





Latonae tacitum pertemptant gaudia pectus 


talis erat Dido talem se laeta ferebat 


per medios instans operi regnisque futuris 


tum foribus divae media testudine templi 


saepta armis solioque alte subnixa resedit 


iura dabat legesque viris operumque laborem 


partibus aequabat iustis aut sorte trahebat











cum subito Aeneas concursu accedere magno 


Anthea Sergestumque videt fortemque Cloanthum


Teucrorumque alios ater quos aequore turbo 


dispulerat penitusque alias avexerat oras 


obstipuit simul ipse simul percussus Achates 


laetitiaque metuque avidi coniungere dextras 


ardebant sed res animos incognita turbat 


dissimulant et nube cava speculantur amicti 


quae fortuna uiris classem quo litore linquant 


quid veniant cunctis nam lecti navibus ibant 


orantes veniam et templum clamore petebant





Jubilance thrills the quiet heart of Latona; so was Did, so she carried herself happily through the midst (of the crowd), urging on the work of the future kingdom (work and future kingdons).  Then, surrounded by arms (armed men), at the gates of the goddess in the middle of the temple’s vault, she sat down, resting high on her throne.  She was giving judgements and laws to the men and divided the labor of the projects in fair divisions, or (else) she was assigning by lot.





When suddenly Aeneas sees Antheus and Sergestus and brave Cloanthus approach in a group, and others of the Trojans whom the black hurricane had scattered on the sea, and had dragged far away to other shores.  Immediately he himself stands agape, immediately Achates is astounded with gladness and fear, and longing, they burned (desired) to join hands, but the unknown situation troubles their minds.  They stay hidden and they watch, cloaked in the enclosing fog, what fortune to the men, what shore they leave their fleet, and what they are coming for, chosen from the ships, asking pardon and seeking the temple with shouting.





o dea si prima repetens ab origine pergam 


et vacet annalis nostrorum audire laborum 


ante diem clauso componet Vesper Olympo 


nos Troia antiqua si vestras forte per auris 


Troiae nomen iit diversa per aequora vectos 


forte sua Libycis tempestas appulit oris








sum pius Aeneas raptos qui ex hoste penatis 


classe veho mecum fama super aethera notus 


Italiam qvaero patriam et genus ab Iove summo 


bis denis Phrygium conscendi navibus aequor 


matre dea monstrante viam data fata secutus 


vix septem convolsae undis Euroque supersunt











ipse ignotus egens Libyae deserta peragro 


Europa atque Asia pulsus nec plura querentem 


passa Venus medio sic interfata dolore est 


quisquis es haud credo invisus caelestibus auras 


vitalis carpis Tyriam qui adveneris urbem 


perge modo atque hinc te reginae ad limina perfer 


namque tibi reduces socios classemque relatam


nuntio et in tutum versis Aquilonibus actam 


ni frustra augurium vani docuere parentes

















aspice bis senos laetantis agmine cycnos 


aetheria quos lapsa plaga Iovis ales aperto 


turbabat caelo nunc terras ordine longo 


aut capere aut captas iam despectare videntur 


ut reduces illi ludunt stridentibus alis 


et coetu cinxere polum cantusque dedere 


haud aliter puppesque tuae pubesque tuorum 


aut portum tenet aut pleno subit ostia velo 


perge modo et qua te ducit via derige gressum








dixit et avertens rosea cervice refulsit 


ambrosiaeque comae divinum vertice odorem 


spiravere pedes vestis defluxit ad imos 


et vera incessu patuit dea ille ubi matrem 


agnovit tali fugientem est voce secutus 


quid natum totiens crudelis tu quoque falsis 


ludis imaginibus cur dextrae iungere dextram 


non datur ac veras audire et reddere voces











talibus incusat gressumque ad moenia tendit


at Venus obscuro gradientis aere saepsit 


et multo nebulae circum dea fudit amictu 


cernere ne quis eos neu quis contingere posset 


molirive moram aut veniendi poscere causas





“Oh, goddess, I shall repeat proceeding from the very beginning if you have the time to hear the records of our sufferings, the evening star will settle the day, Mount Olympus having been closed.  The storm has driven us carried from old Troy, if the name of Troy has gone through your ears by chance, through diverse waters by its own chance to Libyan shores.





I am pious Aeneas, who carries the household gods seized from the enemy with me on my fleet; noted by fame beyond the heavens.  I seek the Italian fatherland and my race from highest Jove.  I set out on the Phrygian sea with twenty ships with my goddess mother showing the way, I having followed the given fates.  Scarcely seven are left, having been torn up by the waves and the wind (Eurus).





Myself, a destitute nobody, wanders through the Libyan barrens, driven from Europe and Asia.”


Venus not having allowed him complaining more, interrupts in the middle of his grief thus:


“Whoever you are, I don’t believe at all that you are hated by the gods; you draw living breaths, you who have come to a Tyrian city.  Only proceed and take yourself from here to the threshold [doorway] of the queen; for now I proclaim to you your comrades are returned and your fleet brought back, and has been driven into safety with the shifting winds having turned, unless my parents falsely taught my augury in vain.”





Look at the twelve swans rejoicing in formation, whom a bird [eagle] of Jove was harassing in the open sky, having glided from the upper region.  Now they seem to hold the lands in a long line, or look down at the already captured lands now.  Just as they play, safe, wings thundering in formation they circled the sky and have given songs, not otherwise both your ships and your men either hold port or approach the harbor with full sail.  Go on now, and direct your step where the path leads you.”





She spoke and turning away, she shone from her rosy neck, and the ambrosial hair breathed divine scent from her head.  Her clothes flowed to the bottom of her feet, and a true goddess was evident by her gait.  When he recognized his mother he followed her fleeing with such a voice:


“Why do you, cruel one, also mock your son so many times with false images.  Why is it not allowed for me to join your right had to my right hand and hear and reply true words?”





With such words he accused her and he extends his stride toward the walls.  But Venus enclosed them proceeding in a dark mist and the goddess has surrounded them with a great wrap of a cloud so that no one would be able to discern them nor touch them, or to cause a delay in their way, or to ask the causes of their approach.





ipsa Paphum sublimis abit sedesque revisit 


laeta suas ubi templum illi centumque Sabaeo 


ture calent arae sertisque recentibus halant








corripuere viam interea qua semita monstrat 


iamque ascendebant collem qui plurimus urbi 


imminet adversasque aspectat desuper arces 


miratur molem Aeneas magalia quondam 


miratur portas strepitumque et strata viarum 


instant ardentes Tyrii pars ducere muros 


molirique arcem et manibus subvoluere saxa








pars optare locum tecto et concludere sulco 


iura magistratusque legunt sanctumque senatum 


hic portus alii effodiunt hic alta theatris 


fundamenta locant alii immanisque columnas 


rupibus excidunt scaenis decora apta futuris











qualis apes aestate nova per florea rura


exercet sub sole labor cum gentis adultos 


educunt fetus aut cum liquentia mella 


stipant et dulci distendunt nectare cellas 


aut onera accipiunt venientum aut agmine facto 


ignavum fucos pecus a praesepibus arcent 


fervet opus redolentque thymo fraglantia mella








o fortunati quorum iam moenia surgunt 


Aeneas ait et fastigia suspicit urbis 


infert se saeptus nebula mirabile dictu 


per medios miscetque viris neque cernitur ulli 


lucus in urbe fuit media laetissimus umbrae





quo primum iactati undis et turbine Poeni 


effodere loco signum quod regia Iuno 


monstrarat caput acris equi sic nam fore bello 


egregiam et facilem victu per saecula gentem











hic templum Iunoni ingens Sidonia Dido 


condebat donis opulentum et numine divae 


aerea cui gradibus surgebant limina nexaeque 


aere trabes foribus cardo stridebat aenis 


hoc primum in luco nova res oblata timorem


leniit hic primum Aeneas sperare salutem 


ausus et adflictis melius confidere rebus








eniit hic primum Aeneas sperare salutem 


ausus et adflictis melius confidere rebus 


namque sub ingenti lustrat dum singula templo 


reginam opperiens dum quae fortuna sit urbi 


artificumque manus inter se operumque laborem 


miratur videt Iliacas ex ordine pugnas 


bellaque iam fama totum vulgata per orbem





She herself departed for Paphos and happy, she revisited her dwelling places, where there is a temple to her, and a hundred altars are burning with Sabaean incense and are fragrant with fresh wreaths.





Meanwhile they hastened on the road, where the path shows.  And now they were ascending a hill, which hangs over the city with its opposing size and looks at the facing citadels from above.  Aeneas marvels at the structures, huts once; he marvels at the gates and the commotion and the pavement of the roads.  The eager Tyrians urge on, some to build walls, some to erect a citadel,





And some to roll stones up with their hands.  Some to choose the site for a house and to enclose it with a ditch.  They choose the magistrates and make the laws and they choose the revered senate.  Here some dig out harbors, here others establish foundations for theatres, and others cut out immense columns from cliffs, high decorations for future stages.





Such work as occupies the bees in early summer in the flowery fields, under the sun, when they raise the adult offspring of the race or press liquid honey and stretch the cells with sweet nectar, or receive the burden of the ones arriving, or they keep the lazy heard from their hives with a line having been formed; the work glows, and the fragrant honey smells of thyme.





“O fortunate whose walls already rise!” says Aeneas and looks up at the roofs of the city, and brings himself forward surrounded by the mist, an amazing thing to tell; [he walks] through the middle and mingles with men, and he is not seen by anyone.





There was a grove in the middle of the city very blessed in shade where the Phoenicians, tossed by the waves and a whirlwind, first dug up a token from the place which royal Juno showed them: the head of a fierce horse, thus the race will be outstanding in war and easy to sustain throughout the ages.





Here Sidonean Dido was building a temple to Juno, rich in gifts and divine will of the goddess, whose bronze doorways were rising from the steps, and beams having been laced with bronze, and hinges creaking on bronze doors.  Here in this (grove), first a new matter having been presented softened his fear: there Aeneas first dared to hope for salvations, and to trust for a better situation [ (?) in his shadowed fates]





While surveying every single thing in the great temple, waiting for the queen, while he marvels what the city’s fortune is, and the hands of the artists and the difficulty of the work within himself, he sees Trojan battles in order and wars published through the whole world by fame.





Atridas Priamumque et saevum ambobus Achillem 


constitit et lacrimans quis iam locus inquit Achate 


quae regio in terris nostri non plena laboris 


en Priamus sunt hic etiam sua praemia laudi 


sunt lacrimae rerum et mentem mortalia tangunt 


solve metus feret haec aliquam tibi fama salutem 


sic ait atque animum pictura pascit inani














multa gemens largoque umectat flumine vultum 


namque videbat uti bellantes Pergama circum 


hac fugerent Grai premeret Troiana iuventus 


hac Phryges instaret curru cristatus Achilles











nec procul hinc Rhesi niveis tentoria velis 


adgnoscit lacrimans primo quae prodita somno


Tydides multavuastabat caede cruentus 


ardentisque avertit equos in castra prius quam 


pabula gustassent Troiae Xanthumque bibissent








parte alia fugiens amissis Troilus armis 


infelix puer atque impar congressus Achilli 


fertur equis curruque haeret resupinus inani 


lora tenens tamen huic cervixque comaeque trahuntur 


per terram et versa pulvis inscribitur hasta 


interea ad templum non aequae Palladis ibant 


crinibus Iliades passis peplumque ferebant 


suppliciter tristes et tunsae pectora palmis 


diva solo fixos oculos aversa tenebat





ter circum Iliacos raptaverat Hectora muros 


exanimumque auro corpus vendebat Achilles 


tum vero ingentem gemitum dat pectore ab imo 


ut spolia ut currus utque ipsum corpus amici 


tendentemque manus Priamum conspexit inermis 


se quoque principibus permixtum agnovit Achiuis 


Eoasque acies et nigri Memnonis arma








ducit Amazonidum lunatis agmina peltis


Penthesilea furens mediisque in milibus ardet 


aurea subnectens exsertae cingula mammae 


bellatrix audetque viris concurrere virgo 








dum stupet obtutuque haeret defixus in uno 


regina ad templum forma pulcherrima Dido 


incessit magna iuvenum stipante caterua 


qualis in Eurotae ripis aut per iuga Cynthi 


exercet Diana choros quam mille secutae 


hinc atque hinc glomerantur Oreades illa pharetram 


fert umero gradiensque deas supereminet omnis





Sons of Atrius, Priam; and Achilles savage to both.  He halted, and weeping, said,


“Now what place, Achates, what region on earth [is] not full of our suffering?  Look, Priam!  Here also its own merits are to bravery (bravery has its own merits); there are tears for [our] trials, and mortal woes touch the mind.  Dismiss [your] fears; this fame will carry some safety to you.”


Thus he spoke and he feasts his mind on the empty (lifeless)  picture





Groaning much, he drenches his face with a plentiful river (of tears), for now he saw how the warring Greeks were fleeing here around Pergama, and how the Trojan youth were pressing; there the Trojans fleeing, with Achilles pressing in his chariot in his crested helmet; 





And not far from here, crying, he recognizes Rhesus’ tents with white cloth, betrayed in first (early) sleep, [and] bloody Diomedes destroyed [them] with much killing and turned away the ardent horses into the camp, before they could eat Trojan food or drink the Xanthus.





And in another, Troilus, arms having been scattered, fleeing, unfortunate boy, and unequal match with Achilles, is dragged through the earth, and the dust is drawn on by his inverted spear.  Meanwhile the Ilian women were going to the temple of unjust Pallas with hair disheveled and they were carrying the robe in supplication, and sad, they beat their breasts with their hands, the goddess having turned away held her fixed eyes to the ground.





Three times Achilles had dragged Hector around the Trojan walls and sold his lifeless body for gold.  For indeed he produces a tremendous groan from the bottom of his heart as he saw the spoils, the chariots, and his friend’s body itself, and Priam stretching unarmed hands, and he recognized himself too, mixed in with the leaders of the Greeks, and (he recognized) the Eastern battle lines, the black arms of Memnon.





Raging Penthesilia of the Amazons leads her battle lines with crescent-shaped shields, and she burns in the middle of the thousands, fastening her hold belt under her exposed breasts, a warrior and a maiden, she dares to charge against men:





While these things seemed worthy of wonder by Trojan Aeneas, while he stares he clings in one gaze, fixed, Queen Dido, most beautiful in appearance, has walked into the temple with a great group of young men crowding around, such as when Diana leads her choral dancers on the banks of Eurota or through the ridges of Mt Cynthus and however many there are, a thousand mountain nymphs gather around there: she carries a quiver on her shoulder and as she walks she stands taller than all the other goddesses:





Test #5: Book I, lines 372-519						   	Derek Hommel








