


 



 





 









 









 





 



















 



 









 









 









35 THE #WNEID * Book I. 

Soon as the banquet paus’d, to raife their fouls 

With fparkling wine they crown the maffy bowls. 
Thro’ the wide hall the rolling echo bounds, ~ 

‘The palace rings, the vaulted dome refounds. 
The blazing torches, and the lamps difplay, 975 
From golden roofs, an artificial day, - 
Now Dido crowns the bow! of ftate with wine, 
The bowl of Belus, and the regal line. 

Her hands aloft the fhining goblet hold, 
Pond’rous with gems, and rough with {eulptur’d gold. 
When filence was proclaim’d, the royal fair, 981 
Thus to the gods addreft her fervent pray’r, 

Almighty Jove | who plead’it the ftranger’s caufe; 
Great guardian god of hofpitable laws ! 
Qh! grant this day to circle fill with joy, 985 
Thro’ late pofterity, to Tyre and Troy. 

Be thou, O Bacchus! god of mirth, a guelt; 

And thou, O Juno! grace the genial feaft. 

And you, my lords of Tyre, your fears remove, 

And thew your guefts benevolence and love. 990 
She faid, and on the board, in open view, 

‘The firft libation to the gods fhe threw : 

Then fip’d the wine, and gave to Bitias’ hand : 
He rofe, obedient to the queen’s command; 

At once the thirfly Trojan fwill’d the whole, 995 

Sunk the full gold, and drain’d the foaming bowl. 
Then thro’ the peers, with {parkling ne@ar crown’d, 
The goblet circles, and the health goes round, 
With curling treffes grac’d, and rich attire, 
Topas ftands, and iweeps the golden lyre;  
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The truths, which ancient Atlas taught, he fings, 

And nature’s fecrets, on the founding ftrings. 
Why Cynthia changes; why the fin retires, 
Shorn of his radiant beams, and genial fires.; 
From what originals, and caufés, came ~ 1005 
Mankind and beafts, the rain, and rifing flame; 

Aréturus, dreadful with his ftormy flar; ச 
‘The wat’ry Hyads, and the northern car ; 
Why funs in fummer the flow nights detain, 
And rufh fo fwift in winter to the main. 1010 
With thouts the Tyrians praife the fong divine, 
And in the loud applaufe the Trojans join. 
The queen, in various tall, prolongs the hours, 

Drinks deep of loye, and ev’ry word devours; 
This moment longs of Heétor to enquire, 1015 
‘The next of Priam, his unhappy fire ; 
What arms adorn’d Aurora’s glorious fon ; 
Row high, above his hofts, Achilles fhone; 
How brave Tydides thunder’d on his cars 2. 
How his fierce courfers {wept the ranks of war. 1020 
Nay, but at large; my godlike gueft, relate 
The Grecian wiles, fhe {aid, and Tlion’s fate; 
How far your courfe around the globe extends, an 
And what the woes and fortunes of yourfriends: ;~ 
For, fince you wander’d every fhore and fea, 026 
Have fey’n revolving fummers roll’d aways 

௩ END OF THE FIRST BOOK, 
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Tho’ falfe the charge, the glorious hero bled, 
But now the Greeks deplore the warrior dead. 
Me, yet a youth, my father fent to fhare 
With him, my kinfman, in the toils of war, 
Long as that hero ftood fecure from fate, 
Long as his counfels prop’d the Grecian ftate, 
Ev’n I could boaft an honourable name, ௪ 

And claim fome title toa fhare of fame ; 115 

But when the prince, (a well-known truth I tell,) 
By dire Ulyffes’ arts and envy fell ; 
Soon as he ceas’d to breathe this vital air, 
I drag’d my days in darknefs and defpair. 

And, if kind heav’n fhou’d give me back once more 
Safe and triumphant to my native fhore, 125 
For innocence condemn’d, revenge I vow’d, 

Mad as I was, and fpoke my rage aloud. 
This mov’d Ulyffes’ hate, and hence arofe 

My patt misfortunes, and my prefent woes. 125 
Eager he fought the means, and watch’d the time 

To charge me too with fome pretended crime. 
For confcious of his guilt, my death he vow’d, 
And with dark hints amus’d the lifVning crowd. 
At length with Calchas he concerts the fcheme— 130 

But why, why dwell I on this hateful theme ? 

Or why detain you with a tale of woe ? 
Since you determine ev’ry Greek, a foe, 

Strike, ftrike; th’ Atrides will my death enjoys 
And dire Ulyffes thank the ford of Troy. 135 
Now blind to Grecian frauds, we burn to know 

With fond defire the caufes of his woes 
் Who  
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Henceforth let Greece no more thy thoughts employ, 
But live a fubjeét and a fon of Troy; 
‘With truth and ftritt fincerity proceed, 200 
Say, to what end they fram’d this monftrous fteed ; 

Who was its author, what his aim, declare; 

Some folema vow ? or engine of the war? 
Skill’dein the frauds of Greece, the captive rears | 

His hands unfhackled to the golden flars; 205, 
You, ye eternal {plendors! he exclaims, * ! 

And you divine inviolable flames, 

Ye fatal fwords and altars, which I fled, 
Ye wreaths that circled this devoted head ; 

All, all, atteft! that juftly I releafe 
My fworn allegiance to the laws of Greece, 
Renounce my country, hate her fons, and lay 
‘Their inmoft counfels open to the day. 
And thou, O Troy, by Sinon fhatch’d from fate, 

Spare, {pare the wretch, who faves the Phrygian ftate, 

Greece on Minerva’s aid rely’d alone, 216 
Since firft the labours of the war begun. 
But from that execrable point of time, 
When Ithacus, the firft in ev’ry crime, 
With Tideus’ impious fon, the guards had flain, 220 
And brought her image from the Phrygian fane, 
Diftain’d her facred wreaths with murderous hands, 
Still red and reeking from the flaughter’d bands; 
Then ceas’d the triumphs of the Grecian train, 
And their full tide of conqueft funk again 5 22), 
Their ftrength decay’d, and many a dreadful fign 
To trembling Greece proclaim’d the wrath divine. 

Scarce 

i 

 



 



 







 



 



 



 



Book II. ... OF VIRGIL. 57 

Thefe when I faw; with fierce collected might, 

Breathing revenge, and crowding to the fight ; 

With warmth I thus addrefs’d the gen’rous train: 465 
Ye bold, brave youths, but bold and brave in vain ! 

If by your dauntlefs fouls impell’d, you dare 
With me to try th’ extremities of war; 

You fee our hopelefs ftate; how every god,» 
Who guarded Troy, has left his old abode; 470 
You aid a town. already funk in fire; 
Fly, fly to arms, and glorioufly expire ; 
Let all rufh on, and, yanquith’d as we are, 
Catch one laft beam of fafety from defpair. 
Thus while my words inflame the lift’ning crew, 475 

With rage redoubled to the fight they flew 
As hungry wolves, while clouds involve the day, 
Ruth from their dens ; and, prowling wide for prey, 

Howl to the tempeft, while the favage brood, 

Stretcht in the cavern, pant and thirft for blood; 480 
So thro’ the town, determin’d to expire, 

Through the thick ftorm of darts, and {moke and fire, 

Wrapt and furrounded with the fhades of night, 
We rufh’d to certain death, and mingled in the fight. 

, What tongue the dreadful flaughter could difclofe ? 
oh! what tears could anfwer half our woes? 486 

The glorious emprefs of the nations round, 
Majeftic Troy, lay level’d with the ground ; 

Her murder’d natives crowded her abodes, க 
Her ftreets, her domes, the temples of her gods. 49° 

* Nor Ilion bled alone: her turn fucceeds ; ; 

And then fhe conquers, -S proud Argos bleeds;-.. 
3 முஸ்...  
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Now from the palace-walls tumultuous ring 

The fhouts, and call us to defend the king ; 

There we beheld the rage of fight, and there 585 

The throne of death, and center of the war; 

A Troy, all Troy befide had ‘lept in peace, 

Nor ftain'’d by flaughter, nor alarm’d iby Greece. 

Shield lock’d in fhield, advance the Grecian pow’rs, 

_ To burit the gates, and ftorm the regal tow’rs; 59° 

Fly up the fteep afcent where danger calls, 

And fix their {caling engines in the walls. 

High in the left they grafp’d the fenceful shield, 

Fierce in the rightithe rocky ramparts held ; 

Roofs, tow’rs, and battlements the Trojans throw, 595 

A pile of ruins! on the Greeks below; 
Catch for defence the weapons of defpair, 

In thefe the dire extremes of death and war. 

Now on their heads the pond’rous beams are roll’d, 

By Troy’s firft monarchs erufted round with gold. 60¢e 

‘Here thronging troops with glitt’ring faulchions ftand, 

To guard the portals, and the door command. 

Strait to the palace, fir’d with hopes, I go 
To aid the vanquifh’d, and repel the foe. 

A fecret portico contriv’d behind, She Gos 
Great Heétor’s manfion to the palace join’d, 

By which his haplefs princefs oft would bring 

Her royal infant to the good-old king. 
This way the topmoft battlements I gain, 
Whence the tir’d Trojans threw their darts in vain. 

Rais’d on a lofty point, a turret rears 611 
Her ftately head unrival’d to the ftars; 

From  
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The facred rooms of Troy’s firft monarchs lie, 
With Priam’s pomp, profan’d by every eye ; 

Th arms the centries to the breach repair, 

And fland embody’d, to repel the war. 
Now far within, the regal rooms difclofe, 

Loud and more loud, a direful {cene of woes; 
; The roof refounds with female fhrieks and cries, 
| And the fhrill echo ftrikes the diftant fkies. 

The trembling matrons fly from place to place, 
|. And kifs the pillars with a lait embrace; 650 
_ Bold Pyrrhus ftorms with all his father’s fire ; 

_ The barriers burft; the vanquifh’d guards retire; 
The fhatter’d doors the thund’ring engines ply ; 
‘The bolts leap bacle ; the founding hinges fly ; 

| The war breaks in; loud fhont the hoftile train; 655 
The gates are ftorm’d; the foremoft foldiers flain: 

_ Through the wide courts the crowding Argives roam, 
_ And farm triumphant round the regal dome. 
| Not half fo fierce the foamy deluge bounds, 

And burfts refiftlefs o’er the level’d mounds ; 660 
Pours down the vale, and roaring o’er the plain, 

_ Sweeps herds, and hinds, and houfes to the main. 
Thefe eyes within the gate th’ Atrides view’d, 

And furious Pyrrhus cover’d o’er with blood ; 
Sad they beheld, amid the mournful icene, 665 
The hundred daughters with the mother queen, 

_ And Priam’s felf polluting with his gore, 
» Thofe flames, he hallow’d at the {hrines before. 
‘The fifty bridal rooms, a work divine ! 
(Such were his hopes of a long regal line) 670 
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Book 17, OF VIRGIT 67 
Had leap’d down headlong from the lofty {pires, 
Tir’d with their toils; or plung’d amidft the fires. 

Thus left alone, and wand’ring, I furvey 760 

Where trembling Helen clofe and filent lay 
In Vefta’s porch ; and by the difmal glare 
Of rolling flames difcern the fatal fair ; ‘ 
The common plague! by Troy and Greece abhor’d ! 
She fear’d alike the vengeful Trojan fword, rst 
Her injur’d country, and abandon’d lord ! 
Faft by the fhrine I {py’d the lurking dame, 
And all my foul was kindled into flame : 
My ruin’d country to revenge, I ftood 
Tn wrath refolv’d to fhed her impious blood. 770 
Shall the, this guilty fair, return in peace, 
A queen, triumphant, through the realms of Greece, 
And fee, attended by her Phrygian train, 
Her home, her parents, {poufe, and fons again? 
For her curft caufe fhall raging flames deftroy 775 
‘The flately ftru€tures of imperial Troy ? 
So many flaughters drench the Dardan fhore ? 
ind Priam’s felf lie welt’ring in his gore ? 
No !—the thall die—for tho’ the vitor gain 
‘No fame, no triumph for a woman flain ; 780 
Yet if by jut revenge the traitrefs bleed, 
The world confenting will applaud the deed : 

To my own vengeance I devote her head, 
And the great fpirits of our heroes dead. 
i Thus while I rav’d, I faw my mother rife, 785 

onfefs’d a goddefs, to my wond’ring eyes, 
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Bid him be reconcil’d to life once more, 
Nor urge a fate, that flew too {wift before. 
Unmoved, he {till determines to maintain 

His crue] purpofe, and we plead in vain. 
Once more I hurry to the dire alarms, 

To end a miferable life in arms; 

For oh ! what meafures could I now purfuey 

When death, and only death, was left in view : 
| To fly the foe, and leave your age alone, 

Could fuch a fire propofe to fuch a fon ? 
If ’tis by your’s and Heav’n’s high will decreed, 885 
That you, and all, with haplefs Troy, mutt bleed ; 

Tfnot her leaft remains you deign to fave ; 

Behold! the door lies open to the grave. 
Pyrrhus will foon be here, all cover’d o’er 
And red from venerable Priam’s gore ; 890 
Who ftab’d the fon before the father’s view, 

Then at the fhrine the royal father flew. 
Why, heavenly mother! did thy guardian care 
Snatch me from fires, and fhield me in the war? 

Within thefe walls to fee the Grecians roam, 895 

And purple flaughter ftride ‘around the dome; 

To fee my murder’d confort, fon, and fire, 

Steep’d in each other’s blood, on heaps expire ! 
Arms! arms! my friends, with {peed my arms fupply, 
“Tis our laft hour, and fummons us to die; * goo 
My arms !—in yain you hold me,—let me go 

Give, give me back this moment to the foe, 
*Tis Well—we will not tamely perith all, 
But die = Tene and triumph in our fall. 

B 4  
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A flar fliot fweeping through the fhades of night, 935 

_ And drew behind a radiant trail of light, ‘ 

' That o’er the palace, gliding from above, 
To point.our way, defcends in Ida’s grove; 
Then left a long continu’d ftream in view, 

The track flill glittering where the glory few. 940 
The fame paft gleaming with a bluith glares 

) And fmokes of fulphur fill the tainted air. 
) At this conyince’d, arofe my reverend fire, 

Addrefs’d the gods, and hail’d the facred fire. 

Proceed, my friends, no longer I delay, 945 
But inftant follow where you lead the way. 

Ye gods, by thefe your omens, you ordain 

| That from the womb of fate fhall rife again, 
_ To light and life, a glorious fecond Troy ; 

l Then fave this houfe, and this aufpicious boy; 950 
Conyine’d by omens fo divinely bright, ; 
T go, my fon, companion of thy flight. 
This he—and nearer now in curling fpires 

> Through the long walls roll’d on the roaring fires. 
Hafte then, my fire, I cry’d, my neck afcend, 955 

| With joy beneath your facred load I bend ; 
| Together will we fhare, where-e’er I go, 
One ‘common welfare, or one common woe. 

+ Ourfelf with &are will young Tiilus lead ; 
_ Atfafer diftaice you my fpoufe fucceed : g60 
_ Heed too thefe orders, ye attendant train; Po 

Without the walls ftands Ceres’ vacant fane, 

_ Rais’d on a mount; an aged cyprefs near, — 
'Freferv’d for ages with religious fear 5 

ரமன, 
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Nor feel the victor’s chain, nor captive’s fhame, 

A flave to fome imperious Argive dame. 1055 
No !—born a princefs, fprung from heav’n above, 

Ally’d to, Venus, and deriv’d from Jove, 
Sacred from Greece, ’tis mine, in thefe abodes, 

To ferve the glorious mother of the gods. 
Farewell ; and to our fon thy care approve,» 1060 
Our fon, the pledge of our commutual love. 

Thus fhe; and as 1 wept, and wifh’d to fay 

Ten thoufand things, diffolv’d in air away. 
Thrice round her neck my eager arms I threw; 

Thrice from my empty arms the phantom flew, 1065 

Swift as the wind, with momentary flight, 

Swift as a fleeting vifion of the night. 
Now, day approaching, to my longing train, 
From ruin’d Ilion I return again; 

“To whom, with wonder and furprize, I find 1070 
A mighty crowd of new companions join’d 5 

A hoft of willing exiles round me ftand, 
-Matrons, and men, a-miferable band; 
ager the wretches pour from every fide, 
‘To fhare my fortunes on the foamy tide; 1075 
Valiant, and arm’d, my conduét they implore, 

To lead and fix them on fome foreign fhore : 
And now, o’er Ida with an early ray 
Blames the bright ftar, that leads the golden day. 
No hopes of aid in view, and every gate 1080 
Poffeft by Greece, at length I yield to fate. 

Safe o’er the hill my father I convey, 
‘And bear the venerable load away. 

END OF THE SECOND BOOK, 
THE  



 



 



 



VIR GIL’s 4 N EID. 

THE 

ஐ அரு. நடு எரு 

HEN Heav’n deftroy’d, by too fevere a fate, 
The throne of Priam, and the Phrygian ftate, 

When Troy, tho’ Neptune rais’d her bulwarks round, 
The pride of Afia, fmok’d upon the ground; 
We fought in vacant regions new abodes, 
Call'd by the guiding omens of the gods, 
Secret, a fudden navy we provide, 
‘Beneath Antandros and the hills of Ide. 
Doubtful, where Heav’n would fix our wand’ring trains 
Our gather’d pow’rs prepare to plow the main. 1௦ 
Scarce had the fummer thot a genial ray; 
My fire commands the canvas to difplay, t 
And fteer wherever Fate fhould point the way. 
With tears T leave the port, my native fhore, 
And thofe dear fields, where Ilion rofe before. 15 
An exil’d wretch, I lead into the floods 
My fon, my friends, and all my vanquifh’d gods. 
Vou, IL, G The  



 





 





 





 







 







 



 







 



 























 



 



 



 



 



 



 









 





 



 



 





 





 







 



 



 



 









 





 





 





 











 



 





 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 





 





 



 



 



 



 



 







 





 





 



 



 



 



 





 







 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 


