



[a few] Figures of Speech
Chiasmus

post multa tuorum funera post varios hominumque urbisque labores 

Chiasmus

fuge nate dea teque his ait eripe flammis  

IO / Synecdoche

correpta dura bipenni limina 

IO / Personification 
domus interior gemitu miseroque tumultu  




miscetur penitusque cavae plangoribus aedes  




femineis ululant ferit aurea sidera clamor

Simile / Litotes

non sic aggeribus ruptis cum spumeus amnis...

Hyperbole

vidi Hecubam centumque nurus 

Hendiadys

barbarico postes auro spoliisque superbi  

Metonymy

et inutile ferrum 







Now trembling mothers wander the vast roofs [palace], holding the door posts and placing kisses on them. Pyrrhus drives forward with his father’s strength; neither barriers nor the guards themselves are able to endure him. The door totters with repeated ramming, and the door having been moved falls from the hinge: a road is made by violence. The Greeks having been let in burst forth from the entrance and butcher the first [guards] and fill the locations widely with soldiery.





Not unlike as when a foamy river, dikes having burst, has overflowed an has surmounted the opposing masses [dikes] with a whirlpool, and raving it is carried onto the fields in a heap and drives the herds along with their stables through the fields. I myself saw Neoptolemus, mad with slaughter, and the twin sons of Atreus [Agamemnon & Menelaus]; 





I saw Hecuba and her fifty daughters-in-law, and Priam polluting those flames through the altars with blood, [those flames] which he had consecrated himself. Those fifty bedrooms, ample hope of grandsons, the door posts proud with spoils of foreign gold, fall. [hendiadys – lit “proud with foreign gold and spoils”] The Greeks hold where the fire fails. Perchance, you ask, what were the fates of Priam, when he saw the fall of the captured city, the doors of the palace shattered and the enemy in the middle rooms?





Although an old man, he surrounds [himself] on trembling shoulders in vain with arms unused for a long time and his valueless sword, and he is carried to the thick of the enemy, intending to die. In the middle of the homes and under the sky’s naked axis was a great altar and next there was an old laurel leaning on the altar and it enfolded the Penates by shadow.





Here Hecuba and her daughters, just as if they were doves huddled together in a black storm, were sitting around the altars in vain, embracing the statues of the gods. However when she saw Priam himself having assumed the arms of his youth: “what purpose so dire, o wretched husband, has driven you to be girded with these weapons, or to what place do you rush” she asked. “The time does not require such help nor such defenses as these, not even if my Hector were present himself. Come here finally; this altar shall protect [us] all or [else] you shall die at the same time [as we will].” Having spoken with her mouth she took the old man to herself and she placed him on the sacred seat.








See, however, Polites, one of Priam’s sons, having escaped from Pyrrhus’ slaughter, [he] flees through the weapons, through the enemy by [way of] long corridors, and, wounded, he traverses the empty halls.  Pyrrhus chases him, burning with a threatening wound [for Polites], now he holds him with his hand, and now he pierces him with his spear. Finally when he comes before the eyes and faces of his parents, he fell and he poured out his life with much blood. Here Priam, though even now held by death, nevertheless did not hold back nor was sparing with his voice or his anger:





“if there is any piety in heaven which heeds such things, may the gods pay you [back] fully with fitting returns for your crimes, for your bold atrocities; and may they give back the deserved rewards, you who made me look at the death of my son face-to-face [with my face] and defiled the face a of parent with death [lit “faces of parents”].





But that Achilles, from whom you pretend to be begotten, was not such toward enemy Priam; but [instead] he revered suppliant’s rights and faith, and returned the bloodless body of Hector to the tomb, and sent me back into my kingdom.”





Derek Hommel





It was the time in which first sleep begins for weary mortals and creeps most welcome as a gift of the gods. Behold, before my eyes in sleep saddest Hector seemed to be present to me, and to pour out abundant tears, having been dragged by the chariot as he once was and dark with bloody dust, and his swollen feet pierced by the thongs. 








Alas, he was such to me. How greatly changed from that Hector who returned clothed in the spoils of Achilles, or having hurled Trojan torches at the ships of the Greeks. Bearing filthy beard and hair matted with blood, and [bearing] those very many wounds which he received around the walls of the city. And willingly, I, weeping, seemed to call out to the man and to express my sorrowful words to him:








“Oh light of Troy, most faithful hope of the Trojans, of what so great a delay holds you? From what shores do you come, Hector, so expected? How gladly do we see you, tired after so many deaths of your [people], after various sufferings of the people and the city. What undeserved event defiled your serene face or why do I see these wounds?”








He says nothing, nor does he heed me asking useless things, but heavily leading a groan from the bottom of his heart, [se says]:





“Flee, son of goddess, and tear yourself away from these flames. The enemy has the walls; Troy falls from its highest summit. Enough has been given to your country and Priam: if Pergama could have been able to be defended by hand, it would have been defended by this one. Troy commits her sacred things and household gods to you. Take them as friends of your fates. Seek great walls for them, which you will found finally after wandering the sea.”





Thus he speaks and lifts the headbands [of] powerful Vesta and the eternal flame from the innermost sanctuary.





< skip to 469 >





Before the entry itself Pyrrhus darts forth at the first threshold, and flashing with the light of his bronze weapons. Just as when a snake, fed on bad grass, whom cold winter was protecting, swollen, under the ground, having shed his skin, now renewed, sleek with youth, it coils its slimy back with breast erect into the light, high to the sun, and flashes three-forked tongue in its mouth.








At the same time huge Periphas and the driver of Achilles’ horses and the armorbearer Automedon, and the whole Scyrian youth approach the palace and throw flames to the rooftops. He himself among the first breaks down the harsh doorways having snatched up his double-edged ax, and he tears the bronze doors from the hinge, and he hollowed the solid wood with timber having been destroyed, and he gave a huge opening with a wide mouth.





The house within appears and long halls are revealed; the inner rooms of Priam and the old kings appear, and they see armed men standing on the first threshold. But the palace interior is mingled with a groan and miserable tumult but, within, the hollow halls howl with women’s cries; the shouting strikes the golden stars.





Book II Test 2





tempus erat quo prima quies mortalibus aegris  


incipit et dono divum gratissima serpit  


in somnis ecce ante oculos maestissimus Hector  


visus adesse mihi largosque effundere fletus  


raptatus bigis ut quondam aterque cruento  


puluere perque pedes traiectus lora tumentis  





ei mihi qualis erat quantum mutatus ab illo  


Hectore qui redit exuvias indutus Achilli  


vel Danaum Phrygios iaculatus puppibus ignis


squalentem barbam et concretos sanguine crinis  


vulneraque illa gerens quae circum plurima muros  


accepit patrios ultro flens ipse videbar  


compellare virum et maestas expromere voces





o lux Dardaniae spes o fidissima Teucrum  


quae tantae tenuere morae quibus Hector ab oris  


exspectate venis ut te post multa tuorum  


funera post varios hominumque urbisque labores  


defessi aspicimus quae causa indigna serenos  


foedavit vultus aut cur haec vulnera cerno





ille nihil nec me quaerentem vana moratur  


sed graviter gemitus imo de pectore ducens  





heu fuge nate dea teque his ait eripe flammis  


hostis habet muros ruit alto a culmine Troia  


sat patriae Priamoque datum si Pergama dextra  


defendi possent etiam hac defensa fuissent  


sacra suosque tibi commendat Troia penatis  


hos cape fatorum comites his moenia quaere  


magna pererrato statues quae denique ponto





sic ait et manibus uittas Vestamque potentem  


aeternumque adytis effert penetralibus ignem





< skip to 469 >





vestibulum ante ipsum primoque in limine Pyrrhus  


exsultat telis et luce coruscus aena  


qualis ubi in lucem coluber mala gramina pastus  


frigida sub terra tumidum quem bruma tegebat  


nunc positis novus exuviis nitidusque iuventa  


lubrica convoluit sublato pectore terga  


arduus ad solem et linguis micat ore trisulcis





una ingens Periphas et equorum agitator Achillis  


armiger Automedon una omnis Scyria pubes  


succedunt tecto et flammas ad culmina iactant  


ipse inter primos correpta dura bipenni  


limina perrumpit postisque a cardine vellit  


aeratos iamque excisa trabe firma cavavit  


robora et ingentem lato dedit ore fenestram





apparet domus intus et atria longa patescunt  


apparent Priami et veterum penetralia regum  


armatosque vident stantis in limine primo  


at domus interior gemitu miseroque tumultu  


miscetur penitusque cavae plangoribus aedes  


femineis ululant ferit aurea sidera clamor





tum pavidae tectis matres ingentibus errant  


amplexaeque tenent postis atque oscula figunt  


instat vi patria Pyrrhus nec claustra nec ipsi  


custodes sufferre valent labat ariete crebro  


ianua et emoti procumbunt cardine postes  


fit via vi rumpunt aditus primosque trucidant  


immissi Danai et late loca milite complent





non sic aggeribus ruptis cum spumeus amnis  


exiit oppositasque evicit gurgite moles  


fertur in arva furens cumulo camposque per omnis  


cum stabulis armenta trahit vidi ipse furentem  


caede Neoptolemum geminosque in limine Atridas





vidi Hecubam centumque nurus Priamumque per aras  


sanguine foedantem quos ipse sacraverat ignis  


quinquaginta illi thalami spes tanta nepotum  


barbarico postes auro spoliisque superbi  


procubuere tenent Danai qua deficit ignis  


forsitan et Priami fuerint quae fata requiras  


urbis uti captae casum convulsaque vidit  


limina tectorum et medium in penetralibus hostem





arma diu senior desueta trementibus aevo  


circumdat nequiquam umeris et inutile ferrum  


cingitur ac densos fertur moriturus in hostis  


aedibus in mediis nudoque sub aetheris axe  


ingens ara fuit iuxtaque veterrima laurus  


incumbens arae atque umbra complexa penatis





hic Hecuba et natae nequiquam altaria circum  


praecipites atra ceu tempestate columbae  


condensae et divum amplexae simulacra sedebant  


ipsum autem sumptis Priamum iuvenalibus armis  


ut vidit quae mens tam dira miserrime coniunx  


impulit his cingi telis aut quo ruis inquit  


non tali auxilio nec defensoribus istis  


tempus eget non si ipse meus nunc adforet Hector


huc tandem concede haec ara tuebitur omnis  


aut moriere simul sic ore effata recepit  


ad sese et sacra longaeuum in sede locavit





ecce autem elapsus Pyrrhi de caede Polites  


unus natorum Priami per tela per hostis  


porticibus longis fugit et vacua atria lustrat  


saucius illum ardens infesto vulnere Pyrrhus  


insequitur iam iamque manu tenet et premit hasta  


ut tandem ante oculos evasit et ora parentum  


concidit ac multo vitam cum sanguine fudit  


hic Priamus quamquam in media iam morte tenetur  


non tamen abstinuit nec voci iraeque pepercit





at tibi pro scelere exclamat pro talibus ausis  


di si qua est caelo pietas quae talia curet  


persoluant grates dignas et praemia reddant  


debita qui nati coram me cernere letum  


fecisti et patrios foedasti funere vultus  





at non ille satum quo te mentiris Achilles  


talis in hoste fuit Priamo sed iura fidemque  


supplicis erubuit corpusque exsangue sepulcro  


reddidit Hectoreum meque in mea regna remisit














