




sic demum socios consumpta nocte reviso  


atque hic ingentem comitum adfluxisse novorum  


invenio admirans numerum matresque virosque  


collectam exsilio pubem miserabile vulgus  


undique convenere animis opibusque parati  


in quascumque velim pelago deducere terras  


iamque iugis summae surgebat Lucifer Idae  


ducebatque diem Danaique obsessa tenebant  


limina portarum nec spes opis ulla dabatur  


cessi et sublato montis genitore petivi





So at length I return to my friends; with night having been consumed. And here, admiring, I find that a great number of new friends have flowed together; mothers and men, young men having gathered for exile, a miserable crowd. They came from all sides, prepared with courage and wealth [to come with me] into whatever lands I wished to lead them on the sea. And now Lucifer was rising above the highest ridge of Ida, leading the day, and the Greeks held the thresholds of the gates having beset them. There was no hope for any power given. I departed and sought the mountains with my father raised up.





horror ubique animo simul ipsa silentia terrent  


inde domum si forte pedem si forte tulisset  


me refero inruerant Danai et tectum omne tenebant  


ilicet ignis edax summa ad fastigia vento  


voluitur exsuperant flammae furit aestus ad auras














procedo et Priami sedes arcemque reviso  


et iam porticibus vacuis Iunonis asylo  


custodes lecti Phoenix et dirus Ulixes  


praedam adservabant huc undique Troia gaza  


incensis erepta adytis mensaeque deorum  


crateresque auro solidi captivaque vestis  


congeritur pueri et pavidae longo ordine matres  


stant circum





ausus quin etiam voces iactare per umbram  


implevi clamore vias maestusque Creusam  


nequiquam ingeminans iterumque iterumque vocavi  


quaerenti et tectis urbis sine fine ruenti  


infelix simulacrum atque ipsius umbra Creusae  


visa mihi ante oculos et nota maior imago  


obstipui steteruntque comae et vox faucibus haesit











tum sic adfari et curas his demere dictis  


quid tantum insano iuvat indulgere dolori  


o dulcis coniunx non haec sine numine divum  


eveniunt nec te comitem hinc portare Creusam  


fas aut ille sinit superi regnator Olympi  


longa tibi exsilia et vastum maris aequor arandum  


et terram Hesperiam venies ubi Lydius arva  


inter opima virum leni fluit agmine Thybris














illic res laetae regnumque et regia coniunx  


parta tibi lacrimas dilectae pelle Creusae  


non ego Myrmidonum sedes Dolopumue superbas  


aspiciam aut Grais servitum matribus ibo  


Dardanis et divae Veneris nurus  


sed me magna deum genetrix his detinet oris  


iamque vale et nati serva communis amorem











haec ubi dicta dedit lacrimantem et multa volentem  


dicere deseruit tenuisque recessit in auras  


ter conatus ibi collo dare bracchia circum  


ter frustra comprensa manus effugit imago  


par levibus ventis volucrique simillima somno





Horror is everywhere in my mind, and the same time the silence itself terrifies me. Then I bring myself back home, if by chance, if by chance, she had brought her foot [back]. The Greeks have rushed in and were holding the whole roof. Suddenly consuming fire is rolled to the highest roof; the flames mount high, the surge strikes to the heavens.





I proceed and see again Priam’s houses and citadel: Now Phoenix and dire Ulysses, chosen guards, watch the spoils in the empty colonnades in Juno’s sanctuary. Here everywhere are the Trojan wealth seized from the burning shrine, tables of the gods, bowls of solid gold, and captured robes heaped up. Boys and trembling mothers stand around in long lines.





But even having dared to throw words through the shadow I fill the streets with a shout and, groaning sadly, I called Creusa in vain again and again. And the unhappy form and shadow of Creusa herself was seen by me, as I was searching and rushing through the city without end, before my eyes, the image bigger than was known. I stood agape and my hair stood [on end] and my voice stuck in my throat.





Then she speaks thus and with these words takes away my cares: “Why does it please you so much to indulge in sorrow, o sweet husband? These things do not happen without the divine will of the gods. Neither is it right nor does that ruler of high Olympus allow that you carry Creusa as friend from here. Long exiles are for you and a vast water of the sea must be plowed and you will come to Hesperian land where the Lydian Tiber flows between the best lands of farmers in a gentle march.





There happy things and a kingdom and royal wife have been won for you. Put away these tears for cherished Creusa. I, a Trojan woman, and daughter-in-law to Venus, shall never see the noble walls of the Dolopians or Myrmadons, or go to serve some Greek wife. But the great mother of the gods holds me on these shores; and now fare well, and keep the love of the communal son.”





When she gave these words, she deserted me weeping and wanting to say much things; she departed into thin air. Three times then I tried to give my arms around her neck; three times the image, seized in vain, fled my hands, like a light breeze, most like a fleeting sleep.





sic fatus senior telumque imbelle sine ictu  


coniecit rauco quod protinus aere repulsum  


et summo clipei nequiquam umbone pependit  


cui Pyrrhus referes ergo haec et nuntius ibis  


Pelidae genitori illi mea tristia facta  


degeneremque Neoptolemum narrare memento  


nunc morere hoc dicens altaria ad ipsa trementem  


traxit et in multo lapsantem sanguine nati  


implicuitque comam laeva dextraque coruscum  


extulit ac lateri capulo tenus abdidit ensem  


haec finis Priami fatorum hic exitus illum  


sorte tulit Troiam incensam et prolapsa videntem  


Pergama tot quondam populis terrisque superbum  


regnatorem Asiae iacet ingens litore truncus  


avulsumque umeris caput et sine nomine corpus

















at me tum primum saevus circumstetit horror  


obstipui subiit cari genitoris imago  


ut regem aequaeuum crudeli vulnere vidi  


vitam exhalantem subiit deserta Creusa  


et direpta domus et parui casus Iuli


respicio et quae sit me circum copia lustro  


deseruere omnes defessi et corpora saltu  


ad terram misere aut ignibus aegra dedere








hic mihi nescio quod trepido male numen amicum  


confusam eripuit mentem namque avia cursu  


dum sequor et nota excedo regione viarum  


heu misero coniunx fatone erepta Creusa  


substitit erravitne via seu lapsa resedit  


incertum nec post oculis est reddita nostris  


nec prius amissam respexi animumue reflexi  


quam tumulum antiquae Cereris sedemque sacratam  


venimus hic demum collectis omnibus una  


defuit et comites natumque virumque fefellit











quem non incusavi amens hominumque deorumque  


aut quid in eversa vidi crudelius urbe  


Ascanium Anchisenque patrem Teucrosque penatis  


commendo sociis et curva valle recondo  


ipse urbem repeto et cingor fulgentibus armis  


stat casus renovare omnis omnemque reverti  


per Troiam et rursus caput obiectare periclis  


principio muros obscuraque limina portae  


qua gressum extuleram repeto et vestigia retro  


observata sequor per noctem et lumine lustro





So having spoken the old man threw his weapon, harmless without wound, which was immediately repelled by the bronze with clanging and hung uselessly from the highest knob of the shield. To him, Pyrrhus said: “Therefore bring back these words and as messenger you will go to my father son of Peleus. Remember to tell him of my sad actions and degenerate Pyrrhus; now die.” Speaking this, he dragged him to the altars themselves, trembling and slipping in the great blood of his son, entwined his hair with his left hand, and with his right, took out the flashing blade and buried it in his side up to the hilt. This was the end of Priam’s fates. This was the exit that was brought to him by lot seeing Troy burned and Pergama perished, once proud ruler of Asia for so many peoples and lands. A great torso lies on the shore, head torn off from the shoulders and a body without a name.





Then first a cruel horror surrounded me. I stood agape; the image of my beloved father came to mind, as I saw a king of equal age breathing out life with a cruel wound; deserted Creusa came to mind and the plundered house and the fall of small Iulus. I look back and survey what force there is around me. All had forsaken me, tired, and gave their bodies to the earth with a bound or wounded bodies to the fires. 





Here I do not know what friendly divine power tore away my confused mind from me, alarmed, for while I was following remote paths, and in a run departing from the noted region of streets, alas my wife Creusa stopped, snatched away by wretched fate, or did she wander from the road or sit down, worn out; it is uncertain; not afterwards is she led back to our eyes. I did not look back at her lost, not turn back my attention until we came to the hill of old Ceres and her sacred abode: here finally when everyone gathered here at last, one was missing, and had deceived friends, son and husband.





Whom did I not accuse of men or of gods, insane, or what did I see in the overturned city crueler than this? I entrust Ascanius and father Anchises and Trojan penates to my friends and hide them in a curved valley; I myself seek again the city and am encircled by flashing arms. I am determined to renew all misfortunes and return through all Troy and again expose my head to dangers. At first I seek again the walls and gloomy thresholds of the gates, by which I had come out; and follow my observed steps through the night and survey with my eyes:











