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ADVERTISEMEY,

T HE great charalter Maphzus Vegius bore a
mop,

the learned, may be a fufficient reafoy £, me to
attémpted the following tranflation; in which ;
more encouraged, as I do not know of any other yeyf,
but one by Thomas Twine, do&or of phyiic, Printed ;:
the year 1584 ; and he, I am fure, is- no Powerfy]
antagonilt. I fhall not preiend to criticife upon my
author ; but fhall only obferve, by the way, that I thig
him too fond of repetitions, fome of which I haye hurried
over, and others I have entirely ftruck out.

8
Ve
Was the

b ]
Bl P B -

Maphzus Vegius was born at Lodi, in the Milaneze,
in the year 1407, and was {ecretary of the briefs to pope
Martin the Fifth, and afterwards datary. He was like-
wife endowed with a canonry of St. Peter’s, with which
he was fo well contented, that he refufed a rich bithoprick.

Pope Eugenius the Fourth, and Nicholas the Fifth, out of

their regard for his learning, and affection to his perfo,

He died at Rome in the year 14;9.
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Turnus being flain by Eneas, the Rutuli fubmit to the congueror, and
are fuffered to carry off their dead leader with all his armour, except
the belt of Pallas, which is to be fent back to Evander. Eneas
facrifices to the gods. Latinus deplores the death of Turnus,
So does Daunus his father, who likewife laments a great confla-
gration, that lays his city in athes, and is miraculoufly tran{-
formed into a bird called a heron. Latinus fends meflengers to
Eneas with propofals of peace, and a treaty of marriage with his
daughter Lavinia, which arg both accepted. He comes to Lau-
rentum, marries the daughter of the king, and at his death
fucceeds him in the kingdom, having firft founded acity of his
own, which he names Lavinium. Venus interceeds with Jupiter
to make her fon a god, which he confents to, She flies with him
to heaven, and he is afterwards worfhipped by the Romans.

Eform'd in duft now Turnus prefs'd the ground,
The foul indignant ruthing from the wound,

While eminent amid the yazing bands,

Like Mars himfelf, the Trojan victor ftands :

' ' Q3 Groans
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Groans thick in confort from the Latians rife,
And ey’ry heart in every bofom dies.

As the tall wood bewails in hollow found,
By ftorms impell’d, her honours on the ground .
Now, fix'd in earth their {pears, the humbled foe
Reft on their fwords, and targets from them throy ;
Condemn the thirft of battle, and abhor
The dreaded fury of deftruttive war ;
Submit to all the conqu’ror fhall impofe,
And pardon crave and end of all their woes,

As when two bulls, inflam’d with martial rage,
Impetuous in the bloody fight engage,
To each his herd inclines, who anxious wait
fI‘he dubious confli&, and their champion’s fate ;
But, one viftorious, tothers dames in awe
;From their foil'd chief their former faith withdraw:
‘They grieve indeed, but join with one accord
To fhare the fortunes of an happier lord.

~ So the Ruotulians, ftruck with mighty dread,
Tho® deep their forrow for their leader dead,
?‘et now the Phrygians glorious arms would join,
Conduted by a leader fo divine ;

* And a firm league of lafting peace implore,
‘That cruel war might vex their lives no more.
Then ftriding o’er the foe, the ghaftly dead,
The Trojan chief expoftulating faid : '

f‘_: Wlllat
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« What madnefs {eiz’d thee, Daunian, in the thoughe,
That We by Heaven’s appointment hither broughr,
Here planted by the thunderer’s decree,
'Co“ld from our manfions be expell'd by thee ?
oh rafh, the will eeleftial to oppofe,
To anger Jove, and make the gods thy foes,
At length the utmoft of thy rage is done
'Gainft Teucer’s race with breach of league begun :
Lo, future times from this inltructive day
Almighty Jove fhall fear to difobey ;
And learn from dread example, to abhor
The crime of kindling, without caufe, a war,
Now boaft thy arms : a noble corfe thou’rt laid ;
Since fuch a price thou for Lavinia paid :
Nor yet fhall fame to thy difhonour tell,
That thou defeated by Eneas fell.
But, oh Rutulians, bear away your chief,
Funereal rites perform, indulge your grief ;
With all his arms your hero I reftore,
‘ Except the belt which erft young Pallas wore ;
That, to his hoary fire I mean to fend,
Perhaps fome comfort may the gift attend:
‘ The fullen joy that flak’d revenge beftows,
May footh his foul, and mollify his woes.
And ye, Aufonians; under better ftars
Shall leaq your legions to fuccefsful wars,

IF juttice wield the fword. I never fought
© harm your friends, but felf-defending fought,
2 favemy own the hoftile fteel I drey,
4 crown’d my honeft aim, and frown'd on you.”

Q 4 Eneas




F  Saturnian Juno heard her praxff:‘ with joy,
: ~Her rage abated tow'rd the fons of Troy.
- Mars too was fung, ‘and then the num’rous hoﬁm _
<3 ’ﬁ!"mmor gods, ~who feats attfiei‘;al Bba‘ﬁ <0l
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Eneas faid, and fought with inward joy
The walls that hold the poor remains of Troy ,
Mean while his troops their well-lov’d chief attend,
And with reproach the conquer'd hofts offeng .
Their thouts trlumphant eccho to the ky,
The mettl'd courfers neigh, and fee_m"tg} fly.

The pious Trojan ere he light the fire
Due to his friends upon the facred pyre,
By other flames begins his jaft returns,
And to the gods each holy altar burns §
Obfervant ever of his country's rites,
The mitred prieft devoted heifers fmites.
The clam’rous fwine increafe the heaps of {lain,
And milk-white lambkins plead for Tife in vain.
Forth from each vitim are the entrails torn,
And plece meal cut, in facred chargers borne.
They ftrip the feecy mother of her pride,
And roafting fires th’ attendant throngs prowde-
From deep-mouth’d urns they pour upon the Ihrme
Their due libations to the god of wine.
With grateful incenfe they the pow’rs invoke,
And from each altar curls the fragrant fmoke.
The choral bands the hymns appointed fing
To thee, O Venus, and to Heav'hs Great K“‘g’

]
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fineas with his hands to Heaven addrefsd,

And folding young Iilus to his breaft,

Befpoke the boy 5 “ At length, my only fon,
Our toils are o’er, the tafk of war is dome,

At length approaches the long wifh'd-for hour
To clafp foft quiet, now within our pow'r.

Soon as the morn fhall ope the gates of day

To yon proud walls, O wing thy fpeedy way w
Next to his friends he turn’d him graceful round,
« Ve fons of Ilion, ever-faithful found,

Too long, alas, we’ve {trangers been to eafe,
The brant of battle, and the rage of feas

Have been our lot, a fcene of endlefs pain
Involv'd us all, but better days remain ;

Our pangs are paft, our fuff 'rings all are o'er,
Peace, dove-ey'd Peace, falutes us on this fhore ;
For know, Lavinia fhall be firmly mine,

And Trojan fhall with Latian blood combine ;
From whofe great mixture fhalla nation {pring,
'T'o give the world one univerfal king,

Whofe wide domain fhall ftretch from pole to pole,
Where earth is feent, ~or mighty oceans roll.
Then, dear companions, with th' Aufonian band-
In peace and concord fhare this happy land ;
The good Latinus as your king obey,

For who more juft, more fit for regal {way.
This have I fix'd ; by me be taught to dare
The rough approaches of invafive war,

By me inftra&ted, fuffer as you ought,

Nor on the gods caft.one unhallow'd thought ;




[ 234 ]

J By heav'n I {fwear, my friends fo often try'd,
3 Now wanton Fortune combats on my fide,
~ —} The toils you've fuffered, and the dangers

pat,
Shall meet with ample ufury at laft.”

So fpoke the chief, revolving in his mind

The various fortunes that attend mankind,

Rejoic’d to fee the objeéts of his care

Saufe, thro’ his means, from tempefts, rage, and gy
As when a kite in many a whirling ring

Intent on blood, comes ftooping on the wing,

The anxious hen, for her young brood in dread,
The fell deftroyer hov’ring o’er their head,

Whets her fharp bill, th’invader to engage,

And urg’d by fondnefs conquers lawlefs rage ;
The tyrant flies, nor yet her fears fupprefs’d,
She calls each feather'd wand’rer to her breaft,
There fhields them clofe, and counts them o’er and o'er,
And dangers over-paft regards no more :
. Anchifes fon thus to his bands of Troy
*| By former woe enhances prefent joy,

| 'The perils paft of battle, land and feas, -

- Are fweet rememb’rance to an heart at eafe, |
-« For which the hero grateful homage pays 5
ke i Toeviy god, and hymns the thund'rer'’s praife.

R  The fad Rutulians their dead leader bear,
s the laft office for the chief prepare, -
h %e dam’rous forrow €3$¢]W_8 al]l around "
— | e heasd o melaacholy oud s Prefagig
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.y;ci'ag'mg fears his anxious breaft divide :

put when he faw the wound in Turnus fide,
He quickly caught the epidemic woe,

His bofom heav'd, his eyesin torrents flow,
In graccful guife he wav’d his fcepter'd hand,
And order’d filence to th' intruding band,
Who came in clufters thronging to the plain,
To ViEW the features of the mighty f{lain.

As when the foaming boar, whom dogs {urround,
Rips up their gen'rous chief with mortal wound,
The howling pack about the hunter throng,

And feem to call-him to avenge the wrong ;

The well known fignals of his hand and voice
Reduce their tumult, and compofe the noife 3
Latinus filenc’d thus the clam’rous train,

And a dumb forrow dwelt on all the plain ;

The folemn paufe the good old monarch broke,
And the big drops fell from him as he {poke.

¢« What fcenes of various ills, of care, and ftrifex
Await poor mortals on this fea of life ;
Pride finds in crowns her pleafures all compleat,
Deluded wretch to call a poifon fweet ;
Ambition haftens to the dufty field,
Can death, can dangers foft contentment yield ?
Th example now is recent to your €yes
Young Turnus fate thou’d teach you to be wife.
Beneath the glitt’ring throne that bears a king
Are poniards hid, and afpies dart their fting :
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Few, few alas, a monarch’s cares behold,
He fighs in purple, and repines in gold,
Control'd to at againft his own intent,

And when he fighs for peace, to war confeng.

RV T i A T
=X

"H‘ } ¢ Ah, what avail'd, miftaken Turnus fay,
g : ) To urge my people to the lawle(s fray,

To break that knot which facred faith had ty'd,
And war ’gainft thofe with whom th’ immortals
"Twas with regret the fword of rage I drew,
For ah too well the confequence I knew.

Oft have I feen thee on thy bounding fteed,

In burnifh’d arms the willing nations lead,
As oft my prayers have footh'd thee from the plain ;
But fober prudence counfsls rage in vain.

de ?

* My cities thinn'd, are nodding to their fall,
Each ufelefs fortrefs weeps her ruin'd wall,
A fanguine dye, once happier rivers yield,
And Latian courfers whiten ev'ry field :
Ahme, what fcenes attend Latinas® age,
Grief, devaftation, war, defpair, and rage !

| *“ Farewel, once more.  Ah, Turnus, where is now
. That warmth for glory, and that awful brow ?

- That pleafing face, by youth more pleafing drefs'd,

- Now fhocks the fight that once charm'd ev’ry breaft.
-Ah me ! what horrors fhall on Daunus wait,

When he fhail hear his Tarnug’ rigid fate !
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what ftings of forrow fhall his bofom tear,

pnd Ardea’s fons their monarch’s grief fhall fhare |
yet foil'd with duft, and grim with clotted blood,
Cleanfe the pale corfe in yonder filver flood, -
perhaps fome eafe his father’s heart may feel,

To know he funk beneath an hero’s fteel.”

He fpake and wept, and turning to the train,
They raife the body off the dufty plain,
plac’d on a bier, to Ardea’s walls they tend,
A horrid prefent to a-fire to fend.

Shields, horfes, fwords, the prizes of the war,
Are borne aloft, next moves the rattling car,
still wet with Phrygian blood. Metifcus now
Moves flowly on, and forrow clouds his brow ;
Metifcus, born to tame the gen'rous fteed,
Dothin proceffion Turnus’ courfer lead.
The noble beaft, who ne’er before knew fear,
 Now fhakes, and drops the fympathizing tear.
Full oft had he his daring maifter led,-
Where the war thunder'd, and the nations bled,

To death, to danger, never known to yield,
The pride, the fear, the glory of the ficld.

Inverted arms the foll'wing legions bear,
And fhrieks of forrow pierce the yielding air.
Thre’ pight's dull fhade they march, while Latiem’s king
Deep in his palace fecls keen forrow’s fting,

Forefees

L]
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Forefees ftrange horrors : widows, maids, apgq .
Young men and old, all anxious for thejr lives
Join in one fhrill complaint: thus furges roar,

When prefs'd by winds, they break upon the Croiy,

iv'e'g",

Nor yet had Daunus heard, his fon no more
Should cheer his age, or what his army bore
In fullen pomp approaching Ardea’s walls,
Another grief the penfive monarch calls :

For while the Latins had engag’d in fight,

And war-like Turnus glory’d in his might,
Involving flames had feiz’d his native land,

And Ardea’s town was level’d to the fand.
Beyond the ftars afcending fparkles fly,
And gleamy horror blazes thro’ the ky.
Sowill'd the gods ; perhaps the crumb’ling wall
In omen dread predifted Turnus fall ; '
Th’ affrighted citizens in dread array,
Thro’ flames and death purfue their dubious way ;
The fhricks of matrons witnefs their defpair,
" And clouds of fmoak involve the dark'ning air,

As careful ants for future wants provide,

Where an old oak prefents her riven fide,

~ Butif the ax the fhelt'ring timber wound,

®  Or bring its leafy honours to the ground,

. Among the croud what cares tumultuous rife,
- This way and that the fable cohort flies ;

- Oras the tortoife broiling on the fire,

When on her back, unable to retire,

with



[ 239

with head, with feet, with tail declares her pain,
And tries all ftrength and fratagem in vain -

Thus Ardea’s fons, befet with perils round,

And wild confafion, mo deliv’rance found ;

When from amid the flames was {een to rife

with clapping wings, a fowl that cuts the fkies :
Twas Ardea *, but transform’d, and fhe e’er while
With turrets crown’d, and many a flately pile,
Now, giv'n the city’s name and mark to bear,
On ample pinions flits around in air.

Fix'd with difmay th’ aftonifh’d vulgar gaze,

Nor further fly to fhun the dreadful blaze ;

But who a monarch’s forrows can relate,

A monarch trembling for his country’s fate,
Doom'd tales of frefh afli¢tion foon to know,
Doom’d to a fad variety of woe.

The {folemn train approaches now too near,
And Turnus corfe beheld apon the bier ;
Black torches, fo their country’s rites demand,
Bach fad attendant carries in his hand ;
A gen’ral forrow feizes all the croud,
The tim’rous matrons, in affli&ions loud,
Pierce heav'ns blue arch, their flowing garments tear,
Beat their foft breafts, and rend their flowing hair.
But when the father heard his Tarnus flain,
He feenyd a ftatue fix'd upon the plain :
But foon his forrows found a diff'rent way,
He flies Jike light'ning where the body lay,

%
Ardea, the Latin name for a heron or hern.

The
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"The breathlels corfe he held in grapples faft,
And, tongue-ty’d long by grief, found words at lag

“ My fon, my fon! my age’s laft rc]ief",'
Thy fire's late glory, now his caufe of grief ;
Prop of my age, and guardian of my throne,
Which totters to its fall now thou art gone ;
Comfort no more her healing balm will fhed,
My Turnus falls, and Daunus peace is fled,

Are thefe the trophies of thy vaft renown ?

Are thefe the glories of an added crown ?

Are thefe the honours of extended pow'r,

O Fortune, giddy as the whirling hour ?

Man builds up fchemes for her to over-turn,

We grafp at {ceptres, and poffefs an urn :

And thou, who, lately a whole nation’s joy,

Didit drive thy thunders on the fons of Troy,
Now ly’ft an empty form of . lifelels clay,

Our hope no longer, nor the foe's difmay.

No more that tongue fhall lift'ning crouds perfuade;
No more that face fhall charm each gazing maid,
No more that form fhall catch th’ admiring view,
Thofe eyes no more their luftre fhall renew ;

~ Thy port majeftic no one now fhall prize,

~ Inarts of peace, ah, Turnus, vainly wile ; |

J  Marscrop'd thy honours in their vernal bloom,

§  And ev'ry virtue withers on thy tomb,
~Urg'd on to war, 100 eager in thy hate,

Ly

~ Thou rufi’d to ﬁ@iu:! -and half-way met thy fate.
o Death
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0 Death, relentle(s, thy unerring blow
grrikes down the great, a_nd lays the hnughty low;
Kings» princes, people, h{:. dread rigor fear,
And (hrink to duft when he approaches ne
[nfatiate pow’r, among the old and young,
gach day o'er whom thy fable ftole is flung,
Could not thy hand arreffone fingle dart, _
That thro” a fon’s has riv'd a parent’s heart ’
Amata happy ! now at endlefs reft,
Thy flaughter’d fon moves not thy quiet breaft,
Say, fay, ye pow'rs ! have I yet more to dread ?
What drive ye next on this devoted head ;
Ye crop’d my bloffom in his earlieft {pring, \
And blazing Ardea flutters on the wing.
Yet what is Ardea ? for my child I moan,
The lofs of him is ev'ry lofs in one ;
Some woe fuperior was for me decreed,
I have it now, and ama wretch indeed.
When once the Fates have mark’d their deftin'd prey;
Each various ill pur{ues him on his way ;
This way and that the fainting wretch is hurl'd, 1
The fport of heav’n, and pity of the world.”

ar,

No more he faid, but down his rev'rend ¢heeks,

\
In fcalding ftreams, the briny torrent breaks ;

Thick groans diftend his breaft, hiseye-balls ftare, .‘
And al] his looks are horror and defpair. )
S0 when a fawn is from th'embow’ring grove,
"Ufs'd by the bird of thunder-bearing Jove, »

R The
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The haplefs mother fhakes with deadly fo,,
And gives what aid fhe can, a fruitlefs teqy,

Now from the portals of the rofy fky
The morn arifing, earth born vapours fly,
When good Latinus, finding that 'twas vain
To try the fortunes of the warlike plain,
(For his pale legions fhudder’d at the word,
And almoft wifh’d to call Eneas, lord,)
He much revolv'd of former breach of vows,
The truce infring’d, and long-difputed {poufe,
At length a folemn embafly is fent,
A thoufand men {eleét for that intent ;
Commiflion’d thefe the virtuous chief t'implore,
To wafte Laurentum with his arms no more ;
To quiet hoftile rage amongft the bands,
And vifit friendly old Latinus’ lands.

With thefe went fages vers'd in Wifdom's lore,
Well fkill’d to plead, and princes ftand before :
Inftruted to declare their king’s defire,

To accomplifh what the awful gods require;
And as they will'd, that Troy and Latium’s blood
Should flow commingl'd in one common flood,
He yielded gladly to their wife decree,

And wift'd the Dardans and their chief to fee.

Mean while Latinus cheers the anxious cr¢Ws
Relates his meafures, and his pious view ;

L
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tHope fwells their bofoms, and expels their fears

The

Now the glad city rings with peals of joy,
And all prepare to meet the fons of Troy,
Not in the plain in ‘warfare to contend,
put as to meet a brother or a friend.

The royal court is deck’d with double care,
Worthy the chief who fhall be fhortly there,

The nppointcd envoys reach the camp defign'd,
Their reverend heads fair olive-branches bind,
Of peace the token, and their tongues no lefs
Of friendly talk the full intent profefs.
Within his palace, Venus’ god-like fon
With kind demeanor welcomes ev’ry one ;
To whom thus Drances, Drances, firlt in age,
And who ’gainft Turnus nourifh’d endlefs rage:

“ O Trojan chief | thy Phrygia’s chiefeft boaft,
In virtue firt, and mightieft of the hoft,
Our royal mafter fwears by all the pow’rs,
(Hear me, immortals, in your heav’nly bow’rs)
That’gainft his will the treaties fworn, he broke,
Or did to fight your valiant bands provoke ;
But inly wifh’d to gratify the choice
The gods had made, by his affenting voice ;
s give his daughter to thy longing arms,
Lavinia, fam'd for virtue, as for charms.

R

news in tranfport all Aufonia hears.

-
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But if ftern rage has turn’d his view afide,

If feas of blood have flow'd on either fide ,

If madding fury, reafon over came,

0 powerful chief, let Turnus bear the blame s
His bufy mind difdain’d all peace and ref,

And floods of gall o’erflow’d his ranc’rous breag,
Long our Latinus ftedfaftly deny’d

To lend his troops, and ’gainft his will complyyg,
Ev'n then our armies wifh'd the frantic boy
Would yield obedience to the chief of Troy,
Our monarch too requefting nations join'd ;.

But fay, can Reafon bend the ftubborn mind ?
Can human reafon hepe for weight or force,
When not the gods could turn his impious courfe ?
In dire portents they {poke their will in vain,
His rage renews, he huirries to the plain,
Where his reward the daring caitiff found ;
O’erborn by thee, he bites the bloody ground.
Ah, wicked youth ! in Tartarus® black fhade
Contra& new nuptials with fome Stygian maid;
If rage and fury ftill be thy delight,

In Acheron difplay thy fkill in fight.

But thou, ‘the happy heir of Latium’s throne,
Whom all our people their proteclor own ;
Whofe ample praifes are with rapture fung,
Whofe glorious deeds untie the infant’s:tongue i
* QOur youth, our fages, and each fober dame,
With one accord all celebrate thy name :

That Turnus fell by thee we all rejoice,
Believe not me, but hear a nation’s voice ;

83 0 T
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On thees the Latians turn an eye of joy,

Latinus waits thee. O thou fon of Troy,

forbear 2 while to feek the fhades of night,

{n full expectance of the nuptial rite ;

So Ihall th’ Ttalian and the Phl’ygian race

oin in one ftock, which time fhall ne’er efface.
Then hafte, great chief! thy conduét be our care,
To gain thofe honours thou waft born to wear.”

He faid ; the fhouting bands his fewfe approve,
And former hate gives way to new-born love :
To which the pious hero {miling kind,
Thus fpoke the gentle diQates of his mind :

“ The rage of combats, and paft {cenes of woe,
Ye and your king are guiltlefs of I know :
Turnus alone provok’d the martial ftrife,
Lavith of blood, and prodigal of life ;
A raging paflion for delufive fame
Too oft we find the youthful breaft inflame ;
Then tel] your king his will fhall be obey’d,
With rapture I embrace the Latian maid,
And peace eternal fivear.  Nor till the pow’rs
Have ftopp’d the courfe of good Latinus’ hours,
Shall his imperial {ceptres grace thefe hands ;
But, born a king, he fill fhail rule thefe lands.
Another city fhall my Trojans found,s
Where added houfhold gods fhall blefs the groundi
Winia’s name fhall grace the rifing town,

And equal laws united bands fhall ofvn :
R 3 May
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May love and friendfhip fpread thro’ all the hoft,
And Troy and Latium in one name be lof,
‘What now remains but with.a pious care

To burn thofe corfes that infet the air,

Sad victims of the war, whofe rav’nous hanq
Smites mighty heroes, and deftroys a land »
That bus'nefs done, to-morrow’s fun fhall guide
The happy lover to his blooming bride.”

He faid ; th’attentive people round him gaze,
His virtues charm them, ang they fhout his praife,
Now fee the bufy legions all around,’

Trees crack’ling fall, and axes loud refound ;
With holy zeal they fhape the diff’rent pyres,
And high to heav’n afcend the curling fires ;
Thick clouds of {fmoke mount flowly to the fky,
A thoufand fheep, appointed victims, die;

The blood of {wine impurples all the plain,
And in the flames they caft the heifers flain :

No more the field is loaded with the dead,

And noify fheuts around the plain are {pread;
At length the fundiffus’d his gelden ray, -

And all prepar’d to haften on their way.

Eneas firt his fiery fleed beftrode,

And at his fide the ‘rev’rend Drances rode,
Who much befpoke the chief ; the next to fight
Afcanius came, in youthful honours bright 3
 'The good Aletes, deeply worn with age,

3 -I}wm” and Mneltheus, worthy fages
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fus and Sergeftus pals’d along,

Gerc
galiant Gyas, and Cloanthus ftrong.

And (e .
]nbaﬂds commix’'d, the foll'wing troops fucceed,

for fo the friendly leaders had decreed,

Now on Laurentam’s wall, a gaping train
view'd the proceflion moving o'er the plain;
Fach citizen exults with inward joy,

To think the fword no longer fhall deftroy.

Iatinus from the town, a certain way
with chofen friends, to meet the Trojan, lay :
Nor could the croud the god-like chief conceal,
The mighty prince his actions all reveal ;
High o’er the reft in graceful pomp he trod,
Fach a&ion fpoke the offspring of a god.

Thus met, the leader of the Latian band
Addrefs’d the chief, and prefs'd his friendly hand :

« At length, thou glory of the Trojan race,
My hope’s compleat, for I behold thy face. ;
To me at length the happy hour is giv'n,
To clafp the choiceft fav’rite of heav'n;
With joy to yield to the divine decree,
That here hath fix'd a refting- place for thee.
Long tofs’d thro’ perils, here thy rigors ceafe,
Thefe lands, thefe happy lands, enjoy in peace.
Tho' furious rage that knows not e’er to yield;
Tho' Jove fhould frown, has drench’d with blood the field,

R 4 Tho’
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Tho' lawlefs licence arm'd her harpy clayws,
And wildly beafted violated laws ;
Yet I, alas, unwillingly comply'd,
With tears, not blood, Latinus' fteel was dy'q .
Deceiv’d my legions fought, and he who moft,
In Jove's defpight, attack’d thy pious hof,
Now lies a carcafs on the barren fand,
Vi&tim of heav'n, and of thy mighty hand,
No more the trumpet fhall awake to arms
. S8 Thy martial foul, that bends to Hymen's charths,
' Some realms I have, and towns my own I call,
Fit for defence, and girdl'd with a wall :
Yet of all obje@ts that my foul engage,
Lavinia's chief, the comfort of my age ;
She and her charms, ‘O mighty fon, be thine,
In this embrace I the fweet maid refign.
Dear to my foul, thy virtues I adore,
Sprung from my loins, T could not love thee more.”

To whom Eneas, “ When that rev’rend head
Meets my glad fight, by hoary Time o’erfpread,
I foon conclude that battle’s ftubborn rage
Was ne’er the option of thy prudent age ;

If thou haft fears, oh, give them to the wind,
T thee, oh monarch, I a facher find ;
~ Believe thy fon, when’er that form I view,
. The thoughts of good Anchifes rife anew ;
\ | Again his figare in full fight appears,
- And filial duty melts me into tears.”

Now
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Now to the palace haftes the royal pair,
he Latian crowd confefs the {trangers fair ;
Maids, women, boys, and hoary fires combine
To praife the beauties of their guefts divine,
But chief Eneas ftruck their wond'rous eyes :
His fair demeanour, and f{uperior fize,
Caught ev'ry gazer, and fincere their praife
Attends the chicf who blefs with peace theirdays.

As when long rains have drench'd the genial plain,
In gloomy fadnefs fits each penfive fwain ;
With arms infolded, and dejeted brow,
The farmer weeps his unavailing plow :
But clad in fplendor fhouold the fun arife,
And pour his golden glories thro’ the fkies,
They hafte exulting to their honeft care,
And wound earth’s bofom with the crooked fhare :
So the Aufonians lull’d their mind to eafe,
And fhout and revel at the approach of peace.

Latinus now had reach’d the palace gate,
Eneas joins, Tilus fwells the ftate;
Trojans, Italians, march in pomp along,
And the court brightens with a noble throng
By matrons circled, and by virgins led
APPEar‘d the partner of Eneas bed ;
Her eyes like ftars diffus’d a laftre round,
Her modeft eyes fhe rivets to the ground.
S0n as the Trojan faw the beautcous maid,

Te gaz'd, he lov'd, and thus in fecret faid :
« I blame

>
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« [ blame not, Turnus, thy ambitious rage,

For fuch a prize who’d not in war engage ?

To tafte fuch beauties, fuch tranfcendent Charms
Kings roufe the nations, and the world's in arp v

The facred prieft faft by the altar ftands,

And joins in marriage-bond their plighted hands .
With peals of joy the vaulted roofs refound,

And Hymeneal fongs are wafted all around,

And now Achates, by his prince fore-taught,

From out the camp the various prefents brought,
Vefts work’d with gold which He&tor's confort gave,
Ere yet the Greeks had crofs'd the briny wave ;
A collar too, whofe gems emitted flame,

And once the honour of the princely dame :
Nor was forgot a bowl infcalptur’d high,
' Pond’rous to bear, and beautcous to the eye,
Which on Anchifes’ board did whilom blaze,
The gift of Priam in his happier days.

This for Latinus good Achates brings,
Such royal prefents kings may fend to kings:
Bat the gay robes, and collar’s radiant pride,
Are jultly deftin'd for the blooming bride.

Now converfe {weet, and joy‘ without allay,
Deceives the winged hours, and clofes day ;
The genial feaft is ferv’d in fumptuous fate,

- For luxury, at tnnes, becomes the great.
~ On purple couches all the nobIes i -
The taught attendants wait attentive by 3

% |

-_ » i 5 g "L . : ! » =l
. : 3 ’ > % 5\ 3 4 '.-;
A%y b By i \ Ko L i 54
- ~ad -, o \ . "
) iy 6 <o bt it il S i i A g

SN

From



[ 251 ]

From chryftal urns are living waters pour'd,

And every dainty loads the regal board,

Bright Ceres here provides her gifts divine,

And the red god beftows his choicelt wine.

with eye attentive ev'ry waiter ftands,

And flies to execute each gueft’s commands,
This ferves the chargers, that the mantling bowl,
And crowds in billows {eem to wave, and roll.
Latinus near lilus at the board,

Heard him with tranfport, and devour’d each word 3
For in the godlike youth at once combin’d,

The grace of feature with the worth of mind ;

His manly talk, his obfervations fage,

Befpoke a judgment riper than his age,

Nor could the king with-hold his honeft praile,

« Take this embrace, thou wonder of thy days :
Thrice blefs'd Encas, {ure the gods confpire

To make each fon add luftre to the fire.”

The banquet ended, fome their talk employ
On Grecian battles, and the fall of Troy :
Now of Laurentum’s broils, what fhrinking bands
Fled from the foe, or dar’'d oppofers hands;
Who firft broke thio’ the ranks with furious force,
And thro’ the flanghter urg’d his foaming horle.
But much Eneas and Latinus told
Of Latium’s ancient deeds, and hero’s old;
How Saturn flying from his offspring’s rage,
ln fair Hefperia hid his hoary dage,
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Hence Latium eall’d : he taught to raife the
And the forc’d earth her bounties to refign |
A wand'ring race, and’mountain-bred he tam’q,
; By arts improv’d them, and with laws reclaim'q
| Again Jove feeks his father’s realms, to tafte

Eleftra’s beauties, and the dame embrac'd,

Whence Dardanus was born : his brothers flain

By his own hand, he fled acrofs the main,

From Corythus he fled, with num’rous bands,
" And fafely fettled on the Phrygian lands,

Proud of his birth, he in his banner bore

The bird of Jove, which after, He&or wore.

Much fame he won, which time fhall ne'er deftroy,
Th' immortal founder of imperial Troy.

To choral airs the high-roof’d palace rings,

The torches blaze, the minftrel {weeps the ftrings 3
Trojan and Latians tothe found advance,

And mingle friendly in the mazy dance,
- For thrice three days in revelry and joy
> 3 They drown'd their cares : at length the chief of Troy
" To other tafks dire@s his  carions eyes,
~ Mark'd out by plows fhall deflin'd cities rife ;
Here form they trenches, there dig ditches wide,
~ When, firange to fay, the Phrygian leader fpy'd
- A blazing glory round Lavinia’s head, |
~ Which to the fky its flamy honours fpread.
He ftood aghaft, nor knew what meant the fign ;
:__;_-'B\_t:'_t thas his pray’r addref’d : « O king divine,
Wmen__aﬂd gods ! if e’er my Trojan bands
Have unrepining folloy'd thy commands,

Vinc,
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grill thro’ all perils or by land or fea
To thee have pray’d, have facrific’d to thee :
1f I have led them to thefe piousdeeds,
].'“\.Plain this omen that belief exceeds.
Ah may no dire portent our peace oppofa,
Be ended here, O Jove! our various woes."”
while thus he pray'd, his mother lay conceal’d
Pehind a cloud ; but, foon to fight reveal'd,
Thus {ooths her fon : ¢ Thy doubts and cares give o'er,
Interpret right the happinefs in ftore
The gods predift.  Peace fpreads her olive wand,
And buxom plenty «crowns the laughing land.
The lambient.glories round Lavinia feen,
Portend the god-like iffue of the queen ;
From her a mighty race of chiefs fhall rife,
Whofe fame immortal fhall afcend the fkies;
The vanquifb’d world with pride fhall wear their chain,
Realms far divided by the feas in va:a.
This flame, great Jove from high Olympus fent;
Fame yet referv’d is mark’d by this portent;
Her fhare of honours let Lavinia claim,
Call thy new city by her happy name.
Thy houfhold gods, efcap'd from burning Troy,
Shall in thefe walls a double peace enjoy ;
With pious awe their kindly love revere,
For know they ever fhall inhabit here.
With fuch affe@ion for thefe realms.they burn,
That fore’d from hence again they fhall return ;
No other climes their godheads deign to blefs,
Then, my bedt fon, thy happinefs confeds.
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O’er Trojan bands thy legal fway maintain,

*Till good Latinus feeks the Elyfian plain ;

Then double fcepters fhall my offspring grace,
Ruler of Troy, and Latium’s hardy race :

One common law fhall bind them all in one,

No fell divifion, and diftin&ion none.

Yet maik, O mark, what ftill remains for thee,
The gods confenting fix’d the kind decree,

Thy days fpun out, thou fhalt not mix with eaith,
More honours claim thy virtues and thy birth ;
*Tis thine to enter in the blefs'd abodes,
Vanquith proud Fate, and mingle with the gods.”
She fpoke, and quickly darting from the fight,
Streak’d the thin ether with a trail of light.

TR TR R AN G ol

The hero flood revolving in his mind

The various bounties which the pow’rs defign'd ;

Peace crown’d his days, Latinus yields to Fate;

The pious Trojan rules the happy ftate,

Full wide extends his undifputed fway,

And all alike one common king obey ;

Their rites, their cuftoms, and their will the fame,
~ As citizens they fhare one gen’ral name.

And now the mother of each fmiling love,
Proftrate, and trembling at the throne of Jove,
 Befpoke the god :  « Almighty fire of Heav'n!

To whom the ruling of the world is giv'n,
Who read'ft mankind, and feeft the heart’s intent,
Ere yet the lips have giv'n the fecret vent,

-~
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Thy facred promife let a goddefs claim,

A ?Im}df;f;, pIc(icHng for the Trojan name:

pidft thou not vow in pity of their woes,

o eafe their {uff’rings by a bleft repofe ?

Nor can I tax thy promife made in vain,

Three years hath peace beheld this happy plain ;
vet think, O Jove, to {ooth a mother’s care,
There yet remains a feat in heav’n to fpare

For great Enecas, who tranfcends all praife:
gpeak thy decree, thine humbler fuppliant raife,
paft mortal ftrength his growing virtues rife,
Too great for earth, he ripens for the fkies.”

To whom the mighty pow’r with looks ferene,
But firft he rais’d, and kifs’d the Cyprian queen:

¢« Thy mighty fon and all his pow'rful bands
That much 1 love, bear witnefs {ea and lands,
My arm hath {natch’d them from each peril near,
And at their {fuff’rings Jove has fhed a tear
For thy fair fake. My Juno now relents,
And to my grant, o’ercome, at length confents,
Then "tisdecreed, his virtues fhall prevail,
Purge off each part that makes the mortal frail,
Then add him to the ftars; fhould others rife
Of equal merit, they fhall fhare the fkies.”
The gods affent, and Juno vex'd no more,
Requefts the boon fhe often crofs’d before,

Quick from the ftarry pole fair Venus glides,

And where Numicus rolls thro’ reeds his tides,
She.




) A TR SASRE, Sit L

AT R A PR A W U R

[ 26 }

She dips her fon, and wathes well away
Each grofler pasticle of mortal clay ;

The part divine to heav’n the goddefs bears
And the juft prince ztherial honours fhares :
Him as their god the Julian race invoke, ‘

For him do temples rife, and facred altars finoke




