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[image: A]RMS and the Man I sing, the first who bore

His Course to Latium, from the Trojan Shore;

By Fate expell’d, on Land and Ocean tost;

Before he reach’d the fair Lavinian Coast.

Doom’d by the Gods a Length of Wars to wage,⁠5

And urg’d by Juno’s unrelenting Rage;



 ​
E'er the brave Hero rais'd, in these Abodes,

His destin'd Walls, and fix'd his wand'ring Gods.

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

The Tow'rs and Triumphs of Imperial Rome.⁠10

Say, Muse, what Causes could so far incense

Celestial Pow'rs? and what the dire Offence

That mov'd Heav'n's awful Empress to impose

On such a pious Prince a Weight of Woes,

Expos'd to Dangers, and with Toils opprest?⁠15

Can Rage so fierce inflame an heav'nly Breast?

Against th' Italian Coast, of ancient Fame

A City rose, and Carthage was the Name;

A Tyrian Colony; from Tyber far;

Rich, rough, and brave, and exercis'd in War.⁠20

Which Juno far above all Realms, above

Her own dear Samos, honour'd with her Love.



 ​
Here stood her Chariot, here her Armour lay,⁠

Here she design'd, would Destiny give way,

Ev'n then the Seat of universal Sway.⁠25

But of a Race she heard, that should destroy

The Tyrian Tow'rs, a Race deriv'd from Troy,

Who proud in Arms, triumphant by their Swords,

Should rise in Time, the World's victorious Lords;

By Fate design'd her Carthage to subdue,⁠30

And on her ruin'd Empire raise a New.

This fear'd the Goddess; and in Mind she bore

The late long War her Fury rais'd before

For Greece at Troy; nor was her Wrath resign'd,

But every Cause hung heavy on her Mind;⁠35

Her injur'd Form, and Paris' Judgment, roll

Deep in her Breast, and kindle all her Soul;

Th' immortal Honours of the ravish'd Boy,

And last, the whole detested Race of Troy.

With all these Motives fir'd, from Latium far⁠40

She drove the Relicks of the Grecian War:



 ​
Fate urg'd their Course; and long they wander'd o'er

The boundless Ocean, tost from Shore to Shore.

So vast the Work to build so vast a Frame,

And raise the Glories of the Roman Name!⁠45

Scarce from Sicilian Shores the shouting Train

Spread their broad Sails, and plow'd the foamy Main;

When haughty Juno thus her Rage exprest;

Th' eternal Wound still rankling in her Breast.

⁠Then must I stop? are all my Labours vain?⁠50

And must this Trojan Prince in Latium reign?

Belike, the Fates may baffle Juno's Aims;

And why could Pallas, with avenging Flames,

Burn a whole Navy of the Grecian Ships,

And whelm the scatter'd Argives in the Deeps?⁠55

She, for the Crime of Ajax, from above

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

Dash'd wide his Fleet, and, as her Tempest flew,

Expos'd the ocean's inmost Deeps to View.



 ​
Then, while transfix'd, the blasted Wretch expires⁠60

Flames from his Breast, and fires succeeding Fires,

Snatch'd in a Whirlwind, with a sudden Shock,

She hurl'd him headlong on a pointed Rock.

But I, who move Supreme in Heav'n's Abodes,
Jove's Sister-Wife, and Empress of the Gods,⁠65

With this one Nation must 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 frame?

⁠Thus fir'd with Rage and Vengeance, down she flies⁠70

To dark Æolia, from the distant Skies,

Impregnated with Storms; whose Tyrant binds

The blust'ring Tempests, and reluctant Winds.

Their Rage Imperial Æolus restrains

With rocky Dungeons, and with Heaps of Chains.⁠75

The bellowing Brethren, in the Mountain pent,

Roar round the Cave, and struggle for a Vent.



 ​
From his high Throne, their Fury to asswage,

He shakes his Sceptre, and controuls their Rage;

Or, down the Void their rapid Whirls are driv'n⁠80

Earth, Air, and Ocean, and the Tow'rs of Heav'n.

But Jove, the mighty Ruin to prevent,

In gloomy Caves th' aerial Captives pent:

O'er their wild Rage the pond'rous Rocks he spread,

And hurl'd huge Heaps of Mountains on their Head:⁠85

And gave a King commission'd to restrain

And curb the Tempest, or to loose the Rein.

Whom thus the Queen addrest. Since mighty Jove,

The King of Men, and Sire of Gods above,

Gives thee, great Æolus, the Pow'r to raise⁠90

Storms at thy sovereign Will, or smooth the Seas;

A Race, I long have labour'd to destroy,

Waft to Hesperia the Remains of Troy.

Ev'n now their Navy cuts the Thuscan Floods,

Charg'd with their Exiles, and their vanquish'd Gods.⁠95



 ​
Wing all thy furious Winds; o'erwhelm their Ships;

Disperse, or drown the Wretches in the Deeps.

Twice sev'n bright Nymphs of beauteous Shape are mine,⁠

For thy Reward the fairest I'll resign,

And make the charming Deiopeia thine;⁠100

She, on thy Bed, long Blessings shall confer,

And make thee Father of a Race like her.

'Tis your's, great Queen, replies the Pow'r, to lay

The Task, and mine to listen and obey.

By you, I sit a Guest with Gods above,⁠105

And share the Graces and the Smiles of Jove:

By you, these Realms, this Sceptre I maintain,

And wear these Honours of the stormy Reign.

So spoke th' obsequious God, and, while he spoke,

Whirl'd his vast 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 Course, with giddy Whirls they sweep,

Rush to the Seas, and bare the Bosom of the Deep:
East, West, and South, all black with Tempests, roar,⁠115

And roll vast Billows to the trembling Shore.

The Cordage cracks; with unavailing Cries⁠

The Trojans mourn; while sudden Clouds arise,

And ravish from their Sight the Splendors of the Skies.

Night hovers o’er the Deeps; the Day retires;⁠120

The Heav’ns flash thick with momentary Fires;

Loud Thunders shake the Poles; from ev’ry Place 

Grim Death appear’d, and glar’d in ev’ry Face.

Congeal’d with Fear the Trojan Hero stands,

He groans, and spreads to Heav’n his lifted Hands.⁠125

Thrice happy those whose Fate it was to fall

(Exclaims the Chief) beneath the Trojan Wall.



 ​
Oh! ’twas a glorious Fate to die in Fight,

To die, so bravely, in their Parents’ sight!

Oh! had I there, beneath Tydides' Hand,⁠130

That bravest Hero of the Grecian Band,

Pour’d out this Soul, with martial Glory fir’d,

And in that Field triumphantly expir’d!

Where Hector fell, by fierce Achilles' Spear,

And great Sarpedon, the renown’d in War;⁠135

Where Simois' Streams, incumber’d with the Slain,

Roll’d Sheilds, and Helms, and Heroes to the Main.

Thus while he mourns, the Northern Blast prevails,

Breaks all his Oars, and rends his flying Sails;

The Prow turns round; the Galley leaves her Side⁠140

Bare to the working Waves, and roaring Tide;

While in huge Heaps the gathering Surges spread,

And hang in wat’ry Mountains o’er his Head.

These, ride on Waves sublime; those, see the Ground

Low in the boiling Deeps, and dark Profound.⁠145
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