



 










But Pallas sends forth the spear with great force, and snatches his shining sword from its hollow sheath. It flying struck where the top coverings of the shoulder rise, and having pushed a way through the rim of the shield at length, it even grazed a part of the great body of Turnus.





Here Turnus balancing for a long time a spear tipped with sharp iron, throws it against Pallas, and he speaks thus: “See whether our weapon is more able to penetrate.” He had spoken, but with a vibrating blow the spear point pierces through the middle of the shield, through so many layers of iron, through so many of bronze, although bull’s hide surrounds it so many times having been put around, [and it] pierces the obstructions of the cuirass and the great breast.





In vain he seizes the hot weapon from that wound; in one the same way blood and spirit follow. He falls into the wound – arms gave a clash above – and he seeks the enemy earth, dying, with bloody mouth. Turnus standing above him says: “Arcadians, remembering my words, carry back these, my words, to Evander: I send back Pallas just as he deserved; 








I grant whatever honor there is of the tomb, whatever consolation in burial. By no means will the hospitality of Aeneas stand at small [price] for him.” And having spoken thus he pressed with his left foot him lifeless, seizing the great weight of the baldric and the crime having been pressed upon it: on one matrimonial night the band of youths was slaughtered horribly, and the bloody bedchambers; that [which] Clonus of Eurytus had engraved with much gold. Now Turnus having won over the spoils exults and rejoices. Unknowing is the mind of men, of fate and future lots, and to keep moderation having been lifted in favorable times. 





There will be a time for Turnus when he will have wished Pallas had been purchased untouched with a great price and when he will hate the spoils and the day. But his friends, crowded in great numbers with tears and great groaning around Pallas, bore him back placed on his shield. O, the sorrow and great glory, [you] about to return to your father; this first day gave you to war, the same day carried you away. While nevertheless you left great heaps of Rutulians!
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Pallas aims at him, thus having prayed before: “Allow now, father Tiber, to [this] weapon, which I balance ready to be thrown, fortune and a path through the chest of dire Halaesus. Your oak will have these arms and the spoils of the hero.” The god heard these things, while Halaesus protected Iamon, he unhappily gives his defenseless chest to the Arcadian spear. But Lausus, a strong force of war, does not desert the lines so thoroughly frightened by the man’s great slaughter. First he kills Abas set against him, a knot and delay of the battle. The Arcadian youth is spread out, the Etruscans are spread out, and you, O Trojans, bodies not destroyed by the Greeks. 








The lines come together with equal leaders and strength: the end lines thicken and the mob does not allow weapons or the bands [of men] to be moved. Here Pallas presses and urges. Here Lausus opposes, and [between them] age does not differ much, they distinguished in form, but to whom fortune had denied a return to the fatherland.


The ruler of great Olympus doesn’t allow them themselves to join in battle between themselves, their own fates await them soon under a greater enemy. Meanwhile the loving sister warns Turnus to approach Lausus, who severs the middle line with swift chariot. When he saw his comrades he says these things: “It is time to cease fighting; I alone am borne against Pallas, Pallas is owed to me alone. I would with that his father himself were present as spectator.” He says these, and the comrades departed from the plain as ordered. 








But then the youth gazes in awe at the Rutulian departure having marveled at the arrogant commands and he turns his eyes on Turnus over his huge body and he goes over everything from a distance with fierce sight, he goes against the words of the tyrant with such words: 





Either I will be praised because of the rich captured spoils or my distinguished death: my father is equal to each lot. Cast aside your threats." having spoken he proceeds into the middle of the battlefield; for the Arcadians the cold blood comes together into their heart. Turnus jumps down from his chariot, as a foot soldier he prepares to go into hand-to-hand battle; even as a lion flies, when it has seen from his high lookout a bull standing at a distance preparing for a battle in the camps, the image of Turnus coming is not otherwise.





When he believed that he would be close enough for a spear that has been thrown, Pallas goes first, if in any way chance might help the bold with unequal strength, and he speaks thus to the great heavens: “Through the hospitality of my fathers tables, to which you approached as a guest, I pray you, Hercules, may you be present at this massive undertaking. May Turnus perceive me taking his bloodstained arms dying and may the dying eyes of Turnus bear me as victor". Hercules heard the youth and presses a great groan from the depths of his heart and pours forth the useless tears.





Then the father adresses the son with friendly words: "Ones day is fixed for each person; the time of life for all is short and irretrievable; but to extend ones fame by deeds, this is the work of courage. Under the high walls of Troy so many sons of gods have fallen, in fact Sarpedon has fallen along with them, my offspring; also his own fates call Turnus and he has reached the turning point of the life given to him" Thus he speaks, and he casts his eyes from the fields of the Rutulians








Euandri quem sic Pallas petit ante precatus 	


da nunc Thybri pater ferro quod missile libro 	


fortunam atque uiam duri per pectus Halaesi 	


haec arma exuuiasque uiri tua quercus habebit 	


audiit illa deus dum texit Imaona Halaesus 	


Arcadio infelix telo dat pectus inermum 	


at non caede uiri tanta perterrita Lausus 	


pars ingens belli sinit agmina primus Abantem 	


oppositum interimit pugnae nodumque moramque 	


sternitur Arcadiae proles sternuntur Etrusci 	


et uos o Grais imperdita corpora Teucri





agmina concurrunt ducibusque et uiribus aequis 	


extremi addensent acies nec turba moueri 	


tela manusque sinit hinc Pallas instat et urget 	


hinc contra Lausus nec multum discrepat aetas 	


egregii forma sed quis Fortuna negarat 	


in patriam reditus ipsos concurrere passus 	


haud tamen inter se magni regnator Olympi 	


mox illos sua fata manent maiore sub hoste 	


interea soror alma monet succedere Lauso


Turnum qui uolucri curru medium secat agmen 	


ut uidit socios tempus desistere pugnae 	


solus ego in Pallanta feror soli mihi Pallas 	


debetur cuperem ipse parens spectator adesset 	


haec ait et socii cesserunt aequore iusso





at Rutulum abscessu iuuenis tum iussa superba 	


miratus stupet in Turno corpusque per ingens 	


lumina uoluit obitque truci procul omnia uisu


talibus et dictis it contra dicta tyranni 


	


spoliis ego iam raptis laudabor opimis


aut leto insigni sorti pater aequus utrique est 	


tolle minas fatus medium procedit in aequor 	


frigidus Arcadibus coit in praecordia sanguis 	


desiluit Turnus biiugis pedes apparat ire 	


comminus utque leo specula cum uidit ab alta 	


stare procul campis meditantem in proelia taurum 	


aduolat haud alia est Turni uenientis imago





hunc ubi contiguum missae fore credidit hastae 	


ire prior Pallas si qua fors adiuuet ausum 	


uiribus imparibus magnumque ita ad aethera fatur


patris hospitium et mensas quas aduena adisti 	


te precor Alcide coeptis ingentibus adsis 	


cernat semineci sibi me rapere arma cruenta 	


uictoremque ferant morientia lumina Turni 	


audiit Alcides iuuenem magnumque sub imo 	


corde premit gemitum lacrimasque effundit inanis





tum genitor natum dictis adfatur amicis 	


sua cuique dies breue et inreparabile tempus 	


omnibus est uitae sed famam extendere factis 	


hoc uirtutis opus Troiae sub moenibus altis 	


tot gnati cecidere deum quin occidit una 	


Sarpedon mea progenies etiam sua Turnum 	


fata uocant metasque dati peruenit ad aeui 	


sic ait atque oculos Rutulorum reicit aruis





at Pallas magnis emittit uiribus hastam 	


uaginaque caua fulgentem deripit ensem 	


illa uolans umeri surgunt qua tegmina summa 	


incidit atque uiam clipei molita per oras 	


tandem etiam magno strinxit de corpore Turni





hic Turnus ferro praefixum robur acuto


in Pallanta diu librans iacit atque ita fatur 	


aspice num mage sit nostrum penetrabile telum 	


dixerat at clipeum tot ferri terga tot aeris 	


quem pellis totiens obeat circumdata tauri 	


uibranti cuspis medium transuerberat ictu 	


loricaeque moras et pectus perforat ingens





ille rapit calidum frustra de uulnere telum 	


una eademque uia sanguis animusque sequuntur 	


corruit in uulnus super arma dedere 	


et terram hostilem moriens petit ore cruento 	


quem Turnus super adsistens 	


Arcades haec inquit memores mea dicta referte 	


Euandro qualem meruit Pallanta remitto





quisquis honos tumuli quidquid solamen humandi est 	


largior haud illi stabunt Aeneia paruo 	


hospitia et laeuo pressit pede talia fatus 	


exanimem rapiens immania pondera baltei 	


impressumque nefas una sub nocte iugali 	


caesa manus iuuenum foede, thalamique cruenti 	


quae Clonus Eurytides multo caelauerat auro


quo nunc Turnus ouat spolio gaudetque potitus 	


nescia mens hominum fati sortisque futurae 	


et seruare modum rebus sublata secundis





Turno tempus erit magno cum optauerit emptum 	


intactum Pallanta et cum spolia ista diemque 	


oderit at socii multo gemitu lacrimisque 	


impositum scuto referunt Pallanta frequentes 	


o dolor atque decus magnum rediture parenti 	


haec te prima dies bello dedit haec eadem aufert 	


cum tamen ingentis Rutulorum linquis aceruos

















