round.
Wide o’er the Waves the bright RefleGtion plays ;
The Surges redden with the diftant Blaze. 420
Then Shouts and Trumpets {well the dire Alarms;
And, tho’ ’twas vain, I madly flew to Arms;
Eager to raife a Band of Friends, and pour
In one firm Body to defend the Tow'r;
Rage and Revenge my kindling Bofom fire, 425
Warm, and in Arms, to conquer cr expire.
But lo! poor PanTHEUS, PHorBuUs Pricft appears,
Juft fcap’d the Foe, diftracted with his Fears,
The Sage his vanquith’d Gods and Reliques bore,
And with his trembling Grandfon fought the Shore. 430

Sav, PantHEUus, how the Fate of I/ion ftands?
Say, if a Tow'r remains in Z70jazz hands ?
1 M 3
He thus with Groans ;-—-Our laft fad Hour is come,

Our certain, fixt, inevitable Doom.

Z;'gj:«’
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Troy once was great, but oh#-the Scene is o'er, 435
Her Glory vanifh’d! and her Name no more!

For partial Jove transfers her paft Renown

To Greece, who triumphs in her burning Town ;
And the huge Monfter from his opening Side,

Pours forth her Warriors in an endlefs Tide ;. 440
With Joy proud Sinoz fees the Flames afpire,

Heaps Blaze on Blaze, and mingles Fire with Fire ;
Here Thoufands pouring through- the Gates appear,

Far more than proud Mvcenz fent to War..

Some feize the Pafles; Groves of Spears arife, 445
That thirft for Blood, and flath againft the Skies..

The Guards but juft maintain a feeble Fight

With  their fierce Foes, amidft the gloomy Night.

WaiLe PaxntHEUS Words, while every God infpires,
I flew to Arms, and rufh’d amidft the Fires, 450
Where the loud Furies call, where Shouts and Cries
Ring round the Walls, and ~thutider—the Skies.
Now faithful R1pHEUS on my fide appears,
With hoary IruiTUS, advanc'd in Years ;
And valiant Hvranis and Dvwumas, known

455
By the pale Splendors of the glimm'ring Moon ;

a2 V/ith
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With thefe CuoroEeBUS, MyepoN’s generous Boy,
Who came, ill-fated, to the Wars of 770y ;

Fir'd with the fair Cassanbpra’s blooming Charms,
To aid her Sire with unavailing Arms 460
Ah! brave unhappy Youth !---He would not hear

His Bride infpird, who warn’d him from the War.

Tuese when I faw, with fierce colleéted Might,
Breathing Revenge, and crouding to the Fight
With Warmth I thus addrefs’d the generous frzin; 463
Ye bold, brave Youths, but bold and brave in vain!
If by your dauntlefs Souls impell'd, you dare
With Me to try th’ Extremities of War
You {ee our hopelefs State ; how every Ged,
Who guarded 770y, has left his old Abode; 470
You aid a Town already funk in Fire;
Fly, fly to Arms, and glorioufly expire,
Let all rufh on, and, vanquith'd as we are,
Catch onc lu it Beam of Safety from Doipair
Thus whﬂe my Words inflame the lift'ning Crew, 475
With Rage redoubled to the Fight they fic
As hungry Wolves, while Clouds involve the Pay,

Ruth from their Dens; and, prowling wide for Irev,

llu \/l
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Howl to the Tempeft, while the favage Brood,

Stretch’d in the Cavern, pant and thirft for Blood ; 480
So thro’ the Town, determin'd to expire,

Through the thick Storm of Darts, and Smoak and Fire ;
Wrapt and furrounded with the Shades of Night,

We rufh’d to certain Death, and mingled in the Fight.

W n a T Tongue the dreadful Slaughter could difclofe? 4835
Or oh! what Tears could anfwer half our Woes?
The glorious Emprefs of the Nations round,
Majeftic Zvoy, lay leveld with the Ground ;
Her murder’d Natives crouded her Abodes,
Her Streets, her Domes, the Temples of her Gods. 490
Nor I/ion bled alone: her Turn {ucceeds ;
And then She conquers, and proud Argos bleeds ;
Death in a thoufand Forms deftru&ive frown’d,
And #ve, Defpair, and Horror rag’d around.

Anp firt ANprOGr0s, whom aTrain attends, 495
With Stile familiar hail’d us as his Friends ;
Hafte, brave Aflociates, hafte; what dull Delay
Detains you here, while others feize the Prey?
In Flames your Friends have laid all Iioz vale,
And you come logging from your Ships the laft. £20

Tuus
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Tuus he; but foon from our Reply he knows
His fatal Error, compafs’d round with Foes ;
Reftrains his Tongue, and, meditating Flight,
Stops fhort;----and ftartles at the dreadful Sight:
So the pale Swain, who treads upon a Snake 505
Unfeen, and lurking in the gloomy Brake,.
Soon as his {welling Spires in Circles play,.
Starts back, and fhoots precipitate away.
Fierce we rufh in, the heedlefs Foes furround,
And lay the Wretches breathlefs on the Ground, jsrIo
New to the Place, with fudden Terror wild :
And thus at firft our flatt'ring Fortune {mil’d.
Then, by his Courage and Succefs infpir’d,
Iis warlike Train the brave Cuororsus fird:
Lo! Friends, the Road of Safety you furvey ; 51¢
Come, follow Fortune, where fhe points the Way ;
Let each in Argive Arms his Limbs difguife,
And wield the Bucklers, that the Foe fupplies;
For if Succefs an Enemy attends,
Who atks, if Fraud or Valour gain'd his Enls? 520
This faid, Axprocros’ crefted Helm he wore;

Then, on his Arm, the ponderous Buckler bore
2 With
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With beauteous Figures grac’d, and warlike Pride;
The ftarry Sword hung glitt’ring at his Side.
Like him, bold Rirurus, Dvymas, and thereft, 525
Their manly Limbs in hoftile Armour dreft.
With Gods averfe, we follow to the Fight,
And, undiftinguifh’d in the Shades of Night,
Mix with the Foes, employ the murdering Steel,
And plunge whole Squadrons to the Depths of Hell. 530
Some, wild with Fear, precipitate retreat,
Fly to the Shore, and fhelter in the Fleet;
Some climb the monftrous Horfe, a frighted Train,
And there lie trembling in the Sides again.
But, Heav’'n againft us, all Attempts muft fail, 535
All Hopes are vain, nor Courage can prevail ;
Forlo! Cassaxpra, lo! the Royal Fair
From Parvas’ Shrine with loofe disthevel’d Hair
Drag’d by the fhouting Victors ;--~to the Skies
She raisd, but rais’d in vain, her glowing Eyes; 540
Her Eyes-—She could no more—--The Greciaz Bands
Had rudely manacled her tender Hands
CuoroEBUs could not bear that Scene of Woes,
But, fird with Fury, flew amidft the Foes ;
As fwift we follow to redeem the Fair, 545
Rufh to his Aid, and thicken to the War.

Here
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Here from the Temple on our Troop defcends

A Storm of Javelins from our 7rojan Friends,

Who from our Arms and Helmets deem’d us Foes ;

And hence a dreadful Scene of Slaughter rofe: 550,

Then all the Greeks cur {flender Band invade,

And pour enrag’d to feize the refcu’d Maid ;

Ajax with all the beld Dolopians came,

And both the Kings of ATreus’ Royal Name.

So when the Winds in airy Confli& rife, 5573,

Here South and Weft charge dreadful in the Skies;

There louder Eurus, to the Battle borne,

Mounts the fwift Courfers of the purple Morn;

Beneath the Whirl-wind roar the bending Woods ;

With his huge Trident NeptuNEe ftrikes the Floods, 560

Feams, ftorms, and tempefting, the Deeps around,

Bares the broad Bofom of the dark Profound.

Thofe too, we chac’d by Night, a {catter’d Train,

Now boldly rally, and appear again.

To them our Argive Helms and Arms are known, 56z

Our Voice and Language differing from their own.

We yield to Numbers. By Penerrus’ Steel

Firft at Minerva’s Shrine Crororsus fell.

Next Riruru  bled, the jufteft far of of all

The Sons of Zioy; yet Heav'n permits his Fall. 570
The
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The like fad Fate brave Hyrani1s attends

And haplefs Dvmas, flaughter’d by their Friends.
Nor thee, Sage PaAnTHEUS! PuoEesus’ Wreaths could fave,
Nor all they fhining Virtues from the Grave.

Ye dear, dear Ruins! and thou, Z79y/ declare 575
If once I trembled or declin’d the War:

Midft Flames and Foes a glorious Death I f{ought,
And well deferv’d the Death for which I fought.
Thence we retreat; our brave Affociates gone,
Perras and IrurTus were left alone; 580
This flow with Age and bending to the Ground,

And that more tardy from Urvsses’ Wound.

Now from the Palace-Walls tumultuous ring

The Shouts, and call us to defend the King;

There we beheld the Rage of Fight, and there ;8¢
The Throne of Death, and Center of the War;

As Troy, all Troy befide had flept in Peace,

Nor ftain’d by Slaughter, nor alarm’d by Greece.
Shield lock’d in Shield, advance the Grecian Pow’rs,
To burft the Gates, and florm the Regal Tow’rs, s5go
Fly up the fteep Afcent where Danger calls,

And fix their fcaling Engines in the Walls.

High in the Left they grafp’'d the fenceful Shield,

Fierce in the Right the rocky Ramparts held ;
L Roofs,
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Roofs, Tow’rs, and Battlements the Zrojans throw, 595
A Pile of Ruins! on the Greeks below ;
Catch for Defence the Weapons of Defpair,.
In thefe the dire Extremes of Death and War..
Now on their Heads the pond’rous Beams are roll'd,
By Troy’s firft Monarchs crufted round with Gold. 600
Here thronging Troops with glittring Fau'chions ftand,
To guard the Portals, and the Door command.
Strait to the Palace, fird with Hopes, I go
To aid the vanquifh’d, and repell the Foe.
A {ecret Portico contrivid behind, 6os
Great Hecror’s Manfion to the Palace,. join’d,
By which his haplefs Princefs oft would bring
Her Royal Infant to the good old King.
This way the topmoft Battlements I gain,
Whence the tird Z7ojans threw their Darts in vain. @re.
Rais’d on a lofty Point, a Turret rears
Her ftately Head unrival’d to the Stars;
From hence we wont all Iion to {urvey,
The Fields, the Camp, the Fleets, and rolling Sea..
With Steel the yielding Timbers we affail'd, 615
Where loofe the huge disjointed Structure fail'd';
Then, tugg’d convulfive from the fhatterd Walls,
We pufh the Pile; the pond’rous Ruin falls
2 Tumbling
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Tumbling in many a Whirl, with thund’ring Sound
Down headlong on the Foes, and {fmoaks along the Ground.
But Crowds on Crowds the buried Troops fupply ; 621
And in a Storm the Beams and rocky Fragments fly.

Furt in the Portal rag’d with loud Alarms
Brave Pyrruus, glittring in his brazen Arms.
So from his Den, the Winter {lept away, 625
Shoots forth the burnifh’d Snake in open Day ;
Who, fed with every Poifon of the Plain,
Sheds his old Spoils, and fhines in Youth again,
Proud of his golden Scales rolls tow'ring on,

And darts his forky Sting, and glitters in the Sun. 630

To him the mighty Peripuas fucceeds,
And the bold * Chief who drove his Father’s Steeds ;
With thefe the Scyrian Bands advance, and aim
Full at the Battlements the miflive Flame. 633
Fierce PyrruvUs in the Front with forceful Sway
Ply’d the huge Ax, and hew'd the Beams away;
The folid Timbers from the Portal tore,
And rent from every Hinge the brazen Door ;
At laft the Chief a mighty Opening made, 640

And, all the Imperial Dome, in all her Length difplay’d:
* AUTOMEDON, L 2 The
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The Sacred Rooms of Troy’s firft Monarchs lie,
With Priam’s Pomp, prophan’d by every Eye ;
In Arms the Centries to the Breach repair,

And ftand embody’d, to repel the War. 642

Now far within, the Regal Rooms difclofe,
Loud and more loud, a direful Scene of Woes ;
The Roof refounds with Female Shricks and Cries,
And the fhrilt Echo ftrikes the diftant Skies.
The trembling Matrons fly from Place to Place, 6350
And kifs the Pillars with a laft Embrace ;
Bold Pyrruus ftorms with all his Father’s Fire ;
The Barriers burft ; the vanquifh’d Guards retire ;
The fhattter’d Doors the thund’ring Engines ply ;
The Bolts leap back; the founding Hinges fly ; 655
The War breaks in j loud fhout the hoftile Train j
The Gates are ftorm’d ; the foremoft Soldiers {lain :
Through the wide Courts the crouding 4rgives roam,
And fwarm triumphant round the Regal Dome.
Not half fo fierce the foamy Decluge bounds, 660.
And burfts refiftle(s o'er the level’d Mounds g
Pours down the Vale, and, roaring o’er the Plain,

Sweeps Herds, and Hinds, and Houfes to the Main.

Thels
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Trese Eyes within the Gate th” ATripEs view'd,
And furious Pyrruus cover'd oer with Blood ; 665
Sad they beheld, amid the mournful Scene,

The hundred Daughters with the Mother Queen,

And Prram’s {elf polluting with his Gore

Thofe Flames, he hallow’d at the Shrines before.

The fifty Bridal Rooms, a Work Divine! 670
(Such were his Hopes of a long Regal Line)

Rich in Baréaric Gold, with Trophies crown’d,. 1
Sunk with their- proud Support of Pillars round |>
And, where the Flames retire, the Foes pofiefs the Ground.J

AND now, great Queen, you haply long to know 675
The Fate of Priam in this general Woe.
When with fad Eyes the venerable Sire
Beheld his I/ion funk in hoftile Fire j
His Palace ftorm’d, the lofty Gates laid low,
His rich Pavilions crouded with the Foe ; 68c
In Arms, long fince difus’d, the hoary Sage
Loads each ftiff languid Limb, that thook with Age
Girds on an unperforming Sword in vain,
And runs on Death amidft the hoftile Train.
Within the Courts, beneath the naked Sky, €Sz

An Altar rofe; an aged Laurel by;
That
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That o'e: the Hearth and houthold Gods difplay’d

A folemn Gloom, a deep majeftic Shade:

Hither, like Doves, who clofe embody’d fly

From fome dark Tempeft blackening in the Sky, 6ge
The Queen for Refuge with her Daughters ran,

Clung and embrac’d their Images in vain.

But when in cumbrous Arms the King fhe {py’d,

Alas! my poor unhappy Lord! fhe cry’d,

What more than Madnefs, ’midft thefe dire Alarms, 69t
Mov'd thee to load thy helplefs Age ‘with Arms?

No Aid like thine this dreadful Hour demands,

But asks far other Aid, far other Hands;

No! could my own dear HeEcToRr arm again,

My own dear HeEcToRr now would arm in vain. 706
Come to thefe Altarsy here we all fhall have

One common Refuge, or one common Grave.

This faid, her aged Lord the Queen embrac’d,

And on the Sacred Seat the Monarch plac’d.

Wuen lo! PoriTes, one of Prras’s Sons, 703
Through Darts and Foes, from flaught’ring PyrrHUSs runs,
Wounded he traverfes the cloyfter'd Dome,

Darts through the Courts, and thoots from Room to Room ;

Clofe,
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Clofe, clofe behind, purfu’d the furious Foe,
Juft grafp’d the Youth, and aim’d the fatal Blow ; 710
Soon as within his Parent’s Sight he paft,
Pierc’d by the pointed Death, he breath’d Li: laft;
He fell; a purple Stream the Pavement dy’d,
The Soul comes guthing in the crimfon Tide.
The King, that Scene impatient to furvey, 7158
Tho’ Death furrounds him, gave his Fury way ;
And oh! may every violated God
Barbarian : thank thee for this Deed of Blood;
(If Gods there are, fuch A&ions to regard,)
Oh! may they give thy Guilt the full Reward ; 720
Guilt, that a Father’s Sacred Eyes defil'd
With Blood, the Blood of his dear murder’d Child T
Unlike thy Sire, AcuirLiLes the Divine!
(But fure AcuirrLes was no Sire of thine!)
Foe as Iwas, the Heroe deign'd tohear 725
The Guet’s; the Suppliant’s, King’s and Father’s Pray’r 5
To Funeral Rites reftor’'d my HecTor {lain,
And fafe difmifs’d me to my Realms again.
This faid, his trembling Arm effay’d to throw
The dull dead Javelin, that fcarce reach’d the Foe; 730
The Weapon languithingly lag’d along,
And, guiltlefs, on the Buckler faintly rung.
Thou
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Thou then be Firft, replies the Chief, to go

With thefe fad Tidings to his Ghoft below ;
Begone----acquaint him with my Crimes in Z7rop,
And tell my Sire of his degenerate Boy.

Die then ; he faid, and dragg’d the Monarch on
Thro’ the warm Blood that iffu’d from his Son,
Staggering and {liding in the {lippery Gore,

And to the Shrine the Royal Vicim bore ;
Lock’d in the Left he grafps the filver Hairs,
High in the Right the flaming Blade he rears,
Then to the Hilt with all his Force apply’d,

He plung’d the ruthlefs Fau'chion in his Side.
Such was the Fate unhappy Prrianr found,

Who faw his Z7oy lie levelld with the Ground;
He, who round Afia fent his high Conmands,
And ftretch’d his Empire o’er a hundred Lands;
Now lies a headlefs Carcafs on the Shore,

The Man, the Monarch, and the Name no more !
Then, nor till then, I fear’d the furious Foe,
Struck with that Scene of unexampled Woe
Soon as I faw the murder'd King expire ;

His old Compeer, my venerable Sire,

My Palace, Son, and Confort left behind,

A1, all, at once came rufhing on my Mind.

740
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I gaz’d around, but not a Friend was there;

My haplefs Friends, abandon’d to Defpair,

Had leapt down headlong from the lofty Spires,

Tird with their Toils; or plung’d amidft the Fires. 760

Tuus left alone, and wand’ring, I furvey
Where trembling HeELen clofe and filent lay
In Vesta’s Porch; and By the difmal Glare
Of rolling Flames difcern the fatal Fair;
The common Plague! by 770y and Greece abhorr’d I--+6 575
She fear'd alike the vengeful Zvsjan Sword, >
Her injur'd Country, and abandon’d Lord. _g
Faft by the Shrine ¥ {py’d the lurking' Dame;
And all my Soul was kindled into Flame j
My ruin’d Country to revenge, I ftood’ 770
In Wrath refolv’d to fhed her impious Blood.
Shall She, this guilty Fair, return in Peace,
A. Queen, triumphant, through the Realms of Greecce,
And fee, attended by her Phrygian Train,
Her Home, her Parents, Spoufe and Sons again ? 775
For Her curft Caufe fhall raging Flames deftroy
The flately Structures of imperial Zroy &
So' many Slaughters drench the Dardan Shore ?’
And Priam’s felf lie welt'ring in his Gore?
M No'!
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No l-—fhe fhall die-—for ‘tho’ the Viétor gain 780

‘No Fame, no Triumph for a Woman f{lain;

Yet if by juft Revenge the Traitrefs bleed,

The World confenting will applaud the Deed:

To my own Vengeance I devote her Head,

And the great Spirits of our Heroes Dead. 785

5

Tuus while I rav’d, I faw my Mother rife,
Confefs'd a Goddefs, to my wond’ring Eyes,
In pomp unufual, and divinely bright
Her beamy Glories pierc’d the Shades of Night;
Such fhe appear’d as when in Heav'n’s Abodes 790
She thines in all her Glories to the Gods.
Jult raisd to ftrike, my Hand fhe gently took,
Then from her rofy Lips the Goddefs fpoke.

Wuar Wrath fo fierce to Vengeance drives thee on?
Are We no Obje@ts of thy Care, my Son ? 795
Think of AncHises and his helplefs Age,

Thy hoary Sire expos’d to hoftile Rage ;
Think if thy dear CrEiisa yet {urvive,
Think if thy Child, the young Iiiruslive;
Whom, ever hovering round, the Greeks inclofe, 8oo
From every Side endanger’d by the Foes,
And,
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And, but my Care withftood, the ruthlefs Sword

Long fince had flaughter'd, or the Flames devour'd.
Nor beauteous HELeEN now, nor Parrs blame,

Her guilty Charms, or his unhappy Flame ; 8o3s
The Gods, my Son, th” Immortal Gods deftroy

This glorious Empire, and the Tow'’rs of Zroy ;

Hence then retire, retire without Delay,

Attend thy Mother, and her Words obey ;

Look up, for lo! Iclear thy clouded Eye. 810
From the thick Mift of dim Mortality ;

Where yon’ rude Piles of fhatter’d Ramparts rife,. 1i'
Stone rent from Stone, a dreadful Ruin lies, P
And black with rolling Smoke the dufty Whirlwind flies : J!,
There, NepTun©®’s Trident breaks the Bulwarks down,
There, from her Bafis heaves the trembling Town; 816.
Heav'n’s awful Queen, to urge the Zrojan Fate,.

Here ftorms tremendous at the Scean Gate;

Radiant in Arms the furious Goddefs ftands,

And from the Navy calls her Argive Bands. 820
On yon’ high Tow’r the martial Maid behold

With her dread Gorgon blaze in Clouds of Gold.

Great Jove himfelf the Sons of Greece inpires,

Each Arm he ftrengthens, and each Soul he fires. .
M 2 Againft’
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Againft the Trojams, from the bright Abodes, 82¢
See | where the Thund’rer calls th’® embattled Gods.
Strive then no more with Heav’n ;---but oh ! retreat,
Qurfelf will guide' thee to thy Father’s Seat ;

Ourfelf will cover and befriend thy Flight.

She faid, and funk within the Shades of Night; 830
And lo! the Gods with dreadful Faces frown’d,

And lowr’d, majeftically ftern, around.

Then fell proud I/ion’s Bulwarks, Tow’rs and Spires ;
Then 770y, tho raisd by Neprung, funk in Fires.
So when an aged Afh, whofe Honours rife 835
From fome fteep Mountain tow’ring to the Skies,

With many an Ax by fhouting Swains is ply’d,

Fierce they repeat the Strokes from every Side;

The tall Tree trembling, as the Blows go round,

Bows the high Head, and nods to every Wound: 840
At laft quite vanquifh’d, with a dreadful Peal,

In one loud Groan rolls crathing down the Vale,
Headlong with half the fhatter’d Mountain flies,

And ftretch’d out huge in Length th” unmeafur’d Ruin lies.

Now, by the Goddefs led, I bend my Way, 843
Tho Javelins hifs, and Flames around me play ;
Wil
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With {floping Spires the Flames obliquely fly,

The glancing Darts turn innocently by.

Soon as, thefe various Dangers paft, I come

Within my Reverend Father’s antient Dome, 850
Whom firft I fought, to bear his helplefs Age

Safe o’'er the Mountains, far from hoftile Rage ;

An exil’d Life difdaining to enjoy,

He ftands determin’d to expire with Zroy :

Fly you, who Health, and Youth, and Strength maintain, 855
You, whofe warm Blood beats high in every Vein;

For Me had Heav'n decreed a longer Date,

Heav’n had preferv'd for Me the Dardan State ;

Too much of Life already have I known

To {ee my Country’s Fall prevent my own; 860
Think then, this aged Corfe with Ilion fell,

And take, oh! take your folemn laft Farewel :

For Death---thefe Hands that Office yet can do;

If not-—Tll beg it from the pitying Foe.

At leaft the Soldier for my Spoils will come; 8635
Nor heed I now the Honours of a Tomb.

Grown to my Friends an ufelefs heavy Load,

Long have I livid, abhorr’d by every God,

Since, in his Wrath, high Heav'n’s Almighty Sire
Blafted thefe Limbs with his avenging Fire. 8§70

2 THY
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Tucs he; and obftinately bent appears :
The mournful Family ftand round in Tears.
Myfelf, my fhricking Wife, my weeping Son, ‘ﬁ
Friends, Servants, All intreat him to be gone, y
Nor add the general Ruin to his own ;- 87 5J|
Bid him be reconcil’d to Life once more,
Nor urge a Fate, that flew too fwift before.
Unmov’d, he flill. determines to maintain

His cruel Purpofe, and we plead in vain.

Once more I hurry to the dire Alarms, 880

To end a miferable Life in Arms;

For oh! what Meafures could I now purfue,
When Death, and only Death, was left in View :
To fly the Foe, and leave your Age alone,
Could fuch a Sire propofe to fuch a Son?

885
If ’tis by your’s and Heav'n’s high Will decreed 5
That you and all, with haplefs Zroy, muft bleed ;
{f not her leaft Remains you deign to fave ;
Behold ! the Door lies open to the Grave,
Pvyaruus will {oon be here, all cover’d o’er 890

And red from venerable Prian’s Gore;
Who ftab’d the Son before the Father’s View,
Then at the Shrine the Royal Father flew. Why!
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Why! heav’nly Mother, did thy guardian Care

Snatch me from Fires, and fhield me in the War? 893
Within thefe Walls to fee the Grecians roam,

And purple Slaughter ftride around the Dome;

‘To fee my murder’d Confort, Son, and Sire,

Steep’d in each other’s Blood, on Heaps expire !

Arms! Arms! my Friends, with {fpeed my Arms fupply,
"Tis our laft Hour, and fummons us to die ; gor
My Arms!---in vain you hold me,~—let me go-—

Give, give me back this moment to the Foe.

“Tis well---we will not tamely perith All,
But die reveng’d, and triumph in our Fall 903

Now rufhing forth, in radiant Arms, I wield
The Sword once more, and gripe the ponderous Shield.
When, at the Door, my weeping Spoufe I meet,
The fair Creiisa, who embrac’d my Feet,
And clinging round them, with Diftra&ion wild, 910
Reach’d (0o my Arms my dear unhappy Child:
And oh! fhe cries, if bent on Death thou run,
Take, take with thee, thy wretched Wife and Son ;
Or, if one glimmering Hope from Arms appear,

Defend thefe Walls, and try thy Valour here : 913
Ah!
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Ah! who fhall guard thy Sire, when thou art {lain,
Thy Child, or me, thy Confort once in vain?
Thus while fhe raves, the vaulted Dome replies.
To her loud Shrieks, and agonizing Cries..

Wuen lo! a wondrous Prodigy appears, g2C
For while each Parent kifs'd the Boy with Tears,
Sudden a circling Flame was feen to {pread
With Beams refulgent round Iivrus’ Head j
Then on his Locks the lambent: Glory preys
And harmlefs Fires around his Temples blaze. g2s
Trembling and pale we quench with bufy Care
The facred Fires, and fhake his flaming Hair.

But old A~xcuises lifts his joyful Egyes,

His Hands and Voice, in Tranfport, to the Skies.

AvmicuTy Jove! in Glory thron'd o high, 930
This once regard us with a gracious Eye;
If cer our Vows deferv’d thy Aid divine,
Vouchfafe thy Succour, and confirm thy Sign.
Scarce had he fpoke, when fudden from the Pole,
Full on the left, the happy Thunders roll ; 935
A Star fhot fweeping through the Shades of Night,
And drew behind a radiant Trail of Light,

That
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That o’er the Palace, gliding from above,

To point our Way, defcends in Ipa’s Grove;

Then left a long continu’d Stream in View, 940
The Track fiill glittering where the Glory flew.

The Flame paft gleaming with a bluith Glare,

And Smokes of Sulphur fill the tainted Air.

AT this convinc’d arofe my Reverend Sire,
Addrefs’d the Gods, and hail’d the facred Fire: 945,
Proceed my Friends, no longer I delay,

But inftant follow where you lead the way.

Ye Gods, by thefe your ©Omens, you ordain

That from the Womb of Fate fhall rife again,

To Light and Life, a glorious {fecond Zray ; Y30
Then fave this Houfe, and this aufpicious Boy ;.
Convinc’d by Omens {o divinely bright,.

I go, my Son, Companion of thy Flight.

Thus he---and nearer now in curling Spires

Through the long Walls roll’d on the roaring Fires. 9

Uy
AJe

Hafte then, my Sire, I'cry’d, my Neck afcend,
With Joy beneath your facred Load I bend ;:
Together will we fhare, where're I go;
One common Welfare, or one common Woes.
Qurr
N
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Ourfelf with Care will young Tivrus lead; 960
At fafer Diftance you my Spoufe fucceed;

Heed too thefe Orders, ye attendant Train;

Without the Wall ftands Crres’ vacant Fane,

Rais’d on a Mount; an aged Cyprefs near,

Prefervid for Ages with religious Fear ; 963
‘Thither, from different Roads affembling, come,

And meet embody'd at the facred Dome :

Thou, thou, my Sire, our Gods and Relicks bear}
Thefe Hands, yet horrid with the Stains of War,

Refrain their Touch unhallow’d till the Day, 970
When the pure Stream fhall wafh the Guilt away.

Now, with a Lion’s Spoils befpread, I take
My Sire, a pleafing Burthen, on my Back ;
Clofe clinging to my Hand, and prefling nigh,
With Steps unequal trip’'d Tiircs by ; 9735
Behind, my lov’d CRreEeiisa took her way;
Through every lonely dark Recefs we ftray :
And I, who late th” embattled Greeks could dare,
Their flying Darts, and whole embody'd War,
Now take Alarm, while Horrors reign around, 980

At every Breeze, and ftart at every Sound.

With
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With fancy’d Fears -my bufy Thoughts were wild
For my dear Father, and endanger’d Child.

Now, to the City Gates approaching near,
I feem the Sound of trampling Feet to hear. 9835
Alarm’d my Sire look’d forward thro’ the Shade,
And, fly my Son, they come, they come, he faid ;
Lo! from their Shields I fee the Splendors ftream,
And ken diftin& the Helmet’s fiery Gleam.
And here, fome envious God, in this Difmay, 990
This fudden Terror, fnatch'd my Senfe away.
For while o’er devious Paths I wildly trod,
Studious to wander from the beaten Road ;
I loft my dear CrEiis4, nor can tell
From that fad Moment, if by Fate the fell; 993;
Or funk fatigi’d; or ftraggled from the Train;
But ah! fhe never bleft thefe Eyes again!
Nor, till to Ceres’ antient Wall we came,.
Did I fufpet her loft, nor mifs the Dame.
There all the Train aflembled, all but fhe,
Loft to her Friends, her- Father, Son, and Me. 10Q0:
What Men, what Gods did my wild Fury fpare?
At both I rav'd, and madden’d with Defpair.

N 2 In:
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In Z7oy’s laft Ruins did I ever know

A Scene fo cruel! fuch tranfcandent Woe! 1004
Our Gods, my Son, and Father to the Train

I next commend, and hide them in the Plain;

vt o id

Then fly for 770y, and fhine in Arms again,
Refolv'd the burning Town to wander oer,
And tempt the Dangers that I ’fcap'd before. 1010
Now to the Gate I run with furious hafte,

Whence firft from Ilion to the Plain I paft;

Dart round my Eyes in every Place in vain,

And tread my former Footfteps o'er again.
Surrounding Horrors all my Soul affright 1013
And more, the dreadful Silence of the Night.

Next to my Houfe I flew without delay,

If there, if haply there {he bent her way.

In vain---the conquering Foes were enter'd there ;

High, o'er the Dome, the Flames emblaze the Air;
Fierce to devour, the fiery Tempeft flies, 1021
Swells in the Wind, and thunders to the Skies.

Back to th’ embattled Citadel I ran,

And fearch’d her Father’s regal Walls in vain.

ULvsses now and Puoenix I furvey, 10235
Who guard, in Juno's Fane, the gatherd Prey:

3 In
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In one huge heap the Trojan Wealth was roll’d,
Refulgent Robes, and Bowls of mafly Gold;

A Pile of Tables on the Pavement nods,

Snatch’d from the blazing Temples of the Gods. 1030
A mighty Train of fhrieking Mothers bound

Stood with their Captive Children trembling round.
Yet more-——-I boldly raife my Voice on high,

And in the Shade on dear CrEiisa cry;

Call on her Name a thoufand times in vain, 1035
But ftill repeat the darling Name again.

Thus while I rave and roll my {fearching Eyes,

Solemn and flow I faw her Shade arife,

The Form enlarg’d majeftic mov'd along ;

Fear rai’d my Hair, and Horror chain’d my Tongue

Thus as I ftood amaz’d, the Heav'nly Fair 1041
With thefe mild Accents footh’d my fierce Defpair.

Wuy with Excefs of Sorrow raves in vain
My deareft Lord, at what the Gods ordain ?
Oh! could I fhare thy Toils I---but Fate denies; 1044
And Jove, dread Jovs, the Sovereign of the Skies.
In long, long Exile, art thou doom'd to fweep

Seas after Seas, and plow the vafty Deep.

Hefperia
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Hefperia fhall be thine, where Tjder glides
Thro’ fruitful Realms, and rolls in eafy Tides. 10 50
There fhall thy Fates a happier Lot provide,

A glorious Empire, and a Royal Bride.

Then let your Sorrows for CreEiisa ceafe s

For know I never fhall be led to Greece s

Nor feel the Vifor's Chain, nor Captive’s Shame, 1055
A Slave to {ome imperious Argive Dame.

No !---born a Princefs, fprung from Heav’n above,
Ally'd to Venus, and derivid from Jove,

Sacred from Greece, ’tis mine, in thefe Abodes

To {erve the glorious Mother of the Gods. 1060

Farewel ; and to our Son thy Care approve,

Our Son, the Pledge of our commutual Love.

Tuus the; and, as I wept, and with’d to fay
Ten thoufand things, diflolv’d in Air away.
Thrice round her Neck my eager Arms I threw; 1063
Thrice from my empty Arms the Phantom flew,
Swift as the Wind, with momentary Flight,
Swift as a flecting Vifion of the Night.
Now, Day approaching, to my longing Train,
From ruin’d Ilion 1 return again ; 1070
To
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To whom, with Wonder and Surprize, I find

A mighty Crowd of new Companions join'd;

A Hoft of willing Exiles round me ftand,

Matrons, and Men, a miferable Band ;

Eager the Wretches pour from every Side, 1075
To fhare my Fortunes on the foamy Tide ;

Valiant, and arm’d, my Condué& they implore,

To lead and fix them on {fome foreign Shore:

And now, oer Idz with an early Ray

Flames the bright Star, that leads the golden Day. 1080
No Hopes of Aid in view, and every Gate

Poffeft by Greece, at length T yield to Fate.

Safe o'er the Hill my Father I convey,

And bear the venerable Load away. 1084

The End of the Second Boox.
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The ARGUMENT.

{Eneas proceeds in his Relation: He gives an Aicount of the Fleet
in which be failed, and the Succefs of his firft Voyage to Thrace;
Jrom thence be directs his Courfe to Delos, and asks the Oracle what
Place the Gods bad appointed for bis Habitation? By a Miftake of
the Oracle’s Anfwer, be fettles in Crete; his Houfbold Gods give him
the true Senfe of the Oracle in a Dream. He follows their Ad-
vice, and makes the beft of bis Way for Italy: He is caft on feveral
Shores, and meets with very furprizing Adventures, *till at length
be lands on Sicily; where bis Father Anchifes dies. This is the
Place which he was failing from, when the Tempeft rofe, and threw:
bim upon the Carthaginian Coa/?.
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8| The Throne of Priam, and the Phrygian State;
When 7oy, tho NEPTUNE rais’d her Bulwarks

round,
The Pride of Afia, {moak’d upon the Ground;
We feek in vacant Regions new Abodes, 5

Call’d by the guiding Omens of the Gods.

Secret, a fudden Navy we provide,
Beneath Antandros, and the Hills of Ide.

Doubtful, where Heavn would fix our wand’ring Train,

Our gather'd Pow’rs prepare to plow the Main. 10

O Scarce
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Scarce had the Summer fhot a genial Ray ;
My Sire commands, the Canvas to difplay,
£nd freer wherever Fate fhould point the Way.
With Tears I leave the Port, my native Shore,
And thofe dcar Fields, where IZionz rofe before.
An exil'd Wretch, I lead into the Floods

My Son, my Friends, and all my vanquifh’d Gods.

Tue warlike Zhracians till a boundlefs Plain,
Sacred to Mars, Lycurcus’ antient Reign ;
Ally'd to Z7roy, while Fortune owa’d her Caufe ;
The fame their Gods and hofpitable Laws ;
Thither, with Fates averfe, my Courfe I bore,
And raife a Town amid the winding Shore.
Then from my Name the rifing City call,

And ftretch along the Strand th’ embattled Wall.
Here to my Mother, and the favouring Gods,

? offer'd Victims by the rolling Floods ;

But flew a flately Bull to mighty Jovg,

Who reigns the Sovereign of the Pow’rs above.

Ra1s’p on a Mount, a cornel Grove was nigh,

And with thick Branches ftood a Myrtle by.

1
|
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With verdant Boughs to fhade my Altars round

I came, and try’d to rend them from the Ground.

When lo! a horrid Prodigy I fee;

99

For {carce my Hands had wrench’d the rooted Tree; 33

When, from the Fibres, Drops of crimfon Gore
Ran trickling down, and ftain’d the fable Shore.
Amaz’'d I fhook with Horror and Affright,
My Blood all curdled at the dreadful Sight ;
Curious the latent Caufes to explore,

With trembling Hands a fecond Plant I tore;
That fecond wounded Plant diftill'd around

Red Drops of Blood, and fprinkled all the Ground.

Rack’d with a thoufand Fears, devout I bow’d
To every Nymph, and Zhracia’s Guardian God,
Thefe Omens to avert by Pow’r Divine,
And kindly grant a more aufpicious Sign.
But when once more I tug'd with toiling Hands,
A~d eager bent my Knees againft the Sands;
Live I to fpeak it?---from the Tomb I hear
£ hollow Groan that fhock’d my trembling Ear.
t: .~ can thy pious Hands, ANras, rend
7ie bury’d Body of thy haplefs Friend ?
Th . “ceam that trickles from the wounded Tree
Is Z»jon Blood, and once ally'd to thee.

O 2
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Ah! fly this barbarous Land, this guilty Shore,
Fly, fly the Fate of murderd PorLyDoRrE.
This Grove of Lances, from my Body f{lain,
Now bloom with Vegetable Life again.

TueN, as amaz’d in deep Sufpence I hung, 6o
Fear raisd my Hair, and Horror chain’d my Tongue.
Ill-fated Pr1awm, when the Grecian Pow'rs
With a clofe Siege begirt the Dardarn Tow'rs,

No more confiding in the Strength of Z7oy,

Sent to the Thracian Prince the haplels Boy, 6z
With mighty Treafures, to fupport him there,
Remov’d from all the Dangers of the War.

This Wretch, when I/ion’s better Fortunes ceafe,

Clos’d with the proud victorious Arms of Greece;
Broke thro’ all facred Laws, and uncontroll’d 70
Deftroy’d his Royal Charge, to {eize the Gold.

Curs'd Gold l---how high will daring Mortals rife

In every Guilt, to reach the glittering Prize?

Coon as my Soul recover'd from her Fears,

Before my Father and the gather'd Peers, 75
I lay the dreadful Omens of the Gods;

All vote at once to fly the dire Abodes ;
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To leave th’ unhofpitable Realm behind,

And {pread our opening Canvas to the Wind.
But firft we paid the Rites to PoLYDORE,

And raisd a mighty Tomb amid the Shore.
Next, to his Ghoft, adorn’d with Cyprefs Boughs
And fable Wreaths two folemn Altars rofe;

With lamentable Cries and Hair unbound,

The 7rojan Dames in Order mov’d around.
Warm Milk and facred Blood in Bowls we brought,
To lure the Spirit with the mingled Draught;
Compos’d the Soul; and, with a difmal Knel,
Took thrice the melancholy laft Farewel.

Soon as our Fleet could truft the {miling Sea,

And the foft Breeze had {mooth’d the watry Way

Call'd by the whifpering Gales, we rig the Ships,

Croud round the Shoves, and launch mnto the Deeps.

Swift from the Port our eager Courfe we ply,

And Lands and Towns roll backward, as we flv.

By Doris lovid; and Ocean’s azure God,

Lies a fair Hle amid th’ AZgean Flood ;

Which Puoesus fixd; for once the wand.:r’d round

The Shores, and floated on the vaft Profounl.
2
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But now unmov'd the peopled Region braves 100
The roaring Whirl-winds, and the furious Waves,

Safe in her open Ports the facred Ifle

Receiv'd us harrafs’d with the naval Toil.

Our Reverence due to Paoesus’ Town we pay,

And holy Anxius meets us on the way; 105
An1us, whofe Brows the Wreaths and Laurels grace,
Prieft of the God, and Sovereign of the Place.
Well-pleas’d to fee our Train the Shore afcend,

He flew to meet my Sire, his antient Friend :

In hofpitable Guife our Hands he preft, 110
Then to the Palace led each honourd Gueft.

To Puorsus’ aged Temple 1 repair,

And {uppliant to the God prefer my Pray' :

To wandring Wretches, who in Exile roam,

Grant, O Thymbrean God, a {ettled Home 1Ty
Oh! grant thy Suppliants, their long Labours paft,

A Race to flourifth, and a Town to laft.

Preferve this little fecond Zroy in Peace,

Snatch’d from AcuirL es and the Sword of Greece;
Vouchfafe, great Father, {fome aufpicious Sign ; 120
And oh! inform us with thy Light divine,

Where lies our Way? and what aufpicious Guide,

To foreign Realms fhall lead us o’er the Tide?

SUDDEN
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SuppEN, the dire Alarm the Temple took,
The Laurels, Gates, and lofty Mountains fhook. 125
Burft with a dreadful Roar, the Veils difplay

The hallow’d Tripods in the Face of Day.

Humbled we fell; then, proftrate on the Ground,

We hear thefe Accents in an awful Sound:

Ye valiant Sons of Zrgy, the Land that bore 130
Your mighty Anceftors to Light before,

Once more their great Defcendants fhall embrace;
Go---feck the antient Mother of your Race.

There the wide World, £xzeas’ Houfe fhall fway,

And down from Son to Son, th'imperial Power convey. 133

Tuus PuoeBus fpoke; and Joy tumultuous fir'd
The thronging Crowds; and eager all enquir'd,
What Realm, what Town, his Oracles ordain,
Where the kind God would fix the wandring Train ?
Then in his Mind my Sire revolving o’er 140
The long, long Records of the Times before;
Learn, ye aflembled Peers, he cries, from me,
The happy Realm the Laws of Fate decree ;
Fair Crete fublimely tow’rs amid the Floods,

Proud Nurfe of Jove, the Sovereign of the Gods. 143
There
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There Ida ftands, and thence we trace

The firft Memorials of the Zrojaz Race;

A hundred Cities the bleft Iile contains,

And boafts a vaft Extent of fruitful Plains.

Hence our fam’d Anceftor old Trucer bore 150
His Courfe, and gain’d the fair Rhezrean Shore.

There the great Chief th: Seat of Empire chofe,

Before proud  77oy’s majeftic Strudures rofe ;

Till then, if rightly I record the Tale,

Our old Forefathers till'd the lowly Vale. 155
From hence arriv’d the Mother of the Gods,

Hence her loud Cymbals and her facred Woods
Hence, at her Rites religious Silence reigns,

And Lions whirl her Chariot o’er the Plains.

Then fly we {peedy where the Gods command, 160
‘Appeafe the Winds, and feck the Crezan Land.

Nor diftant is the Shore; if Jove but {mile,

Three Days thall waft us to the blifstul Ile.

Turs fuid; he flays the Vidims due, and loads
In hafte the fmoaking Altars of the Gods. 165

A Bull to Pucenus, and a Bull was {lain

To thee, great NErPTUNE, Monarch of the *%i.,

W fIT
A J,V,éié‘“;"
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A milk-white Ewe to every Weftern Breeze,

A black, to every Storm that fweeps the Seas.

Now Fame reports IpoMmENEUS’ Retreat, 170
Expell'd and banifh’d from the Throne of Crete;
Free from the Foe the vacant Region lay.

We leave the Delian Shore, and plow the watry Way.
By fruitful Vawoes, o’'er the Flood we fly,

Where to the Bacchanals the Hills reply ; 175
By green Dony/a next, and Paros fteer,

Where, white in Air, her glittering Rocks appear.
'Thence through the Cyclades the Navy glides,

Whofe cluft'ring Iflands ftud the filver Tides.

Loud fhout the Sailors, and to Crete we fly; 180
To Crete our Country, was the general Cry.

Swift fhoots the Fleet before the driving Blaft,

And on the Creran Shore defcends at laft.

WitH eager Speed I frame a Town, and call
From antient PErcamus the rifing Wall. 185
Pleas’d with the Name, my Zrojans 1 command
To raife ftrong Tow’rs, and fettle in the Land.
Soon as our lufty Youth the Fleet\ could moor,
And draw the Veffels on the fandy Shore,
P Soon
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Some join the nuptial Bands : With bufy Toil 1Yo
Their Fellows plow the new-difcover’d Soil.

To frame impartial Laws I bend my Cares,

Allot the Dwellings, and aflign the Shares.

When lo! from ftanding Air and poifon’d Skies,

A fudden Plague with dire Contagion flies. 195
On Corn and Trees the dreadful Peft began; .

And laft the fierce Infedion feiz’d on Man.

They breathe their Souls in Air; or drag with Pain
‘Their Lives, now lengthen’d out for Woes, in vain ;
Their wonted Food the blafted Fields deny, 200
And the red Dog-ftar fires the fultry Sky.

My Sire advis’d, to meafure back the Main,

Confult, and beg the Delian God again

To end our Woes, his Succour to difplay,

And to our Wandrings point the certain Way. 205

"T'was Night; foft Slumbers had the World pofleft,
When, as I lay compos'd in pleafing Reft,
Thofe Gods I bore from flaming Zrop, arife
In awful Figures to my wondring Eyes:
Clofe at my Couch they ftood, divinely bright, 210
And fhone diftin&t by Cynr1a’s gleaming Light,
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Then, to difpell the Cares that rack’d my Breaft,
Thefe Words the vifonary Pow’rs addreft;

Tuose Truths the God in Delos would repeat,
By Us, his Envoys, he unfolds in Creze.
By Us, Companions of thy Arms and Thee
From flaming I/ion o'er the fwelling Sea.
Led by Our Care, fhall thy Defcendants rife,
The World’s majeftic Monarchs, to the Skies.
Then build thy City for Imperial Sway,
And boldly take the long laborious Way.
Forfake this Region ; for the Delian Pow’r
Aflign’d not for thy Seat the Guoffian Shore.
Once by OEnotrians till'd, there lies a Place,
"Twas call'd Hefperia by the Grecian Race;
For martial Deeds and Fruits renown’d by Fame
But fince, Italia, from the Leader’s Name.
Thefe are the native Realms the Fates aflign;
Hence rofe the Fathers of the 77oaz Line;
The great Iasius, fprung from Heav'n above,
And antient Darpanus, derivid from Jove.
Rife then, in hafte thefe joyful Tidings bear,
Thefe Truths unqueftion’d, to thy Father’s Ear.

P2
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Begone---the fair Aufonian Realms explore,
For Jove himfelf denies the Crefan Shore. 235

STruck with the Voice Divine, and awful Sight,
No common Dream, or Vifion of the Night ;
I faw the Wreaths, their Features ; and a Stream
Of trickling Sweat ran cold from every Limb.
I flarted from my Bed, and raisd on high 246G
My Hands and Voice in Rapture to the Sky.
Then (to our Gods the due Oblations paid)
The Scene Divine before my Sire I laid.
He owns his Error of each antient Place,

Our two great Founders, and the double Race. 24¢

My Son, he cry'd, whom adverfe Fates employ,

Oh! exercis’d in all the Woes of Zroy!

Now I refle&, Cassanpria’s Word Divine

Aflign’d thefe Regions to the LDardan Line..

But who furmiz’d, the Sons of Z7gy fhould come 2350

To fair Hefperia from their diftant Home ?

Or who gave Credit to Cassanpra’s Strain,

Doom’d by the Fates to prophefy in vain 2’

Purfue we now a furer, fafer Road,

By Puorpus pointed, and obey the God. 255
Glad
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Glad we comply, and leave a Few behind ;
‘Then {fpread our Sails ta catch the driving Wind,
Forfake this Realm ; the fparkling Waves divide,
And the f{wift Veflels fhoot along the Tide.

Now vanifh’d from our Eyes the leflening Ground; 260
And, all the wide Horizon ftretching round, i}
Above was Sky, beneath was Sea profound :. Jl
When, blackning by degrees, a gathering Cloud,
Charg’d with big Storms, frown’d dreadful o’er the Flood
And darken’d all the Main ;- the Whirlwinds roar, 2635
And roll the Waves in Mountains to the Shore.
Snatch’d by the furious Guft, the Veflels keep
‘Their Road no more, but fcatter o’er the Deep -
The Thunders roll, the forky. Light'nings fly ;
And in a Burft of Rain defcends the Sky. 270
Far from our Courfe was. dafh’d. the Navy wide,.
And dark we wander o’er the tofling Tide.
Not fkilful Parinure in fuch a Sea, 'i
So black with Storms, diftinguifh’d Night from Day; »
Nor knew to turn the Helm, or point the Way. 275 .
Three Nights, without One guiding Star in View,
Three Days, without the Sun, the Navy flew ;.

The
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The Fourth, by Dawn, the fwelling Shores we {py, 7'

See the thin Smokes, that melt into the Sky, ’
And biueith Hills juft opening on the Eye. 28OJ
We furl the Sails, with bending Oars divide

The flathing Waves, and fweep the foamy Tide.

Sare from the Storm the Srrophades 1 gain, ]
Incircled by the vaft Ionian Main, i}
Where dwelt CELzxo with her Harpy Train; 285_!
Since BorEeas’ Sons had chac’d the direful Guefts
From Puineus’ Palace, and their wonted Feafts.

But Fiends to fcourge Mankind, fo fierce, fo fell,
Heav'n never fummon’d from the Depths of Hell :
Rloated and gorg’d with Prey, and ever thence 2G0
Foul to the Sight, and noifom to the Senfe:

A Female Face, with Wings and hooky Claws;

Death in their Eyes, and Famine in their Jaws.

Tue Port we enter'd, and with Jeoy beheld
Huge Herds of Oxen graze the verdant Field, 295
And feeding Flocks of Goats, without a Swain,
That range at large, and bound along the Plain ;
We feize, we {lay, and to the copious Feaft
Call every God, and Jove himfelf a Gueft.

Then
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Then on the winding Shore the Tables plac’d, 300
And fate indulging in the rich Repaft;

When from the Mountains, terrible to view,

On founding Wings the Monfter Harpyes flew.

They taint the Banquet with their Touch abhorr’d,

Or fnatch the {moaking Viands from the Board. 308
A Stench offenfive follows where they fly,

And loud they fcream, and raife a dreadful Cry.
Thence to a cavern’d Rock the Train remove,

And the clofe Shelter. of a fhady Grove;

Once more prepare the Feaft, the Tables raife ; 310
Once more with Fires the loaded Altars blaze.

Again the Fiends from their dark Covert fly,

But from a different Quarter of the Sky;

With loathfom Claws they fnatch the Food away,
Scream o’er our Heads, and poifon all the Prey. 313
Enrag’d, I bid my Train their Arms prepare,

And with the direful Monfters wage the War.

Clofe in the Grafs, obfervant of the Word,

They hide the fhining Shield, and gleaming Sword.

Then, as the Harpyes from the Hills once more 320
Pour’d fhricking down, and crowded round the Shore,
On his high Stand Misenvus founds from far

The brazen Trump, the Signal of the War.
With
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With unaccuftom’d Fight we flew, to {lay

The Forms obfcene, dread Monfters of the Sea.
But proof te Steel their Hides and Plumes remain
We flrike th’ impenetrable Fiends in vain,

Who from the Fragments wing th’ aérial Way,
And leave, involv’d in Stench, the mangled Prey;
All but CeLrzx~o;-—from a pointed Rock

Where perch’d fhe fate, the boding Fury {poke:
Then was it not enough, ye Sons of 77y,

Our Flocks to flaughter, and our Herds deftroy ?
But War, fhall impious War your Wrongs maintain,
And drive the Harpyes from their Native Reign ?
Hear then your dreadful Doom with due Regard,
Which mighty Jove to Puorpus has declar'd ;
Which Puoesus open’d to CELzZNOs View,
And I, the Furies Queen, unfold to You.

To promis'd Iraly your Courle you ply,

And fafe to Izaly at length fhall fly;

But never, never raife your City there,

Till, 'n due Vengeance for the Wrongs we bear,
brperions Hunger urge you to devour

Vhowe vers Boards on which you fed before.

II1.
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Sue ceas’d, and fled into the gloomy Wood, ]
With Hearts deje¢ted my Companions ftood, Ii
And {fudden Horrors froze their curdling Blood. }
Down drop the Shield and Spear ; from Fight we ceafe,
And humbly fue by fuppliant Vows for Peace; 350
And whether Goddefles, or Fiends from Hell,
Proftrate before the monftrous Forms we fell.

But old AncHisEs, by the beating Floods,

Invok’d with Sacrifice th’ Immortal Gods

And rais’d his Hands and Voice ;---Ye Pow’rs Divine 353
Avert thefe Woes, and {pare a righteous Line,

Then he commands to cut the Cords away ;

With Southern Gales we plow the foamy Sea.

And, where the friendly Breeze or Pilot guides,

With flying Sails we ftem the murmuring Tides. 360
Now, high in View, amid the circling Floods

We ken Zacynthus crown’d with waving Woods.
Dulichian Coafts, and Samiar Hills we {py,

And NVeritos alpiring to the Sky.

Rough Ithaca we fhun, a rocky Shore, 365
And curfe the Land that dire ULvysses bore.

Then dim Levcate fwelld to Sight, who fhrouds
His proud aérial Brow in ambient Clouds:

Q Laft
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Laft opens, by degrees, Aror1o’s Fane,

The Dread of Sailors on the wintry Main. 370
To this {fmall Town, fatigu’d with Toil, we hafte ;

The circling Anchors from the Prows are caft.

Safe to the Land beyond our Hopes reftor'd,

We paid our Vows to Heav'n’s Almighty Lord.

All bright in fuppling Oil, my Friends employ 3751|
Their Limbs in wreftling, and revive with Joy >
On Aian Shores the folemn Games of Z7vy. J‘
Pleasd we refle, that we had pafs’d in Peace

Through Foes unnumber’d, and the Towns of Greece.

MeanTIiME the Sun his annual Race performs ; 380
And bluftring Boreas fills the Sea with Storms ;
I hung the Brazen Buckler on the Door,
Which once in Fight the Warlike Asas bore;
And thus infcrib’d---Thefe Arms with Blood diftain’d,
From conquering Greece the great Eneas gain'd; 383
Then, rousd at my Command, the Sailors fweep
And dafh with bending Oars the {fparkling Deep.
Soon had we loft Phzacia’s finking Tow'rs,
And fkim’d along Epirus’ flying Shores.
On the Chaonian Port at length we fall; 360

Thence we afcend to high Buthrotos Wall.
Aftonifh’'d
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Aftonifh’d here a ftrange Report we found,

That Zrojan HerLENus in Greece was crown'd.

The Captive Prince, (vi¢torious PyrruUs dead)

At once fucceeded to his Throne and Bed; 395
And fair ANDrROMACHE, to 7oy reftor'd,

Once more was wedded to a Dardar Lord.

With eager Joy I left the Fleet, and went

To hail my Royal Friends, and learn the ftrange Event.

Berore the Walls, within a gloomy Wood 400
Where a new Simois roll’'d his filver Flood ;
By Chance, ANpromacHE that Moment paid
The mournful Offerings to her Hector’s Shade.
A Tomb, an empty Tomb her Hands compofe

Of living Turf; and two fair Altars rofe. 4038
Sad Scene !---that flill provok’d the Tears fhe fhed ;

And here the Queen invok’d the mighty Dead.

When lo! as I advanc’d, and drew more nigh,

She faw my Zrojan Arms, and Enfigns fly;

So ftrange a Sight aftonifh’d to furvey, 410
The Princefs trembles, falls, and faints away.

Her beauteous Frame the vital Warmth forfook,

And {carce recover'd thus at length fhe {poke:

Qz Ha!
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Ha !--is it true ?~=-in Perfon ? and alive ?
Still, doft thou ftill, oh! Goddefs-born, furvive ?

Or, if no more thou breathe the vital Air,

- 438

Where is my Lord, my Hecrogr, tell me where?
Then, the big Sorrow ftreaming from her Eyes,

She fill'd the Air with agonizing Cries.

Few Words to footh her raging Grief I fay, 420
And fcarce thofe Few, for Sobs, could find their way.

Ar! truft your Eyes, no Phantoms here impofe ;
I live indeed, but drag a Life of Woes.
“Say then, oh Say, has Fortune yet been juft
To Worth like yours, fince HEctor funk in Duft ? 425
Or oh! is that great Heroe’s Confort led
(His dear ANDROMACHE) to PYRRHUS Bed ?
To this, with lowly Voice, the Fair replies,
While on the Ground the fixt her ftreaming Eyes.

Turice bleft Porvxenal condemn’d to fall 430
By vengeful Greece beneath the Trojan Wall;
Stab’d at PeLipEs’ Tomb the Vidim bled,
By Death deliver'd from the Victor's Bed.
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Nor Lots difgrac’d her with a Chain, like Me,
A wretched Captive, drag’d from Sea to Sea! 4

AN
RTAY

Doom’d to that Heroe’s haughty Heir, I gave

A Son to PyrrHUs, more than half a Slave,

From Me, to fair Hermrione he fled

Of Lepa’s Race, and fought a Spartan Bed ;

My flighted Charms to HeLENnuUs refign'd, 44G
And in the Bridal Bands his Captives join'd.

But fierce OresTEs, by the Furies toft

And mad with Vengeance for the Bride he loft,

Swift on the Monarch from his Ambufh flew,

And at Arorro’s hallow’d Altar flew. 445
On HerLenus devolvid, (the Tyrant flain,)

A Portion of the Realm, a large Domain :

From Cuaonx’s Name the fruitful Tra& he calls,

And from old Percamus, his growing Walls.

But oh ! what Winds, what Fate s,what gracious Pow’rs 450
Led you, unknowing, to thefe Friendly Shores?

Does yet Ascantus live, the Hope of Troy @

Does his fond Mother’s Death affli® the Boy ?

Or Glory’s Charms his little Soul inflame,

To match my Hecror’s or his Father's Fame ? 455

Se
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So fpoke the Queen with mingled Sobs and Cries,
And Tears in vain ran trickling from her Eyes.
When lo! in Royal Pomp the King defcends
With a long Train, and owns his antient Friends.
Then to the Town his welcome Guefts he led ; 460
Tear follow’d Tear, at every Word he faid.

Here in a foreign Region I behold

A littde 770y, an Image of the OId;

Here creeps along a poor penurious Stream,

That fondiy bears Scamander’s mighty Name: 465
A fecond Scean Gate I clafp with Joy,

In dear Remembrance of the firft in Z7vy.

With Me, the Monarch bids my Friends, and All,
Indulge the Banquet in the Regal Hall,

Crown’d with rich Wine the foamy Goblets hold; 470
And the vaft Feaft was ferv’d in mafly Gold.

Two Days were paft, and now the Southern Gales
Call us aboard, and ftretch the fwelling Sails.
A thoufand Doubts diftra& my anxious Breaft,
And thus the Royal Prophet I addrefs'd: 475
Oh Sacred Prince of Zrop, to whom ’tis giv'n,
To fpeak Events, and fearch the Will of Heav'n,
The
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The fecret Mind of Puoerus to declare

From Laurels, Tripods, and from every Star;
To know the Voice of every Fowl that flies,
The Signs of every Wing that beats the Skies;
Inftru& me, Sacred Seer; fince every God,
With each bleft Omen, bids me plow the Flood
To reach fair Iraly, and meafure o'er

A Length of Ocean to the deftin’d Shore:

The Harpy Queen, and fhe alone, relates

A Scene of fad unutterable Fates,

A dreadful Famine fent from Heaven on high,
With all the gather'd Vengeance of the Sky :
Tell me, what Dangers I muft firft oppofe,
And how o’ercome the mighty Weight of Woes.

Now, the due Vi&ims flain, the King implores
The Grace and Favour of th’ Immortal Pow’rs ;
Unbinds the Fillets from his facred Head,

Then, by the Hand, in folemn State he led
His trembling Gueft to Puoesus fair Abode,
Struck with an awful Reverence of the God.
At length, with all the facred Fury fir'd,
Thus {fpoke the Prophet, as the God infpir'd:
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S1nce, mighty Chief, the Deities, your Guides, goe
With profperous Omens waft you o’er the Tides,
Such is the Doom of Fate, the Will of Jovg,
The firm Decree of him who reigns above:
Hear me, of many Things, explain a Few,
Your future Courfe with Safety to purfue; 5038
And, all thefe foreign Floods and Countries paft,
To reach the with'd Aufonian Port at laft.
The reft the Fates from HELENUs conceal,
And Heav'n’s dread Queen forbids me to reveal.
Firft then, that Izaly, that promis'd Land, 510
Tho' thy fond Hopes already grafp the Strand,
(Tho’ now fhe feems fo near,) a mighty Tide,
And long, long Regions from your Reach divide.
Sicilian Seas muft bend your plunging Oars;
Your Fleet muft coaft the fair Aufonian Shores, 51K
And reach the dreadful Ifle, the dire Abode
Where Circe reigns; and ftem the Stygian Flood,
Before vour fated City fhall afcend.,
Hear then, and thefe aufpicious Signs attend :
When, loft in Contemplation deep, you find 520
A large white Mother of the briftly Kind,

With
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With her white Brood of thirty Young, who drain

Her fwelling Dugs, where Tyber bathes the Plain :

There, there, thy Town fhall rife, my godlike Friend,

And all thy Labours find their deftin’d End. 525

Fear then CerLano0’s direful Threats no more,

That your fierce Hunger fhall your Boards devour.

Arorro, when invok'd, will teach the Way,

And Fate the myftic Riddle fhall difplay.

But thefe next Borders of th’ Italian Shores, 530

On whofe rough rocky Sides our Ocean roars,

Avoid with Caution, for the Grecian Train

Poffefs thofe Realms that ftretch along the Main.

Here, the fierce Locrians hold their dreadful Seat ;

There, brave InoMeNEUs, expell'd from Creze, 535

Has fixt his Armies on Salentine Ground,

And awes the wide Calabrian Realms around.

Here PuiLocTETES, from Theffalian Shores,

Rears ftrong Petilia fencd with Walls and Tow'rs.

Soon as tranfported o'er the rolling Floods, 540

You pay due Vows in honour of the Gods,

When on the Shore the {moaking Altars rife,

A purple Veil draw cautious o'er your Eyes ;

Left hoftile Faces thould appear in Sight,

To blaft and difcompofe the hallow’d Rite. 545
R Obferve
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Obferve this Form before the Sacred Shrine,
Thou, and thy Friends, and all thy future Line.

WaEeN near Sicilian Coafts thy bellying Sails
At length convey thee with the driving Gales;
Prrorus’ Straits jult opening by degrees; 550
Turn from the right ; avoid the Shores and Seas.
Far to the left thy Courfe in Safety keep,
And fetch a mighty Circle round the Deep.
That Realm of old, a Ruin huge! was rent
In length of Ages from the Continent : 555
With Force convulfive burft the Ifle away;
Through the dread Opening broke the thund’ring Sea :
At once the thund’ring Sea Sicilia tore,
And funder’d from the fair Hefperian Shore;
And full the neighbouring Coafts and Towns divides 560
With {canty Channels, and contracted Tides.
Fierce to the right tremendous Scy//a roars,
Charybdis on the left the Flood devours:
Thrice fwallow’d in her Womb, f{ubfides the Sea,
Deep, deep as Hell ; and thrice fhe fpouts away 56¢
From her black bellowing Gulphs, difgorg’d on high,

Waves after Waves, that dath the diftant Sky.
Lodg’'d
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Lodg'd in a darkfom Cavern’s dreadful Shade,
High’ o’er the Surges Scy/lz rears her Head :

Grac'd with a Virgin’s Breaft, and Female Looks,
She draws the Veflels on the pointed Rocks.

Below, fhe lengthens in a monfirous Whale,
With Dogs furrounded and a Dolphin’s Tail.

But oh! ’tis far, far fafer with delay

Still round and round to plow the watry Way,
And coaft Pachynus, than with curious Eyes

To fee th® Enormous Den where Scyrra lies;

The dire tremendous Fury to explore,

123
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Where, round her cavern’d Rocks, her watry Monfters roar.

Besipes, if Herenus the Truth infpires,
If PuoeBus warms me with Prophetic Fires ;
One thing in chief, O Prince of VEnNus Strain,
Tho’ oft repeated, I muft urge again.
To Juwo firft with Gifts and Vows repair,

And vanquith Heav'ns imperial Queen with Pray’r.

So fhall your Fleets in Safety waft you o'er,
From fair Zrinacria to th’ Hefperian Shore
There when arriv'd you vilit Cuma’s Tow’rs,
Where dark with fhady Woods Avernus roars,
You'll fee the S7by/ in her rocky Cave,
And hear the furious Maid divinely rave.

580
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The dark Decrees of Fate the Virgin fings,

And writes on Leaves, Names, Chara&ers, and Things.
The myftic Numbers, in the Cavern laid,

Are rang'd in Order by the Sacred Maid; 59%
There they repofe in Ranks along the Floor ;

At length a cafual Wind unfolds the Door ;

The cafual Wind diforders the Decrees,

And the loofe Fates are fcatter’d by the Breeze.

She fcorns to range them, and again unite 6oo
The fleeting Scrolls, or ftop their airy Flight.

Then back retreat the difappointed Train,

And curfe the S74y/ they confult in vain,

But thou more wife thy purposd Courfe delay,

Though thy rafth Friends fhould fummon thee away ; 6o
And wait with Patience, though the flattering Gales

Sing in thy Shrowds, and fill thy opening Sails.

With f{uppliant Pray’rs intreat her to relate,

In vocal Accents, all thy various Fate.

Her Voice the Italian Nations fhall declare, 610
And the whole Progrefs of thy future War.

Thy numerous Toils the Prophetefs fhall fhow,

And how to fhun, or fuffer every Woe.

With Reverence due, her potent Aid implore, 1’
So fhalt thou fafely reach the deftin’d Shore : 615 %
Thus far T tell thee, but muft tell no more. Pro—_!
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Proceed, brave Prince, with Courage in thy Wars,

And raife the Zrojan Glory to the Stars.

Wuen thus my Fates the Royal Seer foretold,
He fent rich Gifts of Elephant and Gold ; 623
Within my Navy’s Sides large Treafures ftow’d,
And brazen Cauldrons, that refulgent glow’d.
To Me the Monareh gave a fhining Mail,
With many a golden Clafp, and golden Scale ;
With this, a beauteous radiant Helm, that bore 625
A waving Plume; the Helm that PyrrHUSs wore.
My Father too with coftly Gifts he loads,
And Sailors he fupplies to ftem the Floods,
And generous Steeds, and Arms to all my Train,
With skilful Guides to lead us o’er the Main. 630

ANDp now my Sire gave Orders to unbind
The gather'd Sails, and catch the raifing Wind ;
Whom thus, at pdrting, the Prophetic Sage
Addrefs'd with all the Reverence due to Age.
O favour’d of the Skies! whom Venus led 6
To the high Honours of her genial Bed,

5}
Uy

Her own immortal Beauties to enjoy,

And twice preferv’d thee from the Flames of Trop =
Lol
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Lo! to your Eyes Anfonian Coalts appear ;
Go---to that Realm your happy Voyage fteer.
But far beyond thofe Regions you furvey,

Your coafting Fleet muft cut the lengthen’d Way.
Still, fhll at diftance lies the fated Place,
Aflign’d by Puoerus to the Zrgjan Race.

Go then, he faid, with full Succefs go on,

Oh bleft! thrice blet in {fuch a matchlefs Son.
Why longer thould my Words your Courfe detain,
When the foft Gales invite you ‘to the Main?

Nor lefs the Queen, her Love and Grief to tell,
With coftly Prefents takes her fad Farewel.
She gave my Son a Robe; the Robe of old
Her own fair Hands embroider’d o’er with Gold :
With precious Vefts the loads the darling Boy,
And a refulgent Mantle wrought in Z70y.

640
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Accept, dear Youth, fhe faid, thefe Robes I wove 655

In happier Days, Memorial of my Love.

This trifling Token of thy Friend receive,
The laft, laft Prefent Hecror’s Wife can give.
Ah! now, methinks, and only now, I fee

My dear Astvanax revive in Thee!

660

Such
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Such were his Motions ! Such a {prightly Grace
Charm'd from his Eyes, and open’d in his Face !
And, had it pleas’d alas! the Pow’rs Divine,

His blooming Years had been the fame as thine.

Tuus then the mournful laft Farewel I took, 663
And, bath’d in Tears, the ‘Royal Pair befpoke :
Live You long happy in a Settled State;
“Tis Ours to wander fhll from Fate to Fate.
Safe have you gain’d the peaceful Port of Eafe,
Not doom’d to plow th’ immeafurable Seas; 670
Nor feek for Latium, that deludes the View,
A Coaft that flies as faft as we purfue.
Here you a new Scamander can enjoy ;
Here your own Hands ere@ a Second Z7oy :
With happier Omens may fhe rife in Peace, 675
And lefs obnoxious than the firft to Greece!
If €’er the long-expe&ted Shore I gain,
Where Tyber’s Streams enrich the flow’ry Plain;
Or if I live to raife our fated Town ;
Our Latian Troy and yours fhall join in one; 680
In one fhall centre both the kindred States,

The fame their Founder, and the {fame their Fates!
And
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And may their Sons to future Times convey

The Sacred Friendthip which we fign to-day.

We take to Iraly the fhorteft Road, 685
By fteep Ceraunian Mountains, o'er the Flood.
Now the delcending Sun roll'd down the Light,
The Hills lie cover’d in the Shades of Night.
When {fome by Lot attend, and ply the Oars;
Some, worn with Toil, lie firetch’d along the Shores. 6go
There, by the Murmurs of the heaving Deep
Rock’d to Repofe, they funk in pleafing Sleep.
Scarce half the Hours of filent Night were fled,
When careful ParLinure forfakes his Bed ;
And every Breath explores that flirs the Seas, 695
And watchful liftens to the paffing Breeze ;
Obferves the Courfe of every Orb on high,
That moves in filent Pomp along the Sky.
Arcturus dreadful with his ftormy Star,
The watry Hyads, and the Northern Car, 700
In the blue Vault his piercing Eyes behold,
And huge Orion flame in Arms of Gold.
When all ferene he faw th’ Ethereal Plain,
He gave the Signal to the flumb’ring Train.
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We rouze ; our opening Canvas we difplay, 208

And wing with fpreading Sails the watry Way.

Now every Star before Aurora flies,
Whofe glowing Bluthes ftreak the purple Skies :
When the dim Hills of Iraly we view'd,
That peep’d by Turns, and div’d beneath the Flood. 710
Lo Italy appears, ACHATES cries,
And Iraly, with Shouts, the Crowd replies.
My Sire, tranfported, crowns a Bowl with Wine,
Stands on‘the Deck, and calls the Pow’rs divine :
Ye Gods! who rule the Tempefts, Earth, and Seas, 713
Befriend our Courfe, and breathe a profperous Breeze.
Uplprung th’ expeted Breeze; the Port we fpy, 1
Near, and more near; and Parras’ Fane on high,}
With the fteep Hill, rofe dancing to the Eye. J“
Our Sails are furl'd ; and from the Seas profound, 720

We turn the Prows to Land, while Ocean foams around.

Wuere from the raging Eaft the Surges flow,
The Land indented bends an ample Bow;

'The Port’s conceal’d within the winding Shore;
Dafb’d on the fronting Cliffs, the Billows roar. 725

S Two
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Two lofty tow'ring Rocks extended wide,

With outftretch’d Arms embrace the murmuring Tide,

Within the mighty Wall the Waters lie,
And from the Coaft the Temple feems to fly.

Here firft, a dubious Omen I beheld ;. 730
Four milk-white Courfers graz’d the verdant Field.
War, cry’d my Sire, thefe hoftile Realms prepare ;
Train’d to the Fight, thefe Steeds denounce the War.
But fince fometimes they hear the guiding Rein,
Yok’d to the Car; the Hopes of Peace remain. 735
Then, as her Temple rais'd our Shouts, we paid
Our firft Devotions to the martial Maid.
Next, as the Rules of HeELENUS enjoin,
We veil'd our Heads at Juno’s facred Shrine ;
And fought Heav’'n’s awful Queen with Rites divine. 740
‘This done ;-—-once more with fhifting Sails we fly,
And cautious pafs the hoftile Regions by.
Hence we renown’d Zarentum’s Bay behold,
Renown’d, ’tis faid, from Hercures of old.
Oppos’d, Lacinia’s Temple rofe on high, 145
And proud Caulonian Tow’rs falute the Sky.
Then, necar the rocky Scylacean Bay

For Wrecks defam’d, we plow the watry Way.
Now
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Now we behold, emerging to our Eyes

From diftant Floods, Sicilian Aitna rife; 750
And hear a thund’ring Din, and dreadful Roar

Of Billows breaking on the rocky Shore.

The {moaking Waves boil high, on every fide,

And {coop the Sands, and blacken all the Tide.

Charybdis’ Gulph, my Father cries, behold ! 755
The direful Rocks the Royal Seer foretold ;

Ply, ply your Oars, and ftretch to every Stroke:

Swift as the Word, their ready Oars they took ;

Firft {kilful Parinure; then all the Train

Steer to the left, and plow the liquid Plain. 760

Now on a towring Arch of Waves we rife,
Heav’d on the bounding Billows, to the Skies.
Then, as the roaring Surge retreating fell,
We fhoot down headlong to the Depths of Hell.
Thrice the rough Rocks rebellow in our Ears; . 763
Thrice mount the foamy Tides, and dafh the Stars.
Tue Wind now finking with the Lamp of Day,
Spent with our Toils, and dubious of the Way ;
We reach the dire Cyclopean Shore, that forms

An ample Port, impervious to the Storms. 270
S 2 But



132 VIRGIL's ANEID. Book IIL

But Ztna roars with dreadful Ruins nigh,

Now hurls a burfting Cloud of Cinders high,.
Involv'd in fmoaky Whirlwinds to the Sky;

With loud Difplofion, to the ftarry Frame
Shoots fiery Globes, and furious Floods of Flame:

75

~1

Now from her bellowing Caverns burft away
Vait Piles of melted Rocks, in open Day.
Her fhatter’d Entrails wide the Mountain throws,

Arnd deep as Hell her burning Center glows.

~J
o®
2

Cn vaft Ewceladus this pond’rous Load
'Vas thrown in Vengeance by the Thund’ring God ;
\who pants beneath the Mountain, and expires,.
Through Openings huge, the fierce tempeftuous Fires;
Oft as He fthifts his Side, the Caverns roar ; T
With Smoke -and Flame the Skies are cover’d o’er; 783 '>
And all Zrinacrig fhakes from Shore to Shore. _!
That Night we heard the loud tremendous Sound,
The monftrous mingled Peal that thunder’d round;
While in the fhelt'ring Wood we fought Repofe,
Wor knew from whence the dreadful Tumult rofe. 790
For rot One Star difplays his golden Light ;
The Skies lic cover’d in the Shades of Night ;
The filver Moon: her glimmering Splendor fhrouds
In sathering Vapours, and a Night of Clouds.

Now
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Now fled the dewy Shades of Night away, 7935
Before the Bluthes of the dawning Day.
When, from the Wood, thot fudden forth in View
A Wretch, in Rags that flutter’d as he flew.
The Human Form in meager Hunger loft ; "'
The fuppliant Stranger, more than half a Ghoft, 800
Stretch’d forth his Hands, and pointed to the Coaft. J
We turn’d to view the Sight ;--- his Veft was torn;
And all the tatter’d Garb was tag’d with Thorn:
His Beard hangs long, and Duft the Wretch diftains,
And {carce the Shadow of a Man remains. gog
In all befides, a Grecian he appears,
And late a Soldier in the Zrojan Wars.
Soon as our Dardan Drefs and Arms he view'd,
In Fear fufpended for a fpace he ftood ;
Stood, ftop’d, and paus’d ; then, {pringing forth, he flies 81c
All headlong to the Shore with Pray’rs and Cries :-
Oli ! by this vital Air, the Stars on high,
By every pitying Pow’r who treads the Sky I’
Ye Trojans take me hence; I ask no more ;
But bear, oh! bear me from this dreadful Shore. 8xg
I own my felf a Grecian, and confefs

I ftorm’d your [ion with the Sens of Greece.
4.
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If that Offence muft doom me to the Grave,

Ye 7rojans plunge me in the whelming Wave.
I die contented, if that Grace I gain;

I dic with pleafure, if I die by Man,

Trex kneel'd the Wretch, and fuppliant clung around

My Knces with Tears, and grovel'd on the Ground.

Mov'd with his Cries, we urge him to relate,
His Name, his Lineage, and his cruel Fate :

Then by the Hand my good old Father took
The trembling Youth, who thus encourag’d {poke.

Uvrysses Friend, your Empire to deftroy,
I left my native Ithaca for Troy.
My Sire, poor ApaxasTus, fent from far
His Son, his AcHzMENIDES, to War;
Oh! had we both our humble State maintain’d,
And fafe in Peace and Poverty remain’d !
For me my Friends forgetful left behind,
In the huge Cyclop’s ample Cave confin’d.
Floating with human Gore, the dreadful Dome

Lies wide and wafte, a folitary Gloom !

With mangled Limbs was all the Pavement fpread ;

High as the Stars he heaves his horrid Head.

825

8§30

840
The
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The tow'ring Giant ftalks with matchlels Might ;
A favage Fiend! tremendous to the Sight.

(Far, far from Earth, ye heav’'nly Pow’rs repell

‘A Fiend fo direful to the Depths of Hell!)

For {laughter'd Mortals are the Montfter’s Food,
The Bodies he devours, and quaffs the Blood.
Thefe Eyes beheld him, when his ample Hand
Seiz’d two poor Wretches of our trembling Band.
Stretch’d o’er the Cavern, with a dreadful Stroke,
He fnatch’d, hedafh’d, he brain’d ’em on the Rock.
In one black Torrent {wam the {moaking Floor ;
Fierce he devours the Limbs that drop with Gore;
The Limbs yet {prawling, dreadful to furvey!
Still heave and quiver while he grinds the Prey.

But mindful of himfelf, that fatal Hour,
Not unreveng’d their Death Urvsses bore.

For while the nodding Savage {leeps Supine,

Gorg’d with his horrid Feaft, and drown’d in Wine;

And, ftretch’d o’er half the Cave, ejeéts the Load
Of Human Offals mixt with Human Blood :
Trembling, by Lot we took our Pofts around

Th’enormous Giant flumb’ring on the Ground.

I35
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Then,
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Then (every God invok'd, who rules the Sky)
Plunge the tharp Weapon in his monftrous Eye ;
His Eye, that mid{t his frowning Forehead :ione
Like fome broad Buckler, or the blazing &un.
Thus we reveng’d our dear Companions loft ;

But fly, ye Zrgjans, fly this dreadful Coalft.

For know, a hundred horrid Cyclops more

Range on thefe Hills, and dwell along the Shore,
As huge as PorvruEe, the Giant Swain,

Who milk, like Him, in Caves the woolly Train.
Now thrice the Moon, fair Emprefs of the Night,
Has fill'd her growing Horns with borrow’d Light,
Since in thefe Woods I pafs'd the Hours away,

In Dens of Beafts, and Savages of Prey,

Saw on the Rocks the Cyclops ranging round,

Heard their loud Footfteps thund’ring on the Ground,

86¢
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With each big bellowing Voice, and trembled at the Sound.J,

Here every ftony Fruit I pluck for Food,
Herbs, Cornels, Roots, and Berries of the Wood.
While round I gaze, your Fleet T firft explore,
The firft that touch’d on this detefted Shore,
"To ’fcape thefe Savages, I flew with Joy

"To meet your Navy, though it fail’d from Zrsy.

If T but thun the cruel Hands of thefe ;

Do you deftroy me, by what Death you pleafe.

880
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Scarck had he faid; when lo! th’enormous Swain,
Huge PoryruEmUs, midft his fleecy Train,
A Bulk prodigious ! from the Mountain’s Brow
Defcends terrific to the Shore below : 8go
A Montfter grim, tremendous, vaft, and high;
His Front deform’d, and quench’d his blazing Eye!
His huge Hand held a Pine, tall, large, and ftrong,
To guide his Footfteps as he tow’rd along.
His Flock attends, the only Joy he knows 895
His Pipe around his Neck, the Solace of his Woes.
Soon as the Giant reach’d the deeper Flood
With many a Groan he cleans’d the gather’d Blood
From his bor'd Eye-ball in the briny Main,
And, bellowing grinds, his Teeth in agonizing Pain. goo
Then ftalks enormous through the midmoft Tides ;
And fcarce the topmoft Surges reach his Sides.

Ao arD, the well-deferving Greek we took,
And, pale with Fear, the dreadful Coaft forfook ;
Cut every Cord with eager Speed away, 9o
Bend to the Stroke, and {weep the foamy Sea.
The Giant heard ; and, turning to the Sound,
At firft purfu'd us through the vaft Profound ;
Stretch’d his huge Hand to reach the Fleet in vain ;

Nor could he ford the deep Iomian Main. 910
T With



138 VIRGILs ZNEID. Boox II.

With that, the furious Monfter roar’d fo loud,
That Ocean fhook in every diftant Flood ;
Trembled all Jtaly from Shore to Shore;
And AZitna’s winding Caves rebellow to the Roar.

Rouz'p at the Peal, the ficrce Cyclopean Train 913
Rufh from their Woods and Mountains to the Main.
Around the Port the ghaftly Brethren ftand,

A dire Affembly! covering all the Strand.

In each grim Forehead blaz’d the Single Eye ; -i
In vain enrag’d the monftrous Race we fpy, 920 %
A Hoft of Giants tow’ring in the Sky. Jl

So on fome Mountain tew’rs the lofty Grove
Of beauteous Dr1an, or Imperial Jove;
Th’ aérial Pines in pointed Spires from far,

Or {preading Oaks, majeftic nod in Air. 9

to
e

Headlong we fly with Horror, where the Gales

And fpecding Winds dire¢t the fluttering Sails.

But Herenus forbids to plow the Waves,

Where Scvirra roars, and fierce CHARYBDIs raves.

As Death flands dreadful midft the dangerous Road, 930
With backward Courfe we plow the foamy Flood.
When, from Perocrus’ Point, a Northern Breeze

Swells every Sail, and wafts us o’er the. Seas ;

Firf
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Firft, where Pantacias’ Mouth appear’d in View,
Flank’d by a Range of Rocks, the Navy flew : 935
Then, fhooting by the fam’d Megarean Bay

And lowly Tarsus, cut the watry Way.

Thefe Coafts by Acuzmenipes were fhown,

Who follow’d, late, LaerTes wandring Son :

Familiar with the Track he paft before, 040

He names the Lands, and points out every Shore.

A~ Ifle, once call’d Ortygia, fronts the Sides
Of rough Plemmyrium, and Sicanian Tides.
Hither, ’tis faid, Arrurils, from his Source
In Eris’ Realms, direéts his watry Courfe : 045
Beneath the Main he takes his fecret Way,
And mounts with AreTHUsA’s Streams to Day:
Now a Sicilian Flood his Courfe he keeps,
And rolls with blended Waters to the Deeps.
Admonifh’d I adore the Guardian Gods, 9350
Then pafs the Bounds of rich Herorus Floods.
Next our fleet Gallies by Pachynus glide,
Whofe Rocks projecting ftretch into the Tide.
The Camarinian Marfh 1 now furvey,
By Fate forbidden to be drain’d away. 9535
Then the Geloar Fields with Gela came

In View, who borrow’d from the Flood their Name.
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With her huge Walls proud Agragas fucceeds ;

A Realm, of old renownd for generous Steeds.

From thee, Selinus, fwift before the Wind 960
We flew, and left thy finking Palms behind ;

By Lylibeum’s Sides our Courfe purfu’d,

Whofe Rocks infidious hide beneath the Flood ;

And reach (thofe dangerous Shelves and Shallows paft)
The fatal Port of Drepanum at laft. 963
Wretch as I was, on this detefted Coaft,

The chief Support of all my Woes, I loft;

My dear, dear Father---fav’d, but fav’d in vain

From all the Tempefts of the raging Main.

Nor did the Royal Sage this Blow foretell ; 970
Nor did the direful Harpy-Queen of Hell,

Among her frightful Prodigies, forethow ;

This laft fad Stroke, this unexpected Woe.

Here all my Labours, all my Toils were oer,

And hence Heav'n led me to your Friendly Shore. 973

Trus, while the Room was hufh’d, the Prince relates
The wondrous Series of his various Fates ;
His long, long Wanderings, and unnumber'd Woes:

Then ceas’'d ; and fought the Bleflings of Repofe. 979

The End of the Third Boox.
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THE

Fourth Book of the £Z N E I D.

The ARGUMENT.

Dido difeovers to her Sifer her Paffion for FEneas, and her Thoughts
of marrying bhim. She prepares a Hunting-match for his Enter-
tainment. Juno,with the confent of Venus, raifes a Storm,which feparates
the Hunters, and drives Aineas and Dido into the fame Cave, where
their Marriage is fuppofed to be compleated. Jupiter djfpatches Mer-
cury fo MEneas, to warn bim from Carthage. HAineas fecretly prepares
Jor bis Voyage. Dido finds out his Defign, and, to put a Stop to it,
makes ufe of ber own, and her Sifter’s Entreaties, and difcovers all
the Variety of Paffions that are incident to a negleized Lover.

When Nothing could prevail upon him, [be contrives her own Death,
with which this Book concludes.

] UT Love inflam’d the Queen ; the raging Pain
Preys on her Heart, and glows in every Vein,
Much fhe revolves the Hero’s Deeds Divine,
And much the Glories of his Godlike Line ;
Each Look, each Accent breaks her golden Reft, 5
Lodg'd in her Soul, and Imag’d in her Breaft,

Tur
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Twue Mom had chac’d the dewy Shades away,
And o'er the World advanc’d the Lamp of Day;
When to her Sifter thus the Royal Dame

Difclos’d the Secret of her growing Flame.

10

An~a, what Dreams are thefe that haunt my Reft?

Who is this Heroe, this our Godlike Gueft ?
Mark but his graceful Port, his manly Charms ;
How great a Prince ! and how renown’d in Arms !
Sure he defcends from fome Celeftial Kind ;

For Fear attends the low degenerate Mind.
But oh l-—-what Wars, what Battles he relates?
How long he ftruggled with his adverfe Fates!
Did not my Soul her Purpofe ftill retain,
Fix'd and determin’d ne’er to wed again,

Since from my widow'd Arms the murdering Sword
Untimely fnatch’d my firft unhappy Lord ;

Did not my Thoughts the Name of Marriage dread,
And the bare Mention of the Bridal Bed----
Forgive my Frailty---but I feem inclin’d

To yield to this One Weaknefs of my Mind.

For oh! my Sifter, unreferv’d and free

I truft the Secret of my Soul to Thee;

I

20

25

Since
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Since poor Sicu&us, by my Brother flain,
Dafh’d with his Blood the confecrated Fane,
And ftain’d the Gods; my firm Refolves, I own,
This graceful Prince has fhook, and This alone.

I feel a Warmth o'er all my trembling Frame
Too like the Tokens of my former Flame.

But oh! may Earth her dreadful Gulph difplay,
And gaping f{natch me from the golden Day;
May I be hurl'd, by Heav'n’s Almighty Sire,
Transfix’d with Thunder and involv’d in Fire,

143
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Down to the Shades of Hell from Realms of Light,.

The deep, deep Shades of everlafting Night ;
Ere Sacred Honour ! I betray thy Caufe

In Word, or Thought, or violate thy Laws,
No l---my firft Lord, my firft ill-fated Spoufe,
Still, as in Life, is Lord of all my Vows.

My Love he had, and ever let him have,
Interr’'d with him, and buried in the Grave.

Then, by her rifing Grief o’erwhelm’d, fhe ceas'd :

The Tears ran trickling down her heaving Breaft.

SisTER, the Fair replies, whom far above

The Light of Heav'n, or Life itfelf I loves

40
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Sall
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Still on your Bloom fhall endlefs Sorrow prey,

And wafte your Youth in Solitude away ?

And fhall no pleafing Theme your Thoughts employ ?
The prattling Infant, or the Bridal Joy ?

Think you fuch Cares difturb your Hufband’s Shade, 535
Or ftir the facred Afhes of the Dead ?

What though before, no Lover won your Grace,
Among the Tyrian, or the Libyan Race?

With juft Difdain you pafsd Iareas oer,

And many a King whom warlike Afric bore. 60
But will you fly the Heroe you approve ?

And fteel your Heart againft a Prince you love?

Nor will you once refle® what Regions bound

Your infant Empire, and your Walls furround ?

Here proud Gerulian Cities tow’r in Air, 65
Whofe fwarthy Sons are terrible in War ;

There the dread Syrtes ftretch along the Main,

And there the wild Barceans range the Plain;

Here parch’d with Thirft a {moaking Region lies,
There fierce in Arms the brave Numidians rife. 70
Why thould I urge our vengeful Brother’s Ire?

The War juft burfting from the Gates of Tyre 2

Sure, every God, with mighty Juno, bore

The Fleets of I/ion to the Libyan Shore.

From
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From fuch a Marriage foon your joyful Eyes
Shall fee a potent Town and Empire rife.
What Scenes of Glory, Carthage muft enjoy,
When our Confederate Arms unite with .Z7oy €
Go then, propitiate Heav'n; due Offerings pay ;
Carefs, invite your Godlike Gueft to ftay,
And ftudy ftll new Caufes of Delay.

Tell him, that, charg’d with Deluges of Rain,
Orion rages on the wintry Main

That fill unrigg’d his fhatter'd Veflels lie,

Nor can his Fleet endure fo rough a Sky.

145
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- Tuese Words foon {catter’d the Remains of Shame ;

Confirm’d her Hopes, and fann’d the rifing Flame.

With Speed they feck the Temples, and implore
With rich Oblations each Celeftial Powr.

Selected Sheep with holy Rites they flay

To CeERrEs, BaccHUs, an\dfithe God of Day.
But chief, to Juno’s Name the Vi&ims bled,
To Juno, Guardian of the Bridal Bed.

The Queen before the fnowy Heifer flands,
Amid the Shrines, a Goblet in her Hands

Between the Horns fhe throws the facred Wine,

And pays due Honours to the Pow’rs Divine ;
U

90

95

Moves
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Moves round the Fane in {olemn Pomp, and loads,
Day after Day, the Altars of the Gods.

Then hovering o'er, the Fair confults in vain 1.00
'The panting Entrails of the Vitims {lain :

For ah ! no facred Rites her Pain remove ;

Priefts, Pray’rs, and Temples! what are you to Love?
With Paffion fir'd, her Reafon quite o’erthrown,

The haplefs Queen runs raving thro’ the Town. 1c3
Soft Flames confume her Vitals; and the Dart,

Deep, deep within, lies feftering in her Heart.

So fends the heedlefs Hunter’s twanging Bow

The Shaft that quivers in the bleeding Doe;

Stung with the Stroke, and madding with the Pain, 110
She wildly flies from Wood to Wood in vain;

Shoots o’er the Cretan Lawns with many a Bound,

The cleaving Dart flill rankling in the Wound !

Now the fond Princefs leads her Heroe on,
Shows him her Tyrian Wealth, and growing Town; 115
Difplays her pompous Tow’rs that proudiy ril,
And hopes to tempt him with the glorious APrize;
Now, as fhe tries to tell her raging Flante,
Stops thort,~--and faulters, check'd by confcious Shame:
Now,
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Now, at the clofe of Evening, calls her Gueft, I20
To thare the Banquet, and renew the Feaft:

She fondly begs him to repeat once more

The, Zrojan Story that fhe heard before;

Then, to Diftrattion charm’d, in Rapture hung

On every Word, and dy’d upon his Tougue. 125
But when the fetting Stars to Reft invite,

And fading Cy~TaHI A veils her beamy Light 5

When all the Guefts retire to {oft Repofe;

Left in the Hall, fhe fighs, and vents her Woes,

Lies on his Couch, bedews it with her Tears,. 1
In Fancy fees her abfent Prince, and hears 131 I).
His charming Voice ftill founding in her Ears. J -
Fir'd with the glorious Hero's graceful Look,

The young Ascanius on her Lap fhe took,

With trifling Play her furious Pains beguil'd ; 135
In vain |---the Father charms her in the Child.

No more the Tow’rs, unfinifh’d, rife in Air; 1
The Youth, undifciplin’d, no more pie.o.e l}
Ports for the Fleet, or Bulwarks for the War ; J
The Works and Battlements neglected lie, 140

And the proud Structures ceafe to brave the Sky.

Uz Tyr
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Tae Fair thus rages with the mighty Pain,
That fir'd her Soul ; and Honour pleads in vain,
‘This Juxo faw and thus the Bride of Jove;
In guileful Terms addrefs’d the Queen of Love:
A high Exploit indeed ! a gloricus Name,
Unfading Trophies and eternal Fame,

You, and your Son have worthily purfu’d!
Two Gods a fingle #oman have fubdu'd !

To Me your groundlefs Jealoufies are known,
And dark Sufpicions of this Zyrian Town.

But why, why Goddefs, to what Aim or End

In lafting Quarrels fthould we ftill contend ?
Hence then from Strife refolve we both to ceafe,
And by the Nuptial Bands confirm the Peace.
To crown your With, the Queen with fond Defire
Dies for your Son, and melts with amorous Fire.
Let us with equal Sway prote& the Place,

The common Guardians of the mingled Race.

Be Tyre the Dow'r to {eal the glad Accord,

And Royal Dipo ferve this Phrygian Lord.

I4%

150

155

160

T o whom the Queen ; (who mark’d with piercing Eyes

The Goddefs labouring, in the dark Difguife,

To
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To Libyan Shores from Latium to convey

The deftin’d Seat of Univerfal Sway ;) 163
Who this Alliance madly would deny ?

Or war with thee, dread Emprefs of the Sky ?

And oh! that Fortune in the Work would join,
With full Succefs to favour the Defign !

But much I doubt, O Goddefs, if the Fates, 170
Or JovEe pefmit us to unite the States.

You, as his Confort, your Requeft may move,

And fearch the Will, or bend the Mind of Jove.

Go then-—-your Scheme before the Father lay ;
Go;-—and I follow, where you lead the Way. 175

Be mine the Care, th’ Imperial Dame replies,
To gain the God, the Sovereign of the Skies.
Then heed my Counfel---When the dawning Light
Drives from the opening World the Shades of Night
The Prince and Queen, transfix’d with amorous Flame,
Bend to the Woods to hunt the favage Game: 181
There, while the Crowds the Foreft-Walks befet,

Swarm round the Woods, and f{pread the waving Net;
The Skies fhall burft upon the {portive Train

In Storms of Hail, and Deluges of Rain : 184
The
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The gather’d Tempeft o'er their Heads fhall roll,

And the long Thunders roar from Pole to Pole.
On every Side fhall fly the fcattering Crowds,
Involv’d and cover'd in a Night of Clouds.

To the fame Cave for Shelter fhall repair

The T7rgjan Heroe and- the Royal Fair..

The Lovers, if your Will concurs with mine,
Ourfelf in HvymeN’s Nuptial Bands will join.
The Goddefs gave Confent, the Compaét bound,.
But {fmil'd in fecret ac the Fraud fhe found.

Scarce had Avrora left her Orient Bed,
And rear'd above the Waves her radiant Head,
When, pouring through the Gates, the Train appear,
MafJylian Hunters with the fteely Spear,

Sagacious Hounds, and Toils, and all the Sylvan War.

190

105

199

i

The Queen engag'd in Drefs,-—-with Reverence wait .

The Zyrian Peers before the Regal Gate.
Her Steed, with Gold and Purple cover'd round,

Neighs, champs the Bit, and foaming paws the Ground. 203

At length fhe comes, magnificently dreft
(Her Guards attending) in a Zyrian Veft.
Back in a Golden Caul her Locks are ty'd;
A Golden Quiver rattles at her Side;

A Golden
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A Golden Clafp her purple Garment binds,

And Robes, that flew redundant in the Winds. 210
Next with the youthful Zr¢ans to the Sport

The fair Ascanivus iffues from the Court.

But far the faireft, and fupremely tall,

Tow'rs great ANeas, and outfhines them all.

As when from Lycia bound in wintry Froft, 213
Where Xanthus Streams enrich the {miling Coaft,
The beauteous ProreBus in high Pomp retires,

And hears in Delos the triumphant Quires ;

The Cretan Crowds and Dryopes advance,

And painted Scyzhians round his Altars dance; 220
Fair Wreaths of vivid Bays his Head infold,

His Locks bound backward and adorn’d with Gold ;
The God majeftic moves o'er CynTHUS  Brows,

His golden Quiver rattling as he goes.

So mov’d ZAwneas; fuch his charming Grace ; 225

So glow’d the purple Bloom, that flufh’d his godlike Face.

Soon as the Train amid the Mountains came,
And ftorm’d the Coverts of the favage Game ;
The Goats flew bounding o'er the craggy Brow
From Rock to Rock, and fought the Fields below. 230
Here
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Here the fleet Stags, chac’d down the tow’ring Steep,
In Clouds of Duft through the long Valleys fweep :
While there, exulting, to his utmoft Speed

The young Ascanius {fpurs his fiery Steed,

Outftrips by turns the flying timorous Train, 235
And f{corns the meaner Triumphs of the Plain :

‘The Hopes of Glory all his Soul inflame}

Eager he longs to run at nobler Game,

And drench his youthful Javelin in the Gore

Of the fierce Lion, or the Mountain Boar. 240

MeanTiME loud Thunders rattle round the Sky,
And Hail and Rain, in mingled Tempeft, fly;
While Floods on Floods, in fwelling turbid Tides,

Roll roaring down the Mountain’s channel'd Sides.
The young Ascanius, and the hunting Train, 2435
To clofe Retreats fled diverfe o’er the Plain.

To the fame gloomy Cave with Speed repair

The 7rojan Heroe and the Royal Fair.

Earth fhakes, and Juno gives the Nuptial Signs;

With quivering Flames the glimmering Grotto fhines :
With Lightnings all the confcious Skies are fpread; 25y
The Nymphs run fhrieking round the Mountain’s Head.

From
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From that fad Day, unhappy Dipo! rofe

Shame, Death, end Ruin, and a Length of Woes.

Nor Fame nor Cenfure now the Queen can move, 255
No more fhe labours to conceal her Love.

Her Paffion ftands avow’d ; and Wedlock’s Name

Adorns the Crime, and fanéifies the Shame.

Now Fame, tremendous Fiend! without Delay
Through Libyan Cities took her rapid Way. 260
Fame, the {wift Plague, that every Moment grows,

And gains new Strength and Vigour as fhe goes.

Firft Small with Fear, fhe fwells to wondrous Size,

And ftalks on Earth, and tow’rs above the Skies;

Whom, in her Wrath to Heav'n, the teeming Earth

Produc’d the laft of her Gigantic Birth ; 266

A Monfter huge, and dreadful to the Eye,

With rapid Feet to run, or Wings to fly.

Beneath her Plumes the various Fury bears 1

A thoufand piercing Eyes and liftning Ears; 270%

And with a thoufand Mouths, and babbling Tongues appears. j

Thund’ring by Night, through Heaven and Earth fhe flies,

No golden Slumbers feal her watchful Eyes ;

On Tow'rs or Battlements fhe fits by Day,

And fhakes whole Towns with Terror and Difmay, 275
X Alarms
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Alarms the World around, and, perch’d on high,
Reports a Truth, or publifhes a Lye -

Now both fhe mingled with malignant Joy,

And told the Nations, that a Prince from Troy
Inflam’d with Love the Zyrian Queen, who led 280
The Godlike Stranger to her Bridal Bed ;

That Both, indulging in their foft Defires

And deaf to Cenfure, melt in amorous Fires;

From every Thought the Cares of State remove,

And the long Winter pafs'd away in Love. 28¢

Tuis Tale the Fury glories to difplay,
Then to the King Jirpas bent her way;
With jealous Rage the furious Prince infpires,
And all his Soul with Indignation fires.
This Monarch {prung from Amaon’s warm Embrace 290
With a fair Nymph of Garamantic Race.
The mighty King a hundred Temples raisd ;
An hundred Altars that with Vi&ims blaz’d,
Through all his Realms, in honour of his Sire;
And watch’d the hallow’d everlafting Fire; 295
With various Wreaths adorn’d the holy Door,

And drenclhi’d the Soil with Confecrated Gore.
Amid
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Amid the Statues of the Gods he ftands,

And, fpreading forth to Jove his lifted Hands,

Fird with the Tale and raving with Defpair, 300
Prefers in Bitternefs of Soul his Pray’r:

ArmicHTY Jove! to whom our Moorifh Line
In Jarge Libations pour the generous Wine,
And feaft on painted Beds; fay, Father, fay
If yet thy Eyes thefe flagrant Crimes furvey. 308
Or do we vainly tremble and adore,
When thro’ the Skies the pealing Thunders roar ¥
Thine are the Bolts ? or idly do they fall,
And rattle through the dark Aérial Hall ?
A wand’ring Woman, who on Libya thrown 310
Rais’d on a purchas'd Spot a flender Town ;
On Terms our felf prefcrib’d was glad to gain
A barren Tra& that runs along the Main;
The proffer'd Nuptials of thy Son abhorr'd ;
But to her Throne receives a Dardarn Lord. 318
And lo! this Second Paris comes again,
With his uamanly, {oft, luxurious Train,
In {cented Trefles and a Mitre gay,
To bear my Bride, his ravilh'd Prize, away;
X2 While
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While ftill in vain we bid thy Altars flame, 320
And pay our Vows to Nothing but a Name.

Hiwm, as he grafp’d his Altars and preferr’d
His wrathful Pray’r, th’ Almighty Father heard :
Then to the Palace turn’d his awful Eye,
Where, carelefs of their Fame, the Lovers lie. 325
The God, that Scene offended to furvey,
Charg’d with his high Command the Son of Mav :

Frvy, fly, my Son, our Orders to perform ;
Mount the fleet Wind, and ride the rapid Storm
Fly---to yon Dardan Chief in Carthage bear 330
Our awful Mandate through the Fields of Air,

Who idly lingring in the Zyrian State

Negleéts the promis’d Walls decreed by Fate.

Not fuch a Prince, the beauteous Queen of Love

(When twice the fav’d him) promis’d him to Jove; 333
A Prince the promis’d, who by Deeds Divine

Should prove he fprung from Teucer’s Martial Line ;
Whofe Sword Imperial Izaly thould awe,

A warlike Realm ! and give the World the Law. .

If no fuch Glories can his Mind inflame, 340

If he negle&s his own Immortal Fame 5

‘What
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What has his Heir the young Ascanrus done?
Why fhould he grudge an Empire to his Son ?
What Scheme, what Profpe&t can the Chief propofe,
So long to loyter with a Race of Foes? 345
The promis’d Kingdom to regard no more,

And quite negle® the deftin’d Lazian Shore?
Hafte-—bid him fail---be this Qur Will ; and bear
With Speed this Mandate through the Fields of Air.

SwirT as the Word, the feather'd Son of May 350
Prepares th’ Almighty’s Orders to obey ;
Firft round his Feet the golden Wings he bound,
That fpeed his Progrefs oer the Seas profound,
Or Earth’s unmeafur’d Regions, as he flies,
Wrap’'d in a rapid Whirlwind, down the Skies. 355
Then grafp’d the Wand ; the Wand that calls the Ghofts
From Hell, or drives ’em to the Stygian Coafls,
Invites or chafes Sleep with wondrous Pow’r,
And opes thofe Eyes that Death had feal’d before.
Thus arm’d, on Wings of Winds fublimely rode 360
Through heaps of opening Clouds the flying God.
From far huge AtrAs rocky Sides he fpies,
Arvras, whofe Head fupports the ftarry Skies:

Beat
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Beat by the Winds and driving Rains, he fhrowds
His fhady Forehead in furrounding Clouds ; 363
With Ice his horrid Beard is crufted o'er;

From his bleak Brows the gufthing Torrents pour ;
Outfpread, his mighty Shoulders heave below

The hoary Piles of everlafting Snow.

Here on pois’d Pinions ftoop’d the panting God ; 370
Then, from the Steep, fhot headlong to the Flood.
As the fwift Sea-Mew, for the fithy Prey,

In low Excurfions fkims along the Sea,

\-——-Y—_-.J

By Rocks and Shores, and wings th’ Aérial Way ;
So, from his kindred Mountain, Hermes flies 375
Between th’ extended Earth and ftarry Skies;
Thus through the parting Air his Courfe he bore,
And, gliding, fkimm’d along the Libyan Shore,
Soon as the winged God to Carthage came,
He finds the Prince forgetful of his Fame : 180
The rifing Domes employ his idle Hours,
Th’ unfinifh’d Palaces and Zyrian Tow'ss.
A Sword, all ftarr’d with Gemms and fpangled o'er
With yellow Jafpers, at his Side he wore ;
A Robe refulgent from his Shoulders fow’d, 385
That, flaming, deep with Zyrigrz Crimfon glow’d;

The
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The Work of Dipo; whofe unrivalld Art
With Flow’rs of Gold embroider'd every Part.

T o whom the God ;——-Thefe Hours canft thou employ
To raife proud Carthage, heedlefs Prince of Zroy@ 390
Thus for a foreign Bride to build a Town
And form a State, forgetful of thy own?

The Lord of Heav’'n and Earth, Almighty Jovg,

With this Command difpatch’d me from above ;

What are thy Hopes from this thy long Delay? 393
Why thus in Libya pafs thy Hours away?

If future. Empire ceafe thy Thoughts to raife,.

Or the fair Profpe@ of Immortal Praife;

Regard Ascanrtus, Prince, the Royal Boy;

The laft, the beft furviving Hope of Zroy ; 400
To whom the Fates decree, in Times to come,

The long, long Glories of Imperial Rome.

He {poke, and f{peaking left him gazing there ;

And all the fluid Form diffolv’d in Air.

Tue Prince aftonifh’d flood, with Horror ftung ; 405
Fear raisd his Hair, and Wonder chain’d his Tongue;
Struck and alarm’d with fuch a dread Command,

He longs to-leave the dear enchanting Land.
But
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But ah! with what Addrefs fhall he begin,

How fpeak his Purpofe to the raving Queen ? 410
A thoufand Thoughts his wavering Soul divide,

That turns each way, and ftrains on every fide:

A thoufand Proje&ts labouring in his Breaft,

On this at laft he fixes as the beft:

Mn~esTHEUs and brave CroanNTuaUs he commands 415
To rig the Fleet, to fummon all the Bands

In fecret Silence to the Shore, and hide

The fudden Caufe, that bids them tempt the Tide.
Then while fair Dipo, fick with fond Defire,

Thinks fuch a boundlefs Love can ne’er expire, 420
Himfelf the proper Meafures will prepare "’
To move the Queen, and feize with watchful Care ¢
The {ofteft Moments to addrefs the Fair. J
With Speed impatient fly the Chiefs away,

And, fir'd with eager Joy, the Prince obey. 425

But foon the Fraud unhappy Dipo {pies;
(For what can ’fcape a Lover’s piercing Eyes,
Who ev'n in Safety fears with wild Affright?)
She firft difcern’d the meditated Flight ;
And Fame, Infernal Fiend, the News conveys, 430

The Fleet was rigg’d and launching on the Seas.
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Mad with Defpair, and all her Soul on Flame,

Around the City raves the Royal Dame :

So the fierce Bacchanal with frantic Cries,

Stung by the God, to proud CrtuzRron flies, 438
And fhakes her Ivy Spear and raves around,

While the huge Mountain ecchoes to the Sound.

At length, by potent Love and Grief opprefs'd,

The Queen, her recreant Lover, firft addrefs'd :

AxD couldft thou hope, Diffembler, from my Sight, 440
Ah! Wretch perfidious! to conceal thy Flight ?
In fuch bafe Silence from my Realms to fail ?
Nor can our Vows and plighted Hands prevail,
Nor Dipo’s cruel Death thy Flight detain?
For Death, Death only can relieve my Pain : 445
And are thy Veflels launch’d, while Winter fweeps
With the rough Northern Blaft the roaring Deeps?
Barbarian | fay, if 7oy herfelf had ftood,
Nor foreign Realms had call’d thee o’er the Flood,
Wouldft thou thy Sails in ftormy Seas employ, 480
And brave the Surge to gain thy native Z7oy @
Me will you fly, to tempt the dangerous Wave ?
Ah! by the Tears I fhed, the Hand You gave;

Y (For
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(For thefe ftill mine, and only thefe remain ;

The Tears I thed, the Hand You gave in vain !) 4573
By thofe late folemn Nuptial Bands I plead,.

By thofe firft Pleafures of the Bridal Bed:;

If ¢er, when folded in your circling Arms,

You figh’d, and prais’d thefe now-negle®ed Charms :

If Pray’r can move thee, with this Pray’r comply, 4.60}
Regard, AnEeas, with a pitying Eye >
A falling Race, and lay thy Purpofe by. J
For Thee Numidian Kings in Arms confpire ;-

For Thee have I incensd the Soms of Tyre;
For Thee I loft my Honour and my Fame, 463

That to the Stars advanc’d my glorious Name.
Muft T in Death thy cruel Scorn deplore,
My barbarous Gueft !---but ah I-~-my Spoufe no more!
What--—thall I wait,. till- fierce: Pygmalion pours
From Zyre on Carthage, and deftroys my Tow'rst: 4r70
Shall T in proud Jireas® Chains be led
A Slave, a Captive to- the Tyrant’s Bed ?-
Ah!---had T brought, before thy fatal Flight,
Some little Offspring of our Loves to Light ;
If in my Regal Hall T could furvey 475
Some princely Boy, fome young ANEas play;
Thy
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Thy dear Refemblance but in Looks alone!

I fhould not feem quite widow’d and undone.

Sus faid ; the Prince flood flill in Grief profound,
And fix'd his Eyes relentlefs on the Ground ; 480
By Jove’s high Will admonifh’d from the Skies ;

At length the Heroe thus in brief replies.

Your Bounties, Queen, I never can forget;
And never, never pay the mighty Debt;
But, long as Life informs this fleeting Frame, 483
My Shoul fhall honour fair Er1z4’s Name.
Then hear my Plea ;---by Stealth I ne’er defign’d
To leave your hofpitable Realm behind ;
Forbear the Thoughts-—-much Tlefs in Libyan Lands,
A Cafual Gueft, to own the Bridal Bands. 490
Had Fate allow’d me to confult my Eafe,
To live and fettle on what Terms I pleafe;
Stll had I ftay’d in Afie, to enjoy
The dear -dear Relicks of my native 770y :
Rais’d Royal Priar’s ruin’d Tow’rs again, 4958
A fecond I/ion for my vanquith’d Train.
But now, fair Queen, Arorio’s high Command
Has call’d me to the fam’d Ifalian Land ;

Y 2 Thither,
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Thither, infpir'd by Oracles, I move,

There lies my Country, and there lies my Love. goo
If you your rifing Carthage thus admire

In thefe ftrange Realms, a Foreigner from Zyre,

Why fhould not TeucEer’s Race be free to gain

The Latian Kingdom, as the Gods ordain.

Oft as the Stars difplay their fiery Light, 505
And Earth lies cover’d in the Shades of Night,

My Father’s angry Spirit blames my Stay,

Stalks round my Bed, and fummons me away.

Long has Ascaniuscall'd me hence in vain,

By me defrauded of his deftin’d Reign. 510
And now, ev’n now, the Meflenger of JoveE

(Both Gods can witnefs) fhot from Heav'n above :
Charg’d with the Thunderer’s high Commands he flew,
The glorious Form appear’d in open View ;

I {aw him pafs thefe lofty Walls, and hear 51E
His awful Voice ftill murmuring in my Ear.

Then ceafe, my beautcous Princefs, to complain ;

Nor let us Both be difcompos’d in vain:

From thefe dear Arms to Latium forc’d away j

"Tis Fate that calls, and Fate I muft obey. 520

THaus
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Trus while he fpoke, with high Difdain and Pride
She roll'd her wrathful Eyes on every fide,
That glance in Silence o’er the guilty Man,
And, all inflam’d with® Fury, fhe began:

Perriprous Monfter! boaft thy Birth no more ; g25
No Heroe got thee, and no Goddefs bore.

No I---Thou wert brought by Scyzbian Rocks to Day, ‘i
By Tygers nurs'd, and Savages of Prey; e
But far more rugged, wild and fierce than they. le,
For why, ah! why the Traitor thould I {pare? 530

What bafer Wrongs can I be doom’d to bear ?
Did he once deign to turn his fcornful Eyes ?
Did he once groan at all my piercing Sighs?

L‘—V'—‘-"J

Drop’d he one Tear in Pity to my Cries?
Calm he Jook’d on, and faw my Paflion burft. 535
Which, which of all his Infults was the worft?

And yet great Jove and Juno from the Sky

Behold his Treafon with a carelefs Eye;

Guilt, Guilt prevails ; and Juftice is no more ;

The needy Wretch juft caft upon my Shore, 540
Fool as I was! with open Arms I led

At once a Partner to my Throne and Bed ;
From:
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From inftant Death I fav’d his famifh’d Train,

His f(hatter'd Fleet T ftor’'d and rigg'd againj

But ah! I rave;—--my Soul the Furies fire! 2475
Now great ApoLLoO warns him to retires;

‘With all his Oracles forbids to ftay ;

And now through Air the feather'd Son of Mavy
Conveys Jove’s Orders from the bleft Abodes ;

A Care well worthy to difturb the Gods! 550
Go then ; I plead not, nor thy Flight delay ;

Go, feck new Kingdoms through the watry Way =

But there may every God, thy Crime provokes,
Reward thy Guilt, and dafh thee :on the Rocks;
Then fhalt -thou call, amid the howling Main, 555
On injur'd Dipo’s Name, nor call in vain;

For, wrapt in Fires, T'll follow through the Sky,

Flafh in thy Face, or glare tremendous by.

When Death’s cold Hand my ftruggling Soul fhall free,
My Ghoft in cvery Place fhall wait on Thee: 560
My vengeful Spirit fhall thy Torments know,

And {mile with Tranfport in the Realms bclow.

WiTn that, abrupt fhe took her fudden Flight;
Sick of the Day, fhe loaths the golden Light ;

*And -
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And turns, while faultring he attempts to fay 565
Ten thoufand things, difdainfully away ;

Sunk in their Arms the trembling Handmaids led

The fainting Princefs to the Regal Bed.

Bur though the pious Heroe tries with Care,
And melting Words, to footh her fierce Defpair, 570
Stung with the Pains and Agonies of Love,
Still he regards the  high Commands of JovE ;
Repairs the Fleet ; and foon the bufy Train
Roll down the lofty Veflels to the Main..
New-rigg’d, the Navy glides along the Flood ; 575"
Whole Trees they bring, unfathion’d from the Wood,
And-leafy Saplings to fupply their Oars,
Pour from the Town, and darken all the Shores:
So when the Pifmires, an induftrious Train,
Embody'd rob fome golderi. Heap of Grain, 58¢c
Studious, ere ftormy Winter frowns, to lay
Safe in their darkfom Cells the treafur'’d Prey ;
In one long Track the dufky Legions lead
Their Prize in Triumph through the verdant Mead :
Here, bending with the Load, a panting Throng 585
With Force conjoin’d heave fome huge Grain along:

Some,
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Some, lafh the Stragglers to the Tafk affign’d ;

Some, to their Ranks, the Bands that lag behind :
They croud the peopled Path in thick Array,

Glow at the Work, and darken all the Way. 590

AT that fad Profped, that tormenting Scene,
What Thoughts, what Woes were thine, unhappy Queen !
How loud thy Groans, when from thy lofty Tow’r
Thy Eyes furvey’d the Tumult on the Shore;
When on the Floods thou heard’ft the fhouting Train 593
Plow with refounding Oars the watry Plain?
To what Submiflions of what low Degree,
Are Mortals urg’d, Imperious Love, by Thee?
Once more fhe flies to Pray’rs and Tears, to move
Th’ ebdurate Prince; and Anger melts to Love; 600
Tries all her fuppliant Female Arts again

Before her Death ;---but tries ’em all in vain:

SisTER, behold, from every fide they pour
With eager Speed, and gather to the Shore.
Hark !---how with Shouts they catch the {pringing Gales,
And crown their Ships, and {pread their flying Sails. 606
Ah!l had I once forefeen the fatal Blow,
Sure, I had borne this mighty Weight of Woe.
Yet,
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Yet, yet, my ANNa, this One Trial make
For thy defpairing, dying Sifter’s Sake.
For ah! the dear perfidious Wretch, I fee,

Lays open all his Secret Soul to Thee.
In all his Thoughts you ever bore a Part,

You know the neareft Paflage to his Heart ;

Go then, dear Sifter, as a Suppliant go,

Tell in the humbleft Terms my haughty Foe,
I ne’er confpir'd at Aulis to deftroy,

With vengeful Greece, the haplefs Race of 770y ;

Nor fent One Veflel to the Phrygian Coaft,
Nor rak’d abroad his Father’s facred Duft.

From all the Pray’rs a dying Queen prefers,
Why will he turn his unrelenting Ears?
Whither, ah whither will the Tyrant fly ?

I beg but this One Grace before I die,

To wait for calmer Seas and fofter Gales

To fmooth the Floods, and fill his opening Sails.
Tell my perfidious Lover, I implore

The Name of Wedlock he difclaims, no more:
No more his purpos’d Voyage I detain

From beauteous Latium, and his diftin’d Reign.

For fome {mall Interval of Time I move,
Some f(hort, fhort Seafon to fubdue my Love,
Z
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Till reconcil’d to this unhappy State,

I grow at laft familiar with my Fate ;

This Favour if he grant, my Death fhall pleafe 633
His cruel Soul, and fet us Both at eafe.

Trus pray’d the Queen; the Sifter bears in vain
The moving Meflage, and returns again.

He ftands inflexible to Pray’rs and Tears,
For Jove and Fate had ftop’d the Hero’s Ears. 640

As, oer th’ Aérial Alps fublimely fpread,
Some Aged Oak uprears his reverend Head ;
This way and that the furious Tempefts blow,
To lay the Monarch of the Mountains low ;
Th’ Imperial Plant, tho' nodding at the Sound, 645
Tho’ all his {catter’'d Honours ftrow the Ground,
Safe in his Strength, and feated in the Rock,
in naked Majefty defies the Shock :
High as the Head fhoots tow’ring to the Skies,
So decp the Root in Hell's Foundation lies. 650
‘Thus is the Prince befieg’d by conftant Pray’rs ;
But though his Heart relents at D 1D o’s Cares,
Still firm the Di&ates of his Soul remain,

And Tears are fhed, and Vows prefer'd in vain.

3 Now



Book IV, VIRGILs ENEID. 171

Now tird with Life abandon’d Dipo grows; 655
Now bent on Fate, and harrafs’d with her Woes,
She loaths the Day, the fickens at the Sky,
And longs, in bitternefs of Soul, to die,
To urge the Scheme of Death already laid,
Full many a direful Omen fhe furvey’d: 660
While to the Gods fhe pour’d the Wine, the view'd
The pure Libation turn’d to fable Blood.
This horrid Omen to herfelf reveal’d,
Ev'n from her Sifter’s Ear (he kept conceal’d ;
Yet more-—-—-a Temple where, the paid her Vows, 663
Rofe in the Palace to her former Spoufe ;
A marble Stru@ure ; this the drefs’d around
With woolly Wreaths ; with facred Chaplets crown’d.
From hence, when gloomy Night fucceeds the Day,
Her Hufband feems to {fummon her away. 670
Perch’d on the Roof the Bird of Night complains,
In long, long Screams, and {olitary Strains ;
Now dire Prediions rack her Mind, foretold
By prefcient Sages, and the Seers of old ;
Now Stern AnEas, her eternal Theme, 675

Haunts her diftra¢ted Soul in ewery Dream ;
Z 2 Now
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In Slumber now the feems to travel on,

Through dreary Wilds, abandon’d and alone

And treads a dark uncomfortable Plain,

And fecks her Zyrians o’er the Wafle in vain. 680
So PenTrEUs ravd, when, flaming to his Eyes,

He faw the Furies from the Deeps arile;

And view'd a double Zhebes with wild Amaze;

And two bright Suns with rival Glories blaze.

So bounds the mad OrEsTES o'er the Stage, 685
With Looks diftrated from his Mother's Rage;

Arm’d with her Scourge of Snakes fhe drives him on,
And, wrapt in Flames, purfues her murdering Son;

He flies, but flies in vain j---the Furies wait,

And Fiends in Forms tremendous, guard the Gate.  69o

AT length diftraGted, and by Love o’ercome,
Refolv’d on Death, fhe meditates her Doom ;
Appoints the Time to end her mighty Woe,
And takes due Meafures for the purpos’d Blow.
Then her fad Sifter the with Smiles addrefs’d, 6oz
Hope in her Looks, but Anguifh at her Breaft:

ANNa, pertake my Joy, for lo! I find
The fole Expedient that can cure my Mind,

Relieve
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Relieve my Soul for ever from her Pain,

Or bring my Lover to my Arms again. 7®0
Near Ocean’s utmoft Bound, a Region lies,

Where mighty ATras props the flarry Skies ;

There, lives a Prieftefs of Mafylian Strain,

The Guardian of the rich Hefperian Fane ;

Who wont the wakeful Dragon once to feed 205
With honey’d Cakes, and Poppy’s drowfy Seed,

That round the Tree his fhining Volumes roll’d

To guard the facred Balls of blooming Gold.

By Magic Charms the Matron can remove,

Or fiercely kindle all the Fires of Love; 710
Roll back the Stars; ftop Rivers as they flow;

And call grim Spe@res from the Realms of Woe..
Trees leave their Mountains at her potent Call;
Beneath her Footfteps groans the trembling Ball :

But witnefs thou, and all ye Gods on high; 7TL5
With what Regret to Magic Rites I fly.

Go then, ere@¢ with Speed and fecret Care,

Within the Court, a Pile in open Air.

Bring all the Traitor'’s Arms-and Robes, and {pread
Above the Heap our fatal Bridal Bed. 720
The facred Dame commands me to deftroy

All, all Memorials of that Wretch from Z79y.
’ Thus:.
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Truus with diffembling Arts the Princefs {poke:
A deadly palenefs fpreads o’er all her Look.
Nor could her wretched Sifter once divine 72§
Thefe Rites could cover fuch a dire Defign,
Nor deem’d a Lover treacherous to his Vows
Should more affli® her than her murder’d Spoufe ;
But rears a Pile of Oaks and Firs on high,
Within the Court, beneath the naked Sky. 730
With Wreaths the Queen adorn’d the Structure round ;
And with funereal Greens and Garlands crown'd.
Next big with Death, the Sword and Robes fhe fpread,
And plac’d the dear, dear Image on the Bed.

Awmipst her Altars, with difhevel’d Hairs, 738
Her horrid Rites the Prieftefs now prepares.
Thundring fhe calls, in many a dreadful Sound,
On Cuaos hoar, and Eresus profound ;
On triple HecaTe, from Hell's Abodes,
And threefold Dian, and a hundred Gods. 740
The Place fhe fprinkled, where her Altars ftood,
With Streams diffembled from Avernus Flood
And black envenom'd Herbs fhe brings, reap’d down

With brazen Sickles, by the glimmering Moon.
Then
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Then crops the potent Knots of Love with Care, 745
That from the young eftrange the Parent Mare.

Now with a facred Cake and lifted Hands

All bent on Death before her Altar ftands,

The Royal Vi&im, the devoted Fair ;

Her Robes were gather’d, and one Foot was bare. 7350
She calls on every Star in folemn State,

Whofe guilty Beams fhine confcious of her Fate:

She calls to witnefs every God above,

To pay due Vengeance for her injurd Love.

"Twas Night; and, weary with the Toils of Day, 753
In foft Repofe the whole Creation lay.
The Murmurs of the Groves and Surges die,
The Stars roll folemn through the glowing Sky;
Wide o’er the Fields a brooding Silence reigns,
The Flocks lie ftretch’d along the flow’ry Plains; 760
The furious Savages that haunt the Woods,
The painted Birds, the Fifhes of the Floods;
All, all, beneath the general Darknefs, fhare
In Sleep, a foft Forgetfulnefs of Care
All but the haplefs Queen ;---for Love denies 263
Reft to her Thoughts, and Slumber to her Eyes.
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Her Paflions grow ftill fiercer, and by turns

With Love the maddens, and with Wrath fhe burns.
The ftruggling Tides in different Motions roll,

And thus fhe vents the Tempeft of her Soul: 770

Weat fhall T do?-—fhall I in vain implore
The Royal Lovers I difdain’d before ?
Or, {lighted in my Turn with haughty Pride,
Court the fierce Tyrant whom I once deny’d ?
Shall I the Z7ojans bafe Commands obey, 775
Their Slave, their Suppliant, through the watry Way!
Yes---for my Bounties, and my former Aid
By 7Zroy already fland fo well repaid!
And yet fuppofe I were inclin’d to go;
The haughty Sailors would but mock my Woe. 780
Haft thou not yet, not yet, Er1za, known
The perjur'd Sons of proud LaoMEpon ?
What---fhall I follow through the roaring Main,
Sole and abandon’d, their triumphant Train,
Or drive ’em through the Deeps with Sword and Fire,
With all my Armies, all the Sons of Tyre @ =86
But can I draw to Sea thofe Zyrian Bands

I drew relu&tant from their native Lands?
Die



Boox IV. VIRGIDL’s ANEID. 177

Die then as thou deferv’ft; in Death repofe ;

The Sword, the friendly Sword, fhall end thy Woes.

You firft, dear Sifter, by my Sorrows mov'd, 791
Expos’d me rafhly to the Wretch I lov'd;

Your prompt Obedience, and officious Care

Fann’d the young Flame, and plung’d me in Defpair.
Oh! had I learn’d like Savages to rove, 795
And never known the Woes of Bridal Love!

I prov’d unfaithful to my former Spoufe,

And now I reap the Fruits of broken Vows!

Tuus vents the mournful Queen, by Love oppreft,
The Grief that rag’d tumultuous in her Breaft. 8oo
Meantime with all Things ready for his Flight,

In thoughtlefs Sleep the Heroe paft the Night.
To whom again the feather'd HernEes came,
His youthful Figure, Looks, and Voice the fame,

And thus alarms the f{lumbring Prince once r.ore; £o

LIy

What-—-canft tho. {leep in this important Hour ?

Nor all thy Dangers canft thou yet furvey ?

Nor hear the Zephyrs call thee to the Sea ?

Mad as thou art l---determin’d on her Doom,

She forms Defigns of Mifchiefs yet to come. 810

A a Then
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Yhen fly her Fury while thou yet canft fly,

Before Aurora gilds the purple Sky ;

Flv,-—-or the Floods fhall foon be cover'd oer

With numerous Fleets, and Armies croud the Shore,
And direful Brands, with long-projected Rays, 813
Shall fet the Land and Ocean in a Blaze.

E'vn now her dread Revenge is on the Wing;

Rife, Prince; a Woman is a Changeful Thing.

This faid ; at once he took his rapid Flight,

Diffolv’d in Air, and mingled with the Night. 825

THE Heroe ftarts from Sleep in wild Surprize,
Struck with the glorious Vifion from the Skies,
And roufes all the Train; Awake, unbind,
And ftretch, my Friends, the Canvas to the Wind';
Seize, feize your Oars; the God defcends again, 823
To bid me fly, and launch into the Main.
VWhoe’er thou art, thou bleft Celeftial Guide,
Tky Courfe we follow through the foamy Tide ;
With Joy thy facred Orders we obey ;
And may t:y friendly Stars dire¢t the Way. 830
Sudden, he drew his Sword as thus he f{faid,

And cut the Haulfers with the flaming Blade ;

With
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With the fame Ardor fir'd, the fhouting Train

Fly, {feize their Oars, and rufh into the Main.

At once the Floods with Ships were cover'd o'er, 833
And not one Z7gjan left upon the Shore ;

All ftretching to the Stroke, with Vigour fweep

The whitening Surge, and plow the {moaking Deep.

Now o'er the glittering Lawns Aurora {pread
Her orient Beam, and left her golden Bed. 840
Soon as the Queen at early Dawn beheld
The Navy move along the watry Field,
In Pomp and Order, from her lofty Tow'r ;
And faw th’ abandon’d Port, and empty Shore ;
Thrice her fierce Hands in Madnefs of Defpair 843

Beat her white Breaft, and tore her golden Hair,

Tuen fhall the Traitor fly, ye Gods! (fhe faid)
And leave my Kingdom, and infulted Bed ?
And fhall not Carthage pour in Arms away ?
Run there, and launch my Navies on the Sea. 850
Fly, fly, with all your Sails, ye Sons of Zyre;
Hurl Flames on Flames; involve his Fleet in Fire.
What have I faidP---ah! impotent and vain!

I rave, I rave,---what Madnefs turns my Brain?

Aa 2 Now
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Now can you Dipo, at fo late a time, 855
Refle@ with Horror on your former Crime ?

vell had this Rage been thown, when firft you led
The Wretch, a Partner to your Throne and Bed.

This is the Prince, the pious Prince, who bore

His Gods and Relicks from the Phrygian Shore! 860
And fafe convey’d his venerable Sire

On his own Shoulders through the Z7ojan Fire'!
Could I not tear, and throw him for a Prey,

Bafe Wretch ! to every Monfter of the Sea ?

Stab all his Friends, his darling Son deftroy, 863
And to his Table ferve the murder’d Boy ?

For, bent on Death and valiant from Defpair,
Say---Could T dread the doubtful Chance of War *
No---But my Flames had redden’d all the Seas;
Wrapt all the flying Navy in the Blaze; Nl
Deftroy’d the Race, the Father and the Son,

And crown’d the general Ruin with my own.

Thou, glorious Sun ! whofe piercing Eyes furvey

Thefe Worlds terreftrial  in thy fiery Way,

And thou, O Juno! bend thy awful Head, 874
Great Queen, and Guardian of the Bridal Bed ;

Hear thou, dire Hecare! from Hell profound,

Whofe Rites Noc¢turnal through the Streets refound,

Hear



Booxk IV, VYIRGils ANEID.

Hear all ye Furies, Fiends, and Gods, who wait
To pay due Vengeance for EL1za’s Fate!

If to the deftin’d Port the Wretch muft come,
If fuch be Jove’s unalterable Doom :

Still let him wander, tofs’d from Place to Place,
Far from his Country, and his Son’s Embrace,
By barbarous Nations harrafs’d with Alarms;
And take the Field with unfuccefsful Arms ;

For foreign Aid to diftant Regions fly,

See all his Friends, a common Carnage, lie;
And when he gains, his Ruin to compleat,

A Peace more fhameful than his paft Defeat;
Nor Life nor Empire” let him long maintain,
But fall, by murderous Hands untimely {lain,
And lie unburied on the naked Plain !

This Vow, ye Gods, ELiza pours in Death,

With her laft Blood, and her laft gafping Breath!

Oh l-—-in the filent Grave when Dibo lies,
Rife in thy Rage, Thou, great Avenger, rife!
Againft curft Z7gy, go mighty Son of Tyre,
Go, in the Pomp of Famine, Sword, and Fire!
And you, my Tjyrians, with Immortal Hate,

In future Times, purfue the Dardan State.

No Peace, no Commerce with the Race be made:

Pay this laft Duty to your Princefs’ Shade ;
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Fight, when your Pow’r fupplies fo juft a Tage;
Fight now, Fight fill, in every diftant Age ; 905
By Land, by Sea, in Arms the Nation dare,

And wage, from Son to Son, Eternal War!

Turs faid; She forms a thoufand Schemes, to clofe
Her hated Life, and finith all her Woes.
Then to her Hufband’s Nurfe fhe gave Command, g1o
(Her own lay bury’d in her native Land ;)
Go, Barce, go, and bid my Sifter bring jl
The fable Vi&ims for the Stygian King, >
But firft be fprinkled from the limpid Spring. !
Thus let her come ; and, while I pay my Vows, gr15
Thou too in Fillets bind thy aged Brows.
Fain would I kindle now the facred Pyre,
And fee the 7rojan Image fink in Fire.
Thus I compleat the Rites to Stygian Jovs,
And then Farewell-—-a long Farewell to Love ! 020
She faid; the Matron, ftudious to obey,

Wich duteous Speed runs trembling all the way.

Now to the fatal Court fierce Dipo flies,
And rolls around her fiery glaring Eyes;
Though pale and fhivering at her purpos’d Doom, g¢z5
And every dreadful Thought of Death to come 3
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Yet many a crimfon Flufh, with various Grace,

Glows on her Cheek, and kindles in her Face.

Furious {the mounts the Pyre, and draws the Sword,
The fatal Prefent of the Dardaz Lord ; 930
For no fuch End beftow'd ;---the confcious Bed,

And Robes fhe view'd; and Tears in Silence fhed ;
Stood ftill, and paus'd a Moment,—-then fhe caft

Her Body on the Couch, and {poke her laft:

Yz dear, dear Relicks of the Man 1 lov’d! 935
While Fate confented, and the Gods approv’d,
Relieve my Woes, this Rage of Love controul,
Take my laft Breath, and catch my" parting Soul.
My fatal Courfe is finifh’d, and I go-
A Ghoft Majeftic to the Realms below. 045
Well have I livid to fee a glorious Town
Rais’d by thefe Hands, and Bulwarks of my own ;
Of all its Trophies robb’d my Brother’s Sword,
And on the Wretch reveng’d my murther’d Lord.
Happy ! thrice happy! if the Dardan Band. 045
Had never touch’d upon the Libyan Land.
Then prefling with her Lips the Z7oan Bed,
Shall I then die, and unreveng’d ? (fhe faid)

Yet



184 VIRGIL’s ZNEID. BookIV.

Yet die T will,-—-and thus, and thus, I go-—
Thus—-fly with Pleafure to the Shades below. 95c

This Blaze may yon’ proud Zrejan from the Sea,
This Death, an Omen of his own, furvey.

MeanTing, the fad Attendants, as fhe {poke,
Beheld her firike, and fink beneath the Stroke.
At once her fnowy Hands were purpled oer, 0:5
And the bright Faulchion fmoak’d with ftreaming Gore.
Her fudden Fate is blaz’d the City round;
The length'ning Cries, from Street to Street, refound;
To Female Shricks the Regal Dome replies,
And the fhrill Echos ring amidft the Skies ; g6o
As all fair Carthage, or her Mother Tyre,
Storm’d by the Foe, had funk in Floods of Firc
And the fierce Flame devour’d the proud Abodes,
With all the glorious ‘Temples of the Gods.

Her breathlefs Sifter runs with eager Pace, gbg
And beats her throbbing Breaft, and beauteous Face.
Iierce through the parting Crowds the Virgin flies,
And on her dying dear Evtz i cries.

Was this my Dipo, ah! was this the Way
You took, your cafy Sifter to betray ?

3 Was
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Was it for this my Hands prepar’d the Pyre,

The fatal Altar, and the funeral Fire?

Where fhall my Plaints begin ?---ah! Wretch undone!
Now left abandon’d to my Woes alone!

Was I unworthy then, to yield my Breath, 975
And fhare thy fweet Society in Death?

Me, Me you fhould have call'd, your Fate to fhare
From the fame Weapon, and the fame Defpair.

And did thefe Hands the lofty Pile compofe?

Did I invoke our Gods with {olemn Vows ? 980
Only---ah cruell to be fent away

From the fad Scene of Death I now furvey?

You by this fatal Stroke : and I, and all,
Your Senate, People, and your Carthage fall.

Bring, bring me Water ; let me bathe in Death 983

Her bleeding Wounds, and catch her parting Breath.

Then up the fleep Afcent fhe flew, and preft

Her dying Sifter to her heaving Breait ;

With Cries fucceeding Cries her Robes unbound,

To ftanch the Blood that iffu’d from the Wound. gqo

Her Bofom groaning with convulfive Pain, 1

She ftrives to raife her heavy Lids in vain, :>
J

And in a Moment finks, and {woons again,

B b
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Prop'd on her Elbow, thrice fhe rear’d her Head,

And thrice fell back, and fainted on the Bed ;

Sought with her {wimming Eyes the golden Light,

And faw the Sun, but ficken'd at the Sight.

Tuex mighty Juno, with a melting Eye,
Beheld her dreadful Anguifh from the Sky ;
And bade fair Ir1s, from the ftarry Pole,
Fly, and enlarge her agonizing Soul:.

For as the dy’d by Love before the Time,
Nor fell by Fate, nor perifh’d for a Crime,
Not yet had Prosering, with early Care,
Clip'd from her Head the fatal golden Hair ;
The folemn Offering to the Pow’rs below,

To free the Spirit, and relieve her Woe.

Swift from the glancing Sun the Goddefs drew

A thoufand mingling Colours, as fhe flew:
‘Then radiant hover'd o’er the dying Fair;
And lo! this confecrated Lock I bear

To Stygian Jove; and now, as Heav'n ordains,

Releafe thy Soul from thefe corporeal Chains.

The Geoddefs ftretch’d her Hand, as thus fhe faid,

Ard clipt the facred Honours of her Head;

The vital Spirit flies, no more confin’d,

Diffolves in Air, and mingles with the Wind..
The End. of the Fourth Bo
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T H E

Fifth Book of the £ANEID.

The ARGUMENT.

ZEneas ferting Sail from Africk, is driven by a Storm on the Coafts
of Sicily, where He is bofpitably received by his Friend Aceftes,
King of Part of the IsL AND, and born of Trojan PARENT AGE.
He celebrates the Memory of bis Father with Divine Honours,
Inftitutes Funeral Games, and appoints Prizes for thofe who fhould
conquer in them.  While the Ceremonies were performing, Juno
JSends Iris to perfwade the 'Trojan Women to burn the Ships, 1who,
upon her Infligation, fet Fire to them ; which burnt Four, and would
have confumed the reft, had not Jupiter by a fidden Shower extin-
guifbed it. Upon this, Mneas, by the Advice of one of bis Generals,
and a Vifion of bis Father, builds a City, for the Women, old Men,
and others, who were either unfit for War, or weary of the Voyage,
and fails for Italy. Venus procures of Neptune a fafe Voyage for
Him and all bis Men, exccpting only his Pilot Palinurus, who was
unfortunately loft.

OW  with a profp’vous Breeze, Zneas keld
| Bis deftin’d Courfe, and plough’d the watry Field ;

'. Unhappy Didv’s Funeral Flames {urveys,

" That gild the Spires, and round the Bulworksblazes
But focn the hidden Caufe the Prince divin'd 3
From the known Tranfports of a Female Mind

Bb 2 With
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With fuch a Whirl their fiery Paffions move,
In the mad Rage of difappointed Love !

Now o'er the Deep the rapid Gallies fly,
And the vaft Round was only Wave and Sky.
A Cloud all charg’d with livid Darknefs {preads,

10

Blackning the Floods, and gathering o’er their Heads,

Aloud the careful Palinurus cries

Lo! what a dreadful Storm involves the Skies !
Oh! Neptune, mighty Father of the Main !

What Tempefls threaten from thy Watry Reign ?
Then he commands to furl the Sails, and {weep
With every bending Oar the foamy Deep.
Himfelf, to break the Blaft, his Sails inclin’d,
And fled obliquely with the driving Wind.

Oh ! mighty Prince, the trembling Mafter cry’d,
Scarce could I hope, in fuch a tofling Tide,

To reach Hefperia and {urmount the Floéd',_w‘
Tho' Fove had paft the Promife of a God.
See ! from the Weft what thwarting Winds arife!
How in Onc Cloud are gathered half the Skies !

In vain our Courfe we labour to maintain,

And, ftruggling, work againft the Storm 1 vain.

£S5

20

25

Le



Boox V. VIRGIL's ANEID. 189

Let us, fince Fortune mocks our Toil, obey,

And fpeed our Voyage, where fhe points the Way. 3c
For not far Diftant lies the Realm, that bore

Your Brother Eryx, the Siciliarn Shore,

If right I judge, whofe Eyes with conftant Care

Have watch’'d the Heav'ns, retracing every Star.

I sk, repl'yd the Prince, thy fruitlefs Pain, 35
That long has ftruggled with the Winds in vain.
Then change thy Courlfe, the whirling Gufts obey,
And fteer with open Sails a different Way.
Oh ! to what dearer Land can I retreat ?
There I may rig again my fhatter’d Fleet: 40
That Land my Father’s Sacred Duft contains,
And there my Trojan Friend, Aceffes reigns.
This faid, they fteer their Courfe; The Weftern Gales
With friendly Breezes ftretch their bellying Sails ;
Smooth o’er the Tides the flying Navy paft, 43
And reach’d with Joy the well-known Shore at laft.

Tue King with Wonder from a Mountain’s Brow
Beheld the Fleet approach the Coaft below ;
Then, with a Javelin in his Hand, defcends,

Clad in a Lion’s Spoils, to meet his Friends. 30
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This Monarch fprung from great Crimifus’ Flood ;
His 7rojan Mother mingling with the God.
With due Regard he hails the kindred Train,
Arrivid from Carthage at his Realms again ;
With Feafts their fainting Spirits he reftor'd ;

And rural Viands crown’d the generous Board.

Now the diminifh’d Stars had fled away
Before the Glories of the dawning Day.
His Friends, Awueas fummon’d from the Coaft;
Then from a rifing Point befpoke the Hoft:
Ye far-fam’d Sons of 770y, a Race Divine,
Whofe Fathers {prung from Fove’s Immortal Line,
Now the full Circle of the Year runs round,
Since we difpos’d my Sire in foreign Ground,
Rais'd verdant Altars to the mighty Shade,
And paid all Funeral Honours to the Dead:

And now the fatal Day isjult return’d,

By Me (fo Heav'n ordains) with Rites adorn’d,
For ever honour’d, and for ever mourn’d !
Tho’ banifh’d to the burning Libyan Sand,
Tho’ led a Captive to the Argive Land,

Tho' loft and fhipwreck’d on the Grecian Sea,

Still would I {olemnize this Sacred Day.

0 “———-"
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Sure
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Sure all the Friendly Pow’rs our Courfe infpire,

To the dear Relics of my Reverend Sire. 75
Hafte then, the new-adopted God adore,
And from his Grace a profp’rous Gale implore ;
Implore a City, where we ftill may pay,
In his own Fane, the Honours of the Day.
On every Ship, two Oxen are beftow’d 80
By great Acefles, of our Dardan Blood ;
Call to the Feaft your Native Phrygian Pow’rs,
With thofe the Hofpitable King adores.
Soon as the Ninth fair Morning’s. opening Light
Shall glad the World, and chace the Shades of Night, 83
Then to my Zrgjans 1 propofe, to grace
Thefe Sacred Rites, the rapid Naval Race ;
Then all, who glory in their matchlefs Force,
Or vaunt their fiery Swiftnefs in the Courfe,
Or dart the Spear, or bend the twanging Bow, go
Or to the dreadful Gauntlet dare the Foe,
Attend ; and each by Merit bear away
The noble Palms, and Glories of the Day.
Now grace your Heads with verdant Wreaths, he faid ;.
Then with his Mother’s Myrtle binds his Head. 95
Like Him, Ace/les and the Royal Boy
Adorn their Brows, with all the Youth of 77y

Now
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Now to the Tomb, furrounded with a Throng,
A mighty Train, the Heroe paft along.
Lwo Bowls of Milk, and Sacred Blood he pours ; 100
Two of purc Wine ; and {catters Purple Flow’ss.
Then thus---Hail Sacred Sire, all Hail again,
Once more reftor’d, but ah! reftor'd in vain!
"Twas more than envious Fate would give, to fee
The deftin’d Realms of Iraly with Thee; 103
Or mighty Tyber’s rolling Streams explore,
The facred Flood, that bathes th’ Aufonian Shore.
Scarce had he faid, when, beauteous to bchold ! )
From the deep Tomb, with many a fhining Fold, >
An azure Serpent rofe, in Scales that flam’d with Gold: 110,
Like Heav’'n’s bright Bow his varying Beauties thone

That draws a thoufand Colours from the Sun:
Pleas’d round the Altars and the Tomb to wind,

His glittering Length of Volumaes trails behind.

The Chief in deep Amaze fufpended hung, 115
While through the Bowls the Serpent glides along 3

Taftes all the Food, then {oftly flides away,

gecks the dark Tomb, and quits the facred Prey ;
Aftonifh’d at the Sight, the Heroe paid

120

Doubts

Now Rites, new Honours to his Father's Shade,

~
Pl
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Doubts if the Dzmon of his Sire rever'd,

Or the kind Gen1us of the Place appear'd.
Five fable Steers he flew with Rites Divine,
As many fhowy Sheep, and briftly Swine ;
And pouring Wine, invok’d his Father’s Shade
Sent from the darkfom Regions of the Dead.

193

Yyrg

Then all the Train, who gatherd round the Grave,

Each for his Rank, proportion’d Treafures gave.
The Altars blaze; the Vi&ims round expire ;
Some hang the mafly Cauldrons o’er the Fire:
Some o'er the Grafs, the glowing Embers {pread ;

Some broil the Entrails on the burning Bed.

Now bright the Ninth expected Morning fhone
Now rofe the fiery Courfers of the Sun.
When endlefs Crowds the vaft Affembly crownd
From all the wide difpeopled Country round.
Some rous’d by great AcesTEes mighty Name,
Some to behold the 77ojan Strangers came,

Some to contend, and try the noble Game.

In View, amid the {pacious Circle, lay
The coftly Gifts, the Prizes of the Day.
Arms on the Ground, and facred Tripods glow,
With Wreaths and Palms to bind the Vi&or’s Brow.
Cc

I35

L..-a—v—_./

140

Silver,
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Silver, and purple Vefts in Heaps are roll'd,

Rich Robes, and Talents of the pureft Gold;  145;
And from a Mount the {prightly Trump proclaims

To all the gather'd Croud the glorious Games..

Four well-match’d Gallies firft, by Oars impell'd,
Drawn frem the Navy, took the watry Field.
In the f{wift Dolphin mighty MNEsTHEUSs came, 1350
M~EsTHEUS, the Founder of the Memnmian Name,
Next Gvas in the vaft Chimera fweeps
(Huge as a Town) the hoarfe-refounding Deeps:
Three Rows of Oars employ the panting Train,
To pufh th’enormous Burthen o’ér the Main. 155
SercEs Tus in the Cenfaur took his Place,
The glorious Father of the Sergizz Race..
In the blue Scylla great CroanTHUSs rode,.
The noble Source of our Cluentian Blood ;
Far in the Main a Rock advances o'er 160
The level Tides, and fronts the foamy Shore,
That hid beneath the rolling Ocean lies,
When the black Storms involve the ftarry Skies, .
But in a Calm its lofty Head difplays
‘To reft the Birds who wing the {pacious Seas, 163

Fere
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Here the great Heroe fixt an Oaken Bough,

A Mark, that nodded o'er the craggy Brow;

To teach the Train to fteer the backward Way,

And fetch a fhorter Circle round the Sea:

Then, rank’d by Lot, confpicuous o'er the Flood, 170
The Chiefs array’d in Gold and Purple glow’d.

The Youths green Poplars round their Temples twine,
And bright with Oil their naked Bodies fhine, L
Eager, they grafp their Oars, and lift' ning wait the Sign.17 5J|
Thick in their Hearts alternate Motions play, T
Now preft with beating Fears they fink away, L
Now throb with rifing Hopes to win the glorious Day. |
Soon as the Trump ,the firft fhrill Signal blew,

Alll in a Moment, from the Barrier flew:

J)

L. w2 by their whirling Oars the Surges rife, 180
And ith their Shouts the Sailors rend the Skies,

The f-amv Tides with equal Furrows fweep;

And. opening to the Keel, divides the hoary Deep.
Not half {fo fwift the fiery Courfers pour,

Ani, as they flart, the diftant Plain devour ; 185
Nor half fo fierce the Drivers, pois'd in Air,

Urge the fleet Steeds to whirl the flying Car,

Throw up the Reins, and, bending o’er the Yoke,

Shout, lafh, and fend their Souls at every Stroke.
Cc 2 The
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The Crouds in Parties join; and, to the Cries 190
And eager Shouts, the hollow Wood replies ;

While Hills to Hills repeat the mingled Roar,

And the long Echo rolls around the winding Shore.
With Peals of loud Applaufe from every Side
Firft Gvas flew, and fhot along the Tide.

195
Croantnaus follows, but his pond’rous Ship,
Tho’ better Mann’d, moves heavier on the Deep.
Behind, the Dolphin and the Centaur lay,
At equal Diftance, on the watry Way :
Now darts the rapid Dolphin o’er the Main, 200

Now the vaft Centaur wins the Day again:
Then, Side by Side, and Front by Front, they join,
And plow in frothy Tracks the ruffled Brine.

And now proud Gyas reach’d th’ appointed Place,

A while the Victor of the watry Race ; 203

Then to MEn&TESs call'd, and gave Command,
To leave the Right, and fteer againft the Land;
Let others plow the Deep;---In vain he {poke;
The cautious Pilot dreads the lurking Rock,

And turns his Prow and fteers a different Road, =10
And leaves the Shallows for the open Flood.
Once more bin vain the raging Gvas cry'd,

And lo! that Moment, brave Croantrus fpy'd

R —

Clofe at his Back, who plow’d the nearer Tide.
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The dangerous Way the daring Heroe took
Between bold Gyas and the founding Rock.
Sudden beyond the Chief he fhoots away,
Clear of the Goal and roomy Sea.

Then Gvas wept; and Grief and Rage inflame
The Youth forgetful of his Friends and ‘Fame.
From the high Stern, with Anger and Difdain,
He hurl'd the hoary Mafter in the Main ;
Then madly took Himfelf the fole | Command,
And fird his Train, and bore upon the Land.
Hoary with Age, and ftruggling long in vain,
With cumb’rous Vefts, MENZTEs mounts again;

Trembling he climb’d a lofty Rock ; and dry’d

197

214

220

225

His Limbs, all drench’d and reeking with the Tide.

Loud laugh’d the Crowds to fee him fhoot away,
Drink and difgorge by Turns the briny Sea.

At diftance MNEsTHEUS and SERGEsTUS lye;
Both hope to pafs the fiery Gyas by.

The Vantage firft the bold SercesTUs took,
With rapid Speed advancing to the Rock ;

But not a Length before: The Dolphin rides
With Rival Speed, and bears upon her Sides.
Brave MnxesTHEUSs now inflames his Naval Crew,

As o'er the Deck from Man to Man he flew.

230

My
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My brave Affociates, in whofe Aid I truft,

You, whom I chofe, when ILron funk in Duft, 240
Now fhow the Strength and Spirit once you fhow’d, ]
When raging Storms, and SYrTEs you withftood, *
Plow'd MaLEea’s Tide, and ftem’d th’ I6n1an Flood: |

Now, now, my Friends, your utmoft Pow’r difplay,

Rife to your Oars and fweep the watry Way: 245
Nor ftrive we now the ViGtory to gain, Wl
Tho’ yet!---but ah ! let ‘thofe the Palm obtain, S

Thofe, whom thy Favourscrown, great Monarch of the Main! _!
But to return the Lags of all the Day!
Oh | wipe, my Friends, that fhameful Stain away ! 250

Fir'p at the Word, each other they provoke ;
Springs the {fwift Ship at every vigorous Stroke.
‘With painful Sweat their heaving Bodies ftream ;
Thick pant their Hearts and trembles every Limb.
All bending to their Oars the Labour ply ; 255
The Sea rolls backward and the Surges fly.
Now, with the wifh’d Succefs they toil to gain,
Indulgent Fortune crowns the lab’ring Train ;
For while the fierce SERGEsTUSs nearer drew,
And in a fcanty Space too rafhly flew, 260

His
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(His Road {till narrower) with a mighty Shock
He rnfh’d againft the fharp proje¢ted Rock.
Then flew the fhatter’d Oars, and flying rung,
And on the rugged Sides the Veffel hung.
To gain their floating Oars, with minglel OCries, 265
All arm’d with Iron Poles, the Sailors rife.
Fird with Succefs, along the open Seas
Proud M~EesTHEUS fhoots, invoking every Breeze.
As in her Neft, within fome Cavern hung,
The Dove fits trembling o’er her callow Young, 270
Till rous'd at laft by fome impetuous Shock,
She ftarts furpriz’d, and beats around the Rock;
Then to the open Field for Refuge flies,
And the free Bird expatiates in the Skies;
Her Pinions pois'd, thro’ liquid Air the {prings, 275
And fmoothly glides, nor moves her levelld Wings :
So, joyful MnEesTHEUS darts without Controul
O’er the wide Ocean, and approach’d the Goal;
So the f{wift Dolphin flies in open View,
And gain’d new Strength, new Swiftnefs as fhe flew. 28e
Firft by SErcesTus’ Ship he thoots along;,
That in the Shelves and Shallows hung ;
With Cries the Chief his Rival’s Aid implores,
And ftrives in vain to row with fhatter’d Oars.
Next
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Next fiery Gvas he with Shouts purfu’d, 28¢
Who in the huge Chimera ftem’d the Flood ;

She yields, depriv’d of her experiencd Guide ;

And fces her Rival fly triumphant o’er the Tide.

Now, near the Port, with all his Pow’r he ftrains

To pafls CroanTHUs, who the laft remains. 200
"The doubling Shouts infpires him as he flies

And the long Peal runs rattling round the Skies :
Thefe, flufh’d with Pride, would caft their Lives away,
Ere they refign the Glories of the Day:

Thofe, by Succefs, in Strength and Spirit rife, 298
And their fierce Hopes already win the Prize.

Thus haply Both with level Beaks had ply'd,

The Surge, and rode the ViGors of the Tide;

But brave CroantHUs oer the rolling Floods
Stretch’d wide his Hands, and thus invok’d the Gods: 300
Ye Pow’rs! on whofe wild Empire T difplay

My flying Sails, and plow the watry Way ;

Oh! hear your Suppliant, and my Vow f{ucceed ;
Then on thefe Shores a milk-white Bull fhall bleed ;
And purple Wine your filver Waves fhall fain, 305
And focred Vidims glut the greedy Main.

e be-—-and every Nereid heard the Vow,

Wirh wmighty Pbhorcus from the Deeps below.

And
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And great Portunus, with his ample Hand,
Pufh’d on the rapid Galley to the Land.
Swift as the hifling Javelin cuts the Skies,
Swift as a Whirl-wind, to the Port fthe flies.

-

AxNp now the Herald’s Voice proclaims aloud
CroanTHuUs Vidor, to the fhouting Crowd.
The mighty Prince himfelf, with verdant Boughs
Of vivid Lawrel, binds the Hero's Brows.
Three Steers, and one large Talent are beftow’d
On every Rival Crew, that plow’d the Flood.
But to the glorious Leaders, bold and brave,
The generous Chief diftinguifh’'d Honours gave.
A Robe the Vicor thar'd, where Purple plays,
Mixt with rich Gold, in every fhining Maze.
There Royal GanvymEDE, inwrought with Art,
QO’er Hills and Forefts hunts the bounding Hart
The beauteous Youth, all wondrous to behold!
Pants in the moving Threads, and lives in Gold.
From tow’ring Ida : fhoots the Bird of Jove,
And bears him ftruggling thro’ the Clouds above :
With out-ftretch’d Hands his hoary Guardians cry,
And the loud Hounds fpring furious at the Sky.

Dd

201

310

315

320

325

330
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On MnEesTHEUs next, the Chief who bore away
The Second glorious Honours of the Day,

A fhining Mail the generous Prince beftows,

That, rich with Clafps of Gold, refulgent glows,

Who ftript Demoleus of the coftly Load 333
In Trojan Fields, by Simois mighty Flood :

Two labouring Servants, with united Toil.

And Strength conjoyn’d, {carce heaved th’enormous Spoil :
Yet in thefe Arms of old, with matchlefs Might,

The f{wift DemovrLeus chac’d his Foes in Fight. 340
This Mail, Z~neas gave the Chief to bear,

A fure Defence and Ornament in War,

The next rich Prefents mighty Gvas grace,

Two ponderous Cauldrons of refulgent Brafs;

Two Silver Goblets, wrought with Art Divine, 345
That rough, and bright with fculptur'd Figures fhine.
Proud of their Gifts the lofty Leaders tread,

And purple Fillets glitter on their Head.

When, from the Rock fcarce difengag’d with Pain,
SErRGEsTUs brings his fhatter'd Ship again. 350
One Side all maim’d, She {lowly moves along,

Spoil’d of her Oars, amid the hooting Throng :

As when a lingring Fate the Serpent feels,

Obliquely erudi'd Luneeth the Brazen Wheels,

N
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Or, bruisd and mangled by the cruel Swain 35 57'
With fome huge Stone, writhes with the fhooting Pain, »
And rolls and twifts her fcaly Folds in vain. J
Above, all fierce her glittering Volumes rife,

Flames in her Creft, and Lightning in her Eyes;

But maim’d below, and tardy with the Wound, 360
Her Train unfolded drags along the Ground.

So maim’d and flow the fhatter’d Gally patft,

But aided by her Sails fhe reach’d the Port at laft.
Pleas’d with the Veflel and the Crew reftord,

The generous Prince rewards their haplefs Lord. 365
The promisd Prefent to the Chief he gave;
Puovros, the beauteous Female Crezan Slave,

In Works of Art fuperior to the Reft,

And proud of Two fair Infants at the Breaft.

Trrs Conteft o'er ; with Thoufands in his Train, 370
Mov'd the great Heroe to a fpacious Plain.
High Hills the verdant Theatre furround ;
And waving Woods the mighty Circuit crown’d.
Hither, with all the Crowds the Prince withdrew,
And tock his Sylvan Throne in open View. 375
Here coftly Gifts the Chief propos'd, to grace
The fpacious Youths that urge the rapid Race.

Dd 2 Now
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Now throng the Zrojan and Sicilian Band;

And firt Ewuryalus and Nifus ftand;

That, for his youthful Charms admird by Z7oy; 380
This, for chaft Friendfhip to the beauteous Boy.

Next to the Conteft, warm with Hopes of Fame,

Of Priam’s Royal Race, Diores came.

Salius and Patron then in Order paft;

(8]
o0
U

Epirus One, and One, Arcadia grac’d.

Brave Helymus and Panopes fucceed ;

Two valiant Youths in fair Z7inacria bred ;

Who with AcesTEes drove the Savage: Race

From Wood to Wood, long practis'd to the Chace.

And mighty Numbers more, unknown to Fame, 390

Advance in Crouds to fhare the glorious Game..

High in the mudft, AEx~Ekas rear'd his Head,

And oh! attend, ye generous Youths, (he faid ;)

Of All who try the Fortune of the Day,

Not One fhall go without a Gift away. 395

With two bright Cretan Lances, Each tfhall fhare

An Ax with Silver grav'd, to fhine in War.

Diftinguifh’d Gifts and Olive Wreaths fhall grace

The Three triumphant Victors of the Race.

On the Firft Youth a Courfer I beftow, 400

Whofe Trappings rich with Gold and Purple glow:
The



Book V. VIRGIL’s ZANEID. 205
The next a Quiver charg’d with Shafts fhall claim,

Such as adorns an Amazonian Dame;

Clafp’'d by a Gemm, refulgent to behold,

Shines the bright Trophy with a Belt of Gold. 408
On the proud Youth this Gift fhall be confer'd:

And this fair 4rgive Helm fhall grace the Third.

THrs f;dd, they took their Place ; the Trumpet blew :
And All impetuous from the Barrier flew :
Fierce as a Tempeft, o’er the Plain they paft 410
From the firft Space, and gain upon the laft.
Firft N1sus {prung, and left the Crowd behind,
Swift as the Lightning, or the Wings of Wind.
Next, but the Next with many a Length between,
Young Sarius fkim’d along the level Green. 41§
Eurvarus, the Third, {carce touch’d the Plain ;
Behind, bold HeLvmus his Rival ran;
But, hovering o’er him, runs DiorEs nigh;
Now Side by Side, and Foot by Foot they fly.
The Youth had conquer’d in a longer Way, 420
Or undecided left the Honours of the Day.
And now they juft approach’d with rapid Pace,

Tir'd with the Toil, the Limit of the Race,
When
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When Nrsus fell amid the {flippery Plain
Drench’d with the copious Blood of Victims flain. 423
His Feet no more the fhouting Victor held ;
Aloft they fly, and quiver on the Field.
Headlong he fell, with Mud all cover'd o'er,
And every Limb was ftain’d with facred Gore.
Yet, as he weltred on the Ground, he ftrove 430
To fthow Eurvarus his ardent Love.
For now, ev'n now, the Youth his Body -threw
Before his Rival Sar1us, as he flew:
He fell, and on the Ground extended lay ;
Thus, favour’d by his Friend, fprung {wift away 435
The young Euryarus, and won the Day.
At once beyond .the Goal the Victor flies ;
Shouts of Applaufe and Clamours rend the Skies.
Next HELyMUs, and next DrorEs came
With eager Ardor, now the Third in Fame. 440
But Savius fills the Ring with clam’rous Cries,
By Turns to every hoary Judge applies,
Storms at the Fraud, and claims the rightful Prize.
But Favour, winning Tears, and youthful Grace
Plead for the Boy, the Vi&or of the Race. 445
Diorrs too, before the partial Crowd,
Defends the young Eurvarusaloud;
Who
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Who now muft urge his Claim, thould Savrus gam

The Firft proud Honours, to the Third in vain.

Trnus then the Prince--in order fhall we pay 459
To each brave Youth the Prizes of the D:y :
Since thefe are fhar’d, permit me to extend
One Proof of Pity to a haplefs Friend :
This faid, on Sar1us generoufly beftow’d
A Lion’s yellow Spoils, (a coftly Load!) 485
With martial Pride his Shoulders to infold’;
Rough was the dreadful Mane, the Pawswerefheath’d in Gold.
When Nisus thus,---if fuch high Prefents grace
Savrius who fell; firft vanquifh’d in the Race.
What Gift fhall I receive, who bore away, 460
And ftill had held the Honours of the Day,

Had not the Fortune, that my Foe o’erthrew,

Befell unhappy Nisus as he flew.

Then fhow'd his Robes and Face with Blood defil'd;
Th’ indulgent Father of the People {mil’'d; 463
And caus’'d a mighty Buckler to be brought,

With Art Divine by Dipymaon wrought ;

Great NepTuNE’s Gates the Prize adorn’d in Zroy,

Now the bright Prefent loads the favour’d Boy.

Tyrse
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Tresr Gifts beftow'd 5 the Heroe cries aloud, 470
Stand forth, ye valiant Champions, from the Crowd ;
Who vaunt your Courage and unrivall'd Might,

And with the Gauntlet dare provoke the Fight.

Then he propos’d, in Gold and Garlands gay,

A Bull, to grace the Vic¢tor of the Day. 478
Next, to relieve the Lofer’s Shame and Pain,

Caft a rich Sword and Helmet on the Plain.

Strait with a Shout, fupremely tall and ftrong,

Bold Dares rear’d his Bulk above the Throng ;

The Youth, the only Youth, who dar'd withftand 48c¢
The fierce Tempeftuous Sway of Paris’ Hand,

Who on huge Butes prov’d his matchlefs Might

At Heéor’s Tomb, Viorious in the Fight;

(Butks, of Amycus” Beprvcran Strain;)

And ftretch’d th’ enormous Giant on the Plain. 48¢
Thus, glorying in his Strength, in open View

His Arms around, the tow’ring Dares threw,

Stalk’d high, and laid his brawny Shoulders bare,

And dealt his whiftling Blows in empty Air.

His Match was fought ; thro’ All a Terror ran; 190
All gaz’d and trembled at the mighty Man.

Defpair, he thought, had feiz’d the circling Bands ;

And now before the Prince the Champion {tands ;

Fierce
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Fierce by the Horns the beauteous Bull he took,
And in proud Triumph to the Heroe fpoke : 495
Since None, oh! Chief, accept the proffer’d Fray,
Why for his Coward Foe muft Dares flay ?

Permit me, Prince, to lead my rightful Prize away.

(a.m“',ﬂ__.—)

The 7Zrojans clamour with applauding Cries,

And for the Youth demand the promis’d Prize. 5oo
Then to ENTELLUs old AcesTes faid,

Who fate befide him on the flowry Bed ;

ExTELLUS !-—-once the Braveft on the Plain :

But ah! the Braveft, and the Beft in vain!

With fuch tame Patience can my Friend furvey 503
This Prize, without a Conteft, borne away ?

Where, where is now great Eryx’ vaunted Name ; T
The God, who taught our thund’ring Arms the Game, §
The Spoils that grace thy Roof, and all thy former Fame ? l

Nor am I dead, replies the Chief, to Praife, BIQ
Nor yield to Fear, but fink by Length of Days.

My Nerves unftrung, my Strength no more remains,
And Age creeps fhiv’ring thro’ my Icy Veins.

Had I that Vigor ftill, my Youth could boaft,

Or yon’ vain Champion vaunts to all the Hoft, 345
Soon fhould this Arm that Infolence chaftife,

For Fame alone without the profferd Prize.

Ee Evn
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Evn now I {fcorn the Combate to decline ;

The Prize T heed not; let the Fame be Mine!

Th1s faid; amid the Ring, in open View; BZO
Two mighty Gauntlets on the Ground he threw:
Thefe gracd great Eryx in the Fight of old;

And brac’d his Arms with many a dreadful Fold':
Seven thick Bull-hides, their Volumes huge difpread,
Pond’rous with Iron and a Weight of Lead. 528
The Hoft ftood all aftenifh’d at the Sight,

But Dares moft, who now refus'd the Fight:

The Heroe turns the Folds, in Wonder ftands,

And poisd th’enormous Gauntlets in his Hands.

How had you wonder’d, the bold Champion faid, 530
Had you the huge Herculean Arms furvey'd?

Had you thofe pond’rous Gloves of Death beheld,

And the ftern Combate on this fatal Field ?

Thefe, Frince, of old your Brother Eryx- wore;

Lo! you behold ’em ftill diftain’d with Gore. 5§35
With Thefe Alcides Force he long fuftaind,

And thefe I brandifh’d, while my Strength remain’d
Ere the cold Hand of envious Age had fhed

Thefe Marks of Winter on my hoary Head.
Ye
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Yet, if your Champion trembles at the Sight, 540
Nor dares to meet thefe Gauntlets in the Fight ;

If fo Zneas and the King incline ;

Lo! to his Fears thefe Weapons I refign :

With equal Arms the Combate will we try ;

And Thou, lay Thou, thy Zisjan Gauntlets by. 545

Turs faid, the Heroe ftrait his Robe unbound,
And caft the double Garment on the Ground;
Bares his huge brawny Limbs, and on the Sands,
Dreadful to view, the heary Champion ftands.
Then the great Prince with equal Gauntlets bound 550
Their vigorous Hands, and brac’d their Arms around:
Their Arms, that Moment, each impetuous Foe
Rear’d high in Air, and rofe to every Blow;
And, while their raging Hands the Fight provoke,
Withdraw their Heads from each tempeftuous Stroke.ssgs
This on his Youth and a&ive Speed relies,
That on his Bulk and tall Gigantick Size:
But each vaft Limb moves ftiff and flow with Age ;
And thick fhort Pantings fhake the lab’ring Sage.
Each, but in vain, a Thoufand Strokes beftows; c6o
Their Sides and Breafts re-echo to the Blows.

Ee 2 With
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With {wift repeated Wounds their Hands fly round
Their Heads and Cheeks; their crackling Jaws refound :
Unmov'd EnTerrus, witha ftedfaft Look

And watchful Eyes: avoids the furious Stroke 565
The Youth invefts his Foe with all his Pow’r,

As fome brave Leader a beleaguer’d Tow'r,

When on the Bull-warks in his Rage he falls,

And plants his Engines round th’embattled Walls ;

On every Side, with fruitlefs Skill and Pain, 570
Eager he tries a Pafs or Poft to gain,

Y ——

And ftorms the Rocky Battlements in vain.

And now his Aim the bold ExTELLUSs took,
With his huge Hand, high bandifh’'d for the Stroke ;
The Youth obferv’d the long-defcending Blow, 575
And leaps afide, and difappoints the Foe.

The Stroke was {pent in Air; with dreadful Sound
Prone fell the Champion thund’ring to the Ground.

A Pine thus tumbles to the Vales below

From Ida’s Top, or EryMANTHUS Brow. 580
At once the Trojans and Sicilians rile,

And with divided Clamours rend the Skies.

And firft Acefles, touch’d with Pity, ran

To raife his Friend and old Compeer again,
Swift



Book V. VIRGILs ZANEID. ar3

Swift from the Fall, and with redoubled Might 785
Sprung the fierce Heroe, and renew’d the Fight;
Improv’d in Spirit, to the Combate came, 1
While confcious Valour fets his Soul on Flame, l}
Stung with Difgrace, and more enrag’d with Shame. JI
Now headlong o’er the Field he drove the Foe, 590
And rofe in Strength and Wrath at every . Blow.

Now a thick Storm of Strokes around him flies,

Thick as the Hail comes rattling from the Skies;

With both his thund’ring Hands the Blows he plyd,
And turn’d his giddy Foe on every Side. 595
Then flew the good ZANEas, toaflwage

The Hero’s Wrath, and check the mighty Rage:

From Death he fnatch’d the Champion, and began

To footh the Sorrows of the vanquifh’d Man:

WHaT Madnefs, haplefs/Dares has poffeft 600
Thy thoughtlefs Mind, and fir'd thy daring Breaft ?
Canft thou not fee thy Rival's Pow’r Divine,

Far other Strength, and mightier Hands than Thine ?
Ceafe then, and give the vain Contention o'er ;

Ceafe, and oppofe a Demigod no more ! 603

Tur
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Tue Youth now drags his trembling Legs along ;
His loofe Head tott’ring, oer his Shoulders hung ;
Giddy with Pain, he now ejeéts the Blood ;
His loofen’d Teeth come mingled in the Flood,;
While in their Arms his fad Aflociates bore 61e
The batter’d Champion groaning to the Shore,
The dear-bought Sword and Helmet brought away,
And left the Palm and Bull the Vi&or’s Prey.

Now great ENTELLUS, glorying in.the Prize
And flufh’d with Conqueft, thus, exulting cries; 615
Behold, ye Zrgjans, and thou, Chief Divine,
What Vigor, in the Bloom of Youth, was Mine ;
From what a thund’ring Arm and fatal Blow,
Your timely Mercy has preferv’d my Foe.
With that the Chief, colle¢ted in his Might, 620
Confronts the Victim, the Reward of Fight.
Then rais’d his Hand aloft, and from above,
With dreadful Sway, the pond’rous Gauntlet drove
‘Through the broad Forehead of the Stately Bull,
And dafh’d within the Brain the batter’d Skull. 625
The Bull, convulfive with the deadly Wound,
Groans, tumbles, rolls, and quivers on the Ground.

3 Then
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Then thus the conqring Chief, performs his Vow,
Ervx, on Thee this Vi¢tim I beftow ; '>
A nobler Vitim than my Zr¢jan Foe 6 30J
To younger Champions now the Game I Yizld ,

Here I refign my Arms; and here renounce the Field.

NexT the great Prince propos'd the Prize to thofe,
Who wing’d the Shafts, and bent the twanging Bows.
Amid the fpacious Plain the Heroe plac’d 635
Sublime in Air SkrcEsTUs lofty Maft;

Around the tap’ring Top a Dove they tye,

The trembling Mark at which their arrows fly ;

Hither to try their Skill the Warriors hafte

And in a Brazen Helm the Lots are caft. 640
Firft, with Applaufe, Hirrocoon’s Lot was thrown,
The mighty Hyrracus illuftrious Son.

Mn~estHEUs the Next, whom verdant Olives grace,
The Second Viéor in the Naval Race.

Then the third Chance to great EurRYTION came, 645
Thy Brother, Panparus renown’d by Fame,

Whofe Hand by Pavrras prompted, drew the Bow,

To break the Truce, againft the Grecian Foe.

Laft in the Helm remain’d Acestes Name ;

Old as he was, he try’d the Youthful Game. 650
Then
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Then every Chicf, with all his Strength and Art,
Bent the tough Bow, and chofe the feather’d Dart.
Thro” yiclding Air firft vanith’d with a Spring
Hrrrocoon’s Arrow from the founding String.
Full in the Maft, impell'd with Vigor, ftood

‘The forceful Shaft, and quiverd in the Wood.
The Dove, aflrighted, ftretch’d her flutt’ring Wing ;
And with Applaufe the Vales and Mountains ring.

655

Then My estTHEUS drew the Bow, and aim’d on high
The pointed Dart, and levell'd with his Eye; 660
Nor thro’ the Mark the lucklefs Arrow drove,
But cut the String that ty’d the trembling Dove,
Swift thro’ the Clouds the Bird unfhackled flies,
And fpreads her Wings, at Freedom in the Skies.
Already had EurvTion bent his Bow, 665
And to his Brother God addrefs’d his Vow:
The tow'ring Bird amid the Clouds he {lew,
And the fwift Shaft transfix’d her as the flew,
High in the Skies fhe fecls the deadly Wound,
And, with the Dart, comes Dying to the Ground. &70
And now, all Hopes expir'd, the Conqueft gain'd,
The venerable Prince alone remain’d.
Yct he difcharg’d the flying Shaft, to fhow
His Skill, his Vigor, and refounding Bow.

When
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When fudden they beheld, with wond'ring Eyes, 675

A dire portentous Omen in the Skies.
Too late the Seers the frightful Sign explain,
Too late they clear the dread Event in vain!
For, flying thro’ the Clouds in open View,
The glowing Arrow kindled as it flew; 680
Then drew a Golden Trail of Flames behind,
‘That mark’d it’s Courfe, and vanifh’d in the Wind:
So fhine the falling Stars with dreadful Hair,
And glance, and fhoot along the Fields of Air.
Amaz’d the Trojans and Sicilians ftood ; 683
And breath’d their ardent Pray’rs to every God.
The Dardan Prince the doubtful Sign miftook,
Embrac’d the Monarch, and with Tranfport {poke :
Father | accept the Prize; the Will Divine ]|
Of mighty Fove, by this aufpicious Sign, 690 ¢
Declares the firft diftinguifh’d Honours Thine. J
Accept this Goblet, which my Sire of old
Receiv'd from Ciffeus rough with {culptur'’d Gold ;
Take it, my Royal Friend, and let it prove
A long-priz’d Gift of dear Refpe& and Love. 695
Then he beftow’d the Lawrel, and aloud
Proclaim’d him Viéor to the fhouting Crowd.

F f Nor
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Nor did the generous Chief the Prize deny,

Whofe Arrow pierc’d the Bird amid the Sky ;

Next, he who cut the Cord, with Gifts was grac'd ; 7co
And he, whofe Arrow ftruck the Tree, the Laft.

Now call’d the Prince, before the Games were done,
The Hoary Guardian of his Royal Son,
And gently whifpers in his faithful Ear,
To bid Ascanius in his Arms appear,

703
And with his youthful Band and Courfer come,
To pay due Honours at his Grandfire’s Tomb..
Next he commands the huge affembled Train
To quit the Ground, and leave an open Plain.
Strait on their bridled Steeds, with Grace Divine, 710

The beauteous Youths before their Fathers fhine.

The blooming Zrojans and Sicilians throng,

And gaze with Wonder as they march’'d along.

Around their Brows a vivid Wreath they wore;

Two glitt'ring Lances tipt with Steel they bore: 758
Thefe a light Quiver ftor'd with Shafts fuftain,

And from their Neck depends a golden Chain.

On {prightly Steeds advance three graceful Bands,

And each a little blooming Chief commands.

Beneath
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Beneath each Chief twelve {prightly Striplings came, 720
In thining Arms, in Looks and Age the fame.
Grac’d with his Grandfire’s Name, Povr1TES Son,
Young PRriawm, leads the firft gay Squadron on;
A Youth, whofe Progeny muft Latium grace:
He prefs'd a dappled Steed of Thracian Race: 728
Before, white Spots on either Foot appear,
And on his Forehead blaz’d a Silver Star.
ATys the next advanc’d, with Looks Divine,
Arys the Source of the great Atian Line:
livus Friendfhip grac’d the lovely Boy: 730
Ard laft Tirus came, the Pride of 77y,
In Charms, fuperior to the blooming Train ;
And {purr’d his Zyrian Courfer to the Plain
Which Dido gave the Princely Youth, to prove
A lafting Pledge, memorial of her Love. 738
Th’ inferior Boys on beauteous Courfers ride,
From great AcesTEes Royal Stalls {upply’d.
Now flufh’d with Hopes, now pale with anxious Fear,
Before the fhouting Crowds, the Youths appear ;
The thouting Crowds admire their Charms, and trace 740
Their Parents Lines in every lovely Face.
Now round the Ring, before their Fathers, ride
The Boys, in all their Military Pride.
Ffo2 Till
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Till Periphantes founding Lath from far

Gave the loud Signal of the mimic War ;
Strait, in Three Bands difting, they break away,
Divide in Order, and their Ranks difplay =

Swift at the Summons they return; and throw
At once their hoftile Lances at the Foe:

Then take a new Excurfion on the Plain ;
Round within Round, an endlefs Courfe maintain;

And now advance, and now retreat again ;

With well-diffembled Rage their Rivals dare,
And pleafe the Crowd with Images of War.
Alternate now they turn their Backs in Flight,
Now dart their Lances, and renew the Fight :
Then in a Moment from the Combate ceafe,
Rejoyn their fcatter’d Bands, and move in Peace..
So windes delufive, in a Thoufand Ways
Perplext and intricate, the Cretan Maze;

Round within Round, the blind Meanders run,
Untrac’d and dark, and end where they begun.
The fkilful Youths, in Sport, alternate ply

Their thifting Courfe; by Turns they fight, and fly:
As Dolphins gambol on the watry Way,.

745
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And, bounding o'er the Tides, in wanton Circles play.

This
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This Sport Ascanius, when in mighty Length

He rais’d proud Arsa glorying in her Strength,

Taught the firft Fathers of the Latian Name,

As now he Solemniz’d the noble Game. 770
From their fucceflive Avrsan Off-fpring come

Thefe antient Plays, to grace Imperial Rosme ;

Who owns her Z7ojan Band, and Game of Trop-
Deriv’d thro’ Ages from the Princely Boy.

Tuus were the Solemn Funeral Honours paid 7735
To great Ancuises  Venerable Shade.
But foon the Prince his changing Fortune found,
And in her Turn the fickle Goddefs frown’d..
For, while the gather’d Crowds the Games repeat,
Heav'n’s mighty Emprefs, to the Z7ojan Fleet, ~80
(Her antient Rage ftill glowing in her Soul,)
Difpatch'd fair Ir/s from the Starry Pole.
Big with revengeful Schemes, Herfelf fupplies
The rapid Storm that bears her down the Skies.
Unfeen, the Maid a thoufand Colours drew, 28¢
As down her Bow, with winged Speed, the flew :
And faw around the Tomb th’ Affembly meet,
The vacant Harbour; and negle&ted Fleet:

Mean~
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MranTinve, retird within the lonely Shore,
Ancuises Fate the Zrgfan Dames deplore;
Cait a long Look o'er all the Flood, and weep
To {ee the wide-extended watry Deep:

Yet, muft we yet, alas! new Labours try,
More Scas, more Oceans ? was the general Cry.

Oh! grant a Town at laft, ye gracious Gods !

'To Wretches harraft with the Winds and Floods.

“Twas, then their raging Sorrow to improve,
Amid the Train thot Iris from above.

Afide, her Heav'nly Charms the Goddefs threw,
And like old Beroé ftood in open View ;
(Dorvcrus’ hoary Spoufe, a noble Dame,
Fam'd for her Off-fpring and illuftrious Name ;)
And thus the Goddefs fans the rifing Flame :

Ah! wretched Race, whom Heav'n forbade to fall

By Grecian Swords, beneath our Native Wall !

Toft round the Seas, o’er every Region caft,

Oh! to what Fate are we referv’d at laft!
Now, fince Imperial Zroy in Athes lay,

Have Sev’n fucceflive Summers roll'd away.

79°©
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still to New Lands oer Floods and Rocks we fly, 810

And fail, by every Star, n every Sky.

So
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So long we chace, o’er all the boundlefs Main,
The flying Coafts of Izaly in vain.

Here o’er our Kindred Eryx’ fruitful Plains,
The hofpitable King, Aceffes reigns:

What, what forbids our wand’ring Z7ojaz Bands,
To raife a City in thefe Friendly Lands?

Ye Gods preferv’d from Hoftile Flames in vain!
Shall our dear I/ion never rife again ?

A Second Simois fhall we view no more,

Or a new Xanthus, on a foreign Shore..

Rife then, rife All; aflift, ye mournful Dames,
To {fet this Execrable Fleet in Flames.

For late, Caffandra {feem’d to load my Hands,
In Vifions of the Night, with blazing Brands:

Seek 770y no more, the faid: This deftin’d Place

Is the firft Manfion' of the Dardan Race.
Fly, Fly we then, the Omen to compleat ;
The glad Occafion calls to fire the Fleet;
Lo! where to Neptune four proud Altars rife !

Lo! his own Fires the ready God fupplies!

223
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She faid ;-—-then feiz’d a blazing Brand, and threw ;

Th'increafing Flames amid the Navy flew.
At the bold Deed, with deep Surprize amaz'd,
The Dames all wond’ring on the Goddels gaz'd.

835
At
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At laft; the Nurfe of Priam’s Offspring broke

The general Silence, and the Train befpoke :

‘This was no Beroé whom we faw appear,

But fome bright Goddefs from th’Zthereal Sphere.
Mark her Majeftic Port: her Voice Divine ! 840
O’er all her Form what Starry Splendors fhine!

She darts a Glance Immortal from her Eyes,

Breathes, looks and moves, a Sifter of the Skies!
Beroé I left in Anguifh, who repin’d,

Shut from the Rites, and to her Couch confin’d. 845

Twre Matrons, now by Doubts and Fears impell'd,
Firft with malignant Eyes the Fleet beheld ;
In Choice fufpended for a Space they ftand,
Between the promis’d and the prefent Land:
When, fmooth on levelld Wings, the Goddefs flies, 830
And cuts a mighty Bow along the Skies.
Struck at the wond’rous Sight, the fhricking Dames,
From the bright Altars fnatch the Sacred Flames;
Bring Leaves and wither'd Branches in their Hands
To feed the Fires; and hurl the blazing Brands. 8353
Fierce thro’ the Ships, the Decks, the crackling Oars,

In all his Rage devouring Fulcan roars:

And
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And now Eumerus to the Hoft conveys

The dreadful Tidings of the rifing Blaze.

The Crouds grow pale; they look behind, and {py 860
A Cloud of Cinders dark’ning all the Sky.

And firt Ascani1us, as he led the Band,

Pour'd o’er the Plain, impetuous, to the Strand ;

Nor can his panting Guardians check the Speed

Of the young Heroe, and his fiery Steed :

Oh! what curft Rage is this, ye wretched Dames ? 863
To what dire Purpofe fly thefe fatal Flames ?
Behold, your own Ascanius-—you deftroy

No Argive Navy, but the Hopes of Troy.

Wit n that he threw his Helmet on the Shore, 870
In which he led his youthful Bands before.
Next came ZNEas, and the Zrojan Hoft.
Th’ affrighted Dames, difperfing o'er the Coaft,
To Woods and hollow Caverns take their Flight,

Repent their Crime, and hate the golden Light: 873
With alter’d Minds their Kindred they confeft,
And the fierce Goddefs fled from every Breaft.

Not f{o the furious Flames; they fpread the more ;
And, high in Air, with Rage redoubled roar,

Gg Clofe
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Clofe in the Cordage works the fullen Fire, 88a
And thro’ the Ribs the heavy Smokes expire.

Within the Keel the fubtle Vapours lye;

Thence the contagious Flames thro™ all the Veflel fly.
The lab’ring Heroes toil with fruitlefs Pain,

And guthing Floods on Floods are pour'd in vain, 883
The Prince then tore his Robes in deep Defpair,
Rais'd high his Hands; and thus addreft his Pray’r ;
Great Jove! if One of all the Zrojan State,

Lives yet exempt from thy Immortal Hate ;

Oh! if thy Sacred Eyes with wonted Grace 890
Behold the miferable Mortal Race;

Supprefs thefe Fires; forbid them to deftroy ;

And fnatch from Death the poor Remains of Zroy /

Or if my Crimes, Almighty Sire, demand !

The laft, laft Vengeance of thy dreadful Hand, 895
On Me, on Me alone that Vengeance fhed,

And with thy levelld Thunders ftrike me dead!

Scarce had he faid, when o'er the Navy pours

A {udden gloomy Cloud in rattling Show'rs ;

Black with the Southern Winds the Tempeft flies, Qoo
And in a Moment burfts from all the Skies

In f{luicy Sheets and Deluges of Rain

And the loud Thunders fhook the Mountain and the Plain,

Fierce
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Fierce o'er the Ships the Waters took their Way ;
And, quench’d in Floods, the hiffing Timbers lay.  gojs
Four Gallies loft; at length the Flames retire,

And all the Remnant Fleet efcap’d the raging Fire.

Meantime the Heroe by the Lofs oppreft,
With various Cares, that rack’d his lab’ring Breaft,
If fili to feek the Larian, Realm debates, 910
Or here to fix, forgetful of the Fates.
Then Navures, fam'd for Wifdom and for Age,
(For PaLras taught the Venerable Sage,
What great Events the Fates and Gods ordain ;)
Befpoke the Chief, and thus reliev’d his Pain; 9Ig
"Tis beft, Iluftrious Heroé, to obey,
And ftill purfue where Fortune leads the Way ;
By Patience to retrieve our haplefs State,
And rife Superior to the Strokes of Fate.
Let great AcksTEs in your Counfels join, 920
Your Royal Friend, of 77¢y’s Immortal Line.
Your Veflels loft; thofe Numbers who remain,

A timorous, weak, unneceflary Train,

The hoary Sires and Dames, unfit to bear 1!
The Perils of the Sea or Toils of War, 925 %
Select; and truft to his Paternal Care. Jl

Gg 2 The
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The weary Wretches here their Walls may frame,

And call their City by the Monarch’s Name.

The Prince approv’d th’ Advice his Friznd addreft,

But fill a thoufand Cares diftra&t his labring Breaft.9 30

Now o’er the Solemn Skies devoid of Light,
High in her Sable Chariot rode the Night;
When to the Godlike Heroce, from the Pole
Defcends, and {peaks his mighty Father’s Soul:

My Son! in all the Fates of Troy approv’d, 935
Whom, while I liv’d, beyond my Life Ilov'd ;
Lo! I am {ent by Heav'ns Almighty Sire,
Who from thy Navy bade the Flames retire.
The prudent Counfel of thy Friend Obey,
Take, with the braveft Youths, the dangerous Way: g4o0
With thefe fair Latiua fhalt thou reach and there
Wage with a rugged Race a dreadful War.
Yet firft my Son to PruTo’s Regions go,
And meet thy Father in the Realms below ;
For know, my Spirit was not doom’d to dwell 945
In the dark Horrors and the Depths of Hell,
But, with the pious bleft Afflembly reigns,
In all the Pleafures of th® F/yfian Plains.

But
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But thou the Blood of Sable Vi&ims fhed ;
Then fhall the Siby/ guide thee to the Dead. 950
There fhall thou know what Town the Fates affign,
With the long Glories of thy future Line.

And now Farewell ;-—-the Night flides {wift away

I feel from far the Morning’s painful Ray ;

_.....V.-——-._)

And fhrink, and ficken at the Beams of Day. 955,
He faid, and lo! that Moment from his Eyes,
Like a thin Smoke, diffolv’d into the Skies.

Vanisu’'o {o foon! where, whither art thou goner
Why, why retires my Father from his Son?
What ! not one laft Embrace? The Prince exclaims: g60o
Then to new Life he wakes the {lumb’ring Flames ;
And hoary Vesta and the 7rojan Powers,
What facred Gifts and fuppliant Vows adores.
Strait the whole Scene before his Friends he lays,
But chief the Vifion to the King difplays; 9bs
Unfolds the Mefiage fent from Heav’'n above,
His Father’s Counfel, and the will Jove.
His Friends approve the Heroe’s new Defigns,
And in the Tafk the good Acefles joins.
To the new Town the Matrons they aflign’d, 970
And leave the willing Vulgar Crowds behind ;

Souls
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Souls, that no Hopes of future Praife inflame,
Cold and infenfible to glorious Fame.
With Speed the half-burn’d Veflels they repair,

Provide, new Cordage Decks, and Oars with Care ;

A {lender Band, but eager All for War.

The Prince then drew a City on the Plain ;
Next he affign’d the Dwellings to the Train.
Now a new J/ion in Trinacria rofe,

And a new Simois and Scamander Hows.
Well-pleas’d Areffes took the Sov'reign Sway ;
Th’adopted Subjeds their new Prince obey.

The King conven’d the Peers around, and fate
To frame new Laws, and regulate the State.
To Venus’ Name they bid a Temple rife
From Ervx Top, high tow’ring to the Skies:
And next a Prieft and ample Grove were made,
For ever Sacred to Auchifes’ Shade.

Now nine whole Days in folemn Feaft had paft;

When gentle Breezes {mooth’d the Floods at laft :

The Southern-Winds invite their Sails and OQars;
Then Cries and Skrieks refound along the Shoars.
In long, long Tendernefs they {pend the Day,
In clofe Embraces wafte the Night away.

.
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Now
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Now all the Wretches, e’en the Female Train 995
Who fear'd fo late the Dangers of the Main,

And thrunk, the rolling Ocean to furvey,

All wifh to take the long laboriours way.

The melting Heroe fooths their wild Defpair,

And, weeps and gives them to the Monarch’s Care. 1000
Three Heifers next to Eryx’ Name he pays,. \L
Unmoors his Fleet, and every Sail difplays. /I
Crown’d with a graceful Olive Wreath he ftands
High on the Prow; a Charger in his Hands; 10035

A Lamb to every Storm the Heroe {lays,

Hurls the fat Entrails o’er the foamy Brine,
And ftains the, filver Waves with fable Wine.
Freth rife the profprous Gales; the Sailors {weep,
And dath with equal Strokes the roaring Deep.
MeanTiME the Queen of Love, with Cares oppreft,1o10
The mighty Father of the Floods addreft :
Imperious Juwno’s unrelenting Hate
To the poor Relicks of the Trgjan State,
(Which no Decrees of Jove or Fate reftrain,
Nor Length of Years, nor Vows preferr'd in vain,) 1ors
Compells a Sifter Goddefs to repair,
To Thee, Great Neptune, with a fuppliant’s Pray’r.
For
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For Rage like Her’s, 'twas little to deftroy,

Fair Afa’s Pride, th’Imperial Town of Zroy!

>Twas not enough, her wand’ring Natives know 1020
All Forms and all Varieties of Woc!

But oh! her groundlefs Vengeance would eiface,

Ev'n the laft Rclicks of the perifh’d Race !

Thou, thou canft witnefs, Ocean’s mighty God !

With what dire Stor\ms the Ivh’d the Lilyan Flood; 1025
When, arm’d with all th’#oliaz Winds in vain, 1[
Earth, Air and Heav'n, fhe mingled with the Main,
And rais’d fuch Tumults in thy watry Reign. Jl
Yet, ftill more Shameful l---now her Arts infpire

The Trojan Dames to wrap the Ships in Fire ; 1030
And urge my Son, to leave his Social Band

(His Fleet half-ruin’d) in a Foreign Land.

But oh! I beg for thofe, who yet remain,

A peaceful Voyage to the Latian Plain

A Suppliant Goddefs begs for Nothing more 1035
Then thofe fame Realms the Fates aflign’d before !

"Tis Yours reply’d the Monarch of the Main,

Yours to command in this our watry Reign ;

Since from the Sacred Ocean frft you came,

Since Our Deferts your Confidence may claim; 1040
Oft
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Oft for your Son I bade the Whirlwinds ceafe ;

I hufb’d the Roarings of the Floods to Peace ;

And Simors can atteft and Xanthus Stream,

By Land my Guardian Care was ftill the Same.

When fierce AcuiLLEs, furious to deftroy, 1045
Drove to their Walls the trembling Sons of Zroy :
Beneath his vengeful Spear when Thoufands bled,
When the choak’d Rivers groan’d with Loads of Dead;
When XantrUS Flood, incumber’d with the Slain,
Scarce roll'd his ftruggling Billows to the Main; 10350
Your Son oppos’d him, with unequal Might

And far inferior Gods, in fingle Fight :

Inftant I fnatch’d him from the deathful Fray,

And in a Cloud convey’d the Chief away.

Ev'n then I fav’d the Warrior, when with Joy  ross
I wifh’d and wrought the Fall of revjur'd Troy -

And ftll will {fave him< --- he fhall plow the Sea,

And to Avernus Port dire& his Way.

On the wild Floods fhall only One be loft,

One fingle Wretch atone for all the Hoft! 128¢

Trus when the God had footh’d her anxious Mind,
His finny Courfers to the Car he joyn'd ;
Hh Next



VIRGILs ZNEID. Boox V.

234
Next to their fiery Mouths the Bits apply’d, \L
And, while the Wheels along the Level glide,

He throws up all the Reins,and skimsthe floating Tide.1065 )
The Flood fubfides and {preads a glafly Plain,

And the loud Chariot thunders o’er the Main ;

The Clouds before the mighty Monarch fly

In Heaps, and fcatter thro’ the boundlefs Sky :

A thoufand Forms attend the glorious God, 1070
Enormous Whales and Monfters of the Flood:

Here the long Train of hoary Gravcus rides ;

Here the {fwift T rRiTons thoot along the Tides;

There rode PaLzmon o'er the watry Plain, \l
With aged Puorcus and his Azure Train; 10787
And beauteous TrETIs led the Daughters of the Main. J

A neas viewd the Scene; and hence arofe
A Beam of Joy to diffipate his Woes.
Inflant he gives Command to flretch the Sails,
To rear the Maft and catch the {pringing Gales. 1080
Strait the glad Train the fpacious Sheet unbind,
And ftretch the Canvafs to the driving Wind.
Old Pavinure the firft the Navy guides;
The reft obedient follow thro’ the Tides.

Now
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No w half the Night thro’ Heav’n had roll’d away, 1085
The Sailors ftretch'd along their Benches lay,
When thro’ the parting Vapour fwiftly flies
The God of Slumbers from th’ Etherial Skies.
To thee, poor PaLiNurE, he came, and fhed
A fatal Sleep on thy devoted Head! 1090
High on the Stern his filent Stand he took
In PuorBas’ Shape; and thus the Phantom f{poke :
Behold, the Fleet, my Friend, fecurely fails,
Steer'd by the Floods and wafted by the Gales !
Now fteal a Moment’s Reft ; myfelf will guide 1093
Awhile the Veflel o’er the floating Tide.
To whom the careful PaLiNnurE replies,
While fcarce he rais'd his heavy clofing Eyes :
Me wouldft thou urge in Sleep to fink away ?
And fondly credit fuch a flatt’ring Sea? L1100
Too well, my Friend, I know the treach’rous Main !
Too well to tempt the Monfter’s Smiles again !
Too oft deceivd by fuch a Calm before,
I truft my Mafter to the Winds no more.
This faid, he grafp'd the Helm, and fixt his Eyes 1103
On every guiding Star that gilds the Skies,
Then o'er his Temples fhook the wrathful God
A Branch, deep-drench’d in Lezhe’s {ilent Flood.

Hh 2 The
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The potent Charm the Dews of Slumber fteep,

And foon weigh down his {fwimming Eyes to Sleep. 1110
Scarce yet his languid Limbs had funk away,

When o’er the Wretch the God incumbent lay,

And, with a fhatter'd Fragment of the Ship,

Bore down the Helm and Pilot to the Deep;
Headlong he tumbles in the flathing Main, IEIj
And calls for Succour to his Friends in vain.

Swift from the Stern the Traytor Phantom flies,

And with fpread Pinions mounts the Golden Skies;
Yet {mooth along the Flood the Navy rode,

Safe in the Promife of the watry God. 1120
Now they approach’d the S7ren’s dangerous Coatt,

Once rough, and infamous for Veflels loft.

Huge Heaps of Bones ftill whiten all the Shore;

And, dafh’d from Rock to Rock, the foamy Billows roar.
The watchful Prince th’endanger'd Galley found, 112¢
Without a Pilot, firike on fhoaly Ground ;

Himfelf then took the Tatk, by Night to guide

The wand’ring Veflel o’er the rolling Tide:

O dear lamented Friend! (the Heroe cries,) }
For Faith reposd on flattring  Seas and Skies, N
Caft on a foreign Shore thy naked Body lies! 17 31{i

The End of the Fifth Boox.
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Sixth Book of the £ZANEID.

The ARGUMENT.

The Sibyl foretells Mneas the Adventures be fbould meet with i,
Italy. She attends him to Hell, defcribing to him the various
Scenes of that Place, and conduting him to his Father Anchifes,
who infiructs bim in thofe fublime Myfleries of the Soul of the
World, and the Tranfinigration; and fhews him that glorious
Race of Heroes, which was to defcend from bim and his Poflerity,

s F1 U S while he wept ; with flying Sails and Oars
S5 The Navy reach’d the fair Cumean Shores.

The circling Anchors here the Fleet detain,
All rang'd befide the Margin of the Main.
With eager Tranfport fird, the Zrojan Band g

Leap from the Ships to gain th’ Hefperian Land.

Some
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Some firike from Flints the fparkling Seeds of Flame,
Some ftorm the Coverts of the Savage Game ;

To feed the Fires, unroot the ftanding Woods,

And thow with Joy the new-difcover'd Floods. 10
To Phebus Fane the Heroe paft along,

And thofe dark Caverns where the Siby/ fung.

There, as the God enlarg'd her Soul, fhe fate,

And open'd all the deep Decrees of Fate.

The Train with Reverence enter, and behold 18
Chaft Trivia’s Grove, and Temple roof’d with Gold ;
A Struéure raisd by Dapavus, (tis {aid)

When from the Crefan King’s Revenge he fled.

On Wings to Northern Climes he dar'd to foar,
Through Airy Ways unknown to Man before ; 20
Full many a Length of Sky and Ocean patft,

On Cuma’s facred Tow'rs he floop’d at laft,

Then hung to Phabus, in the ftrange Abode,

The Wings that fteer’d him thro’ the liquid Road,
And rais'd the pompous Pile in Honour of the God. 25
The matchlefs Artift, on the lofty Gate,

Engrav’d ANDRrROGEOS memorable Fate :
And here by Lot fad Arhens yearly paid
Sev'n haplels Youths, to footh his angry Shade.

L —

Here
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Here ftood the fatal Urn; and there with Pride 30
Fair Crete rofe tow’ring on the filver Tide.

There too the Father of the Herds was feen,

Who quench’d the Paffion of the luftful Queen;

Their Birth, a Beaft below, a Man above,

The mingled Offspring of prepoftrous Love! 23
There ftood the winding Pile, whofe Mazes run
Round within Round, and end where they begurn.

But when the pitying D&paLus furvey’d

The hopelefs Paflion of the + Royal Maid,

He led her TuEseus through the puzzling Ways, 4c
Safe with a Clue, and open'd every Maze.

Thou too, poor Icarus! hadft borne a Part,

Had Grief not check’d him in thy Parent’s Art!

He thrice effay’d the mournful Task in vain;

Thrice fhook his Hand, and drop’d the Task again. 43

T=us had they gaz’d o'er all the coftly Frame,
When lo! Acmartes from the Temple came:
With him the Prieftefs, the Prophetic Maid,
And to the Z7ojan Heroe thus the faid:
Hence---gaze no more ; Sev'n chofen Sheep with Speed, 5o

Scv'n Steers, unconfcious of the Yoke, muft bleed.

She
+ ARt ADNE,
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She {poke; the Crouds obey ; within the Fane
The Prieftefs calls- the wond’ring Trgjan Train.
Scoop’d thro’ the Rock, in mighty Depth difplay’d,
Lies the dark Cavern of the Sacred Maid ;
Thro’ all the Hundred Portals ruth abroad

The Sibyl’s Voice and Anfwers of the God.
Scarce at the Cell arriv’d---invoke the Skies,

I feel the God, the ruthing God ! fhe cries.
While yet fhe {poke, enlarg’d her Features grew,
Her Colour chang’d, her Locks difthevel’'d flew.
The heav’nly Tumult reigns in every Part,
Pants in her Breaft, and {wells her rifing Heart :
Still fpreading to the Sight, the Siy/ glow’d,
And heav’d impatient of th’ incumbent God.
Then to her inmoft Soul by Phebus fir'd,

In more than human Sounds fhe {poke infpir'd :
Still, doft thou ftill delay ? thy Voice employ
In ardent Vows, illuftrious Prince of Zroy /

Thy Pray’rs, thy urgent Pray’rs muft wide difplay
Thefe awful Portals to the Light of Day.

She f{aid; the 7rojans {hook with holy Fear,

And thus the fuppliant Prince preferr’d his Pray’r:

55
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Hear, Phebus, gracious God ! whofe Aid Divine
So oft has fav’d the wretched 779/an Line, 75
And wing’d the Shaft from Paris’ Phrygian Bow,

The Shaft that laid the great AcuiLLEs low.

Led by thy Guardian Care, Secure I paft

Thro’ many a Realm, and rang’d the watry Wafte ;

Trod the wild Regions where the SyrrEes lie, 80

And Lands that firetch beneath a different Sky.

At length the Coaft of Iraly we gain,

The flying Coaft, {fo long purfu'd in vain.

Till now, to every Realm our Courfe we bent,

And Ivrriox’s Fate purfud us where we went. 85

Now all ye Pow’rs, Confederate to deftroy

The glorious Empire and the Tow’rs of 77y,

"Tis Time to bid your wrathful Vengeance ceafe,

To bid her poor Remains repofe in Peace.

And thou, great Prieftefs! to whofe piercing Eye go

Difclosd the Scenes of future Ages lie;

Since all my Cares and Labours but explore

An Empire promis'd by the Fates before,

Give me to fx in Latium’s fair Abodes

The Sons of 770y, and reft her wand’ring Gods : g5
I: Then
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Then thall my Hands a glorious Temple frame

To mighty Drax and her Brother’s Name ;

And folemn Days to Pheebus T'll decree,

And in my Realms fhall Temples rife to Thee.

There all thy myftic Numbers will I place, 100
With all the Fortunes of the 7rgjan Race.

By chofen Sages guarded, there fhall lie

The Records, Sacred from the Vulgar Eye.

Nor be my Fates to flitting Leaves confign’d,

To fly the common Sport of every Wind ! 105
But thou, even thou, great Prophetefs | relate

In Vocal Accents all my future Fate.

Now in her Cavern raves the Maid, oppreft
By Pbhabus raging in her heaving Breaft;
She ftruggles to difcharge th’ Immortal Load, IIC
And raves and bounds, impatient of the God :
Her foamy Mouth attentive to controul,
He forms her Organs and commands her Soul.
Then (all the Hundred Doors difplay’d to View,
Thro’ every Vent the Sacred Accents flew : I1g

By Sea, OPrince! are all thy Perils o’er,

But far, far greater wait Thee on the Shore.

Difmifs
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Difmifs thy Doubts; to Latium’s deftin’d Plain
Troy’s Sons fhall come, but wifh to fly again.
Wars, horrid Wars I fee on 7Zyber’s Shore ;

And all his Waves run thick with human Gore !
ScamanDpeRr fhalt thou find, and Simors there,
And Greece thall Arm a fecond Hoft for War.
A new Acuirres rifes to the Fight;

Him too a pregnant Goddefs brings to Light:

And Heav'n’s great Queen, with unrelenting Hate,
Still, as of old, purfues the Z7gjan State.

Once more the Woes of 770y derive their Caufe
From a new Breach of Hofpitable Laws;

And fhe muft bleed again as late fhe bled,

For a Rapt Princefs and a Foreign Bed.

How fhalt thou rove, new Succours to implore,
From every Court along the Latian Shore !

But thou, more bold, the more thy Fates oppofe,
Advance, great Prince, Superior to thy Woes.

Thy firft fair Hopes of Safety and Succefs,
Beyond thy forndett Wifh, fhall rife from Greece.

Tuus {poke the Siby/ from her dark Abode
The dread myfterious Anfwers of the God;
The wond’rous Truths, involv’d in Riddles, gave,

And, furious, bellow’d round the gloomy Cave.

12z
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Avorro fhook his Rod; pofleft Her Whole,

sour'd in his Fires, and rein’d her raging Soul.
At length the fierce Etherial Tranfports ceafe, ~
And all the Heavenly Fury funk in Peace. 145

Wauen thus the Chief---O Sacred Dame! I know
Too well already my predeftin'/d Woe;
But grant my Pray’rl---Since here, as Fame relates,
Lies the dread Road to PruTo’s gloomy Gates;
Where baleful Acreron fpreads, far and wide, 1350
fis livid, melancholy, murmuring Tide;
Unfold thefe Portals, and thy Suppliant lead
Down to the dark Dominions of the Dead :
Give me to view my Father’s Reverend Face,
And rufth with Tranfport to his dear Embrace! 1535
Him through embattled Armies. I convey’d,
While Javelins hift, and Flames around me play’d.
He thar'd my Toils, determin’d to defy
The Storms of every Sea and every Sky ;
In Hardfhips, Cares and Dangers to engage ; 160
Nor {par'd his ftooping Venerable Age.
Yet more-—-He bade me to thy Cell repair,
And feck thy Potent Aid with Suppliant Pray’r:

Oh!
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Oh! hear our joint Requeft, our jult Defirc;

And guide the Son, in Pity to the Sire. 165
Your’s is the Pow'r, for HecaTé beftow'd

On you the Rule of this Infernal Wood.

If Orpurus by his Lyre’s enchanting Strain

Could call his Confort from the Shades again ;

If Porrux dy'd alternate, to convey 170
His ranfom’d Brother to the Realms of Day,

And trod fo oft the fame Infernal Way?

Why fhould T Treseus, why ALcIDES name;

S )

Each Heroe {prung but from a Mortal Dame?
To Hell thofe Chiefs defcended from above:': 1758 7|
I claim a jufter Right; for I can prove L

My Birth from Venus; my Defcent from Jove. '

Tuen to the Zrojan Heroe, as he pray’d
And grafp’d the Altars, {poke the Sacred Maid :

O glorious Prince ! of brave Axcuises Line, 180
Great, Godlike Heroe, fprung from Seed Divine!
Smooth lies the Road to Pruro’s gloomy Shade ;
And Hell's black Gates for ever ftand difplay’d :

But ’tis a long unconquerable Pain,
To climb to thefe Etherial Realms again. 183
The
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The choice feleted Few, whom fav’ring Jo v,
Or ardent Virtue raisd to Heav'n above,

From thefe dark Realms emerg’d again to Day ;
The mighty Sons of Gods ! and only they !

The frightful Entrance lies perplex'd with Woods,
Inclos’d with fad Cocyrus’ {ullen Floods.

But fince you long to pafs the Realms beneath,
The dreadful Realms of Darknefs and of Death,
Twice the dire Stygian Stream to meafure oer,
And twice the black Zartarean Gulf explore :
Firft, take my Counfel, then fecurely go;

A mighty Tree, that bears a Golden Bough,
Grows in a Vale furrounded with a Grove,

And Sacred to the Queen of S#gian Jove.

Her Neather World no Mortals can behold,

Till from the Bole they ftrip the blooming Gold.
The mighty Queen requires this Gift alone,

And claims the fhining Wonder for her Own.
One pluck'd away, a Second Branch you {ce

Shoot forth in Gold, and glitter through the Tree,

Go then; with Care ere& thy fearching Eyes,
And in proud Triumph feize the glorious Prize.
Thy purpos’d Journey if the Fates allow,

Free to thy Touch fhall bend the coftly Bough.,

190
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If not; the Tree will mortal Strength difdain ; 210
And Steel fhall hew the glitt'ring Branch in vain.
Befides, while here my Counfel you implore,

Your breathlefs Friend, unburied on the Shore,

(Ah'! haplels Warrior ! in thy Abfence loft)

The Camp unhallows, and pollutes the Hoft. 215
Firft let his cold Remains in Earth be laid,

And decent in the Grave difpofe the Dead.

The due Luftration next perform, and bring

The fable Victims for the S#gian King.

Then to the Realms of Hell fhalt thou repair, 220
Untrod by thofe who breath the vital Air.

Sue ceas’d; the mournful Prince returns with Sighs:
On Earth the drooping Heroe fix’d his Eyes.
Deep in his melancholy Thoughts he weigh'd
The dire Event, and all the Sidy/ faid ; 22§
While at his Side the good AcuaTes fhares
The Warrior’s Anguifh, and divides his Cares.
Oft they divin’d in vain, what haplefs Friend
Dead and expos’d, her dubious Words intend.
But when arriv’d, amid the crowded Strand 230

They faw Misenus ftretch’d along the Sand ;

The
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The great MISENUS, of Celeftial Kind ;

Sprung from the mighty Monarch of the Wind ;
Whofe Trump, with noble Clangors, fird from far
Th embattled Hofts, and blew the Flames of War.
By HecrToRr’s Side with unrefifted Might

His Javelin rag'd ; his Trumpet rouz’d the Fight.
But when that Heroe on the Phrygian Plain

By ftern Prripes’ thundring Arm was {lain,
He follow’d next ZENEas’ conqu'ring Sword,

As brave a Warrior as his former Lord.

But while the daring Mortal o’er the Flood
Rais'd his high Notes, and challeng’d every God,
With Enyy Z7itor heard the noble Strain,

And whelm’d the bold Mufician in the Main.
Around the Body ftood the mournful Hoft,

But his great Mafter wept, and fuffer’d moft.
The forrowing Troops the Siby/s Words obey,
And to the lofty Foreft bend their Way,

‘To bid the proud Funereal Pyre arife,

And build the Solemn Stru@ure to the Skies.
Then fled the Savage from his dark Abode
The well-ply’d Axes echo thro© the Wood.
The piercing Wedges cleave the crackling Oak ;

Loud groan the Trees and fink at every Stroke.

235
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The tall Afh tumbles from the Mountain’s Crown ;
Th’ Aérial Elms come cruthing Headlong down.
Firft of the Train, the Prince, with thund’ring Sound,
Whirl'd his huge Ax, and fpread the/ Ruin round.
Then as the mighty Foreft he furvey’d, 260
O’erwhelm’d with Care the Thoughtful Heroe pray'd :
Oh ! in this ample Grove could I behold
The Tree that blooms with Vegetable Gold!
Since Truth infpir'd each Word the Sievi faid ;
Too truly fhe pronounc’d Misenus Dead! 263
While yet he {poke, two Doves before him flew:
His Mother’s Birds the Chief with Tranfport knew ;
Then, as they fetded on the verdant Plain,
The joyful Heroe pray’d, nor pray’d in vain:
Be you my Guides thro’ Airy Tracks above, 270
And lead my Footfteps to the fatal Grove;
Point out the Road (if any can be found,)
Where the rich Bough o’er-fpreads the Sacred Ground
With checquerd Darknefs pierc’'d by Golden Rays,
And darts at once a Shadow and a Blaze: 275
Thou too, O Goddefs Mother! lead me on,
Unfold thefe Wonders, and relieve thy Sen.
This faid, he flop’d ; but {ill his eager Sight
Watch’'d every Motion, and obferv’d their Flfg;ht.

Kk By
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By Turns they feed, by Turns they gently fly; 280
Th’ advancing Chief flill follows with his Eye.

Arrivd at length, where, breathing to the Skies,

Blue Clouds of Poifon from AvEeErNUSs rife,

Swift from the Deathful Blaft at once they fpring,
Cut the light Air, and fhoot upon the Wing; 285
Then on the wondrous Tree the Doves alight,

Where fhines the fatal Bough, Divinely bright,

That, gilding all the Leaves with glancing Beams,
Strikes through the Sullen Shade with Golden Gleams :
As when bleak Winter binds the frozen Skies, 290
Pufh’d from the Oak her foreign Honours rife;

The lofty Trunk th’adopted Branches crown,

Grac’d with a + yellow Offspring not her own:

So with bright Beams, all beauteous to behold,

Glow’d on the dufky Tree the blooming Gold ; 295
The blooming Gold, by every Breath inclin’d,

Flam’d as it wavd, and tinckled in the Wind.

The Chief with Tranfport ftripp’d the branching Oar,
And the rich Trophy to the SisvL bore.

NexT onthe Strand, with Tears the Trojans paid 3oo

The laft fad Honours to Misenus’ Shade:
| With

P MIsLETOE,
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With cloven Oaks and un&uous Pines, they rear

A ftately Solemn Pile aloft in Air.

With fable Wreaths they deck the Sides around, 1
The f{preading Front with baleful Cyprefs bound, 30 5I>
And with his Arms the tow’ring Structure crown’d. Jl
Some the huge Cauldron fill; the foaming Stream
Mounts, hiffes, boils and bubbles o’er the Brim.

With Groans the Train anoint and bathe the Dead, !
O’er the cold Limbs his Purple Garment {pread, 3[og>
And place him decent on the Funeral Bed; )l
While thefe fupport the Bier, and in their Hands,
With Looks averted, hold the flaming Bands:
The Rite of old!--Rich Incenfe loads the Pyre,
And Opyls and flaughter’d Vic&tims feed the Fire.
Soon as the Pyle, fubfiding, flames no more,

With Wine the {moaking Heap they {prinkled o’er:

Then CuoriNaEUs took the Charge, to place
The Bones fele¢ted in a Brazen Vafe:

315

A verdent Branch of Olive in his Hands, 320
He mov'd around, and purified the Bands;
Slow as he paft, the Luftral Waters thed,

Then clos’d the Rites, and thrice invok’d the Dead.

Kk 2 THis
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Tuis done;to folemnize the Warrior's Doom,
The pious Heroe rais'd a lofty Tomb ; 325
The tow’ring Top his well-known Enfigns bore,
The once-loud Trumpet and the tapering Qar :
Beneath the Mountain rofe the mighty Frame,
That bears, from Age to Age, Misenus’ Name.

Tuese Rites difcharg’d; the Siby/ to obey, 330
Swift from the Tomb the Heroe bends his Way.
Deep, deep, a Cavern lies, devoid of Light,
All rough with Rocks, and horrible to Sight;
The gaping Gulph inclos’d with Sable Floods,
And the brown Horrors of furrounding Woods. 335
From her black Jaws fuch baleful Vapours rife,
Blot the bright Day, and blaft the golden Skies,
That not a Bird can ftretch her Pinions there
Through the thick Poifons and incumberd Air :
O’ertook by Death her flagging Pinions ceafe, 340
And hence A6rnuUs was it call’d by Greece.
Hither the Prieftefs four black Heifers led,
Between their Horns the hallow’d Wine fhe fhed ;
From their high Front the Topmoft Hairs the drew,

#And in the Flames the firft Oblations threw. 343

Then
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Then calls on potent HecaTe, renown’d
In Heav'n above, and Erebus profound.
The Viétims next th’ Attendants kill'd, and ftood
With ample Chargers, to receive the Blood.
To Earth and Vight a Lamb of Sable Hue, 250
With {folemn Rites, the pious Heroe {lew.
Next, by the Knife a barren Heifer fell
To great PrrsernonEe, the Queen of Hell.
Then to her Lord, Infernal Jove, he paid
A large Oblation in the gloomy Shade; 335
And Oyls amid the burning Entrails pour’d,
While flaughter’d Bulls the Sacred Flames devour’d.
When lo! by dawning Day, with dreadful Sound,
Beneath their Footfteps groans the heaving Ground; }
The Groves all wave; the Forefts tremble round. 360J
Pale Hecare forfook the Neather Sky,
And howling Dogs proclaim’d the Goddefs nigh.
Fly, ye Prophane! O fly! and far remove
(Exclaims the Prieftefs) from the Sacred Grove :
And thou, ZENEeas, draw thy fhining Steel, 365
And boldly take the dreadful Road to Hell.
To the great Tafk thy Strength and Courage call,
With all thy Pow'rs; this Inftant claims them all.

This
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This faid ; the plunges down the deep Defcent;
The Prince as boldly follow’d where fhe went. 370

Ye Subterraneous Gods ! whofe awful Sway
The gliding Ghofts and filent Shades obey ;
O Cimzaos hoar! and PuLeceETrHON profound!
Whofe folemn Empire ftretches wide around ;
Give me, ye dread tremendous Pow'rs! to tell 375
Of Scenes, and Wonders in the Depths of Hell;
Give me your mighty Secrets to difplay
From thofe black Realms of Darknefs to the Day !

Now through the difmal Gloom they pafs, and tread
Grim PruTo’s Courts, the Regions of the Dead ; 380
As puzzled Travellers benighted move,

(The Moon {carce glimmering thro’ the dutky Grove)
When Jove from mortal Eyes has {natch’d the Light,
And wrap’d the World in undiftinguifh’d Night.

A 1 Hell's dread Mouth a thoufand Monfters wait ; 385
Grief weeps, and Fengeance bellows in the Gate:
Bafe Want, low Fear, and Famine's lawlefs Rage,

And pale Difeafe, and flow repining Age,

. Fierce,
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Fierce, formidable Fiends! the Portal keep;

With Pain, T0il, Death,and Death’s Half-Brother Sleep.
There, Foys, embitter’d with Remorfe, appear ;
Daughters of Guilt ! Here ftorms deftructive #ar.
Mad Djfcord there her fnaky Treffes tore ;

Here, ftretch’d on Iron Beds, the Furies roar,

Full in the midft a fpreading Elm difplay’d CE
His aged Arms, and caft a mighty Shade.

Each trembling Leaf with fome light Vifion teems,

Qo

()

And heaves impregnated with airy Dreams.

With double Forms each Scy//z took her Place

In Hell’s dark Entrance, with the Cenzaur’s Race ; 400
And, clofe by Lerna’s hiffing Monfter, ftands
Briareus dreadful with a hundred Hands.

There ftern Gervon raged ; and, all around,

Fierce Ha rr1Es {cream’d, and direful Gorc ons frown’d:
Here from CriM&rA’s Jaws long Flames expire ; 403%
And the huge Fiend was wrap’d in Smoak and Fire.
Scar’d at the Sight, his Sword the Heroe drew

At the grim Monfters, as they rofe to View.

His Guide then warn’d him, not to wage the War
With thin light Forms and Images of Air ; 410
Elfe had he rufh’d amid th’ impaffive Train,

And madly firuck at empty Shades in vain.
| From
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Frou hence a dark uncomfortable Road
Leads to dread AcHeroNs Zartarean Flood,

Whofe furious Whirl-pools boil on every Side, 415
And in CocvrTus pour the roaring Tide

All ftain’d with Ooze, and black with rifing Sands.
Lord of the Flood, Imperious Craron ftands ;

But rough, begrim’d, and dreadful he appeard;

Rude and negleted hung his Length of Beard ; 420
All patch’d and knotted flutters his Attire ;

His wrathful Eyeballs glare with Sanguine Fire.

Tho’ old, ftill unimpair'd by Years he ftood,

And hoary Vigour bleft the furly God.

Himfelf flill ply’d the Oars, his Canvas fpread, 425
And in his fable Bark convey’d the Dead.

Hither, a mighty Crowd, a mingled Hoft,

Confus’d, came pouring round the Stygian Coaft,
Men, Matrons, Boys and Virgins, in the Throng,

With mighty Kings and Heroes march’d along; 430
And blooming Youths, before their mournful Sires
Stretch’d out untimely on their Funeral Pyres ;

Thick as the Leaves come fluttering from above,

When cooler Autumn ftrips the blafted Grove :

Thick, as the featherd Flocks, in clofe Array, 435
O’er the wide Fields of Ocean wing their Way,

When
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When from the Rage of Winter they repair

To warmer Suns and more indulgént Air.

All ftretch their fuppliant Hands, and All implore

The firft kind Paffage to the farther Shore. 440

Now Thefe, now Thofe he fingles from the Hoft,

And fome he drives all trembling from the Coaft.

The Prince, aftonith’d at the  Tumult, cry’d,

Why crowd fuch mighty Numbers to the Tide ?

Why are thofe favour’d Ghofts tranfported o’er? 443

And thefe fad Shades chas’d backward from the Shore ?

The Full of Days, the Siby/ thus replies ;

Great Prince, the true Defcendant of the Skies !

You fee Cocytus’ Stream ; the Stygian Floods,

Whofe awful Sanflion binds th’ attefting Gods. 450

Thofe, who negle&ted on the Strand remain,

Are all a wretched, poor, unburi’d Train,

Craron is He, who oer the Flood prefides;

And thofe, Interrd, who crofs the Stygian Tides.

No Mortals pafs the hoarfe-refounding Wave, h 455

But thofe who {lumber in the peaceful Grave.

Thus, till a hundred Years have roll'd away,

Around thefe Shores the plaintive Speéres ftray.

That mighty Term expir'd, their Wanderings paft,

They reach the long-expeéted Shore at laft. . 460
L1 Struck
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Struck with their Fate, his Steps the Heroe ftay’d,.
And with {oft Pity all the Crowd furvey’'d.
When lo! Leucaspis in the Throng he fpy’d;.
And great OronTEs, once the Lycian Guide;
Sullen and fad ; for Fate’s relentlefs Doom / 46¢
Deny’d the Chiefs, the Honours of a Tomb;
Whofe Galley, whirld by Tempefts round and round,
Sunk, by a mighty Surge devour’d and drown’d.
Now drew his Pilot Palinurus nigh,
Who watching every Star that gilds the Sky, A 47C
While from the Libyan Shores his. Courfe he keeps,
From the tall Stern plung’d headlong down the Deeps..
Penfive his {low Appreach the Spedtre made, jl
When,. as the Prince had {carce his Form furvey'd >
Thro’ the thick Gloom, he firft addrefs’d the Shade:475;
What Godhead whelm’d my Friend, our faithful Guide,
Beneath the Roarings of the dreadful Tide?
Tell me -~ for oh! I never could complain,
Till now, of Phebus, nor believ’d in vain.

Once he foretold - - (but ah! thofe Hopes are loft) 48c
That Parinure thould reach th® Awfonian Coaft,

Safe from the giddy Etorm and rolling Flood

Is this, is this the Promife of a God ?
N or
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Nor Puorrus, he replies, foretold in vain,
Nor has a God o’er-whelm’d me in the Main. 485
No -—as I fleer’d along the foamy Sea,
Headlong I fell, and tore the Helm away.
But by thofe fiercc tumultuous Floods I fwear,
For my own Life I never felt a Fear,
For Your’s alone I trembled, left the Ship, 490
Left all at large and bounding o’er the Deep,
Robb’d of her Helm and long-experienc’d Guide,
Should fink, oer-whelm’d in fuch a furious Tide.
For three long ftormy Nights Sublime I rode,
Heav'd by the Southern Tempefts, o'er the Flood; 495
At early Dawn my Eyes could juft explore,

rom a tall tow’ring Surge, th’ Ifalian Shore,.
Thus tir'd, the Land I gain by flow Degrees,
And ’fcap’d at length the Dangers of the Seas;
But Hopes of Prey the Savage Natives led, 500
And, while I grafp’d the fhaggy Mountain’s Head,
(My cumb’rous Vefts yet heavy from the Main,)
By barbarous Hands thy helplefs Friend was {lain.

And now by floating Surges am 1 toft,
With every Wind, and dafh’d upon the Coaft, 3505
L1 2 But
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But by the Light of yon’ Etherial Air,
By thy dead Father and furviving Heir,
O Prince! thy Pity to a Wretch extend ;
And from thefe difmal Realms enlarge thy Friend.
Orto the Pelin Port dire@ thy Way, 5IG
And in the Ground my breathlefs Body lay:
Or, if thy Goddefs-Mother can difclofe
Some Means to fix a Period to my Woes,
(For fure uncall'd, unguided by the Gods,
You durft not pafs thefe dreadful Szygian Floods) 513
Lend to a pining Wretch thy friendly Hand,
And waft him with thee to the farther Strand !
Thus, in this difmal State of Death, at leaft
My wand’ring Soul may lie compos’d in Reft.
-

Axbp how, reply’d the Dame, could rife in Man 520
A Wiflh fo impious; or a Thought fo vain!
Uncall’d, Unbury’d, wouldft thou venture o’er,
And view th’ Infernal Fiends who guard the dreadful Shore?
yope not to turn the Courfe of Fate by PrayT,
Or bend the Gods inflexibly fevere:
But bear thy Doom content ; while I difclofe
A Beam of Comfort to relieve thy Woes ;

525

For
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For know, the Nations bord’ring on the Floods,
Alarm’d by direful Omens of the Gods,

In full Atonement of thy Death. fhall rear 530
A mighty Tomb, and annual Offerings bear.

The Place from Age to Age, renown’d by Fame,

Still fhall be known by Parinurus’ Name.

Thefe Words relievd his Sorrows, and difplay’d

A Dawn of Joy to pleafe the penfive Shade. 535

Now they proceed; but foon the Pilot {py’d
The Strangers from the Wood approach the Tide.
Then to the Godlike Chief, in Wrath he faid,
Mortal | whoe’er thou art, in Arms array’d,
Stand off ; approach not-; but at Diftance fay, 540
Why to thefe Waters dar’ft thou bend thy Way?
Thefe are the Realms.of Sleep, the dreadful Coafts
Of fable Night and airy gliding Ghofts.
No living Mortals o’er the Stream I lead ;
Our Bark is only Sacred to the Dead. 145
Know, I repent I led PrrrTwuoiis o'er,
With mighty Tueseus, to the farther Shore ;
That great Arcipes paft the Szgian Floods;
Tho' thefe were Heroes and the Sons of Gods.

From
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From Pruro’s Throne, This drag’d in Chains away 550
Hell's triple Porter, trembling, to the Day.
Thofe from his lofty Dome afpir'd to lcad
‘The beauteous Partner of his Royal Bed.
Te whom the Sacred Dame---How vain thy Fear!
'T'hefe Arms intend no Violence or War. 555
May the huge Dog, thro’ all the Stygian Coafls,
Roar from his Den and fcare the flying Ghofts;
Untouch’d and chaft, Perserrnoné may dwell,
And with grim Pruro fhare the Throne of Hell:
The 7rojan Prince, ANEas, far around £6¢C
For Valour, Arms and Piety renown’d,
Thro’ thefe Infernal Realms decrees to go,
And meet his Father in the Shades below.
To bend thy Mind, if fuch high Virtue fail,
At leaft this glorious Prefent muft prevail ; 565
(Then fhow'd the Bough, that lay beneath her Veft)
At once his rifing Wrath was hufh’d to Reft;
At once ftood reconcild the ruthlels God,
And bow’d with Reverence to the Golden Rod;
Bow’d, and refus’d his Office now no more, 570
But turns the fable Veflel to the Shore;
Drives from the Deck the flitting Airy Train ;
Then in the Bark receivid the Mighty Man.

The
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>
The feeble Veflel groans beneath the Load,
And drinks at many a Leak th'Infernal Flood. 575

The Dame and Prince at laft are wafted oer

Safe to the Slimy Strand and Oozy Shore.

Arr1v'D, they firft grim Ce RBERUS furvey;
Stretch’d in. his Den. th’enormous Monfter lay.
His three wide Mouths, with many a dreadful Yell, 580
And long, loud Bellowings, fhook the Realms of Hell:
Now o’er his Neck the ftarting Serpents rofe,
When to the. Fiend the Dame a Morfel throws.
Honey, and Drugs, and Poppy [Juices fteep
The temper’d Mafs with all the Pow’rs of Sleep.
With three huge gaping Mouths, impatient flies
The growling Savage, and devours the Prize ;

Then, by the Charm f{ubdu'd, he funk away;

585

And, ftretch’d o’er all the Cave, the {lumb’ring Montfter lay.
The Fiend thus lull'd, the Heroe took the Road,

590
And left ‘behind th'Irremeible Flood.
Now, as they enter'd, doleful Screams they hear ;
And tendes Cries of Infants pierce the Ear.
Juft New to Life, by too Severe a Doom,
Snatch’d from the Cradle to the filent Tomb! 59¢

Next
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Next, mighty Numbers crowd the Verge of Hell,

Who by a partial Charge and Sentence fell.

Here, by a jufter Lot, their Seats they took ;

The fatal Urn Imperious MiNnos fhook,

Convenes a Council, bids the Spectres plead, 60C
Rehears the Wretches, and abfolves the Dead.

Then Crowds fucceed, who, prodigal of Breath,
Themfelves anticipate the Doom of Death ;

Tho' free from Guilt, they caft their Lives away,

And fad and fullen hate the Golden Day. 603
Oh! with what Joy the Wretches now would bear
Pain, Toil and Woe, to breathe the Vital Air!

In vain l---by Fate for ever are they bound )
With dire Avernus and the Lake profound ; l}
And Szyx with Nine wide Channels roars around. 610 Jl

Nexr, cpen wide the Melancholy Plains,
“Where Lovers pine in everlafting Pains
Thofe foft confuming Flames they felt Alive,
Purfue the Wretches, and in Death furvive.
Here, where thofe Myrtle Groves their Shades difplay, 6135
In coverd Walks they pafs their Hours away.
Evapne, Puzpra, Procris he furvey'd,

Pasiruaac next, and Laop amia’s Shade.

Stabb’d
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Stabb’d by her Son, falfe EriruvLé there

Points to her Wound, and lays her Bofom bare: 620
CoenEkus, who try’d both Sexes, trod the Plain,

Now to a Woman chang’d by Fate again.

With thefe, fair Dipo rang'd the filent Wood,

New from her Wound, her Bofom bath’d in Blood ;
The Chief, advancing thro’ the fhady Scene, 623
Scarce thro’ the Gloom difcern’d the fullen Queen:

So the pale Moon fcarce glimmers to the Eye,

When firft fhe rifes in a clouded Sky.

He wept, and thus addreft her in the Grove,

With all the melting Tendernefs of Love ; 630

THEN was it true, that by revengeful Steel,
Stung with Defpair, unhappy Dipo fell ?
And I, was I the Caufe of that Defpair ?
Yet oh! I vow by every golden Star;
By all the Pow’rs th’Etherial Regions know, 633
By all the Pow'rs that rule the World below,
I left your Realm reluctant; oer the Floods
Call’'d by the Fates, and fummon'd by the Gods ;
Th® Immortal Gods; -- by whofe Commands I come

From yon’ bright Realms to this Eternal Gloom: 640

Con-
Mm
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Condemn’d the waftful Deep of Night to tread,

And pafs thefe doleful Regions of the Dead.

Ah! could I think, when urg’d by Heav’'n to go,

My Flight would plunge you in the Depth of Woe !
Stay, Dipo, ftay, and {ee from whom you fly! 645
‘Tis from your fond repentant Lover’s Eye.

Turn then Oue Moment, and my Vows believe,

The laft, lat Moment Fate will ever give!

NoucHT to thefe tender Words the Fair replies,
But fixt on Earth her unrelenting Eyes. 650
The Chief ftill weeping; with a f{ullen Mein,

In fledfaft Silence, frown’'d th’obdurate Queen.

Fixt as a Rock amidft the roaring Main,

She hears him figh, implore and plead in vain.

Then, where the Woods their thickeft Shades difplay,65 g
From his detefted Sight fhe fhoots away ;

There from her dear Sicuaeus, in the Grove,

Found all her Cares repaid, and Love return’d for Love,
Touch’d with her Woes, the Prince, with ftreaming Eyes
And Floods of Tears, purfues her as fhe flies. 660

Hence he proceeds; and laft the Fields appear,
Where ftalk’d the proud Heroick Sons of War.

Typeus
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Typeus and pale AprasTus rofe to Sight,

With + AT aranTa’s Son renown’d in Fight.

Here, a lon’g Crowd of Chiefs the Prince beheld, 665
Who fell lamented in the glorious Field,

His Zrojar Friends;---with Sighs he view'd the Train ;
Three valiant Sons of fage AnTenor f{lain :

Here brave Tuersirocus and Gravcus ftood,
Meoon and Porysoeres bath’d in Blood. 670
Ipzus there fill glories in Alarms,

Vaults on his Car and ‘wields his fhining Arms.

Fager to view the Chief; on either Hand,

Rank behind Rank, the airy Warriors ftand :

All in their Turn retard the Prince, to know 675
What urg’d his Journey to the Shades below.
Not {o the Kings of Greece--Appall’d, difmay’d,
The Hoftile Chiefs the Godlike Man furvey’'d
In Arms that glitter'd thro’ the dufky Shade.
Some turn'd and fled, aftonith’d at the View 680

As when before him to their Fleets they flew.

La—uv_.._.,l

Some rais’d a Cry; the fluttring Accents hung
And dy’d imperfe&t on the trembling Tongue.
Here Priaz’s Son, Deirnorus, he found ;

The mangled Youth was one contin’d Wound. 685
For

4+ PARTHENOPAUS,

Mm 2
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For now his Face, his beauteous Face appears

Gafh’d and dithonour'd with a Thoufand Scars.

His Hands, Ears, Noftrils, hideous to furvey !

The ftern infulting Foes had lopp’d away ;.

Trembling he ftood, induftrious to conceal 6ge
The bloody Traces of the ruthlefs Steek

Soon as the Prince difcern’d him,; he began;

And thus. deplor'd the miferable- Man :-

O brave Deirmosus! O Chief  Divine

Sprung from majeftick- Trucer’s Martial Line;  69s
What fierce barbarian Hands could thus difgrace

‘Thy manly Figure; and thy beauteous Face?

In: that laft- Night, when ILion funk in Flame,

I heard, brave Warrior! from the Voice of Fame,

You fell. on Heaps of Foes, with Slaughter tird, ~oe
And on the glorious purple Pile expir'd..

With Care I raisd on our Rbetean Coaft

A vacant Tomb, and hail'd thy: mighty Ghoft::

Thy Name and- Arms adorn the Place around ;. b3
And, had thy mangled bleeding Corfe been found, 70 5'}
Thy Relicks had repos’d in Z7¢/an Ground.. J‘V

My Friend (replies the Chief) has:duly paid,.
All funeral Honours to my penfive Shade ;
But
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But thefe dire Woes from fatal HELE N came;
Thefe are the Triumphs of the Spartan Dame !
For well, too well you know, in what Delight
We fondly fpent our laft deftruétive Night:
When the vaft Monfter, big with Ir1oxn’s Doom,

Tower’d thro™ the Town, an Army in the Womb ;

In {folemn Show fhe bade the Dames advance,
And in diffembled’ Orgies led the Dance ;

A flaming Torch fhe brandifh’d in her Hand ;
Then from. the Tow'r invites the Grecian Band,
While, worn with Labours I repos’d my Head
(Ah Wretch ill-fated ) on our Bridal Bed.

My heavy Lids the Dews of Slumber fteep,
Lull'd in a foft; profound, and death-like Sleep.
Then from beneath my Head, as tird I lay,
My Loyal Bride conveys my Sword away,
Removes my Arms, unfolds the Door, and calls
Her Spartan Lord within my Palace Walls 3
Betrays her Laft, to pleafe her Former Spoufe,
And cancel all the Guilt of broken Vows !
Fierce they broke in, by dire Urvsses led,
And bafely flew me in the Bridal Bed.

Hear my juft Pray’rs, ye Gods ! --to Greece repay
A Fate like Mine; give all your Vengeance Way !

269
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But Thee, O Prince, what wondrous Fortune led
Alive, to thefe Dominions of the Dead?

Say, did the Will and Counfel of the Gods, 735
Or the rude Tempefts and tumultuous Floods,

Compell thy Courfe from yon’ Etherial Light,

To thefe dark Realms of Everlafting Night?

MeanTine the {fwift-wing’d Courfers of the Sun
Thro' Heav'n full half their fiery Race had run; 740
And all thappointed Hours in Talk had paft,

But thus the Prieftefs warn’d the Chief at laft:

Lo! Night advances, Prince l--we wafte away

In idle Sorrows the Remains of Day.

See---in two ample Roads, the Way divides ; 745
The Right, dire&, our deftin’d Journey guides,

By Pruto’s Palace, to th’ Elyfian Plains; p
The Left to Zartarus, where, bound in Chains, |>
Loud houl the Damn’d in Everlafting Pains. J
Di{mifs thy Wrath, replies the penfive Shade, 750

But one Word more-—I then rejoin the Dead :
Go---mighty Prince, the promis’d Throne afcend ;
Go---but with better Fortune than thy Friend !

With thefe laft Accents, to the Warrior Hoft

Retires the trembling, melancholy Ghoft. 755

Now
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Now to the Left, £neas darts his Eyes,

Where lofty Walls with triple Ramparts rife.

There rolls {wift Phlegethon, with thund'ring Sound,

His broken Rocks, and whirls his fiery Surges round.

On mighty Columns rais’d, Sublime are hung ~60

The mafly Gates, impenetrably ftrong.

In vain would Men, in vain would Gods effay,

To hew the Beams of Adamant away.

Here tofe an Iron Tow’r: Before the Gate,

By Night and Day, a wakeful Fury fate, 765

The pale Tisirmoné; a Robe fhe wore,

With all the Pomp of Hoerror, dy’d in Gore.

Here the loud Scourge and louder Voice of Paizn,

The crathing Fetter and the ratt’ling Chain,

Scar’d the great Heroe with the frightful Sound, 770

The hoarfe, rough, mingled Din, that thunders round :

Oh! whence that Peal of Groans? what Pains are thofe?

What Crimes could merit fuch ftupendous Woes?
Tuus f{he---brave Guardian of the Zrojan State,

None that are pure muft pafsthat dreadful Gate. 773

When
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When plac’d by Hecat oer Avernus’ Woods, '
I learnt the Secrets of thofe dire Abodes, +
With all the Tortures of the vengeful Gods. J
Here Ruapamantrus holds his awful Reigs,

Hears and condemns the trembling Impious Train. 780
Thofe hidden Crimes the Wretch till Death fuppreft,
With mingled Joy and Horror in his Breaft,

The ftern dread Judge commands him to difplay ;
And lays the guilty Secrets bare to Day.

Her Lath Tisiruoné that Moment fhakes; 785
The Ghoft the fcourges with a Thoufand Snakes ;
Then to her Aid, with many a thund’ring Yell,

Calls her dire Sifters from the Gulphs of Hell.

Now the loud Portals from their Hinges flew,
And all the dreadful Scene appears in View. 790

Behold (fhe cries) what direful Monfter waits
(Tremendous Form!) to guard the gloomy Gates !
Within, her Bulk more dreadful Hydra fpreads,

And hifling rears her Fifty tow’ring Heads.

Full twice as deep the Dungeon of the Fiends, 705
The huge, Zartarean, gloomy Gulf defcends

Below thefe Regions, as thefe Regions lie

From the bright Realms of yon' Etherial Sky.

Here
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Here roar the Zitan Race, th’enormous Birth;
The antient Offspring of the teeming Earth. §oo
Pierc’d by the burning Bolts, of old they fell,
And ftill roll bellowing in the Depths of Hell.
Here lie th® Averan Twins, in Length difplay’d;
Stretch’d as they lie, the Giants I furvey’d,
Who warr’d to drive the Thunderer from Above; 8os
And ftorm’d the Skies, and fhook the Throne of Jove.
There proud SarmonEUs, wrapt in Chains below,
Raves in Eternal Agonies of Woe;
Who mock’d, with empty Sounds and Mimic Rays,
Heav'n’s awful Thunder and the Lightning’s Blaze; 810
O’er E/is Walls he tower’d aloft in Air,
Whirl'd by Four Courfers in his rattling Car;
A blazing Torch he thook ; o'er Crowds he rode;
And madly claim’d the Glories of a God.
O’er hollow Vaults he lafh’d the Steedsalong, 815
And, as they flew, the brazen Arches rung.
Vain Fool! to mock the Bolts of Heav’'n above,
And thofe Inimitable Flames of Jove!
But from the Clouds, th’avenging Father aims
Far other Bolts and wundiffembled Flames. 820
Dafth'd from his Car, the Mimic Thunderer fell,
And in a fiery Whirl-wind plung’'d to Hell.

N n THERE
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TuerE too the mighty Tizyus 1 beheld,

Earth’s Giant Son, ftretch’d o’er th’Infernal Field

He cover’d Nine large Acres as he lay, 8257

While with fierce Screams a Vultur tore away -
His Liver for her Food, and fcoop’d the {meaking Prey;;

—

Plung’d deep her bloody Beak, nor plung’d in. vain,

Nor gives the roaring Fiend a Moment’s Reft;

For flill the fruitful Fibres {pring again, s
Swell, and renew th’enormous Monfter’s Pain. 830
She dwells for ever in his roomy Breaft, ;

}

But ftill th” Immertal Prey fupplies th’ Immortal Feaft. |
Need I the Lapiths’ horrid Pains relate,

Ixion’s Torments, or PiriTrous Fate? 835
On high a tottering Rocky Fragment {preads,

Proje@s in Air and trembles o'er their Heads.

Stretch’d on the Couch, they fee with longing Eyes.

In Regal Pomp f{ucceflive Banquets rife,

While lucid Columns, glorious to behold,. 840
Support th’Imperial Canopies of Gold.

The Queen of Furies, a tremendous Gueft,

Sits by their Side, and guards the tempting Feaft,
Which if they touch, her dreadful Torch fhe rears,

Flames in their Eyes, and thunders in their Fars. 845
They
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They that on Earth had low Purfuits in View,
Their Brethren hated, or their Parents {lew,
And, ftill more numerous, they who fwell’d their Store,
But ne’er reliev’d their Kindred or the Poor,
Or in a Caufe Unrighteous fought and bled, 850
Or periflb'd in the foul Adulterous Bed,
Or broke the Ties of Faith with bafe Deceit;
Imprifon’d deep, their deftin’d Torments wait.
But what their Torments, feek not thou to know,
Or the dire Sentence of their endlefs Woe. 855
Some roll a Stone, rebounding down the Hill,
Some hang fufpended on the whirling Wheel ;
There TruEsEUs groans in Pains that ne’er expire,
Chain’d down for ever in a Chair of Fire.
There PurEcvYas feels unutterable Woe, 860
And roars inceflant thro’ the Shades below;
Be juft, ye Mortals! by thefe Torments aw’d,
Thefe dreadful Torments, not to {corn a God.
This Wretch his Country to a Tyrant {old,
And barter'd glorious Liberty for Gold. 863
Laws for a Bribe He paft, but paft in vain,
For thofe fame Laws a Bribe repeal’d again.
This Wretch by hot prepofterous Luft was led,
To climb and violate his Daughter’s Bed.
Nn 2 To
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To fome enormous Crimes they all afpir'd ; 370
All feel the Torments that thofé Crimes requird!

Had I a hundred Mouths, a Hundred Tongues,

A Voice of Brafs, and Adamantine Lungs,

Not half the miglity Scene could I difclofe,

Repeat their Crimes, or count their dreadful Woes!-- 875

Thus fpoke the Prieftefs of the God of Day ; “i
And, hafte, fhe cry’d ; to Hell’s great Emprefs pay *
The. deftin’d Prefent, and™ purfue thy Way. ‘,l:
For lo! the high Cvcrorean Walls are near,

And in full View the Mafly Gates appear. 880,

On thefe the Gods enjoin thee to beftow
The facred Offering of the Golden Bough.
This faid, they journey’d thro’ the folemn Gloom
And reach’d at length the proud” Imperial Dome::

With eager Speed his Courfe the Heroe bore, 88 5\l

With living Streams his Body {prinkled o'er, \
And fixt the glittering Prefent on the Door. j!;
Thefe Rites compleat, they reach the flowery Plains,
The verdant Groves where endlefs Pleafure reigns.
Here glowing AZther fhoots a purple Ray, 890

And o'er the Region pours a double Day.
From Sky to Sky th'unweary’d Splendor runs,
And nobler Planets roll round- brighter Suns.

Some
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Some wreftle on the Sands; and Some, in Play

And Games Heroick, pafs the Hours away. 895
Thofe raife the Song Divine, and Thefe advance

In meafur’d Steps to form the Solemn Dance.

There OrpuEUS, graceful in his long Attire,

In Seven Divifions ftrikes the founding Lyre ;

Acrofs the Chords the quivering Quill he flings, 900
Or with his flying Fingers {weeps the Strings.

Here Truczr’s antient Race the. Prince furveys, .
The Race of Heroes born in happier Days :

ILus, Assaracus in Arms reverd,

And Trgy’s great Founder DarpaANUS appeard:. 9gog
Before him ftalk’d the tall Majeftic Train,

And pitch’d their idle Lances on the Plain.

Their Arms-and airy Chariots. he beheld ;

The Steeds unharnefs’d graz’d the flowery Field.

Thofe pleafing Cares the Heroes felt,. Alive, Q1G
For Chariots, Steeds and Arms, in Death {urvive.

Some on the flowery Plains were firetch’d along ;

Sweet to the Ear, their tuneful Peans rung.

Others beneath a Laurel Grove were laid,

And joyful feafted in the fragrant Shade. 917
Here, glittering thro’ the Trees, his Eyes furvey

The Streams of Po defcending from the Day.
Here
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Here a bleft Train advance along the Meads,
And Snowy Wreaths adorn their graceful Heads:
Pattiots who perifh'd for their Country’s Right, 920
Or Nobly triumph’d in the Field of Fight:

There, holy Priefts, and facred Poets ftood,

Who fung with all the Raptures of a God:
Worthies, who Life by ufeful Arts refin’d,

With thofe, who leave a deathlefs Name behind, 923
Friends of the World, and Fathers of Mankind !

e v—-_)

Tuis thining Band the Prieftefs thus addreft,
But chief Mufzus, tow’ring oer the reft;
So high the Poet’s lofty Stature fpreads
Above the Train, and overtops their Heads! 930
Say, happy Souls! and thou, bleft Poet, fay,
Where dwells Ancuises, and dire&t our Way ?
For Him we took the dire Infernal Road,
And ftem’d huge Acheron’s tremendous Flood.
To whom the Bard---Unfettled we remove, 935
As Pleafure calls, from verdant Grove to Grove ;
Stretch’d on the flowery Meads, at Eafe we lie,
And hear the Silver Rills run bubbling by.
Come then, afcend this Point, and hence furvey

By yon’ Defcent an open eafy Way. 940
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He fpoke, then ftalk’d before; and from the Brow :
Points out the fmiling flowery Fields below.

They leave the proud Aérial Height again,
And pleas’d bend downward to the blifsful Plain,

Axcuiskes there, the Heroe’s Sire Divine, 945
Deep in the Vale had rang’'d his glorious Line;
Rank behind Rank, his joyful Eyes furvey
‘The Chiefs in bright Succeflion rife to Day.
He counts th’ Illuftrious. Race with ftudious Cares,
Their Deeds, their Fates; their Victories and Wars. 930
Soon as his lov’d Axras he beheld,
His dear, dear Son, advancing o’er the Field ;
Eager he ftretch’d his longing Arms, and fhed:
A Stream of Tears, and thus with Tranfport faid:
Then has thy long-try’d pious Love furpaft 955
The dreadful Road, to meet thy Sire at laft?
Oh! is it given to fee, nor fee alone,
But hear, and anfwer to my Godlike Son?
This I prefag’d, indeed, as late I ran
O’er Times and Seafons; nor prefag’d in vain, 960

From what ftrange Lands, what flormy Seas and Skies

Returns my Son, to blefs my longing Eyes?
How
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How did my anxious Mind your Danger move,

Then, when in Carthage you indulg’d your Love!

Your Shade, the Prince replies, your angry Shade, 465
In many a frightful Vifion I furvey’d.
By your Beheft I came to thefe Abodes
My Fleet lies anchor’d in the Tufcan Floods:
Give me, O Father! give thy Hand, nor fhun
The dear Embraces of a duteous Son. 970
While yet he fpoke, the tender Sorrows rife,
And the big Drops run trickling from his Eyes.
Thrice round his Neck his eager Arms he threw ;
Thrice from his empty Arms the Phantom flew,
Swift as the Wind, with momentary Flight, 975
Swift .as a fleeting Vifion of the Night.
Meantime the Heroe faw, with wondering Eyes,
Deep in a Vale a waving Foreft rife :
Thro’ thofe fequefterd Scenes flow Lezhe glides,
And in low Murmurs lulls her flumbering Tides: 9%o
Unnumber’d Ghofts around the Waters throng,
And o'er the Brink the Airy Nations hung.
So to the Meads in glowing Summer pour
The cluftering Bees, and rifle every Flow'r:

O'er
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O’er the fweet Lillies hang the bufy Swarms ; 985
The Fields remurmur to the deep Alarms.

Struck with the Sight, the Prince aftonifh’d ftood;

Oh! Say, why throng fuch Numbers to the Flood?

Or what the Nature of the wondrous Tide,

And who the Crowds?---to whom the Sire reply’d:ggo
To all thofe Souls who round the River wait,
New Mortal Bodies are decreed by Fate.

To yon’ dark Streams the gliding Ghofls repair,
And quaff deep Draughts of long Oblivion there.
How have I wifh’d before Thee to difplay 095
Thefe my Defcendants, ere they rife to Day!

Thus fhalt thou Latium find with double Joy,

Since Fate has fixt th® Eternal Throne of Z7oy.--

O Father! Say, can Heavenly Souls repair

Once more to Earth, and breathe the Vital Air? 1000
What! --- can they covet their Corporeal Chain?

Gods ! —~can the Wretches long for Life again!--
Attend, he cry’d, while I unfold the Whole,

And clear thefe Wonders that amaze thy Soul.

Then the great Sire the Scheme before him lays, 1003

And thus each awful Secret he difplays:

Oo KNow
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Know firft, a Epirit, with” an active Flame,
Fills, feeds and animates the mighty Frame ;
Runs thro the Watry Worlds, the Fields of Air,
The pondrous Earth, the Depths of Heav'n; and there 4
Shines in the Sun and Moon, and every golden Star.
Thus, mingling with the Mafs, the general Soul
Lives in the Parts, and agitates the Whole.
From that Celeftial Energy began
The Low-brow’d Brute; th’Imperial Race of Man; rorjs
The painted Birds who wing th’Aérial Plain,
And ail the mighty Monfters of the Main.
Their Souls at firft from high Olympus came ; 1
And, if not blunted by the Mortal Frame, [>
Th' Etherial Fires would ever burn the Same! Iozo_!
But while on Farth; by Earth-born Paffions toft,
The Heavenly Spirits lie extiné and loft
Ncr fleal One Glance, before their Bodies die,
From thofe dark Dungeons to their native Sky.
Ev’n when thofe Bodies are to Death refign’d, 1025
Some old inherent Spots are left behind ;
A fullying Tin&ure of Corporeal Stains

Decp in the Subftance of the Soul remains.

Thus
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Thus are her Splendors dimm’d, and crufted o’er
With thofe dark Vices, that fhe knew before. 1030
For this the Souls a various Penance pay,

To purge the Taint of former Crimes away :

Some in the {weeping Breezes are refin’d,

And hung on high to whiten in the Wind:

Some cleanfe their Stains beneath the guthing Streams, 1035
And Some rife glorious from the fearching Flames.
Thus All muft fuffer ; and, thofe Sufferings paft,

The clouded Minds are purify’d at laft.

But when the circling Seafons, as they roll,

Have cleans’d the Drofs long-gather’d round the Soul ; 1040
When the Celeftial Fire, Divinely bright,

Breaks forth Vicorious in her Native Light ;

Then We, the chofen Few, Elyfium gain,

And here expatiate on the blifsful Plain,

But thofe thin Airy Throngs thy Eyes behold, 1045
When o'er their Heads a Thoufand Years have roll’'d,
In mighty Crowds to yon’ Lethear Flood

Swarm at the potent Summons of the God ;

There the deep Draught of dark Oblivion drain ; 3
Then they defire New Bodies to obtain, 10 5ol>

And vifit Heaven’s Etherial Realms again,

This
Oo 2
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This faid, he ceas’d ; and led their Steps along

Thro' the loud Tumult of th’ Aérial Throng ;

Then climb’d a Peint, and every Face defcry’d,

As the huge Train preft forward to the Tide: 10353

Now hear, while I difplay our Race Divine,
And the long Glories of our Dardan Line,
The noble Roman Heroes, who fhall rife
From Zrojan Blood, Succeflive, to the Skies.
This mighty Scene of Wonders I relate, roto
And open all thy glorious future Fate.
Firft then behold yon’ blooming Youth appear,.
That Heroe leaning on his fhining Spear !
This the laft Son, thy hoary Age fhall grace,
Thy firft brave Offspring of the Lazian Race ; 1063
From fair Lavinia in the Groves he {prings,
A King, and Father of a Race of Kings;
Svrvius his Name; proud Arpa fhall he {way,
And to his Sons th’ Imperial Pow’r convey.
Sec! where the Youth, already wing'd to rife, 1076
Stands on the Verge of Life, and claims the Skies.
Procas the next Behold, a Chief Divine,
Procas the Glory of the Zrojan Line;

Carys
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e

Carvs and NurtrTor there pant for Fame

There a new § SyLvius Lears thy mighty Name; 1075
Like Thee, Juft, Great and Good, for Valour known,
The Chief fhall mount th’ Imperial A4/ban Throne.
What Strength each Youth difiliys? but who are Thofe
With Civic Crowns around their manly Brows?

By thofe fhall Gasii and NomenTUM rife, 1080
And proud Collatian Tow'rs invade the Skies.

Then Faunus Town with Turrets thall be crown’d,
And fair Fipena ftretch her Ramparts round.

Then Bora too fhall rife, of mighty Fame;

Unpeopled now they lie, and Lands without a Name ! 1083
Bright Iv1a, fprung from Z7¢jan Blood, fhall bear
Yon’ Glorious Heroe to the God of War:

Behold great Romurus, her Victor Son;

Whofe Sword reftores his Grandfire to: the Throne.
Lo! from his Helmet what a Glory plays! 1090
And Jove’s own Splendors round his. Temples blaze.
From this brave Prince, Majeftic Rome fhall rife; ]
The boundlefs Earth, her Empire fhall comprize ; ‘}
Her Fame and Valour tow’r above the Skies ! !
Seven ample Hills th” Imperial City grace, 1095
Who nobly glories in her Martial Race;

Proud
§ SvrLvius ANEAs,
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Proud of her Sons, fhe lifts her Head on high ;
Proud, as the mighty Mother of the Sky,

When thro' the Phrygian Towns, Sublime in Air,

She rides Triumphant in her golden Car, 1100
Crown'd with a nodding Diadem of Tow'rs;

And counts her Offspring, the Celdlial Pow'rs,

A fhining Train, who fll the bright Abodes,

A Train Succeflive of a Hundred Gods'!

Turn, turn thine Eyes! See here thy Race Divine, 11035
Behold thy own Imperial Roman Line:
Czsar, with all the wlian Name, Survey ;
See where the glorious Ranks afcend to Day -
This---This is He!--—-The Chief fo long foretold
To blefs the Land where Saturn rul'd of old, 1110}

e

[ S

And give the Latian Realms a Second Age of Gold !

The promis'd Prince, Aucustus the Divine,

Of Cxsar’s Race, and Jovi’s Immortal Line!

This mighty Chicf his Empire fhall extend

O’er Indian Realms, to Earth’s remoteft End. 1115

The Hero’s rapid Vi&ories out-run

The Year’s whole Courle, the Stars, and Journeys of the Sun'!

Where, high in Air, huge Arras’ Shoulders rife,

Support th'Etherial Lights, and prop the rolling Skies!
He
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He comes !--He comes l--proclaim’d by every God! 1120
NiLe hears the Shout, and fhakes in every Flood.
Proud Asia flies before his dire Alarms,

And diftant Nations tremble at his Arms.

So many Realms not great ArLcipEs paft,

Not, when the brazen-footed Hind he chas'd, [123
O'er ErymMaNTHUS Steeps the Boar purfu’d ;

Or drew the huge Lernzan Monflter’s Blood.

Nor Baccuus fuch a Length of Regions knew,
When on his Car the God in Triumph flew,

And fhook the Reins, and urg’d the fiery Wheels, 1130
Whirl'd by {wift Tygers down the Indian Hills.-—-
And doubt we yet, by Virtuous Deeds to rife,

When Fame Immortal is the certain Prize?

Rife, Rife, my Son; thy Latian Foes o’ercome !

Rife, the great Founder of Majeftic Rome ! 1135

But who that  Chief, who crown’d with Olive ftands,
And holds the facred Relicks in his Hands #
I know the pious Roman King from far,
The Silver Beard, and Venerable Hair ;
Calld from his little barren Ficld away, 11:0
To Pomp of Empire and the Regal Sway.
TurrLis

+ Numa QO MPILIUS.
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Trrrus the next {ucceeds, whofe loud Alarms

Shall rouze the flumbring Sons of Rome to Arms.
Infpir’d by Him, the foft unwarlike Train

Popeat their former Triumphs o'er again. 11456
Lo Awncus there !--the giddy Crowd he draws,

And f{wells tco much with Popular Appiaufc.

Now wou'dft thou Tarquin’s haughty Race behold,
Or fierce avenging BruTus, brave and bold ?

See the ftern Chief flalk awful o’er the Plain, 1150
The glorious Chief, who breaks the Tyrant’s Chain!
He to his Ax fhall proud Rebellion doom,

The Firft great Conful of his refcu’d Rome !

His Sons (who arm, the Zarquins to maintain,

And fix Oppreflion in the Throne again,) 1155
Ie nobly vyields to Juftice, in the Caufe

Of facred Liberty and righteous Laws.

Tho' harfh th’unhappy Father may appear,

The Judge compells the Sire to be Severe ;

And the fair Hopes of Fame the Patriot move, 1160

To {ink the Private in the Public Love.

Lixe Him, Torquarus, for flern Jullice known,

Dooms to the Ax his brave Vi&orious Son.

Beheld
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Behold the Drus: prodigal of Blood |

The Decrr. dying for their Country’s Good ! 1163
Behold Camrrvius there; that Chief fhall come
With Four proud Triumphs to Imperial Rose.

Lo! in bright Arms two Spirits rife to Sight ! ]
How ftrict their Friendfhip in the Realms of Night ! !
How fierce their Difcord when they fpring to Light! 1 170J
How furious in the Field will Both appear!

With what dire Slaughter! What a Wafte of War!
Impetuous to the Fight the Father pours

From the fteep Alps, and tall Ligurian Tow'rs,

The Son, with Servile Monarchs in his Train, 1178
Leads the whole Eaflern World, and fpreads the Plain,
Oh! check your Wrath, my Sons; the Nations f{pare;
And fave your Country from the Woes of War ;

Nor in her facred Breaft, with Rage abhorr’d,

So fiercely plunge her own Vidorious Sword ! 1180
And thou, be thou the Firlt; thy Arms refign,

Thou, my great Son, of Jove’s Celeftial Line!--
+ Yon” Chief fhall vanquith all the Grecian Pow’rs,

And lay in Duft the proud Corinthian 'Tow'ss,
Drive to the Capitol his gilded Car, 1183
And grace the Triumph with the Spoils of War.

Pp That

+ Q. Corcirivs METELLUS.



2go  VIRGIL’s A NEID. Boox VI

t That Chief fhall ftretch fair ARcos on the Plain,
And the proud Seat of AcamEmMNON’s Reign,
Oercome + th’ Eacran King, of Race Divine,

Sprung from the great AcurrrLes’ glorious Line; 1190
Avenge MinErva’s violated Fane,

And the great Spirits of thy Fathers {lain.

What Tongue, Juft CaTo, can thy Praife forbear? \i
Or each brave Scrrro’s noble Deeds declare, v
Africk’s dread Foes; Two Thunderbolts of War ! 195 Jl
Who can the bold Fasricius’ Worth repeat,
In Pride of Poverty, Divinely great ;

Call'd by his bleeding Country’s Voice, to come
From the rude Plow, and rule Imperial Rome !
Tird as Iam the glorious Roll to trace,

Where am I f{natch’d by the long Fabian Race |

1200

See where the § Patriot thines, whofe prudent Care

Preferves his Country by protracted Warl---
The Subje&t Nations, with a happier Grace, ]

From the rude Stone may call the Mimic Face, 120 [
Or with new Life inform the breathing Prafs: J'
Shine at the Bar, defcribe the Stars on high,

'The Motions, Laws, and Regions of the Sky :
+ T. QuincTius FLamixrus,

+ Puirte, King of Aaccoon,

§ Q. Farius Mavrorus,
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Be t'is Your ncbler Praife, in Times to come,

Thefe Your Imperial Arts, ye Sons of Rome!/ 1210
O’er diftant Realms to ftretch Your awful Sway,

To bid Thofe Nations tremble and obey ;

To cruth the Proud, the Suppliant Foe to rear,

To give Mankind the Peace, or thake the World with War !-
He faid---awhile their raviflh’d Eyes admire 1215
"The wondrous Scenes :——-when thus proceeds the Sire :

See! where MarceELLus tow’rs above the Train,
And bears the Regal Trophies from the Plain.
Endanger'd Rome fhall blefs his Guardian Care,

And ftand Unfhaken in a Storm of War. 1220
Carthage and Gaul the Hero’s Might fhall prove,

The Third who hangs th’ Imperial Spoilsto Jove.—-—-
With Him the 7rojan Prince a Youth beheld

In thining Arms advancing o’er the Field ;

A beauteous Form ; but Clouds his Front {urround,rzz;
And his dim Eyes were fixt upon the Ground.

Say, who that Youth (he cries) o'ercaft with Grief;
The Youth who follows that Vi&orious Chief?

His Son? or one of his Hlufirious Line?

WhatNumbers crowd,and thout around theFormDivine?1 2 30
s Port how Noble! how Auguft his Fame !

How Like the Former! and how Near the Same!

Pp 2 But
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But gloomy Shades his penfive Brows o'erfpread,

And a dark Cloud involves his beauteous Head.

Seck nof, my Son, replies the Sire, to know 1235
(And, as he fpoke, the gufhing Sorrows flow,)

What Woes the Gods to thy Defcendants doom,

What endles Grief to every Son of Rowe!

This Youth on Earth the Fates but juft difplay,

And foon, too {foon, they fnatch the Gift away! 1240
Had Rome for ever held the glorious Prize,

Her Blifs had rais’d the Envy of the Skies!

Oh! from the Martial Field what Cries {hall come!
What Groans fhall echo thro’ the Streets of Rome!
How f(hall old Zyber, from his Oozy Bed, 1245
In that fad Moment rear his Reverend Head,

The length'ning Pomp and Funeral to {urvey,

When by the mighty Tomb he takes his mournful Way !
A Youth of nobler Hopes fhall never rife,

Nor glad like him the Latian Fathers Eyes: 1250
And Rome, proud Rome thall boaft, fhe never bore,
From Age to Age, {o brave a Son before !

Honour and Fame, alas! and antient Truth

Revive and die with that Illuftrious Youth !

In vain embattled Troops his Arms oppofe : 1285
In every Field he tames his Country’s Foes,

Whether
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Whether on Foot he marches in his Might,

Or fpurs his fiery Courfer to the Fight,

Poor pitied Youth! the Glory of the State!

Oh! cou'dft thou fhun the dreadful Stroke of Fate, 1260
Rome fhow’d in Thee behold, with ravifh’d Eyes,

Her Pride, her Darling, her Marcellus rife !

Bring fragrant Flow’rs, the whiteft Lillies bring,

With all the purple Beauties of the Spring ;

Thefe Gifts at leaft, thefe Honours fhall be paid 1263
To the dear Youth, to pleafe his penfive Shade —-

Thus, while the wondrous Scenes employ their Sight,
They rove with Pleafure in the Fields of Light.

WaenN the great Sire had taught his Son the Whole,
And with the Roman Glories fir'd his Soul ; 1270
Next to the liftning Heroe he declares
His Toils in L atium, and {ucceflive Wars ;

Gives him their Nations and their Towns to know,

And how to thun, or fuffer every Woe.

Two Gates the filent Courts of Skep adorn, 1275
That of pale Ivory, This of lucid Horn.
Thro’ This, true Vifions take their airy Way,
Thro’ That, falfe Phantoms mount the Realms of Day.
Then
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Then to the Ivory Gate he led them on,
And there difmift the Prieftefs and his Son. 1280

Now the great Chief, returning to the Main,
Reviews his Fleet and glads his Friends again.
Then, fteering by the Strand, he plows the Sea,
And to CaieTa’s Port directs his Way.
There all the Fleet the crooked Anchors moor; 1285
And the tall Ships ftood rang’d along the Shore.

The End of the Sixth Booxk,
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