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The 'Harvard Classics - Complete Collection of the Greatest Works of World Literature' offers an unparalleled voyage through the intellectual and artistic milestones that have shaped human thought and expression. This anthology traverses various literary styles, from the immortality of epic poetry to the rigor of philosophical discourse and the whimsy of moral fables. Each piece is meticulously selected to represent a critical pillar of world literature, weaving together themes of existential inquiry, ethical deliberation, societal observation, and imaginative storytelling. Highlights include thought-provoking essays, timeless plays, and lyrical poetry that capture the human condition in its myriad forms. This illustrious collection showcases the formidable intellects of celebrated authors, whose works have transcended the boundaries of time and geography to resonate universally. With contributions from luminaries such as Johann Wolfgang von Goethe and Miguel de Cervantes to ancient thinkers like Plato and philosophers like Marcus Aurelius, the compilation aligns with historical and cultural movements that defined epochs. Collectively, these voices provide a rich and diverse tapestry, unifying through shared exploration of humanity's most profound questions and collective aspirations. Embarking on the journey through the 'Harvard Classics' is a unique opportunity to immerse oneself in a confluence of perspectives that have defined literary excellence. The collection promises educational enrichment through its expansive overview of influential texts and their enduring dialogues. Readers are encouraged to delve into this anthology, savoring the diversity of thought and expression that elegantly bridges the past with contemporaneous insight, making it an invaluable resource for anyone seeking a comprehensive understanding of world literature's greatest achievements.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Hesiod & The Hesiodic Corpus



Hesiod

8596547784845

127

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In "Hesiod & The Hesiodic Corpus," the ancient Greek poet Hesiod presents a foundational text of Western literature that encompasses themes of mythology, agriculture, and moral philosophy. With a style that merges didactic verses and narrative storytelling, Hesiod crafts a unique voice that resonates with the concerns of everyday life in ancient Greece. Through works like "Theogony" and "Works and Days," he explores the origins of the cosmos and practical advice for agrarian life, embedding moral teachings in his observations of nature and human existence. This corpus stands as a crucial lens through which to understand Greek thought and its intersection with the evolution of poetic form during the Archaic period. Hesiod, often regarded as a contemporary of Homer, emerged from the region of Boeotia around the 8th century BCE. His background as a farmer and his experiences with the societal upheavals of the time deeply influenced his perspectives on labor, justice, and divine order. Hesiod's focus on personal ethics and communal morality illustrates the struggles of his life while also providing insights into the values of early Greek society, capturing a shift from mythic tradition to practical wisdom. Recommended for scholars and enthusiasts alike, "Hesiod & The Hesiodic Corpus" is an essential text that offers profound insights into the human condition through its exploration of myth and practical living. Hesiod'Äôs work invites readers to reflect on the virtues of hard work, piety, and the balance between human striving and divine influence, making it a timeless piece that resonates even in the modern world.
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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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The collection titled 'The Æneids of Virgil, Done into English Verse' aims to present the entirety of Virgil's epic work in a manner that is accessible and engaging for contemporary audiences. Virgil's 'Aeneid' is a cornerstone of classical literature and offers profound insights into themes of duty, fate, and heroism. This collection endeavors to bring the richness of the original Latin text into English, ensuring that both the rhythm and the resonance of Virgil's language are preserved. Through this singular focus on the Æneid, readers can appreciate the scope of Virgil's artistic genius across multiple books.

Within this collection, readers will find the core texts that make up the 'Aeneid.' Each book represents a unique facet of the larger narrative, weaving together epic poetry and dramatic storytelling. The text is primarily poetic, encapsulating the grandeur and emotional depth of the original work. This collection is not merely a translation but an artistic reinterpretation, allowing readers to explore themes of love, loss, and the human condition through the lens of Virgil's timeless tale.

The unifying theme of the Æneid is the journey of Aeneas as he navigates trials and tribulations in his quest for destiny. This epic narrative explores the nature of duty to one's family, nation, and gods, a reflection that resonates through ages. Stylistically, Virgil masterfully balances lyrical beauty with vivid imagery and a deep sense of moral and philosophical inquiry. Such high-stakes storytelling echoes the struggles of humanity, making these verses not only significant in their historical context but also relevant to modern readers grappling with similar existential concerns.

The verses of Virgil possess a musicality that captivates beyond their narrative function, demonstrating a mastery of meter and form that elevates the reading experience. The sound of the poetry itself unfolds like the ebb and flow of fate, drawing readers in through intentional sound patterns and rhythmic cadences. Such elements are integral not only to the translation but also to the experience of the collected work, highlighting the depth of emotion and purpose behind each line.

Each book in this collection offers a distinct narrative arc while contributing to the overarching saga of Aeneas. The differing settings, characters, and conflicts allow for a multifaceted exploration of Virgil’s thematic concerns. From the harrowing fall of Troy to the trials of love and loss in the Italian landscape, each segment of the Æneid serves to deepen the reader's understanding of the complexities of fate and human agency. This layered storytelling exemplifies the timeless nature of Virgil's work.

By delving into Virgil's narrative structure, readers can discern the intricate interplay of fate and free will. The characters' struggles reveal universal truths about human experience, reflecting their desires, shortcomings, and ultimate quests for meaning. This exploration invites readers to contemplate their relationship with destiny—what it means to fulfill one's purpose while wrestling with internal and external obstacles. It also questions the dichotomy of individual aspirations against herculean expectations imposed by society.

In addition to the thematic richness, Virgil's work showcases extraordinary character development and depth. Notable figures like Dido and Turnus embody emotions that resonate with readers even today, illustrating the power of love, jealousy, and conflict. This psychological complexity invites readers to confront their own experiences through these literary personas, offering a poignant reflection on the nature of human relationships and the struggles inherent to them.

The historical context of Virgil’s writing further enriches this collection. Composed during a time of significant political change in Rome, the Æneid serves as a commentary on the establishment of Roman identity and national pride. Readers will uncover layers of historical significance woven into the narrative, as Virgil not only tells a story rooted in mythology and legend but also engages in the socio-political discourse of his time. This duality enhances the reader's experience of the text.

The cultural legacy of the Æneid is vast, with its influence permeating not only literature but also art, philosophy, and politics throughout centuries. This collection is a tribute to that enduring impact, casting a light on how Virgil's themes of heroism and sacrifice have inspired countless generations. Recognizing this interconnectedness fosters a deeper appreciation of not only Virgil's work but also the cultural narratives that arise from it.

As we immerse ourselves in this collection of Virgil's Æneid, it is essential to acknowledge the wider literary tradition that it exists within. Virgil’s epic has been conversed with and reshaped by a multitude of writers, poets, and thinkers throughout history. Engaging with this collection is an entry point into a deeper discourse that spans cultures and epochs, affirming the dialogue between antiquity and modernity in literary landscapes.

Translation, as an art form, plays a significant role in how Virgil’s text is presented in this collection. It bypasses the barriers of language while striving to maintain the essence of the original work. Fulfilling the dual challenge of conveying both meaning and aesthetic, the translation process emphasized the nuances of the Latin language, adapting its beauty to resonate within the English vernacular. The nuanced interplay of words invites readers to explore the depths of sentiment embedded in the text.

With careful attention to maintaining Virgil’s stylistic hallmarks, the collection celebrates the rich interplay of imagery, metaphor, and episodic storytelling that defines the Æneid. By doing so, it reaches towards the poetic function — evoking emotion and drawing readers into an immersive experience that transcends mere storytelling. This commitment to the artistry inherent in Virgil's work enhances the reader's connection to the text, resulting in a more profound engagement with its themes.

Moreover, this collection serves as an invitation to reflect on one's personal journey through the lens of Virgil’s narratives. The universal nature of the struggles depicted within the Æneid resonates with the human experience across time and geography. Each book serves as a springboard for introspection and philosophical contemplation, allowing readers to assess their relationship with the concepts of love, loss, bravery, and sacrifice in their own lives.

As a dynamic route into classic literature, this collection positions Virgil not merely as an ancient poet but as a timeless voice addressing the core of the human predicament. His ability to articulate the complexities of life and destiny in a manner that transcends the ages contributes to the lasting power of his works. Such enduring relevance is a testament to Virgil's mastery and the timelessness of the themes he explores.

Readers embarking on this journey through the Æneid will find themselves wrapped in the rich tapestry of Virgil’s storytelling. The interplay of characters, events, and overarching themes beckons exploration that invites deeper understanding and appreciation. Each book and its contents illuminate the challenges faced by Aeneas and resonate with the reader's own trials, offering a timeless parallel to personal experiences.

Through engaging with this collection, readers have the opportunity to immerse themselves fully in the Æneid's epic scope while recognizing the intimate moments of human emotion it encapsulates. This balance of grand themes with personal narratives creates a multifaceted experience that encourages deeper connections. The resonance of these stories transforms them from ancient texts to modern reflections on human experience, illustrating the power of literature to transcend time.

In closing, I invite you to explore the entirety of 'The Æneids of Virgil, Done into English Verse.' Each section of this comprehensive single-author collection is an opportunity for discovery and reflection. Allow the echoes of Virgil's language to inspire your own journey, and may the grandeur of his epic resound within you as you traverse the pages of this timeless work. Join in reveling at the beauty of Virgil’s poetry and its enduring significance today.
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The Aeneid of Virgil reflects a pivotal period in Roman history during the late first century BCE, under Augustus Caesar. Virgil was born in 70 BCE near Mantua and witnessed Rome’s transition from republic to imperial power, shaped by civil wars and upheaval. The new regime sought to establish a stable order, and his epic both celebrates Rome’s origins and advances the ideals promoted by Augustus’s administration.

Composed during what has come to be known as the Golden Age of Latin literature, this work emerged alongside contributions from Horace, Livy, and others. Political stability under Augustus allowed poets to explore themes of identity, destiny, and the relationship between citizens and state. Virgil intended his poem as a national epic in Latin that would stand alongside Homer’s works while instilling shared values among Roman audiences.

Drawing on Greek mythology and early Roman legends, the narrative presents Aeneas as a Trojan hero—fated ancestor of Rome—linking Greek epic tradition with the city’s founding story. In the second book, the fall of Troy portrays themes of loss and resilience and introduces Aeneas’s voyage toward a new homeland that foreshadows Rome’s establishment. Frequent allusions to Homer underscore the work’s engagement with narrative heritage.

Structured in twelve books, the poem follows Aeneas from Troy to Italy, weaving social, moral, and philosophical themes. Influenced by Stoic thought, Virgil examines the tension between human agency and destiny through divine interventions and Aeneas’s internal struggles, notably in the third and sixth books, where duty and sacrifice are central.

Roman religion permeates the epic: gods such as Jupiter, Juno, and Venus guide or obstruct mortals, illustrating the interplay of divine favor and human endeavor. Passages in the first and eighth books show how familial ties among deities shape Aeneas’s path, reflecting the era’s reverence for tradition and myth as foundations of political authority.

Amid these divine dramas, the poem offers commentary on power, morality, and empire. Scenes of conflict in the ninth and tenth books highlight both the valor and human cost of warfare, prompting reflection on the sacrifices inherent in expansion. Subtle portrayals of civil discord and external threat resonate with contemporary Roman experiences.

Women in the poem—most famously Dido in the fourth book—provide nuanced perspectives on love, abandonment, and loyalty within a patriarchal context. Their stories illuminate tensions between personal desire and collective destiny, shedding light on societal roles and political alliances.

Ethical concerns permeate the narrative as characters balance private passions against public duty. Aeneas’s recurring struggle between personal longing and responsibility offers a sustained meditation on virtue and leadership relevant to Roman ideals.

Patronized by figures such as Maecenas, Virgil benefited from Augustan cultural support that aimed to foster a literary revival. By linking Aeneas’s descent from Venus to the Julian line, the poem aligns mythical ancestry with imperial legitimacy, reinforcing themes of destined supremacy and unity.

Stylistically, the epic employs dactylic hexameter, vivid imagery, and varied tones—heroic, elegiac, and tragic—to engage readers emotionally and philosophically. Its exploration of fate and free will, set against Rome’s own transition from republic to empire, mirrors societal questions about destiny and governance.

Heroism in the poem is complex: in the sixth and twelfth books, Aeneas embodies martial courage and moral dilemma, upholding virtues of duty, sacrifice, and endurance while confronting personal loss. These depictions resonate with broader reflections on human experience and leadership.

Descriptions of battle scenes offer insight into the societal impact of conflict, reflecting Roman militaristic values and inviting consideration of warfare’s consequences. The accounts in the ninth and tenth books underscore both strategic prowess and the work’s moral inquiries.

The epic’s influence on Western literature has been vast, inspiring poets and authors for centuries who have reinterpreted its themes of heroism, fate, and empire to address changing contexts. Its legacy endures in the ongoing dialogue between literature and cultural identity.

Balancing poetic artistry with political awareness, the poem functions as moral instruction and national statement. The concluding books emphasize mortality, memory, and legacy, as Aeneas confronts his final challenges—underscoring the fragility of human life within the sweep of history.

Ultimately, this epic transcends adventure and heroism, reflecting the ideological, cultural, and philosophical currents of Augustan Rome. Its enduring power lies in its engagement with human truths about sacrifice, duty, and the bond between individual and state, securing Virgil’s place as a cornerstone of Latin literature.
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    Introduction

Publius Vergilius Maro (Virgil) stands among the most influential poets of ancient Rome and the wider Western tradition. Writing in the late Roman Republic and under Augustus, he shaped Latin literature through three major works: the Eclogues (Bucolics), the Georgics, and the Aeneid. His poetry fused Greek models with Roman concerns, articulating ideals such as pietas, the dignity of labor, and the destiny of Rome, while acknowledging the human costs of history. Revered in antiquity, central to medieval learning, and foundational for Renaissance and modern readers, Virgil’s art, moral seriousness, and technical mastery established a standard for epic and didactic poetry.

Education and Literary Influences

Virgil was born in 70 BCE near Mantua in northern Italy. Ancient sources describe studies in Cremona and Mediolanum (Milan) before further training in Rome, where he encountered rhetoric and law. He ultimately gravitated toward poetry and philosophy, spending time in Naples, a center of Hellenistic learning. There he is associated with the Epicurean teacher Siro, whose circle emphasized philosophical calm and inquiry. Although details of his curriculum vary in ancient accounts, it is clear Virgil received a comprehensive education that combined Roman rhetorical discipline with Greek literary and philosophical traditions, equipping him with the intellectual range evident in his mature works.

Virgil’s acknowledged literary models include Theocritus for pastoral scenes, Hesiod for didactic agriculture, and above all Homer for epic narrative. Latin predecessors such as Ennius and Lucretius also mattered: Ennius as a foundational epic voice, Lucretius for philosophical and stylistic breadth. Apollonius of Rhodes offered a Hellenistic epic template emphasizing character and psychology. These influences appear in Virgil’s intertextual method: he reworks pastoral conventions in the Eclogues, transforms Hesiodic instruction in the Georgics, and fuses Homeric patterns in the Aeneid. The result is a Latin idiom that is at once learned, allusive, and distinctly Roman in its ethical and civic orientation.

Literary Career

The Eclogues, likely composed in the 40s–30s BCE, introduced Virgil’s voice through pastoral dialogues that meditate on love, art, and political upheaval. Set against the turbulence of land confiscations that affected northern Italy, the book blends idyllic landscapes with contemporary anxieties. Ancient biographical traditions report that Virgil’s region, and possibly his own holdings, were touched by these measures. The poems exhibit refined diction, subtle dramatic framing, and a melancholy tone. Eclogue 4 famously imagines a renewed age, a passage later read in various ways. The collection earned Virgil wide notice among Rome’s elites and secured the patronage essential to his career.

The Georgics, addressed to Maecenas and completed in the later 30s to late 20s BCE, elevate agriculture into a literary and moral discipline. Across four books—on fields, vines and trees, livestock, and bees—Virgil interweaves technical instruction with myth, history, and philosophical reflection. The poem praises Italy’s landscapes and labor, while contemplating uncertainty, loss, and renewal. It is acclaimed for its compressed style, vivid similes, and narrative set pieces, such as the Aristaeus and Orpheus episode. Critics ancient and modern have seen in the Georgics both a celebration of rural virtue and a meditation on the fragility of human endeavor.

The Aeneid, Virgil’s magnum opus, seeks to give Rome an epic commensurate with its power by recounting Aeneas’s journey from fallen Troy to the future site of Rome. Composed in dactylic hexameter, it fuses the odyssean voyage of Books 1–6 with the iliadic warfare of Books 7–12. Themes of pietas, fate, and leadership run throughout, as do questions about suffering and the costs of empire. Virgil adapts Homeric techniques—extended similes, catalogues, ekphrases—into a Latin idiom of concentrated emotion and political resonance. The poem’s ambition is both national and humane, imagining Rome’s mission while attending to individual grief.

Virgil worked on the Aeneid for roughly a decade, continuously revising. He circulated portions in elite settings and benefited from patronage, including that of Maecenas and Augustus. Famous episodes—the tragedy of Dido, the Shield of Aeneas, the descent to the underworld, the climactic duel—exhibit narrative control and moral complexity. The poem does not merely praise power; it examines it, foregrounding dilemmas of mercy and justice alongside the demands of destiny. Contemporary poets cited Virgil admiringly, and the Aeneid quickly became a touchstone for style and cultural meaning, shaping expectations for what Latin epic could achieve.

Already in antiquity Virgil enjoyed exceptional prestige. His texts entered the schools; Quintilian and later rhetoricians treated him as the consummate Latin poet. Late antique scholarship produced extensive commentary, notably by Servius, which helped fix the poem’s text and interpretive traditions. Virgil’s phrasing and scenes became a shared cultural lexicon, consulted in practices such as the sortes Vergilianae. His reputation was not merely technical; readers prized his moral seriousness, pathos, and craftsmanship. This early canonization laid the groundwork for his enduring authority across medieval and Renaissance education, where Virgil often functioned as both poet and ethical exemplar.

Beliefs and Advocacy

Assigning personal beliefs to an ancient poet requires caution, yet Virgil’s works consistently explore duty, compassion, and the responsibilities of power. The Eclogues register the dislocations of civil conflict; the Georgics dignify labor and community; the Aeneid insists on pietas—devotion to family, gods, and civic destiny—while dwelling on the human price of conquest. His poetry expresses sympathy for exiles, the dispossessed, and the defeated, even as it honors collective purpose. Rather than advocacy in a modern sense, Virgil offers ethical reflection: urging restraint, remembrance, and mercy as integral to Roman identity and to the legitimacy of its leadership.

Virgil’s position within the Augustan cultural moment is evident. His poems participate in the era’s aspirations for order and renewal, including prophetic visions of a new age and affirmations of Rome’s historical mission. Yet he neither simplifies conflict nor erases suffering. The Aeneid integrates praise of Augustus and Italy with scenes that problematize victory and force readers to confront moral ambiguity. In public life, Virgil appears as a court-connected but independent artist, shaped by patronage without reducing art to propaganda. His influence thus reflects a dual commitment: acknowledging restored stability while testing imperial ideals against the demands of humanity.

Final Years & Legacy

In his final years Virgil continued to refine the Aeneid. Ancient biographies report that he traveled to Greece intending to revise the poem extensively, met Augustus in Athens, and fell ill on the return journey. He died in 19 BCE at Brundisium and was buried near Naples, where a traditional tomb is associated with his name. Those same sources state that he had wished the Aeneid destroyed if left unfinished; Augustus directed the poets Varius and Tucca to prepare it for publication with minimal alteration. His death was widely lamented, and his stature at Rome was secure and immediate.

Virgil’s afterlife is vast. In late antiquity and the Middle Ages he became a moral and sometimes prophetic authority; Servius’s commentary shaped scholarly reading, and Dante famously made Virgil his guide in the Divine Comedy. Renaissance humanists revered him as the exemplar of Latin eloquence. His influence extends through European epic and beyond, informing poets such as Milton and shaping ideals of poetic craft, allusion, and narrative scope. Continually retranslated and studied, the Aeneid remains a central text for debates about empire, ethics, and identity. Virgil endures as a benchmark of artistic ambition and humane intelligence.
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THE ÆNEIDS OF VIRGIL

An epic poem narrating the journey of Aeneas, a hero of Troy, as he flees the burning city to find a new home in Italy, intertwining themes of fate, duty, and destiny with the establishment of Roman civilization.

BOOK II

The fall of Troy is vividly recounted through Aeneas’s perspective, detailing the Greeks' cunning use of the wooden horse and the subsequent destruction of the city.

BOOK III

Aeneas and his fleet's adventures as they navigate the Mediterranean, facing trials and embracing prophecies that guide them toward their destined homeland.

BOOK V

The Trojans hold games in honor of Aeneas's deceased father, showcasing athletic contests that celebrate heroism, challenge, and camaraderie among the weary travelers.

BOOK VI

Aeneas's descent into the Underworld, where he meets the spirit of his father, who reveals the future of Rome and the heroic legacy awaiting Aeneas's descendants.

BOOK VII

Upon reaching Italy, Aeneas encounters native tribes, including the Rutulians, and faces conflict with Turnus, who opposes Aeneas's claim to the land.

BOOK VIII

As tensions escalate, Aeneas seeks allies and receives divine assistance, culminating in a vision of his future and preparations for the impending war.

BOOK IX

The Trojans face siege from Turnus and his forces, highlighting themes of bravery and desperation as they fend off the relentless attack on their camp.

BOOK X

The conflict intensifies with epic battles, as Aeneas enters the fray, and both sides experience losses, underscoring the brutal nature of warfare.

BOOK XI

The aftermath of battle brings grief and consequences as Aeneas mourns his fallen comrades, while the stakes rise around the ongoing conflict with Turnus.

BOOK XII

The climax of the epic unfolds with a duel between Aeneas and Turnus, exploring themes of honor, fate, and the foundations of future glory, leading to a decisive conclusion.
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ÆNEAS AND HIS TROJANS BEING DRIVEN TO LIBYA BY A TEMPEST, HAVE GOOD WELCOME OF DIDO, QUEEN OF CARTHAGE.



Lo I am he who led the song through slender reed to cry,
 And then, come forth from out the woods, the fields that are thereby
 In woven verse I bade obey the hungry tillers' need:
 Now I, who sang their merry toil, sing Mars and dreadful deed.







I sing of arms, I sing of him, who from the Trojan land
 Thrust forth by Fate, to Italy and that Lavinian strand
 First came: all tost about was he on earth and on the deep
 By heavenly might for Juno's wrath, that had no mind to sleep:
 And plenteous war he underwent ere he his town might frame
 And set his Gods in Latian earth, whence is the Latin name,
 And father-folk of Alba-town, and walls of mighty Rome.




Say, Muse, what wound of godhead was whereby all this must come,
 How grieving, she, the Queen of Gods, a man so pious drave
 To win such toil, to welter on through such a troublous wave:10

—Can anger in immortal minds abide so fierce and fell?




There was a city of old time where Tyrian folk did dwell,
 Called Carthage, facing far away the shores of Italy
 And Tiber-mouth; fulfilled of wealth and fierce in arms was she,
 And men say Juno loved her well o'er every other land,
 Yea e'en o'er Samos: there were stored the weapons of her hand,
 And there her chariot: even then she cherished the intent
 To make her Lady of all Lands, if Fate might so be bent;
 Yet had she heard how such a stem from Trojan blood should grow,
 As, blooming fair, the Tyrian towers should one day overthrow,20

That thence a folk, kings far and wide, most noble lords of fight,
 Should come for bane of Libyan land: such web the Parcæ dight.
 The Seed of Saturn, fearing this, and mindful how she erst
 For her beloved Argive walls by Troy the battle nursed—
 —Nay neither had the cause of wrath nor all those hurts of old
 Failed from her mind: her inmost heart still sorely did enfold
 That grief of body set at nought in Paris' doomful deed,
 The hated race, and honour shed on heaven-rapt Ganymede—
 So set on fire, that Trojan band o'er all the ocean tossed,
 Those gleanings from Achilles' rage, those few the Greeks had lost,30

She drave far off the Latin Land: for many a year they stray
 Such wise as Fate would drive them on by every watery way.
 —Lo, what there was to heave aloft in fashioning of Rome!




Now out of sight of Sicily the Trojans scarce were come

And merry spread their sails abroad and clave the sea with brass,
 When Juno's heart, who nursed the wound that never thence would pass,
 Spake out:
 "And must I, vanquished, leave the deed I have begun,
 Nor save the Italian realm a king who comes of Teucer's son?
 The Fates forbid it me forsooth? And Pallas, might not she
 Burn up the Argive fleet and sink the Argives in the sea40

For Oileus' only fault and fury that he wrought?
 She hurled the eager fire of Jove from cloudy dwelling caught,
 And rent the ships and with the wind the heaped-up waters drew,
 And him a-dying, and all his breast by wildfire smitten through,
 The whirl of waters swept away on spiky crag to bide.
 While I, who go forth Queen of Gods, the very Highest's bride
 And sister, must I wage a war for all these many years
 With one lone race? What! is there left a soul that Juno fears
 Henceforth? or will one suppliant hand gifts on mine altar lay?"




So brooding in her fiery heart the Goddess went her way50

Unto the fatherland of storm, full fruitful of the gale,
 Æolia hight, where Æolus is king of all avail,
 And far adown a cavern vast the bickering of the winds
 And roaring tempests of the world with bolt and fetter binds:
 They set the mountains murmuring much, a-growling angrily
 About their bars, while Æolus sits in his burg on high,
 And, sceptre-holding, softeneth them, and strait their wrath doth keep:
 Yea but for that the earth and sea, and vault of heaven the deep,
 They eager-swift would roll away and sweep adown of space:
 For fear whereof the Father high in dark and hollow place60

Hath hidden them, and high above a world of mountains thrown

And given them therewithal a king, who, taught by law well known,
 Now draweth, and now casteth loose the reins that hold them in:
 To whom did suppliant Juno now in e'en such words begin:




"The Father of the Gods and men hath given thee might enow,
 O Æolus, to smooth the sea, and make the storm-wind blow.
 Hearken! a folk, my very foes, saileth the Tyrrhene main
 Bearing their Troy to Italy, and Gods that were but vain:
 Set on thy winds, and overwhelm their sunken ships at sea,
 Or prithee scattered cast them forth, things drowned diversedly.70

Twice seven nymphs are in my house of body passing fair:
 Of whom indeed Deïopea is fairest fashioned there.
 I give her thee in wedlock sure, and call her all thine own
 To wear away the years with thee, for thy deserving shown
 To me this day; of offspring fair she too shall make thee sire."




To whom spake Æolus: "O Queen, to search out thy desire
 Is all thou needest toil herein; from me the deed should wend.
 Thou mak'st my realm; the sway of all, and Jove thou mak'st my friend,
 Thou givest me to lie with Gods when heavenly feast is dight,
 And o'er the tempest and the cloud thou makest me of might."80




Therewith against the hollow hill he turned him spear in hand
 And hurled it on the flank thereof, and as an ordered band
 By whatso door the winds rush out o'er earth in whirling blast,
 And driving down upon the sea its lowest deeps upcast.
 The East, the West together there, the Afric, that doth hold
 A heart fulfilled of stormy rain, huge billows shoreward rolled.
 Therewith came clamour of the men and whistling through the shrouds

And heaven and day all suddenly were swallowed by the clouds
 Away from eyes of Teucrian men; night on the ocean lies,
 Pole thunders unto pole, and still with wildfire glare the skies,90

And all things hold the face of death before the seamen's eyes.




Now therewithal Æneas' limbs grew weak with chilly dread,
 He groaned, and lifting both his palms aloft to heaven, he said:
 "O thrice and four times happy ye, that had the fate to fall
 Before your fathers' faces there by Troy's beloved wall!
 Tydides, thou of Danaan folk the mightiest under shield,
 Why might I never lay me down upon the Ilian field,
 Why was my soul forbid release at thy most mighty hand,
 Where eager Hector stooped and lay before Achilles' wand,
 Where huge Sarpedon fell asleep, where Simoïs rolls along100

The shields of men, and helms of men, and bodies of the strong?"




Thus as he cried the whistling North fell on with sudden gale
 And drave the seas up toward the stars, and smote aback the sail;
 Then break the oars, the bows fall off, and beam on in the trough
 She lieth, and the sea comes on a mountain huge and rough.
 These hang upon the topmost wave, and those may well discern
 The sea's ground mid the gaping whirl: with sand the surges churn.
 Three keels the South wind cast away on hidden reefs that lie
 Midmost the sea, the Altars called by men of Italy,
 A huge back thrusting through the tide: three others from the deep110

The East toward straits, and swallowing sands did miserably sweep,
 And dashed them on the shoals, and heaped the sand around in ring:
 And one, a keel the Lycians manned, with him, the trusty King
 Orontes, in Æneas' sight a toppling wave o'erhung,

And smote the poop, and headlong rolled, adown the helmsman flung;
 Then thrice about the driving flood hath hurled her as she lay,
 The hurrying eddy swept above and swallowed her from day:
 And lo! things swimming here and there, scant in the unmeasured seas,
 The arms of men, and painted boards, and Trojan treasuries.
 And now Ilioneus' stout ship, her that Achates leal120

And Abas ferried o'er the main, and old Aletes' keel
 The storm hath overcome; and all must drink the baneful stream
 Through opening leaky sides of them that gape at every seam.




But meanwhile Neptune, sorely moved, hath felt the storm let go,
 And all the turmoil of the main with murmur great enow;
 The deep upheaved from all abodes the lowest that there be:
 So forth he put his placid face o'er topmost of the sea,
 And there he saw Æneas' ships o'er all the main besprent,
 The Trojans beaten by the flood and ruin from heaven sent.
 But Juno's guile and wrathful heart her brother knew full well:130

So East and West he called to him, and spake such words to tell:




"What mighty pride of race of yours hath hold upon your minds,
 That earth and sea ye turmoil so without my will, O winds;
 That such upheaval and so great ye dare without my will?
 Whom I—But first it comes to hand the troubled flood to still:
 For such-like fault henceforward though with nought so light ye pay.
 Go get you gone, and look to it this to your king to say:
 That ocean's realm and three-tined spear of dread are given by Fate
 Not unto him but unto me? he holds the cliffs o'ergreat,
 Thine houses, Eurus; in that hall I bid him then be bold,140

Thine Æolus, and lord it o'er his winds in barred hold."




So saying and swifter than his word he layed the troubled main,
 And put to flight the gathered clouds, and brought the sun again;
 And with him Triton fell to work, and fair Cymothoë,
 And thrust the ships from spiky rocks; with triple spear wrought he
 To lift, and opened swallowing sands, and laid the waves alow.
 Then on light wheels o'er ocean's face soft gliding did he go.
 And, like as mid a people great full often will arise
 Huge riot, and all the low-born herd to utter anger flies,
 And sticks and stones are in the air, and fury arms doth find:150

Then, setting eyes perchance on one of weight for noble mind,
 And noble deeds, they hush them then and stand with pricked-up ears,
 And he with words becomes their lord, and smooth their anger wears;
 —In such wise fell all clash of sea when that sea-father rose,
 And looked abroad: who turned his steeds, and giving rein to those,
 Flew forth in happy-gliding car through heaven's all-open way.




Æneas' sore forewearied host the shores that nearest lay
 Stretch out for o'er the sea, and turn to Libyan land this while.
 There goes a long firth of the sea, made haven by an isle,159

Against whose sides thrust out abroad each wave the main doth send
 Is broken, and must cleave itself through hollow bights to wend:
 Huge rocks on this hand and on that, twin horns of cliff, cast dread
 On very heaven; and far and wide beneath each mighty head
 Hushed are the harmless waters; lo, the flickering wood above
 And wavering shadow cast adown by darksome hanging grove:
 In face hereof a cave there is of rocks o'erhung, made meet
 With benches of the living stone and springs of water sweet,
 The house of Nymphs: a-riding there may way-worn ships be bold
 To lie without the hawser's strain or anchor's hookèd hold.




That bight with seven of all his tale of ships Æneas gained,170

And there, by mighty love of land the Trojans sore constrained,
 Leap off-board straight, and gain the gift of that so longed-for sand,
 And lay their limbs with salt sea fouled adown upon the strand:
 And first Achates smote alive the spark from out the flint,
 And caught the fire in tinder-leaves, and never gift did stint
 Of feeding dry; and flame enow in kindled stuff he woke;
 Then Ceres' body spoilt with sea, and Ceres' arms they took,
 And sped the matter spent with toil, and fruit of furrows found
 They set about to parch with fire and 'twixt of stones to pound.




Meanwhile Æneas scaled the cliff and far and wide he swept180

The main, if anywhere perchance the sea his Antheus kept,
 Tossed by the wind, if he might see the twi-banked Phrygians row;
 If Capys, or Caïcus' arms on lofty deck might show.
 Nor any ship there was in sight, but on the strand he saw
 Three stags a-wandering at their will, and after them they draw
 The whole herd following down the dales long strung out as they feed:
 So still he stood, and caught in hand his bow and shafts of speed,
 The weapons that Achates staunch was bearing then and oft;
 And first the very lords of those, that bore their heads aloft
 With branching horns, he felled, and then the common sort, and so190

Their army drave he with his darts through leafy woods to go:
 Nor held his hand till on the earth were seven great bodies strown,
 And each of all his ships might have one head of deer her own.
 Thence to the haven gat he gone with all his folk to share,
 And that good wine which erst the casks Acestes made to bear,
 And gave them as they went away on that Trinacrian beach,
 He shared about; then fell to soothe their grieving hearts with speech:




"O fellows, we are used ere now by evil ways to wend;
 O ye who erst bore heavier loads, this too the Gods shall end.
 Ye, ye have drawn nigh Scylla's rage and rocks that inly roar,200

And run the risk of storm of stones upon the Cyclops' shore:
 Come, call aback your ancient hearts and put your fears away!
 This too shall be for joy to you remembered on a day.
 Through diverse haps, through many risks wherewith our way is strown,
 We get us on to Latium, the land the Fates have shown
 To be for peaceful seats for us: there may we raise up Troy.
 Abide, endure, and keep yourselves for coming days of joy."




So spake his voice: but his sick heart did mighty trouble rack,
 As, glad of countenance, he thrust the heavy anguish back.
 But they fall to upon the prey, and feast that was to dight,210

And flay the hide from off the ribs, and bare the flesh to sight.
 Some cut it quivering into steaks which on the spits they run,
 Some feed the fire upon the shore, and set the brass thereon.
 And so meat bringeth might again, and on the grass thereby,
 Fulfilled with fat of forest deer and ancient wine, they lie.
 But when all hunger was appeased and tables set aside,
 Of missing fellows how they fared the talk did long abide;
 Whom, weighing hope and weighing fear, either alive they trow,
 Or that the last and worst has come, that called they hear not now.
 And chief of all the pious King Æneas moaned the pass220

Of brisk Orontes, Amycus, and cruel fate that was
 Of Lycus, and of Bias strong, and strong Cloanthus gone.




But now an end of all there was, when Jove a-looking down
 From highest lift on sail-skimmed sea, and lands that round it lie,

And shores and many folk about, in topmost burg of sky
 Stood still, and fixed the eyes of God on Libya's realm at last:
 To whom, as through his breast and mind such cares of godhead passed,
 Spake Venus, sadder than her due with bright eyes gathering tears:




"O thou, who rulest with a realm that hath no days nor years,
 Both Gods and men, and mak'st them fear thy thunder lest it fall,230

What then hath mine Æneas done so great a crime to call?
 What might have Trojan men to sin? So many deaths they bore
 'Gainst whom because of Italy is shut the wide world's door.
 Was it not surely promised me that as the years rolled round
 The blood of Teucer come again should spring from out the ground,
 The Roman folk, such very lords, that all the earth and sea
 Their sway should compass? Father, doth the counsel shift in thee?
 This thing indeed atoned to me for Troy in ashes laid,
 And all the miserable end, as fate 'gainst fate I weighed:
 But now the self-same fortune dogs men by such troubles driven240

So oft and oft. What end of toil then giv'st thou, King of heaven?
 Antenor was of might enow to 'scape the Achæan host,
 And safe to reach the Illyrian gulf and pierce Liburnia's coast,
 And through the inmost realms thereof to pass Timavus' head,
 Whence through nine mouths midst mountain roar is that wild water shed,
 To cast itself on fields below with all its sounding sea:
 And there he made Patavium's town and Teucrian seats to be,
 And gave the folk their very name and Trojan arms did raise:
 Now settled in all peace and rest he passeth quiet days.
 But we, thy children, unto whom thou giv'st with bowing head250

The heights of heaven, our ships are lost, and we, O shame! betrayed,
 Are driven away from Italy for anger but of one.

Is this the good man's guerdon then? is this the promised throne?"




The Sower of the Gods and men a little smiled on her
 With such a countenance as calms the storms and upper air;
 He kissed his daughter on the lips, and spake such words to tell:
 "O Cytherean, spare thy dread! unmoved the Fates shall dwell
 Of thee and thine, and thou shalt see the promised city yet,
 E'en that Lavinium's walls, and high amidst the stars shalt set
 Great-souled Æneas: nor in me doth aught of counsel shift260

But since care gnaws upon thine heart, the hidden things I lift
 Of Fate, and roll on time for thee, and tell of latter days.
 Great war he wars in Italy, and folk full wild of ways
 He weareth down, and lays on men both laws and wallèd steads,
 Till the third summer seeth him King o'er the Latin heads,
 And the third winter's wearing brings the fierce Rutulians low.
 Thereon the lad Ascanius, Iulus by-named now,
 (And Ilus was he once of old, when Ilium's city was,)
 Fulfilleth thirty orbs of rule with rolling months that pass,
 And from the town Lavinium shifts the dwelling of his race,270

And maketh Alba-town the Long a mighty fencèd place.
 Here when for thrice an hundred years untouched the land hath been
 Beneath the rule of Hector's folk, lo Ilia, priestess-queen,
 Goes heavy with the love of Mars, and bringeth twins to birth.
 'Neath yellow hide of foster-wolf thence, mighty in his mirth,
 Comes Romulus to bear the folk, and Mavors' walls to frame,
 And by the word himself was called the Roman folk to name.
 On them I lay no bonds of time, no bonds of earthly part;
 I give them empire without end: yea, Juno, hard of heart,
 Who wearieth now with fear of her the heavens and earth and sea,280

Shall gather better counsel yet, and cherish them with me;
 The Roman folk, the togaed men, lords of all worldly ways.
 Such is the doom. As weareth time there come those other days,
 Wherein Assaracus shall bind Mycenæ of renown,
 And Phthia, and shall lord it o'er the Argives beaten down.
 Then shall a Trojan Cæsar come from out a lovely name,
 The ocean-stream shall bound his rule, the stars of heaven his fame,
 Julius his name from him of old, the great Iulus sent:
 Him too in house of heaven one day 'neath spoils of Eastlands bent
 Thou, happy, shalt receive; he too shall have the prayers of men.290

The wars of old all laid aside, the hard world bettereth then,
 And Vesta and the hoary Faith, Quirinus and his twin
 Now judge the world; the dreadful doors of War now shut within
 Their iron bolts and strait embrace the godless Rage of folk,
 Who, pitiless, on weapons set, and bound in brazen yoke
 Of hundred knots aback of him foams fell from bloody mouth."




Such words he spake, and from aloft he sent down Maia's youth
 To cause the lands and Carthage towers new-built to open gate
 And welcome in the Teucrian men; lest Dido, fooled of fate,299

Should drive them from her country-side. The unmeasured air he beat
 With flap of wings, and speedily in Libya set his feet:
 And straightway there his bidding wrought, and from the Tyrians fall,
 God willing it, their hearts of war; and Dido first of all
 Took peace for Teucrians to her soul, and quiet heart and kind.




Now good Æneas through the night had many things in mind,
 And set himself to fare abroad at first of holy day
 To search the new land what it was, and on what shore he lay

Driven by the wind; if manfolk there abode, or nought but deer,
 (For waste it seemed), and tidings true back to his folk to bear.
 So in that hollow bight of groves beneath the cavern cleft,310

All hidden by the leafy trees and quavering shades, he left
 His ships: and he himself afoot went with Achates lone,
 Shaking in hand two slender spears with broad-beat iron done.
 But as he reached the thicket's midst his mother stood before,
 Who virgin face, and virgin arms, and virgin habit bore,
 A Spartan maid; or like to her who tames the Thracian horse,
 Harpalyce, and flies before the hurrying Hebrus' course.
 For huntress-wise on shoulder she had hung the handy bow,
 And given all her hair abroad for any wind to blow,
 And, naked-kneed, her kirtle long had gathered in a lap:320

She spake the first:
 "Ho youths," she said, "tell me by any hap
 If of my sisters any one ye saw a wandering wide
 With quiver girt, and done about with lynx's spotted hide,
 Or following of the foaming boar with shouts and eager feet?"




So Venus; and so Venus' son began her words to meet:
 "I have not seen, nor have I heard thy sisters nigh this place,
 O maid:—and how to call thee then? for neither is thy face
 Of mortals, nor thy voice of men: O very Goddess thou!
 What! Phœbus' sister? or of nymphs whom shall I call thee now?
 But whosoe'er thou be, be kind and lighten us our toil,330

And teach us where beneath the heavens, which spot of earthly soil
 We are cast forth; unlearned of men, unlearned of land we stray,
 By might of wind and billows huge here driven from out our way.
 Our right hands by thine altar-horns shall fell full many a host."




Spake Venus: "Nowise am I worth so much of honour's cost:
 The Tyrian maids are wont to bear the quiver even as I,
 And even so far upon the leg the purple shoe-thong tie.
 The Punic realm thou seest here, Agenor's town and folk,
 But set amidst of Libyan men unused to bear the yoke.
 Dido is Lady of the Land, who fled from Tyre the old,340

And from her brother: weary long were all the ill deed told,
 And long its winding ways, but I light-foot will overpass.
 Her husband was Sychæus hight, of land most rich he was
 Of all Phoenicians: she, poor wretch! loved him with mighty love,
 Whose father gave her, maid, to him, and first the rites did move
 Of wedlock: but as King of Tyre her brother did abide,
 Pygmalion, more swollen up in sin than any man beside:
 Mad hatred yoked the twain of them, he blind with golden lust,
 Godless with stroke of iron laid Sychæus in the dust
 Unwares before the altar-horns; nor of the love did reck350

His sister had, but with vain hope played on the lover sick,
 And made a host of feignings false, and hid the matter long.
 Till in her sleep the image came of that unburied wrong,
 Her husband dead; in wondrous wise his face was waxen pale:
 His breast with iron smitten through, the altar of his bale,
 The hooded sin of evil house, to her he open laid,
 And speedily to flee away from fatherland he bade;
 And for the help of travel showed earth's hidden wealth of old,
 A mighty mass that none might tell of silver and of gold.
 Sore moved hereby did Dido straight her flight and friends prepare:360

They meet together, such as are or driven by biting fear,
 Or bitter hatred of the wretch: such ships as hap had dight
 They fall upon and lade with gold; forth fare the treasures bright

Of wretch Pygmalion o'er the sea, a woman first therein.
 And so they come unto the place where ye may see begin
 The towers of Carthage, and the walls new built that mighty grow,
 And bought the Byrsa-field good cheap, as still the name shall show,
 So much of land as one bull's hide might scantly go about
 —But ye forsooth, what men are ye, from what land fare ye out,
 And whither go ye on your ways?"370

Her questioning in speech
 He answered, and a heavy sigh from inmost heart did reach:
 "O Goddess, might I tread again first footsteps of our way,
 And if the annals of our toil thine hearkening ears might stay,
 Yet Vesper first on daylight dead should shut Olympus' door.
 From Troy the old, if yet perchance your ears have felt before
 That name go by, do we come forth, and, many a water past,
 A chance-come storm hath drifted us on Libyan shores at last.
 I am Æneas, God-lover; I snatched forth from the foe
 My Gods to bear aboard with me, a fame for heaven to know.
 I seek the Italian fatherland, and Jove-descended line;380

Twice ten the ships were that I manned upon the Phrygian brine,
 My Goddess-mother led the way, we followed fate god-given;
 And now scarce seven are left to me by wave and east-wind riven;
 And I through Libyan deserts stray, a man unknown and poor,
 From Asia cast, from Europe cast,"
 She might abide no more
 To hear his moan: she thrusts a word amidst his grief and saith:
 "Nay thou art not God's castaway, who drawest mortal breath,
 And fairest to the Tyrian town, if aught thereof I know. Set on to Dido's threshold then e'en as the way doth show.
 For take the tidings of thy ships and folk brought back again390

By shifting of the northern wind all safe from off the main:
 Unless my parents learned me erst of soothsaying to wot
 But idly. Lo there twice seven swans disporting in a knot,
 Whom falling from the plain of air drave down the bird of Jove
 From open heaven: strung out at length they hang the earth above,
 And now seem choosing where to pitch, now on their choice to gaze,
 As wheeling round with whistling wings they sport in diverse ways
 And with their band ring round the pole and cast abroad their song.
 Nought otherwise the ships and youth that unto thee belong
 Hold haven now, or else full sail to harbour-mouth are come.400

Set forth, set forth and tread the way e'en as it leadeth home."




She spake, she turned, from rosy neck the light of heaven she cast,
 And from her hair ambrosial the scent of Gods went past
 Upon the wind, and o'er her feet her skirts fell shimmering down,
 And very God she went her ways. Therewith his mother known,
 With such a word he followed up a-fleeing from his eyes:




"Ah cruel as a God! and why with images and lies
 Dost thou beguile me? wherefore then is hand to hand not given
 And we to give and take in words that come from earth and heaven?"




Such wise he chided her, and then his footsteps townward bent:410

But Venus with a dusky air did hedge them as they went,
 And widespread cloak of cloudy stuff the Goddess round them wrapped,
 Lest any man had seen them there, or bodily had happed
 Across their road their steps to stay, and ask their dealings there.
 But she to Paphos and her home went glad amidst the air:
 There is her temple, there they stand, an hundred altars meet,

Warm with Sabæan incense-smoke, with new-pulled blossoms sweet.




But therewithal they speed their way as led the road along;
 And now they scale a spreading hill that o'er the town is hung,
 And looking downward thereupon hath all the burg in face.420

Æneas marvels how that world was once a peasants' place,
 He marvels at the gates, the roar and rattle of the ways.
 Hot-heart the Tyrians speed the work, and some the ramparts raise,
 Some pile the burg high, some with hand roll stones up o'er the ground;
 Some choose a place for dwelling-house and draw a trench around;
 Some choose the laws, and lords of doom, the holy senate choose.
 These thereaway the havens dig, and deep adown sink those
 The founding of the theatre walls, or cleave the living stone
 In pillars huge, one day to show full fair the scene upon.
 As in new summer 'neath the sun the bees are wont to speed430

Their labour in the flowery fields, whereover now they lead
 The well-grown offspring of their race, or when the cells they store
 With flowing honey, till fulfilled of sweets they hold no more;
 Or take the loads of new-comers, or as a watch well set
 Drive off the lazy herd of drones that they no dwelling get;
 Well speeds the work, and thymy sweet the honey's odour is.




"Well favoured of the Fates are ye, whose walls arise in bliss!"
 Æneas cries, a-looking o'er the housetops spread below;
 Then, wonderful to tell in tale, hedged round with cloud doth go
 Amid the thickest press of men, and yet of none is seen.440




A grove amid the town there is, a pleasant place of green,
 Where erst the Tyrians, beat by waves and whirling of the wind,

Dug out the token Juno once had bidden them hope to find,
 An eager horse's head to wit: for thus their folk should grow
 Far-famed in war for many an age, of victual rich enow.
 There now did Dido, Sidon-born, uprear a mighty fane
 To Juno, rich in gifts, and rich in present godhead's gain:
 On brazen steps its threshold rose, and brass its lintel tied,
 And on their hinges therewithal the brazen door-leaves cried.
 And now within that grove again a new thing thrusting forth450

'Gan lighten fear; for here to hope Æneas deemed it worth,
 And trust his fortune beaten down that yet it might arise.
 For there while he abode the Queen, and wandered with his eyes
 O'er all the temple, musing on the city's fate to be,
 And o'er the diverse handicraft and works of mastery,
 Lo there, set out before his face the battles that were Troy's,
 And wars, whereof all folk on earth had heard the fame and noise;
 King Priam, the Atridæ twain, Achilles dire to both.
 He stood, and weeping spake withal:
 "Achates, lo! forsooth
 What place, what land in all the earth but with our grief is stored?460

Lo Priam! and even here belike deed hath its own reward.
 Lo here are tears for piteous things that touch men's hearts anigh:
 Cast off thy fear! this fame today shall yet thy safety buy."




And with the empty painted thing he feeds his mind withal,
 Sore groaning, and a very flood adown his face did fall.
 For there he saw, as war around of Pergamus they cast,
 Here fled the Greeks, the Trojan youth for ever following fast;
 There fled the Phrygians, on their heels high-helmed Achilles' car;
 Not far off, fair with snowy cloths, the tents of Rhesus are;

He knew them weeping: they of old in first of sleep betrayed,470

Tydides red with many a death a waste of nothing made,
 And led those fiery steeds to camp ere ever they might have
 One mouthful of the Trojan grass, or drink of Xanthus' wave.
 And lo again, where Troilus is fleeing weaponless,
 Unhappy youth, and all too weak to bear Achilles' stress,
 By his own horses, fallen aback, at empty chariot borne,
 Yet holding on the reins thereof; his neck, his tresses torn
 O'er face of earth, his wrested spear a-writing in the dust.
 Meanwhile were faring to the fane of Pallas little just
 The wives of Troy with scattered hair, bearing the gown refused,480

Sad they and suppliant, whose own hands their very bosoms bruised,
 While fixed, averse, the Goddess kept her eyes upon the ground.
 Thrice had Achilles Hector dragged the walls of Troy around,
 And o'er his body, reft of soul, was chaffering now for gold.
 Deep groaned Æneas from his heart in such wise to behold
 The car, the spoils, the very corpse of him, his fellow dead,
 To see the hands of Priam there all weaponless outspread.
 Yea, thrust amidst Achæan lords, his very self he knew;
 The Eastland hosts he saw, and arms of Memnon black of hue.
 There mad Penthesilea leads the maids of moony shield,490

The Amazons, and burns amidst the thousands of the field,
 And with her naked breast thrust out above the golden girth,
 The warrior maid hath heart to meet the warriors of the earth.




But while Æneas, Dardan lord, beholds the marvels there,
 And, all amazed, stands moving nought with eyes in one set stare,
 Lo cometh Dido, very queen of fairest fashion wrought,
 By youths close thronging all about unto the temple brought.

Yea, e'en as on Eurotas' rim or Cynthus' ridges high
 Diana leadeth dance about, a thousandfold anigh
 The following Oreads gather round, with shoulder quiver-hung500

She overbears the Goddesses her swift feet fare among,
 And great Latona's silent breast the joys of godhead touch.
 Lo, such was Dido; joyously she bore herself e'en such
 Amidst them, eager for the work and ordered rule to come;
 Then through the Goddess' door she passed, and midmost 'neath the dome,
 High raised upon a throne she sat, with weapons hedged about,
 And doomed, and fashioned laws for men, and fairly sifted out
 And dealt their share of toil to them, or drew the lot as happed.
 There suddenly Æneas sees amidst a concourse wrapped
 Antheus, Sergestus, and the strong Cloanthus draw anigh,510

And other Teucrians whom the whirl, wild, black, all utterly
 Had scattered into other lands afar across the sea.
 Amazed he stood, nor stricken was Achates less than he
 By joy, by fear: they hungered sore hand unto hand to set;
 But doubt of dealings that might be stirred in their hearts as yet;
 So lurking, cloaked in hollow cloud they note what things betide
 Their fellows there, and on what shore the ships they manned may bide,
 And whence they come; for chosen out of all the ships they bear
 Bidding of peace, and, crying out, thus temple-ward they fare.




But now when they were entered in, and gained the grace of speech,520

From placid heart Ilioneus the elder 'gan beseech:
 "O Queen, to whom hath Jove here given a city new to raise,
 And with thy justice to draw rein on men of wilful ways,
 We wretched Trojans, tossed about by winds o'er every main,
 Pray thee forbid it from our ships, the dreadful fiery bane.

Spare pious folk, and look on us with favouring kindly eyes!
 We are not come with sword to waste the Libyan families,
 Nor drive adown unto the strand the plunder of the strong:
 No such high hearts, such might of mind to vanquished folk belong.
 There is a place, Hesperia called of Greeks in days that are,530

An ancient land, a fruitful soil, a mighty land in war.
 Œnotrian folk first tilled the land, whose sons, as rumours run,
 Now call it nought but Italy from him who led them on.
 And thitherward our course was turned,
 When sudden, stormy, tumbling seas, Orion rose on us,
 And wholly scattering us abroad with fierce blasts from the south,
 Drave us, sea-swept, by shallows blind, to straits with wayless mouth:
 But to thy shores we few have swum, and so betake us here.
 What men among men are ye then? what country's soil may bear
 Such savage ways? ye grudge us then the welcome of your sand,540

And fall to arms, and gainsay us a tide-washed strip of strand.
 But if men-folk and wars of men ye wholly set at nought,
 Yet deem the Gods bear memory still of good and evil wrought
 Æneas was the king of us; no juster was there one,
 No better lover of the Gods, none more in battle shone:
 And if the Fates have saved that man, if earthly air he drink,
 Nor 'neath the cruel deadly shades his fallen body shrink,
 Nought need we fear, nor ye repent to strive in kindly deed
 With us: we have in Sicily fair cities to our need.
 And fields we have; Acestes high of Trojan blood is come.550

Now suffer us our shattered ships in haven to bring home,
 To cut us timber in thy woods, and shave us oars anew.
 Then if the Italian cruise to us, if friends and king are due,
 To Italy and Latium then full merry wend we on.

But if, dear father of our folk, hope of thy health be gone,
 And thee the Libyan water have, nor hope Iulus give,
 Then the Sicanian shores at least, and seats wherein to live,
 Whence hither came we, and the King Acestes let us seek."




So spake he, and the others made as they the same would speak,
 The Dardan-folk with murmuring mouth.560




But Dido, with her head hung down, in few words answer gave:
 "Let fear fall from you, Teucrian men, and set your cares aside;
 Hard fortune yet constraineth me and this my realm untried
 To hold such heed, with guard to watch my marches up and down.
 Who knoweth not Æneas' folk? who knoweth not Troy-town,
 The valour, and the men, and all the flame of such a war?
 Nay, surely nought so dull as this the souls within us are,
 Nor turns the sun from Tyrian town, so far off yoking steed.
 So whether ye Hesperia great, and Saturn's acres need,
 Or rather unto Eryx turn, and King Acestes' shore,570

Safe, holpen will I send you forth, and speed you with my store:
 Yea and moreover, have ye will in this my land to bide.
 This city that I build is yours: here leave your ships to ride:
 Trojan and Tyrian no two wise at hands of me shall fare.
 And would indeed the King himself, Æneas, with us were,
 Driven by that self-same southern gale: but sure men will I send,
 And bid them search through Libya from end to utmost end,
 Lest, cast forth anywhere, he stray by town or forest part."




Father Æneas thereupon high lifted up his heart,
 Nor stout Achates less, and both were fain the cloud to break;580

And to Æneas first of all the leal Achates spake:




"O Goddess-born, what thought hereof ariseth in thy mind?
 All safe thou seest thy ships; thy folk fair welcomed dost thou find:
 One is away, whom we ourselves saw sunken in the deep;
 But all things else the promised word thy mother gave us keep."




Lo, even as he spake the word the cloud that wrapped them cleaves,
 And in the open space of heaven no dusk behind it leaves;
 And there Æneas stood and shone amid the daylight clear,
 With face and shoulders of a God: for loveliness of hair
 His mother breathed upon her son, and purple light of youth,590

And joyful glory of the eyes: e'en as in very sooth
 The hand gives ivory goodliness, or when the Parian stone,
 Or silver with the handicraft of yellow gold is done:
 And therewithal unto the Queen doth he begin to speak,
 Unlooked-for of all men:
 "Lo here the very man ye seek,
 Trojan Æneas, caught away from Libyan seas of late!
 Thou, who alone of toils of Troy hast been compassionate,
 Who takest us, the leavings poor of Danaan sword, outworn
 With every hap of earth and sea, of every good forlorn,
 To city and to house of thine: to thank thee to thy worth,600

Dido, my might may compass not; nay, scattered o'er the earth
 The Dardan folk, for what thou dost may never give thee meed:
 But if somewhere a godhead is the righteous man to heed,
 If justice is, or any soul to note the right it wrought,
 May the Gods give thee due reward. What joyful ages brought
 Thy days to birth? what mighty ones gave such an one today?

Now while the rivers seaward run, and while the shadows stray
 O'er hollow hills, and while the pole the stars is pasturing wide,
 Still shall thine honour and thy name, still shall thy praise abide
 What land soever calleth me."610

Therewith his right hand sought
 His very friend Ilioneus, his left Serestus caught,
 And then the others, Gyas strong, Cloanthus strong in fight.




Sidonian Dido marvelled much, first at the hero's sight,
 Then marvelled at the haps he had, and so such word doth say:




"O Goddess-born, what fate is this that ever dogs thy way
 With such great perils? What hath yoked thy life to this wild shore?
 And art thou that Æneas then, whom holy Venus bore
 Unto Anchises, Dardan lord, by Phrygian Simoïs' wave?
 Of Teucer unto Sidon come a memory yet I have,
 Who, driven from out his fatherland, was seeking new abode620

By Belus' help: but Belus then, my father, over-rode
 Cyprus the rich, and held the same as very conquering lord:
 So from that tide I knew of Troy and bitter Fate's award,
 I knew of those Pelasgian kings—yea, and I knew thy name.
 He then, a foeman, added praise to swell the Teucrian fame,
 And oft was glad to deem himself of ancient Teucer's line.
 So hasten now to enter in 'neath roofs of me and mine.
 Me too a fortune such as yours, me tossed by many a toil,
 Hath pleased to give abiding-place at last upon this soil,
 Learned in illhaps full wise am I unhappy men to aid."630




Such tale she told, and therewith led to house full kingly made

Æneas, bidding therewithal the Gods with gifts to grace;
 Nor yet their fellows she forgat upon the sea-beat place,
 But sendeth them a twenty bulls, an hundred bristling backs
 Of swine, an hundred fatted lambs, whereof his ewe none lacks,
 And gifts and gladness of the God.
 Meanwhile the gleaming house within with kingly pomp is dight,
 And in the midmost of the hall a banquet they prepare:
 Cloths laboured o'er with handicraft, and purple proud is there;
 Great is the silver on the board, and carven out of gold640

The mighty deeds of father-folk, a long-drawn tale, is told,
 Brought down through many and many an one from when their race began.




Æneas, through whose father's heart unquiet love there ran,
 Sent on the swift Achates now unto the ships to speed,
 To bear Ascanius all these haps, and townward him to lead;
 For on Ascanius well beloved was all his father's thought:
 And therewithal gifts good to give from Ilium's ruin caught
 He bade him bring: a cope all stiff with golden imagery;
 With saffron soft acanthus twine a veil made fair to see;
 The Argive Helen's braveries, brought from Mycenæ erst,650

When she was seeking Pergamos and wedding all accursed:
 Her mother Leda gave her these and marvellous they were.
 A sceptre too that Ilione in days agone did bear,
 The eldest-born of Priam's maids; a neckchain pearl bestrown,
 And, doubly wrought with gold and gems, a kingly-fashioned crown.
 So to the ships Achates went these matters forth to speed.




But Cytherea in her heart turned over new-wrought rede,
 New craft; how, face and fashion changed, her son the very Love

For sweet Ascanius should come forth, and, gift-giving, should move
 The Queen to madness, make her bones the yoke-fellows of flame.660

Forsooth the doubtful house she dreads, the two-tongued Tyrian name;
 And bitter Juno burneth her, and care the night doth wake:
 Now therefore to the winged Love such words as this she spake:




"O son, my might, my only might, who fearest nought at all
 How his, the highest Father's bolts, Typhœus' bane, may fall,
 To thee I flee, and suppliant so thy godhead's power beseech:
 Thy brother, e'en Æneas, tossed on every sea-side beach
 Thou knowest; all the fashioning of wrongful Juno's hate
 Thou knowest; oft upon my grief with sorrow wouldst thou wait.
 Him now Phœnician Dido holds, and with kind words enow670

Delays him there, but unto what Junonian welcomes grow
 I fear me: will she hold her hand when thus the hinge is dight?
 Now therefore am I compassing to catch their craft in flight,
 To ring the Queen about with flame that her no power may turn,
 That she may cling to me and sore for mine Æneas yearn.
 Now hearken how I counsel thee to bring about my will:
 The kingly boy his father calls, he whom I cherish still,
 To that Sidonian city now is ready dight to fare,
 And gifts, the gleanings of the sea and flames of Troy, doth bear,
 Whom soaked in sleep forthwith will I in high Cythera hide,680

Or in Idalium's holy place where I am wont to bide,
 Lest any one the guile should know and thrust themselves between:
 But thou with craft his fashion feign, and with his face be seen
 Well known of all, for no more space than one night's wearing by;
 And so, when Dido, gladdest grown, shall take thee up to lie
 Upon her breast 'twixt queenly board and great Lyæus' wave,

And thou the winding of her arms and kisses sweet shalt have,
 Then breathe the hidden flame in her and forge thy venomed guile."




His lovesome mother Love obeyed, and doffed his wings awhile,
 And as Iulus goeth now rejoicing on his way.690

But Venus all Ascanius' limbs in quiet rest doth lay,
 And cherished in her goddess' breast unto Idalian groves
 She bears him, where the marjoram still soft about him moves
 And breatheth sweet from scented shade and blossoms on the air.
 Love wrought her will, and bearing now those royal gifts and rare,
 Unto the Tyrians joyous went, e'en as Achates led.
 But when he came into the house, there on her golden bed
 With hangings proud Queen Dido lay amidmost of the place:
 The father then, Æneas, then the youth of Trojan race,
 There gather, and their bodies cast on purple spread abroad.700

Folk serve them water for their hands, and speed the baskets stored
 With Ceres, and the towels soft of close-clipped nap they bear.
 Within were fifty serving-maids, whose long array had care
 To furnish forth the meat and drink, and feed the house-gods' flame;
 An hundred more, and youths withal of age and tale the same,
 Set on the meat upon the board and lay the cups about.
 And now through that wide joyous door came thronging from without
 The Tyrians, and, so bidden, lie on benches painted fair.
 They wonder at Æneas' gifts, and at Iulus there,
 The flaming countenance of God, and speech so feigned and fine;710

They wonder at the cope and veil with that acanthus twine.
 And chiefly that unhappy one doomed to the coming ill,
 Nor hungry hollow of her heart nor burning eyes may fill
 With all beholding: gifts and child alike her heart do move.

But he, when he had satisfied his feignèd father's love,
 And clipped Æneas all about, and round his neck had hung,
 Went to the Queen, who with her eyes and heart about him clung,
 And whiles would strain him to her breast—poor Dido! knowing nought
 What God upon her bosom sat; who ever had in thought
 His Acidalian mother's word, and slowly did begin720

To end Sychæus quite, and with a living love to win
 Her empty soul at rest, and heart unused a weary tide.
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