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Following the epic
adventures of the Odyssey and the Iliad, the Aeneid emerges as the
blockbuster conclusion to the hero’s journey. Crafted by Virgil
between 29 and 19 B.C., it’s a captivating saga centered around
Aeneas, the lone Trojan hero who survives the catastrophic fall of
Troy. Think of it as the ultimate crossover event, where the world
of the Iliad meets the world of the Odyssey. While the Iliad takes
us through ten years of relentless war, it leaves us hanging
without revealing what comes next. The Aeneid picks up the pieces,
delivering the full package: the high-stakes conflict between
Greeks and Trojans, the Trojan Horse subterfuge, the fates of
iconic figures like Achilles, Priam, and Paris, and the fiery
destruction of the great Asian city. But the real star is Aeneas
himself, the perfect fusion of classic heroism and modern depth.
He’s a force to be reckoned with on the battlefield yet wears his
heart on his sleeve, embodying unwavering compassion. His escape
from the fiery ruins of Troy symbolizes nothing less than the birth
of modern humanity as we know it today. Enter Marco Bonfiglio, our
master storyteller, with his contemporary prose magic in “Odyssey
in Prose for Everyone” (Fermento 2003) and “Iliad in Prose for
Everyone” (Fermento 2004). He brings the Aeneid to life in a way
that’s accessible to all, turning this epic tale into an
irresistible page-turner.


The Aeneid offers all the action and drama you’d expect from
the Homeric classics: a heart-pounding pace, breathtaking
adventures, a rollercoaster of emotions, and profound reflections
on the timeless themes of love and hate. It’s a never-ending
journey, where gods and fate meddle with mere mortals, unexpected
twists keep you glued to the pages, and epic battles against
formidable foes keep the adrenaline pumping. In its core, it’s a
story of destiny – Aeneas’ destiny, and yours too. It’s a reminder
that our own quests for new beginnings often lead us to explore
diverse cultures, enriching our understanding of the human
experience. So, join the epic adventure, and let the Aeneid be your
guide to a world where heroism meets heart, and every page is a
step closer to destiny.
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As
I first ventured into the world of Odysseus in the Odyssey, I could
never have foreseen the rapid and intense journey that would carry
me
through the Iliad within a single year, eventually leading me to
meet
the central character of the Aeneid. Yet, it seems only fitting
that
the epic cycle of heroes culminates in a vivid, accessible prose
adaptation of Virgil's masterpiece—for three profoundly compelling
reasons.
  



  

    
The
first reason is a matter of time and chronology. The stories of
these
iconic protagonists, whether blessed or cursed, noble or wicked,
all
commence with the tumultuous events of the Trojan War, vividly
recounted in the Iliad. From there, we delve into the post-war
sagas
of the survivors; Homer, in his poetic splendor, delves into the
tale
of one Greek hero, the cunning and enduring Odysseus, in the
Odyssey.
Virgil, on the other hand, was commissioned by the ambitious
Augustus, who sought a grand epic lineage for the glory of Rome.
Virgil introduces us to the captivating adventures of a Trojan
hero,
Aeneas. This serves as a narrative balancing act (what transpires
after the Greek hero's story is revealed in the Odyssey, while the
Trojan's journey unfolds in the Aeneid). It also provides a natural
chronological closure: Aeneas emerges as the last survivor of the
war
ignited by Paris and Helen, symbolically concluding the epic of
heroes.
  



  

    
The
second reason flows seamlessly from the first. The Iliad vividly
depicts the war between the Greeks and the Trojans but leaves its
aftermath shrouded in mystery. There is no mention of the iconic
wooden horse, victors, vanquished, or the repercussions of the
conflict. It's not until the early books of the Aeneid that we are
privy to the protagonist's words, unveiling the enigmatic
epilogue—a
moment of profound emotion and revelation. Hence, Virgil's work
merits exploration, if only to witness the fulfillment of a
narrative
left tantalizingly incomplete in the verses of Homer.
  



  

    
The
third reason delves into the social fabric of humanity. The
enduring
relevance and modernity of not just the stories but also the
characters in these three epic poems continue to resonate. It's
crucial for readers to connect with the dominant personalities of
these epic protagonists. The journey that conceptually links the
Iliad to the Aeneid offers a clear transition—from the
larger-than-life heroism of Achilles and Hector in the Trojan War,
through the more relatable and complex Ulysses in the Odyssey, to
the
well-rounded humanity of Aeneas, who labors with his own strength
to
secure a brighter future.
  



  

    
One
might ponder: Isn't it easier to excel in battle when your
existence
is purpose-built for warfare, and your mother renders you
invulnerable from head to heel in the waters of the Styx? Returning
home to Ithaca after ten years is undeniably challenging, but a
touch
less arduous when the goddess Athena watches over you, safeguarding
you from fatal perils.
  



  

    
Aeneas,
on the other hand, stands as a true embodiment of humanity. He is a
capable warrior but lacks the innate talent and predisposition for
war that Achilles possesses. He is wise and composed, yet not as
astute or inclined toward cunning and subterfuge as Ulysses. His
talent is that of a human being—a universal talent, distinct from
the specific prowess of the two aforementioned characters. He is
one
of us, in essence.
  



  

    
Furthermore,
he demonstrates a compassion and mercy toward comrades and foes
that
far exceed the deeds of his predecessors. He, too, is the offspring
of a goddess, who occasionally lends a helping hand in moments of
complexity. Nevertheless, it is his unwavering pursuit of a new
homeland that ultimately prevails. This stems from the desire to
believe, to strive for a brighter tomorrow, and the recognition
that
one must toil diligently to reap the rewards, undeterred by the
toils
of labor. Aeneas imparts this wisdom.
  



  

    
Within
Virgil's meticulously crafted narrative, filled with action and
emotion, grand duels, and moments of profound understanding,
breathtaking adventures and psychological revelations, it becomes
transparent that the author's intention was to follow in Homer's
footsteps while adding a touch of progress. The first part of the
Aeneid unfolds as a continuous journey, akin to the narrative
structure of the Odyssey, while the second part remains static,
delving into battles and conflicts, akin to the Iliad. Virgil, in
essence, distills the finest elements from both of Homer's works—a
"Best Of," if you will permit me to use a term commonly
associated with the music industry.
  



  

    
Ultimately,
as I conclude my own epic journey, what warms my heart is the
unwavering belief that I have unearthed profound insights within
both
Homer and Virgil. My goal is to provide readers with the
opportunity
to embark on this same enriching voyage, one that is enjoyable and,
I
trust, entertaining. Reading, at its core, is a pleasure—a joy that
endures through every moment. Regardless of whether the cover reads
Aeneid, Iliad, or Odyssey, the approach remains the same. Those who
find solace in reading a few pages of a novel before drifting off
to
sleep, those who carry their cherished book on the subway during
their daily commute, all share a common desire—to nurture their
souls with something enjoyable.
  



  

    
My
aim is to demonstrate that this can be achieved even with works
written millennia ago, which may have previously conjured memories
of
dreary school days. There are myriad paths to this destination, but
the treasure remains unchanged: the power to evoke emotions. Homer
evokes. Virgil evokes. I have merely endeavored to carve a modest
path to the heart of these emotions, employing a modern and
universally accessible language.
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I
sing of arms and the man who first came to Italy from Troy. A
fugitive by fate's design, he landed on the shores of Lavinium. He
had long endured the hardships of war, but the malevolent anger of
dreadful Juno forced him to endure painful trials on land and sea.
Finally, he founded a new city in Latium, where he established the
Trojans' deities, giving rise to the glorious Latin and Alban race,
laying the foundation for what would become the walls of
magnificent
Rome.
          
        
      
    
  



  

    

Muse,
now remind me of the reasons for so many sad sufferings.
Bring
back to my mind the offense and resentment that drove the queen of
the heavens to inflict suffering upon a man who had been renowned
for
his piety. For what reason did he have to face such hardships? Can
the gods truly harbor such anger?
  



  

    
Once
there existed an ancient city, inhabited by Tyrians, which faced
the
shores of Italy and the mouth of the Tiber from afar: Carthage was
its name, abundant in wealth and feared for its military might.
They
say Juno favored it above all other places, even Samos, and
maintained her chariot and arms there. It seemed she was doing
everything in her power to ensure Carthage's dominion over the
entire
world. But one day, she learned that from Trojan blood, a race
destined to overthrow its citadel would be born and come. A people
with vast territories and valor in battle would set Libya aflame.
Such was the will of the spirits of death. Fearful of such an
uncertain future and mindful of the war she had once fought
alongside
the Greeks under the walls of Troy, the wife of Jupiter harbored
deeper reasons for anger and sorrow; even now, she carries in her
heart the shame of her beauty scorned by Paris, the grudge against
the Trojans, and the honors bestowed upon Ganymede. With her heart
ablaze from so many affronts, Juno prevented the Trojans who had
survived the war from reaching Latium, tossing them about on the
waves. Surviving Achilles's ferocity, they had been tossed on the
sea
by fate for many years. Ah, truly challenging would be the task of
bringing the Roman race to life!
  



  

    
As
they lost sight of the island of Sicily, the Trojans unfurled their
sails toward open waters, cleaving the salty waves with the beating
of bronze oars. The goddess, in whose eternal breast a wound that
cannot be forgotten burns, saw them and said to herself:
  



  

    
"So,
destiny decrees that I abandon my mission and admit defeat, unable
to
keep the detested Trojans away from Italy? Oh, fate thwarts my
intentions! Yet Minerva herself was able to incinerate an entire
fleet of Greeks and sink them into the waves to punish the misdeeds
of one man, Ajax of Oileus... She even hurled Jupiter's swift fire
down from the clouds. She scattered the ships, disrupted the
currents
with fearful gusts of wind, and with a thunderbolt struck Ajax, who
began to spew flames from his smitten chest, killing him by
smashing
him against a rock! And I, sister and wife of the father of the
gods,
who solemnly boast of leading all the deities, for too many years
have waged war against a single people and cannot defeat them...
Who,
from now on, will still honor Juno's glory with sacrifices at her
altars?"
  



  

    
The
goddess, tormenting her heart with such thoughts consumed by anger,
then reached the island of Aeolia, known as the homeland of storm
and
furious winds. Storms and gusts of wind were confined in a vast
cave,
barely held back by endless chains. They roared in anger, with loud
roars shaking the mountain, seething with their passion. And
Aeolus,
scepter in hand and seated atop a peak, calmed their fury and
soothed
their spirits. Fearing such a great danger, the father of the gods
had imprisoned them in dark caverns beneath towering mountains; he
had appointed a ruler who, according to his commands, could control
or unleash them with a firm hand. To this ruler, Juno turned with a
supplicating voice:
  



  

    
"Aeolus,
Jupiter has granted you power over the winds, the ability to calm
the
waves or raise them to the stars. In the Tyrrhenian Sea, I see a
race
I deeply despise, traveling to bring the Trojans and their
traditions
to Italy. Unleash the fury of the winds, sink their ships, scatter
the Trojans, and let the sea swallow them! I have at my disposal
fourteen nymphs of exquisite beauty: you shall have Deiopea, the
loveliest among them. An indissoluble bond will tie her to you
forever as compensation for the service I ask of you. She will
spend
her entire life at your side and make you the father of splendid
heirs."
  



  

    
"Decisions,
O queen, are yours to make. Whatever they may be. My task is merely
to carry out your commands," Aeolus accepted - "To you, I
owe my kingdom, my scepter, and Jupiter's trust. Thanks to you, I
can
sit at the banquets of the blessed and declare myself the ruler of
the winds."
  



  

    
With
the jab of his spear, he struck the side of the mountain.
Immediately, the winds, packed like a formation, rushed through the
door and unleashed themselves in a whirlwind across the land. The
winds from the east, west, and south reached the sea together and
churned it deeply, creating massive waves that rolled violently
toward the shores.
  



  

    
Men
cried out in terror. The ship's masts creaked ominously. Thick
clouds
materialized out of nowhere to obscure the sky and light from the
Trojans' sight. A dark night enveloped the sea. The heavenly vault
thundered, the air shaken by frequent and sudden lightning strikes.
In the water and the ether, imminent death threatened the
sailors.
  



  

    
Aeneas
felt his limbs paralyzed with fear. Groaning, he raised his arms to
the sky and implored:
  



  

    
"Ah,
a thousand times blessed is he who had the good fortune to die
before
his father's eyes, under the walls of Troy! I wish I could have
fallen by the blows of Diomedes, the mightiest among the Greeks,
beneath the citadel of Priam where Hector's body still rests, slain
by Achilles... Where the colossal Sarpedon lies, where the river
Simois swallowed so many helmets, shields, and the bodies of fallen
heroes..."
  



  

    
In
that moment, a gust of wind from the north struck his sail, lifting
the waves high into the clouds. Many oars snapped, and the ship's
prow, spinning, exposed its side to the heavy waves. A mountain of
water crashed into the vessel.
  



  

    
Some
sailors were tossed into the midst of the waves, while others even
managed to see the dark earth on the seafloor amidst the raging
waves. The storm upheaved the sand as well.
  



  

    
The
west wind drove three ships to crash against the rocks called the
Altars (isolated rocks in the midst of the waters, with a vast
ridge
that barely touches the sea's surface); the east wind pushed
another
three to collide with sandbanks and be surrounded by a thick pile
of
fine sand. A subsequent wave, in view of Aeneas, broke upon the
stern
of the ship carrying the Lycians and the faithful Orontes. The
helmsman, struck head-on, was ripped from his post and hurled into
the water lifeless. A whirlpool spun the ship three times. A rapid
vortex swallowed it into the depths of the sea.
  



  

    
Only
a few survivors managed to resurface and swim on the surface of the
Tyrrhenian, scattered far and wide among floating planks, remnants
of
Troy's treasures, and warriors' weapons. The storm was destroying
the
ships of Ilioneus, Acates, Abas, and the aged Aletes; they took on
water through the now-unplanked hull, no longer able to withstand
the
assaults of the waves.
  



  

    
Neptune,
hearing the roaring of the waters, realized at that moment that a
terrible storm had been unleashed. Observing how even the saltwater
was being stirred in its deepest depths, he was greatly disturbed.
Raising his head above the waves, looking around, he couldn't help
but spot Aeneas's fleet scattered on the sea.
  



  

    
The
Trojans were now overwhelmed by the rage of the sea and the
heavens.
Immediately, the god of the waters understood Juno's deception and
summoned the east and west winds:
  



  

    
"So,
you have such confidence in your race?" he said menacingly. "You
dare to disrupt the sky, the earth, and raise huge waves against my
will? Ah, but I will... No, it would be better to calm the
turbulence
of the currents. I will think of another way to punish you, a very
different one. Disappear from my sight now, go and tell your king
that the trident and dominion over the sea belong to me, not to
him.
Aeolus governs only the massive rocks near your homes. If he needs
to
stir up trouble, let him do it in his own palace or in the prison
where he detains the winds!"
  



  

    
He
had not finished speaking when the waves had already been placated,
and the clouds dispersed, bringing back the sunlight to the eyes of
humans. Triton and Cymothoe, working together, freed the ships that
had run aground on the rocks; then Neptune himself raised them with
his trident, providing them an escape from the sandbanks and
calming
the sea. Finally, with his light chariot, he skimmed the surface of
the water. As often happens when a riot breaks out among the crowd,
and the anger of the poor plebeians flares up, stones and embers
start to fly. Anger arms every hand, but when the rioters come face
to face with a respected figure known for their merits and piety,
the
people listen, and they hush. They manage to calm their spirits and
soften hearts with soothing words. Similarly, the roar of the sea
diminished when the god of waters gazed out over the vastness of
the
Tyrrhenian. His swift chariot was driven by unruly horses.
  



  

    
Aeneas
and his men, distraught, struggled to reach the nearest shores.
They
turned toward the beaches of Libya. A deep inlet stretched out
before
an island, enclosing it like a harbor; every wave that came from
the
open sea crashed against its sides and, repelled, was pushed back
in
small circles. On both sides, there were cliffs and two rocks that
menacingly rose up to the stars. Under their peaks, for long
stretches, the waves rested silently. On high, a curtain of leafy
trees stood, a forest shrouded in dark shadows. At the foot of the
opposite rocky wall, under overhanging cliffs, a cave opened up
from
which fresh water flowed: there were seats of living stone, the
abode
of nymphs.
  



  

    
The
ships came to a stop at that point, without any need for anchoring,
lacking an anchor to secure them with a hooked tooth. Aeneas
approached, leading only the seven surviving ships from the
shipwreck. The Trojans abandoned the vessels in the grip of
unrestrained joy at being able to touch firm land once more. They
camped on the beach they had long dreamed of, and they laid their
bodies encrusted with salt on the sand.
  



  

    
From
a flint, Achates sparked a fire to the leaves, surrounded by a pile
of dry wood. Exhausted from too many misfortunes, the sailors went
below decks to retrieve spoiled grain and prepared to dry the grain
they had managed to salvage from the sea, then to grind it.
  



  

    
Meanwhile,
Aeneas decided to climb one of the cliffs and observe the sea's
expanse from above to gain a broader view. He desperately hoped to
see Antaeus and his ships at the mercy of the wind, or Caphareus,
or
the banners of Caieta rising on the sterns. None of these were
within
his field of vision, but along the shore, he managed to spot three
stags followed by whole herds and a troop grazing in the
valleys.
  



  

    
Standing
on the summit, bow and arrows in hand, which faithful Achates had
handed to him, he targeted the three leaders who shook their heads
arrogantly adorned with long antlers. He caused turmoil among the
herd, chasing them through the thickets with treacherous arrows,
not
ending the hunt until he had brought down seven massive beasts,
equal
in number to the ships. Returning to the harbor, he divided the
spoils with his comrades and attempted to console their grieving
spirits:
  



  

    
"O
friends," he said, distributing the wine that Aceste had loaded
into many amphorae in the holds on the shore of Trinacria as a gift
to the departing Trojans, "we have long been accustomed to a
fate that turns its back on us. Among you are men who have suffered
even graver misfortunes: know that a god will put an end to these
as
well! You have lived through Scylla's fury beside me, the
resounding
cliffs reaching to the sea's depths, the sharp rocks of the
Cyclopes.
Take courage now, cast away all fear and sorrow from your hearts!
Perhaps one day, we may be able to look back on these trials with a
smile... Through so many adventures, so many dangers, we are
drawing
nearer to Latium, where destiny foresees tranquil abodes for us. It
will be the place where fate will allow us to establish the
dominion
of Troy once again. Hold fast, and keep your spirits for better
days!"
  



  

    
Anxious
thoughts raced through his heart, already shaken by profound
sorrows,
but he made an effort to simulate a note of hope on his face. His
men
were already busy devouring meat and food. They skinned the
animals,
exposing the flesh, cut it into pieces, and then skewered it on
spits
while a fire was kindled and placed beneath bronze
cauldrons.
  



  

    
Eating
allowed them to regain their strength. Lying on the grass, they
feasted on fatty meat and wine aged over the years. After
satisfying
their hunger and tidying up the tableware, they couldn't help but
remember their lost friends: uncertain whether to still consider
them
alive or dead. At the end of their lives, deaf to every call. More
than the others, Aeneas mourned the fate of Orontes, Lycus, and
Amycus, the fate of brave Gia and Cloanthus. Their lamentations
ceased when Jupiter, casting his gaze from above to the sea where
sails spread, shores, lowlands, and people of every race, fixed his
eyes on Libya.
  



  

    
Venus
approached him, sad and with eyes swollen with tears that dimmed
her
otherwise radiant pupils, to inquire:
  



  

    
"You,
who eternally unravel human and divine events, who annihilate your
subjects with the power of your lightning, tell me: what wrong have
the Trojans and my Aeneas done to you that seems to be no end to
their misfortunes since they decided to reach Italy? I remember
your
promise. You said that one day, after many years, from the renewed
blood of Teucer, the mighty Romans would be born, future masters of
all lands and seas. Now, for what reason have you changed your
decision? Ah, and I who consoled myself at the fall of Troy, after
its ruin, thinking of a future that promised happiness... Now,
instead, perverse misfortune persecutes those valiant men, turned
upside down by so many misfortunes. Will you put an end to their
hardships? Antenor, escaping the Greeks, even managed to enter the
Illyrian gulf and ventured safely into the Liburnian lands, far
beyond the sources of the Timavus, which emerges from the mountains
like a raging sea, with a loud roar that floods the surrounding
fields with resounding water... There he founded Padua,
establishing
a Trojan colony and giving his name to the entire people. He hung
the
arms of Ilium there and now rests in peaceful repose. And we, who
are
your blood, to whom you promise the kingdom of heaven, have lost
our
ships through serious tragedies, left at the mercy of fate, alone,
kept away from the shores of Italy by the anger of a goddess! Would
this be the reward for our piety, our new kingdom?"
  



  

    
The
father of the gods, smiling with the same smile that softens the
sky
and storms, lightly kissed his daughter's lips and said:
  



  

    
"Fear
not, the fate of your proteges remains unchanged. You shall see the
city and walls of Lavinium, which I myself promised would be built.
Aeneas, the noble-hearted, shall rise to the celestial stars. My
opinion remains unaltered. I sense your concern, so I shall reveal
to
you the secrets of the distant future. He will wage a long war in
Italy, conquering valorous peoples. He will establish just laws for
his people and solid walls behind which they may take refuge. All
this shall last for three summers and three winters, from the
moment
of his victory over the Rutulians and the beginning of his rule in
Latium. Meanwhile, Ascanius, now also known as Iulus and formerly
called Iulus as long as the throne of Troy endured, will celebrate
thirty years of reign with the passing months. He will transfer the
capital from Lavinium to Alba Longa, which he will fortify with
high
walls. For three hundred years, the descendants of Hector will rule
there until the priestess Rea Silvia gives birth to twin sons by
her
union with Mars, the god of war. Romulus, girding himself with a
wolf's hide, his foster mother, shall lead his people to erect
sacred
walls to Mars himself. From his name, those people will become
known
as Romans. I shall place no limits of time or space on their
dominion. I promise them an endless empire. And my cruel wife,
Juno,
who now seeks to disrupt the sea, the lands, and the sky, shall
also
change her stance and favor the Romans, the future rulers of the
world! The day will come when the house of Assaracus shall bring
Mycenae and Phthia into servitude. The day will come when,
victorious, it shall reign over Argos. From this great Trojan
lineage, Julius Caesar shall be born, his name deriving from Iulus
himself. He will expand the empire's borders to the waters of the
ocean and elevate its renown to the stars. Then it will be your
role
to receive him on Olympus as a great hero, still wearing the
glorious
spoils of the East. He will become a deity, revered by all mankind.
At that moment, wars will cease: a fierce century will transform
into
a gentle one. Vesta, Faith, Quirinus, and Remus will then deliver
peaceful laws. The gates of war shall be barred with iron and
strong
bonds; impious rage shall have its hands bound behind its back with
bronze chains, seated on a pile of useless weapons, frothing in
anger
with its terrible and bloody mouth."
  



  

    
Having
spoken these words in a solemn tone, Jupiter swiftly sent Mercury
to
the Earth to offer the Trojans the hospitality of the land and
walls
of Carthage. He intended to prevent Dido, unaware of fate's will,
from driving them away when she saw them. Mercury, the son of Maia,
flying with his swift wings through the ether, quickly reached the
shores of Libya. Following the orders, he made the Phoenicians set
aside any rebellious feelings. And above all, he encouraged Dido to
harbor peaceful and benevolent feelings toward the approaching
shipwrecked strangers.
  



  

    
Aeneas,
who had spent the entire night pondering the travel strategy to
follow, decided at the break of dawn to venture forth and explore
these unknown lands. Wondering on which shores the winds had driven
him to land, he wanted to ensure that these wild places were
inhabited by men as well as fierce beasts before returning to
report
to his companions. He hid the fleet inside a wooded cove beneath a
concave cliff to take advantage of the dark shade cast by the trees
on the ships. Accompanied by Achates, he then proceeded through the
fields. He held two javelins with iron tips in his hands. In the
depth of a forest, he was approached by Venus, his mother, in the
guise of a maiden armed like a Spartan virgin. She resembled the
Thracian Arpalice, racing horses in an attempt to outpace the east
wind. In the manner of a huntress, she had a compact bow slung over
her shoulder, her hair streaming in the wind, and bare knees. The
hem
of her dress was knotted together. She was the first to
speak:
  



  

    
"Youthful
ones, have you by any chance seen one of my sisters pass through
these parts, armed with a quiver and wearing a lynx-spotted hide,
chasing a boar with frothy mouth?"
  



  

    
"I
have neither seen nor heard of any of your sisters," replied the
son. "What name may I use to address you? Your countenance is
not of mortals, and your voice has a sweeter sound than that of a
human. Are you, therefore, a divine being? I stand before Diana or
a
nymph, perhaps? Ah, but whoever you are, I beseech you to assist us
in alleviating our painful woes... Could you at least explain to us
in which part of the world we have been cast, under which sky we
travel? The wind and the waves propel us everywhere without us
knowing anything about the places we encounter and their
inhabitants.
If you would deign to help us, we would be infinitely grateful. And
one day, by our hands, many victims will fall before your
altars!"
  



  

    
"I
do not consider myself worthy of such honors... We maidens of Tyre
are accustomed to carrying quivers and wearing high, purple
buskins.
You find yourself in a Phoenician realm, a city founded by Agenor
in
the Libyan lands, a fierce race in warfare. Didone rules over them,
who, to escape her brother, one day left Tyre behind. Many words
would follow if I were to narrate the injustices she endured... I
shall attempt to relate them in brief. The wealthiest among the
Phoenicians, Sychaeus, was her dearly beloved husband, while her
brother Pygmalion, more wicked than any other man, reigned over
Sidon. A dispute arose between them, and the tyrant, blinded by
greed
for gold and riches, stabbed Sychaeus in front of the altars
without
any regard for his sister's deep love. For a long time, he managed
to
conceal the murder, deluding her with vain hopes. It was in a dream
that she saw her husband's image, unburied, lifting his pale face
to
show her the violated altars and his own chest pierced by an iron.
In
this manner, the secret family crime was revealed to her. Sychaeus,
still in a dream, persuaded her to flee and abandon her homeland.
To
facilitate the venture, he showed her the location of ancient
treasures hidden underground, an immense and unknown abundance of
gold and silver. Stirred by such information, the woman prepared
for
flight, selecting trustworthy companions from those who harbored
resentment or fear towards her tyrannical brother. The conspirators
seized ships ready to sail and loaded them with all the riches they
had managed to wrest from Pygmalion. With a woman in command of the
expedition at sea, they reached the lands where you now see the
towering walls and citadel of the new Carthage. They bought as much
land as a bull's hide could encircle, and for this reason, the city
was also called Byrsa. Now, tell me who you are? From where do you
come? And where do you intend to go?"
  



  

    
Aeneas
let out a deep sigh:
  



  

    
"Oh,
if I were to recount the origin of our misfortunes, and if you were
to listen to the story of our tragedies, the sky would close and
Hesperus would put an end to the daylight before I could finish.
After wandering for many months, departing from the ancient city of
Troy, a tempest dragged us onto the shores of Libya. Has the name
of
Troy ever reached your ears? Aeneas is my name, and my fame rises
to
the stars. I have a fleet and all the companions who escaped the
enemy by my side. I am seeking Italy, which is destined to be the
cradle of my race born from Jupiter. I set out with twenty ships in
search of a kinder fate, guided by Venus who showed me the way. And
now, of ships, I have only seven left, battered by gusts and
waves...
Expelled from Europe, driven from Asia, I traverse the deserts of
Libya like a beggar, unknown to all."
  



  

    
Unable
to bear seeing him lament further, Venus interrupted her son's
sorrow
while it was still in his throat:
  



  

    
"Whoever
you are, I do not believe that the immortals could hate you so much
if you have come this far from Troy. Continue your journey and
reach
the palace of the queen. If my parents have not taught me the art
of
divination in vain, I predict that your companions shall be saved,
and your fleet shall be safe, propelled to peaceful shores by the
breath of tranquil winds. Behold that joyful group of twelve swans:
they were recently scattered by an eagle sent by Jupiter, swooping
down from the sky to disperse them. Now you can see them lined up
in
a row as they choose and examine the place to land. Just like those
birds flap their wings in joy and circle while singing melodiously,
your ships and men have already arrived in a port or are sailing in
under full canvas. Walk in peace and direct your steps where the
road
leads you."
  



  

    
Slightly
tilting her head, the goddess revealed the beauty of her neck. Her
hair, fragrant with ambrosia, filled the air with a divine
fragrance.
Her robe flowed down to her feet, and her stride displayed her true
immortality. Aeneas thus had the opportunity to recognize his
departing mother.
  



  

    
"Even
you show cruelty... Why do you deceive your son in a false guise?
Why
do you prevent me from grasping your hand, hearing your voice, and
speaking to you face to face?"
  



  

    
But
before he could finish his lament, he had already set off towards
the
distant walls. Venus shielded the strangers under a thick layer of
mist, so no one could see, touch, stop, or inquire about the reason
for their landing. Then she flew to Paphos, delighted to find a
beloved place where a grand temple in her honor stood, along with a
hundred altars adorned with fresh garlands and burning
incense.
  



  

    
Aeneas
and Achates hastened their steps along the path. They soon found
themselves on the top of a hill overlooking Carthage, directly
facing
the citadel built slightly below. Anchises' son was amazed at the
sight of what were once huts, now transformed into palaces, the
gates, and the cobblestone streets. The Tyrians worked with great
enthusiasm amidst the noise: some were constructing walls, others
were building the citadel by rolling massive stones with their
hands,
and still others were choosing spots to build their homes by
tracing
furrows in the ground. Judges and public officials were being
elected
elsewhere for the Senate. In the distance, a harbor was being dug,
the foundations of a theater were being laid, and colossal columns
were being hewn from massive blocks of stone, destined to become
grand ornaments for the future stage. They resembled bees in the
early days of summer, buzzing through flowery fields under the warm
rays of the sun, carrying new broods into the open air, condensing
liquid honey, or filling the cells of their hives with sweet
nectar.
They receive the spoils produced by other workers, sometimes
forming
lines and driving away drones from the combs. Thanks to their hard
work, fragrant honey smells of thyme.
  



  

    
"Fortunate
are those who can already see their walls built," Aeneas
remarked, looking down at the rooftops of the city. Still concealed
by a veil of mist, he moved through the populace, unseen by anyone.
Right in the center of the settlement stood a sacred grove,
generous
with shade; there, once upon a time, the Phoenicians, beset by
waves
and storms, had found the preordained signal beneath the earth. It
was the skull of a spirited horse, an omen that the new people
would
become strong in war and prosperous for centuries.
  



  

    
In
favor of Jupiter's wife, within the grove, Dido had erected a
temple
filled with treasures and imbued with divine presence. It had
thresholds, doorposts, and doors of bronze that creaked on their
hinges. Aeneas noticed a detail that, for the first time, was able
to
soothe his fears and restore optimism and hope to his heart. As he
meticulously examined the temple, awaiting the arrival of the queen
and considering how the city's fortune depended on the
effectiveness
of their hard work, he was struck by a series of frescoes depicting
the Trojan War, already famous throughout the world. There,
Agamemnon
and Menelaus, Priam and Achilles, enemies of each other and of the
Trojans, were depicted. The hero couldn't hold back his
tears:
  



  

    
"Oh,
Achates, is there a place on earth that does not bear the memory of
our misfortunes? Look down there, behold Priam... His fame is
celebrated here too. The sorrows of men touch the hearts, and tears
are reserved for the tales of sad events. You can cast away any
lingering fear. We are renowned, and this will mean our
salvation."
  



  

    
His
mind filled with empty images, and his cheeks were wet with
emotion.
He could see, on one side, the Greeks fleeing under the walls,
pursued by young Trojans, and on the other, Achilles, wearing a
plumed helmet, driving the Phrygians on a chariot. Tearfully, he
recognized the tents, as white as Rhesus's snow, being surprised by
Diomedes.
  



  

    
His
body stained with blood, he had attacked them treacherously in the
depth of the night and was now bringing back the horses he had
captured from their camp, without them having yet tasted the grass
of
Troy or drunk from the waters of the Xanthus. He saw Troilus, a
wretched youth, engaged in a duel with Achilles. The difference in
strength was too great: the Trojan, having lost his weapons, was
helplessly dragged by the fleeing steeds, hanging supine from the
chariot, reins still in hand. His head and hair trailed in the
dust,
and the spear that had pierced him ran along the ground. And the
Trojan women, with disheveled and unkempt hair, went to the temple
of
their enemy Minerva. Beating their breasts, in despair and
supplication, they offered her a precious cloak as a gift. The
goddess, with her eyes cast downward, shook her head.
  



  

    
Achilles,
after dragging Hector's corpse three times around the city walls,
sold the body for a hefty sum. Seeing the remains of his friend,
the
chariot, his body, and Priam reaching out his hands to the heavens,
a
deep groan rose from the depths of his chest. Then he recognized
himself in the midst of battle against the Greek princes, the
Eastern
ranks, and the sharp weapons of black Memnon. The furious
Penthesilea
led the Amazon warriors with crescent shields; she, a virgin
warrior
wearing a golden belt beneath her bare breasts, dared to confront
the
bravest fighters in the melee.
  



  

    
While
Aeneas observed scenes from his own past with a stupefied
expression,
wholly absorbed in contemplation, the beautiful queen Dido advanced
toward the temple, surrounded by a retinue of young people. Like
the
goddess of the hunt, Diana, leading dances on the banks of the
Eurotas or the slopes of Cithaeron, with a thousand Oreads
encircling
her on every side, she advanced, quiver slung over her shoulder,
taller than all the other nymphs. Latona rejoiced deep in her heart
as she watched her movements. Similarly, Dido walked among her
subjects, happy, urging the work for the prosperity of the kingdom
that was taking shape. She then took her seat on a throne placed in
the center of the sanctuary, surrounded by her bodyguards, before
the
goddess's shrine.
  



  

    
The
queen was busy rendering judgments, allocating the remaining tasks,
when suddenly Aeneas saw Antaeus, Sergestus, Cloanthus, and other
men
emerge from a large crowd that the storm had scattered across
distant
and separate shores. Amazement seized him and Achates, suspended
between happiness and fear: they burned with the desire to embrace
their friends again but remained troubled in uncertainty about how
the situation would develop. They remained silent, shrouded in the
mist, waiting to learn the fate that would befall their companions,
to find out which shore their ships had anchored, for what reason
they came as envoys to implore mercy, heading toward the temple
amid
the crowd's shouts. Once inside and granted permission to speak to
Dido, it was Ilioneus, the most authoritative, who calmly laid out
the facts:
  



  

    
"O
queen, Jupiter has granted you the founding of a new citadel and
the
rule over marvelous peoples... We, wretched Trojans tossed by the
winds across every sea, are here to supplicate you. Prevent them
from
setting fire to our ships, spare a peaceful people, examine our
case
carefully and with respect. It is not our intention to disrupt your
customs, your beliefs, with weapons. We do not intend to plunder
and
then flee on the sea, as is the custom of pirates: we are not
cruel,
and, besides, such arrogance would ill befit a defeated people.
There
is an ancient land that the Greeks call Hesperia, fertile in soil
and
mighty in arms. It was once inhabited by the Enotri, and their
descendants are said to have called it Italy after one of their
kings. Well, that was our destination... But suddenly Orion emerged
from the sea currents, unleashed dreadful winds, and caused us to
be
swallowed by the depths of the waters. Defeated by the sea, we were
scattered among waves and inaccessible rocks. Few are the survivors
you have seen land on your shores. But what kind of people are you?
For what cruel belief do you prevent us from setting foot on land
and
staying on the shore? Why do you wage war against us? Perhaps you
hold humanity and their weapons in low regard, yet you should at
least fear the gods who recognize and judge good and evil. And the
most just, merciful, the best of all men, Aeneas, is our king. If
fate still keeps him alive, if he breathes and is not imprisoned in
the eternal shadows of death, then we have nothing to fear. And you
will have no reason to regret it if you wish to compete with him in
benevolence. I know that there are Trojan cities and arms even on
the
island of the Sicilians, the realm of the illustrious Acestes, who
has Trojan blood. Allow us to dry-dock our fleet, battered by the
gusts of the winds, to refit it with beams cut from the forests and
build new oars. Then we will sail in peace to Italy and Latium, if
we
manage to find our king and the other companions who were
scattered.
But if there is no longer any hope, if the sea of Libya has taken
you
forever, my dear Aeneas, sublime father of all the Trojans, if even
Ascanius in whom we placed our future hope has died, we will at
least
journey to Sicily. We will find the hospitable abodes from which we
first set out, we will see King Acestes again..."
  



  

    
His
words, through a subtle murmur, found approval among the remaining
Trojans. Dido, casting her gaze to the floor, replied with a gentle
and accommodating tone:
  



  

    
"Banish
your anxieties from your hearts, do not be afraid. Try to
understand:
it is the needs, the risks that a very recent and fragile kingdom
imposes on me, requiring extreme caution, defending the borders
with
sentinels and soldiers everywhere. Who still does not know Aeneas's
lineage, the fate of Troy, its virtues and heroes, and the fire
that
decreed the end of such a long and bloody war? The hearts of the
gods
are not so hard: the sun drives its horses close to my city,
infusing
warmth and compassion into the hearts of the subjects... and into
mine. I will ensure that your departure is safe. You will have all
kinds of help, whether you intend to seek the lands of Italy sacred
to Saturn or whether you prefer to sail toward the shores of Eryx,
near King Acestes. If you choose to stay in my kingdom, know that
this new city is also yours. Dry-dock the ships: there will be no
distinction between Carthaginians and Trojans. Ah, may heaven grant
that even Aeneas were here, driven by the same wind! I will
instruct
trusted men to explore the coasts, to check every inlet. Orders
will
be given to search the entire Libya. Perhaps he has somehow reached
the mainland and is now wandering in forests or unknown
villages."
  



  

    
Now
completely reassured, Aeneas and Achates shared the desire to
dispel
the cloud of mist that concealed them:
  



  

    
"What
do you plan to do? Everything seems to be going well, you see it as
well. The fleet and companions have been found, only Orontes is
missing, whom unfortunately we saw disappear beneath tumultuous
waves. But everything else corresponds faithfully to your mother's
predictions."
  



  

    
As
Achates spoke the last words, the mist suddenly dissolved,
disappearing into the air. Aeneas shone in the sunlight like a god,
beautiful in body and facial features that Venus herself had
bestowed
upon her son with her divine breath. His hair gleamed splendidly,
his
figure radiated with a wondrous purple light of youth, his eyes
were
gentle and intense, precious as ivory worked by an artist,
beautiful
as gold and silver set in polished marble. The crowd, astonished by
his sudden appearance, saw him turn to Dido:
  



  

    
"Behold
the Trojan Aeneas you seek, escaped from the storms of Libya.
Queen,
you alone show pity for the terrible sufferings of Troy. You alone
welcome us as friends into your abode, we who, having escaped the
Greeks and worn out by many hardships on land and sea, are in need
of
everything... We are unable to offer you worthy thanks, neither us
nor what remains of our people scattered all over the world. The
immortals will reward you, if any of the blessed ones have regard
for
the good, if there is justice for those who offer kindness. In
which
happy age were you brought to life? What noble parents gave birth
to
you, gracious queen? As long as rivers flow into the sea, as long
as
shadows cling to the mountain slopes, as long as the sky inspires
the
bright stars... Until then, wherever fate compels me to go, your
name, your grace, and your goodness will remain alive in
me."
  



  

    
He
then extended his right hand to Ilioneus, his left to Serestus, and
warmly greeted the rest of the companions, Cloanthus and the
valorous
Gìa.
  



  

    
Dido
was deeply moved both by the sight and the story of this man, so
composed:
  



  

    
"Son
of a goddess, what sad fate torments you amid so many great
dangers?
What dark force compels you to foreign shores? You must be that
Aeneas begotten from the union of Venus with Anchises before the
waves of the Simois River... I remember that Teucer, brother of
Ajax,
once went to Sidon after being driven from his homeland. He sought
a
new kingdom, with the help of my father Belus, who at the time was
plundering the wealthy island of Cyprus and ruling it. Since then,
I
have known every event about the downfall of Troy, about you, about
the Pelasgian kings. Although an enemy of the Trojans, Teucer spoke
of them with great esteem and claimed to be descended from their
lineage. Enter, young men, enter my house. Your fate is very
similar
to mine, as I, worn out by a thousand troubles, have finally
reached
this sweet land. I have known the deepest pain and learned to help
those who suffer."
  



  

    
The
queen led Aeneas toward the royal palace. She ordered sacrifices at
the temples of the immortals and finally arranged for twenty bulls
to
be sent to the Trojans remaining on the ships, along with a hundred
pigs and a hundred fat lambs, a hundred ewes, and gifts of all
kinds
with which to celebrate that day of renewed hope.
  



  

    
The
palace was adorned with extreme luxury. The banquet was prepared in
the main hall. Exquisitely woven carpets with magnificent purple
designs were unrolled, and heavy silver vessels with golden inlays
depicting the wondrous deeds of their ancestors were placed on the
tables, an endless series of events performed by so many heroic
forebears of the most remote lineages.
  



  

    
Aeneas,
afflicted by paternal love, sent Achates to the ships to bring news
to his son Ascanius and to bring him to the city. At that moment,
the
hero's every concern was focused on him. He ordered his friend to
gather some of the wealth that had survived the ruin of Troy for
the
queen: a cloak embroidered in gold, a veil with acanthus
leaf-shaped
borders, and other gifts that Helen had taken when fleeing from
Mycenae to reach the fortress of Pergamus with her forbidden love,
Paris, gifts that had come from her mother. Dido would also receive
the scepter of Ilione, Priam's eldest daughter, her pearl necklace,
and a double crown of gold set with precious stones.
  



  

    
Following
these orders, Achates hurried toward the ships. Meanwhile, Venus
contemplated new developments in the story, deep in her heart. She
devised a new plan: she decided that Cupid, transformed in
appearance, should go to Carthage in place of Ascanius, bearing
Aeneas's gifts and igniting the queen's heart with love, so that it
would consume her to the very bones. The goddess feared the
ambiguity
of the household, the lies of the Tyrians, and the cruelty of Juno.
Worries that kept her from sleeping at night.
  



  

    
"My
son," she said to Cupid, "you are my strength and my only
power; you do not fear the thunderbolts of the father of the gods.
I
come to you to seek help. Your brother Aeneas, hated by Juno, is
defeated by the sea and cast upon endless shores. But you know
this;
you have often suffered alongside me. Now he has been received by
Queen Dido, who hosts him with great generosity. What I fear,
however, is the wrath of Jupiter's wife... She certainly will not
remain aloof in such a delicate moment. Therefore, I thought to win
the queen to my side, to make her fall in love, to prevent her from
becoming a danger to the Trojans, influenced perhaps by some other
immortal. I want her to feel the same affection for Aeneas that I
do.
Now listen to how you can assist me. Another of my dear concerns is
Ascanius, who, at his father's invitation, is about to come to the
city and offer Dido some gifts that survived the burning of Troy
and
the storms at sea. I will ensure that he falls asleep; I will hide
him in the sleep on the sacred mountains of Cythera or on Idalium,
so
that he cannot discover my plans and thwart them. You, for just one
night, will take on his appearance. You are still a child; it will
not be difficult for you to mimic his features. When the queen
welcomes you with her embrace, amid the fumes of wine and the royal
feast, suffocating you with her kisses, you will inflame a
poisonous
fire in her heart."
  



  

    
Unfurling
his wings, Cupid obeyed his mother's commands. He immediately took
pleasure in adopting the gait of Aeneas's heir. Meanwhile, Venus
lulled Ascanius into a deep sleep; warming him in her own lap, she
transported him to the lofty woods of Idalium, where he was
received
by fragrant marjoram that protected his dreams with sweet-scented
flowers and gentle shade. Her son was already following Achates,
carrying the splendid gifts intended for the Queen of the
Tyrians.
  



  

    
Upon
reaching the palace, they observed that she was already seated in
the
center of the banquet on a golden couch softened with splendid
carpets. Aeneas and his companions took their places on thick
crimson
coverings.
  



  

    
Servants
brought water for their hands, delicate napkins, bread in baskets.
Fifty maids were tasked with preparing the meal and cooking the
various foods, honoring the household gods by burning offerings.
Another hundred young girls and a hundred boys, all of the same
age,
were in charge of serving at the table, transporting the dishes,
arranging the cups, and pouring drinks. Numerous Tyrians had come
to
the feast at the queen's invitation and were now comfortably
reclining on embroidered couches, admiring Aeneas's gifts. They
carefully examined the embroidered cloak and the acanthus-bordered
veil. They scrutinized Ascanius, his false words, his love-struck
gaze.
  



  

    
Dido
could not divert her gaze from the boy's face, now nearing her own
downfall. She could not satiate herself with looking at him,
becoming
inflamed by the movements of the false son of the hero, touched by
the youth and the gifts.
  



  

    
Cupid
clung to Aeneas's neck, returning the man's feigned affection as if
he were his father. Then he turned to the queen. She enveloped him
with her eyes and heart, seating him on her lap, unaware that she
was
instead entertaining such an important deity. Fulfilling Venus's
wishes, the god slowly erased the image of Sychaeus from her heart
and filled her soul, which had long been devoid of passion, with a
new flame.
  



  

    
After
the banquet, the servants cleared the tables of the leftover food
and
placed large vessels brimming with wine on them. The palace then
resounded with the joyful shouts of the guests, whose voices
enlivened the spacious halls. Lit lamps hung from the golden
ceilings, and the flames of torches triumphed over the darkness of
the night.
  



  

    
Dido
requested a golden cup richly adorned with gems, from which Belus
and
his descendants had always drunk. She filled it with nectar as
silence fell over the room.
  



  

    
"Jupiter,
protector of all guests, make this a day of joy for both the
Tyrians
and the Trojan refugees. May this day be remembered even by our
descendants. May Bacchus, the source of mirth, and merciful Juno
assist us. And you, Carthaginians, celebrate this event with light
hearts!" was the queen's prayer.
  



  

    
She
poured a few drops of wine onto the table in honor of the mightiest
among the immortals, touched the liquid with her lips, and offered
the cup to Byzas, encouraging him to drink. He emptied the cup in
great gulps, which then passed from hand to hand. Jopas, with long
hair, strummed the lyre, a pupil of the excellent Atlas. He sang of
the wanderings of the moon and the labors of the sun, the origins
of
the animal and human races, the birth of rainstorms and rainbows.
He
told of rainy Hyades, of Arcturus and the two Bears. He explained
the
winter sun and its hastening to plunge into the waters of the ocean
in winter, its lingering in the evening sky during summer
evenings.
  



  

    
The
locals applauded, soon followed by the Trojans. The queen spent the
night conversing with Aeneas and unknowingly ingesting Venus's love
potion. She inquired about Priam and Hector, Memnon's armor,
Diomedes' horses, and Achilles' strength.
  



  

    
"Please,
tell us from the beginning about the Greeks' plot, the tribulations
of your people, and your long journey... It has been seven summers
that destiny has guided you to lands and seas ever farther from
your
homeland," Dido calmly requested.
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Everyone
fell silent. All eyes were fixed on Aeneas's face. The
Carthaginians
hung on his every word. Elevated to his rightful place of honor,
the
hero began to speak:
  



  

    
"Queen,
you ask me to revive a sorrow already difficult to express. You
command me to remember how the Greeks destroyed Troy, its riches,
its
kingdom, which we can never mourn enough, and to recount all the
sorrows I have seen with my own eyes and experienced myself! Who
could restrain their tears upon hearing such misfortunes? Not even
a
Myrmidon soldier or a Dolopian with a heart as hard as Odysseus
himself... Furthermore, the damp night seems to fall from the sky,
the stars set, and invite us to sleep. But if you are truly
determined to hear about our pains and the ultimate tragedy of
Troy,
although my soul shudders at the mere recollection and hesitates to
evoke such excessive bitterness, I will speak for you.
  



  

    
The
Greek leaders, frustrated by years of war and unfavorable fate,
with
the help of Minerva, constructed a wooden horse as tall as a
mountain, joining its sides with planks of fir wood and pretending
it
was a votive offering, at least that's what people thought, to
secure
a happy return home. But in secret, within the dark belly of the
structure, they hid chosen warriors drawn by lots. The hollow of
the
belly was thus filled with a squadron of valiant soldiers.
  



  

    
Opposite
Troy is Tenedos, an island that was quite famous and wealthy during
Priam's reign, but now, unfortunately, nothing more than an
insecure
anchorage. It was there that the Greeks landed and concealed
themselves on the uninhabited shore. It was thought that they had
sailed to Mycenae, that they had definitively abandoned Troy with
the
favor of the winds. Immediately, it was as if the entire region had
suddenly emerged from a ten-year-long mourning. We opened the gates
of the cities. Oh, how beautiful it was to be free to move
anywhere,
to see the Doric encampments, the now deserted plain, the abandoned
beach... "Here the Dolopians rested, over there stood the camp
of the relentless Achilles, there they hauled the ships ashore,
from
the opposite direction, they came to engage in battle," some
said. Others stared in awe at the fatal gift offered by the goddess
Minerva. They continued to scrutinize the unsettling mass of that
wooden horse. Timetes was the first to urge the population to have
it
transported inside the walls and placed high on the citadel:
perhaps
he meant to betray us, perhaps because that was the fate foreseen
for
Troy.
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