





Book IV Lines 297-393











But now Gryneus Apollo, Lycian oracles, ordered me to reach great Italy; Italy, this is my love, this is my country. If the towers of Carthage and the vision of the Libyan city hold you the Phoneician, what envy is there for the Trojans to settle Ausonian lands? Also it is right that we seek out foreign kingdoms. As often as night covers the lands with dewy shadows, as often as the fiery stars rise, the agitated image of my father Anchises warns me and terrifies me in sleep; 


my son Ascanius (warns me), and the injustice of his beloved person, whom I cheat of Hesperian kingdom and destined fields. 





Now even the messenger of the gods, sent by Jove himself (I swear on your head and mine) has brought the mandates through the swift breeze: I saw myself the god in the clear light entering the walls and I drew in his voice with these ears. Cease to inflame you and me with your laments; I do not pursue Italy voluntarily.”


For a long time she having turned away [“she hostile”] watches him speaking such [words], rolling her eyes here and there and she surveys the whole man with silent eyes and thus inflamed, she speaks: 





“Treacherous one, no divine parent is to you nor is Dardanus founder of your race, but horrible Caucasus begot you on the harsh rocks, and Hyrcanian tigers suckled you [lit. “moved you with breasts”]. For what do I conceal now or for what greater wrongs do I retrain myself? For he didn’t lament at our dears, did he? He didn’t turn his eyes, did he? The conquered didn’t give tears or pity to his lover, did he? What shall I say first? [lit. “What shall I prefer to what?”] Now, Now neither greatest Juno nor father Jupiter gazes at these things with favorable eyes. Nowhere is trust safe. I received him ejected on the shore, begging, and frenzied, I placed him in a part of my kingdom.





I restored his fleet having been lost and his men from death; alas, burned, I am driven by the Furies. Now the prophet Apollo, now Lycian oracles, and a messenger of the gods sent by Jove himself carries horrible orders through the breezes [air]. Forsooth, this task is for the gods above; this anxiety disturbs those serene. Neither do I hold you nor contradict your words: go, follow Italy by the winds, seek your kingdom through the waves. Surely I hope, if the holy gods have any power [lit. “are able (to do) anything”], that you will drink your punishment on the middle of the rocks, and you will call Dido by name again and again. I will follow you [although] separated by smoky fires, and when cold death has separated [my] limbs from [my] soul, I will be present as a shadow in all locations. Wicked one, you shall suffer punishment. I will hear and this rumor will come to me here in Hades below.”





Speaking this she breaks off in the middle of the conversation and flees the air, sick, and turns herself from his eyes and goes away, leaving him delaying much from fear and preparing to speak more. Her servants carry her collapsed limbs to her marble bedroom and placed her on the bed.





sed nunc Italiam magnam Gryneus Apollo 	


Italiam Lyciae iussere capessere sortes 	


hic amor haec patria est si te Karthaginis arces 	


Phoenissam Libycaeque aspectus detinet urbis 	


quae tandem Ausonia Teucros considere terra 	


inuidia est et nos fas extera quaerere regna 	


me patris Anchisae quotiens umentibus umbris 	


nox operit terras quotiens astra ignea surgunt 	


admonet in somnis et turbida terret imago 


me puer Ascanius capitisque iniuria cari 	


quem regno Hesperiae fraudo et fatalibus aruis 	





nunc etiam interpres diuum Ioue missus ab ipso 	


testor utrumque caput celeris mandata per auras 	


detulit ipse deum manifesto in lumine uidi 	


intrantem muros uocemque his auribus hausi 	


desine meque tuis incendere teque querelis 	


Italiam non sponte sequor


talia dicentem iamdudum auersa tuetur 	


huc illuc uoluens oculos totumque pererrat 	


luminibus tacitis et sic accensa profatur








nec tibi diua parens generis nec Dardanus auctor 	


perfide sed duris genuit te cautibus horrens 	


Caucasus Hyrcanaeque admorunt ubera tigres 	


nam quid dissimulo aut quae me ad maiora reseruo 	


num fletu ingemuit nostro num lumina flexit 	


num lacrimas uictus dedit aut miseratus amantem est 	


quae quibus anteferam iam iam nec maxima Iuno 	


nec Saturnius haec oculis pater aspicit aequis 	


nusquam tuta fides eiectum litore egentem 	


excepi et regni demens in parte locaui











amissam classem socios a morte reduxi 	


heu furiis incensa feror nunc augur Apollo 	


nunc Lyciae sortes nunc et Ioue missus ab ipso 	


interpres diuum fert horrida iussa per auras 	


scilicet is superis labor est ea cura quietos 	


sollicitat neque te teneo neque dicta refello 	


i sequere Italiam uentis pete regna per undas 	


spero equidem mediis si quid pia numina possunt 	


supplicia hausurum scopulis et nomine Dido 	


saepe uocaturum sequar atris ignibus absens


et cum frigida mors anima seduxerit artus 	


omnibus umbra locis adero dabis improbe poenas 	


audiam et haec Manis ueniet mihi fama sub imos 








	


his medium dictis sermonem abrumpit et auras 	


aegra fugit seque ex oculis auertit et aufert 	


linquens multa metu cunctantem et multa parantem 	


dicere suscipiunt famulae conlapsaque membra 	


marmoreo referunt thalamo stratisque reponunt








But the queen perceived his tricks ([for] who is able to deceive a lover?) and caught his future movements early [and] fearing everything no matter how safe. The same unholy Rumor announced to her raving that the fleet was prepared and a flight was drawn up (lit “prepared”). She rages, bereft of mind, and rushes wildly through the whole city having been burned, such as when Thyias [the Bacchante], aroused by the sacred items having been shaken, when the triennial orgies goad her having heard the call (of Bacchus), and Mount Cithaeron calls her by night with a shout. Finally she voluntarily addresses Aeneas with these words:





“Treacherous one, did you even expect to be able to conceal such a great sin and depart my land silently? Does our love not hold you nor the pledge formally given to you nor Did about to die by bloody death? Nay, even in winter season you prepared your fleet and are you hurrying to go through the deep in the middle of the north winds? What? If you were not seeking foreign lands and unknown houses, and old Troy remained, would Troy be sough with your fleets through wavy sea? Do you flee from me? I beg you through these tears and your pledge (since I myself have left no other thing no for me): through our marriage, through marriage rites having begun, if I was deserving anything good from you, or if there were anything sweet of mine to you, pity this falling house and if there is any place for prayers, now discard that mind of yours. 








Because of you the Libyan races and the rulers of North Africa hate me: the Tyrians are hostile; likewise because of you womanly honor has been destroyed and my former reputation, by which alone I was approaching the stars. For what do you desert me about to die, guest, since that name alone remains from ‘husband’. Why am I delaying [my death]; [am I delaying] while Pygmalion my brother destroys the walls or Iarbus the Gaetulian leads me as captive? If at least a child had been born to me from you before your flight, if any little Aeneas were playing in my hall, who would resemble you nevertheless in face, indeed I would not seem so utterly deserted and betrayed.”





He was holding his eyes unmoved because of Jupiter’s warnings and, struggling, he pressed the care under his heart. At length he replied with a little: “I will never deny that you, queen, have deserved the very many things which you are able to recount in speaking: nor will it displease me to have remembered Elissa while there is memory [“life”] in me, while breath rules these limbs. I will speak a few words on behalf of this matter. I did not hope to hide the flight stealthily; do not imagine that; nor did I ever hold before you the torch of a husband or come here in treaty. If the fates would allow me to lead life by my [own] auspices and settle my cares by my will, I would honor first the Trojan city and sweet remains of my people, Priam’s high roofs would remain, and I would have placed renewed Pergama for the conquered by hand.











praesensit motusque excepit prima futuros 	


omnia tuta timens eadem impia Fama furenti 	


detulit armari classem cursumque parari 	


saeuit inops animi totamque incensa per urbem 	


bacchatur qualis commotis excita sacris 	


Thyias ubi audito stimulant trieterica Baccho 	


orgia nocturnusque uocat clamore Cithaeron 	


tandem his Aenean compellat uocibus ultro














dissimulare etiam sperasti perfide tantum 	


posse nefas tacitusque mea decedere terra 	


nec te noster amor nec te data dextera quondam 	


nec moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido 	


quin etiam hiberno moliris sidere classem 	


et mediis properas Aquilonibus ire per altum 	


crudelis quid si non arua aliena domosque 	


ignotas peteres et Troia antiqua maneret 	


Troia per undosum peteretur classibus aequor 	


mene fugis per ego has lacrimas dextramque tuam te 	


quando aliud mihi iam miserae nihil ipsa reliqui 	


per conubia nostra per inceptos hymenaeos


si bene quid de te merui fuit aut tibi quicquam 	


dulce meum miserere domus labentis et istam 	


oro si quis adhuc precibus locus exue mentem





te propter Libycae gentes Nomadumque tyranni 	


odere infensi Tyrii te propter eundem 	


exstinctus pudor et qua sola sidera adibam 	


fama prior cui me moribundam deseris hospes 	


hoc solum nomen quoniam de coniuge restat 	


quid moror an mea Pygmalion dum moenia frater 	


destruat aut captam ducat Gaetulus Iarbas 	


saltem si qua mihi de te suscepta fuisset 	


ante fugam suboles si quis mihi paruulus aula 	


luderet Aeneas qui te tamen ore referret 	


non equidem omnino capta ac deserta uiderer








dixerat ille Iouis monitis immota tenebat 	


lumina et obnixus curam sub corde premebat 	


tandem pauca refert ego te quae plurima fando 	


enumerare uales numquam regina negabo 	


promeritam nec me meminisse pigebit Elissae 	


dum memor ipse mei dum spiritus hos regit artus


pro re pauca loquar neque ego hanc abscondere furto 


speraui ne finge fugam nec coniugis umquam 	


praetendi taedas aut haec in foedera ueni 	


me si fata meis paterentur ducere uitam 	


auspiciis et sponte mea componere curas 	


urbem Troianam primum dulcisque meorum 	


reliquias colerem Priami tecta alta manerent 	


et recidiua manu posuissem Pergama uictis








