Vergil’s Aeneid
Book 1

Opening

Yarrow’s comprehension questions: Who is Juno? What does she love?
Why is Juno angry? Undetline/highlight anything that helps
answer this question. There may be more than one answer to each
question!

Wars and a man I sing—an exile driven on by Fate,

he was the first to flee the coast of Troy,

destined to reach Lavinian! shores and Italian soil,

yet many blows he took on land and sea from the gods above—
thanks to cruel Juno’s relentless rage—and many losses

he bore in battle too, before he could found a city,

bring his gods to Latium, source of the Latin race,

the Alban? lords and the high walls of Rome.

Tell me,

Muse, how it all began. Why was Juno outraged?

What could wound the Queen of the Gods with all her power?
Why did she force a man, so famous for his devotion,

to brave such rounds of hardship, bear such trials?

Can such rage inflame the immortals’ hearts?

There was an ancient city held by Tyrian settlers,
Carthage, facing Italy and the Tiber River’s mouth
but far away—a rich city trained and fierce in war.
Juno loved it, they say, beyond all other lands

in the world, even beloved Samos, second best.
Here she kept her armor, here her chariot too,

and Carthage would rule the nations of the earth

if only the Fates were willing. This was Juno’s goal
from the start, and so she nursed her city’s strength.
But she heard a race of men, sprung of Trojan blood,
would one day topple down her Tyrian stronghold,
breed an arrogant people ruling far and wide,

proud in battle, destined to plunder Libya.

So the Fates were spinning out the future . . .

This was Juno’s fear

and the goddess never forgot the old campaign

that she had waged at Troy for her beloved Argos.
No, not even now would the causes of her rage,

her bitter sorrows drop from the goddess” mind.
They festered deep within her, galled her still:

the Judgment of Paris, the unjust slight to her beauty,

! Lavinium is in Latium, the region of Italy where Rome is
located.

2 Mount Alba is a dormant volcano in Latium. Many towns in
Latium are named after Alba, most importantly Alba Longa.

3 Remember him from the Embedded narrative in the Homeric
Hymn to Aphrodite!

4 The Greek hero of Homer’s lliad.

the Trojan stock she loathed, the honors showetred on Ganymede?
ravished to the skies. Her fury inflamed by all this,

the daughter of Saturn drove over endless oceans

Trojans left by the Greeks and brute Achilles*.

Juno kept them far from Latium, forced by the Fates

to wander round the seas of the world, year in, year out.

Such a long hard labor it was to found the Roman people.

Cut: Narrative of how Juno canses Aeneas to be shipwrecked as he wanders

Landfall

Yarrow’s comprebension questions: Remember Aeneas from the end of
the Homseric Hymn to Aphroditel What kind of leader is Aeneas?
Vergil is trying here to characterize Aeneas through his actions.
What virtues does he have? Undetline/highlight anything that
helps us better understand Aeneas’ character. Notice how Virgil
gives us a window into Aeneas’ thoughts!

Aeneas puts in here with a bare seven warships
saved from his whole fleet. How keen their longing
for dry land underfoot as the Trojans disembark,
taking hold of the earth, their last best hope,

and fling their brine-wracked bodies on the sand.
Achates? is first to strike a spark from flint,

then works to keep it alive in dry leaves,

cups it around with kindling, feeds it chips

and briskly fans the tinder into flame.

Then, spent as they were from all their toil,

they set out food, the bounty of Ceres®, drenched
in sea-salt, Ceres’ utensils too, her mills and troughs,
and bend to parch with fire the grain they had salvaged,
grind it fine on stones.

While they see to their meal

Aeneas scales a crag, straining to scan the sea-reach

far and wide

... Is there any trace of Antheus now,

tossed by the gales, or his warships banked with oars?
Or Capys perhaps, or Caicus’ stern adorned with
shields?”

Not a ship in sight. But he does spot three stags
roaming the shore, an entire herd behind them
grazing down the glens in a long-ranked line.

5 For our purposes not an important character, just some
random companion of Aeneas.

6 Goddess of Grain and Harvest, associated by the Romans with
Greek Demeter and other Mother/Fertility/Harvest Goddesses.
7 For our purposes not important characters, just some random
companions of Aeneas now lost at sea.




He halts, grasps his bow and his flying arrows,

the weapons his trusty aide Achates keeps at hand.

First the leaders, antlers branching over their high heads,
he brings them down, then turns on the herd, his shafts
stampeding the rest like rabble into the leafy groves.
Shaft on shaft, no stopping him till he stretches

seven hefty carcasses on the ground—a triumph,

one for each of his ships—and makes for the cove,
divides the kill with his whole crew and then shares out
the wine that good Acestes®, princely man, had brimmed
in their casks the day they left Sicilian shores.

The commander’s words relieve their stricken hearts:

“My comrades, hardly strangers to pain before now,
we all have weathered worse. Some god will grant us
an end to this as well. You’ve threaded the rocks
resounding with Scylla’s howling rabid dogs,

and taken the brunt of the Cyclops’ boulders, too.?

Call up your courage again. Dismiss your grief and fear.
A joy it will be one day, perhaps, to remember even this.
Through so many hard straits, so many twists and turns
our course holds firm for Latium. There Fate holds out
a homeland, calm, at peace. There the gods decree

the kingdom of Troy will rise again. Bear up.

Save your strength for better times to come.”

Brave words.
Sick with mounting cares he assumes a look of hope
and keeps his anguish buried in his heart.

The men gird up for the game, the coming feast,

they skin the hide from the ribs, lay bare the meat.
Some cut it into quivering strips, impale it on skewers,
some set cauldrons along the beach and fire them to the boil.
Then they renew their strength with food, stretched out
on the beach-grass, fill themselves with seasoned wine
and venison rich and crisp. Their hunger sated,

the tables cleared away, they talk on for hours,

asking after their missing shipmates—wavering now
between hope and fear: what to believe about the rest?
Were the men still alive or just in the last throes,
forever lost to their comrades’ far-flung calls?

Aeneas most of all, devoted to his shipmates,

deep within himself he moans for the losses . . .

now for Orontes, hardy soldier, now for Amycus,

now for the brutal fate that Lycus may have met,

then Gyas and brave Cloanthus, hearts of oak.!?

8 For our purposes not an important character, just another
random companion of Aeneas.

° These are the same challenges Odysseus faces in Homer’s
Odyssey.

10 Again random names of lost companions... Why include so
many names of characters whom the author doesn’t develop
further?!

Venus and Jupiter

Yarrow’s comprebension questions: Why is Venus upset? What does
Jupiter promise? In that promise try to locate any reference to
humans becoming gods. Where else (before the midterm and
after) have we heard about humans turning into gods?! What
virtues do the Romans have? Underline/highlight answers to

these questions.

Their mourning was over now as Jove!! from high heaven,
gazing down on the sea, the whitecaps winged with sails,
the lands outspread, the coasts, the nations of the earth,
paused at the zenith of the sky and set his sights

on Libya, that proud kingdom. All at once,

as he took to heart the struggles he beheld,

Venus approached in rare sorrow, tears abrim

in her sparkling eyes, and begged:

“Oh you who rule

the lives of men and gods with your everlasting laws

and your lightning bolt of terror, what crime could my Aeneas
commit against you, what dire harm could the Trojans do
that after bearing so many losses, this wide world

is shut to them now? And all because of Italy.

Surely from them the Romans would arise one day

as the years roll on, and leaders would as well,

descended from Teucer’s blood brought back to life,

to rule all lands and seas with boundless power—

you promised! Father, what motive changed your mind?
With that, at least, I consoled myself for Troy’s demise,
that heartrending ruin—weighing fate against fate.

But now after all my Trojans suffered, still

the same disastrous fortune drives them on and on.
What end, great king, do you set to their ordeals?

“Antenor!? could slip out from under the Greek siege,
then make his passage through the Illyrian gulfs and,
safe through the inlands where the Liburnians rule,

he struggled past the Timavus River’s source.

There, through its nine mouths as the mountain caves
roar back, the river bursts out into full flood,

a thundering surf that overpowers the fields.

Reaching Italy, he erected a city for his people,

a Trojan home called Padua—gave them a Trojan name,

11 Just another name for Jupiter.
12 This character and the place names (all in North Eastern Italy)
again don’t particularly matter for us. This paragraph and the
next say in short “You let this other Trojan dude get where he
was going, Dad, but you’ve not helped my son.”




hung up their Trojan arms and there, after long wars,
he lingers on in serene and settled peace.

“But we,

your own children, the ones you swore would hold
the battlements of heaven—now our ships are lost,
appalling! We are abandoned, thanks to the rage
of a single foe, cut off from Italy’s shores.

Is this our reward for reverence,

this the way you give us back our throne?”

The Father of Men and Gods!3, smiling down on her
with the glance that clears the sky and calms the tempest,
lightly kissing his daughter on the lips, replied:

“Relieve yourself of fear, my lady of Cythera'4,
the fate of your children stands unchanged, I swear.
You will see your promised city, see Lavinium’s walls

and bear your great-hearted Aeneas up to the stars on high.

Nothing has changed my mind. No, your son, believe me—

since anguish is gnawing at you, I will tell you more,
unrolling the scroll of Fate

to reveal its darkest secrets. Aeneas will wage

a long, costly war in Italy, crush defiant tribes

and build high city walls for his people there

and found the rule of law. Only three summers

will see him govern Latium, three winters pass

in barracks after the Latins have been broken.

But his son Ascanius, now that he gains the name
of Tulus—TIlus he was, while Ilium ruled on high—
will fill out with his own reign thirty sovereign years,
a giant cycle of months revolving round and round,
transferring his rule from its old Lavinian home

to raise up Alba Longa’s mighty ramparts.

There, in turn, for a full three hundred years

the dynasty of Hector will hold sway till Ilia,

a royal priestess great with the brood of Mars,

will bear the god twin sons. Then one, Romulus,
reveling in the tawny pelt of a wolf that nursed him,
will inherit the line and build the walls of Mars

and after his own name, call his people Romans.

On them I set no limits, space or time:

I have granted them power, empire without end.

Even furious Juno, now plaguing the land and sea and sky
with terror: she will mend her ways and hold dear with me
these Romans, lords of the earth, the race arrayed in togas.
This is my pleasure, my decree. Indeed, an age will come,

as the long years slip by, when Assaracus’ royal house

13 = Jupiter
14 Another epithet of Venus, like Cyprian

will quell Achilles’ homeland, brilliant Mycenae too,

and enslave their people, rule defeated Argos.

From that noble blood will arise a Trojan Caesar,

his empire bound by the Ocean, his glory by the stars:
Julius, a name passed down from Iulus, his great forebear.
And you, in years to come, will welcome him to the skies,
you rest assured—Iaden with plunder of the East,

and he with Aeneas will be invoked in prayer.

Then will the violent centuries, battles set aside,
grow gentle, kind. Vesta and silver-haired Good Faith
and Quirinus!® flanked by brother Remus will make the laws.

The terrible Gates of War with their welded iron bars

will stand bolted shut, and locked inside, the Frenzy

of civil strife will crouch down on his savage weapons,

hands pinioned behind his back with a hundred brazen shackles,

monstrously roaring out from his bloody jaws.”

So he decrees and speeds the son of Maia'® down the sky
to make the lands and the new stronghold, Carthage,
open in welcome to the Trojans, not let Dido,

unaware of fate, expel them from her borders.

Down through the vast clear air flies Mercury,

rowing his wings like oars and in a moment

stands on Libya’s shores, obeys commands

and the will of god is done.

The Carthaginians calm their fiery temper
and Queen Dido, above all, takes to heatt
a spirit of peace and warm good will to meet

the men of Troy.

Aeneas meets his Mother

Yarrow’s comprebension questions: Keep an eye on the characterization
of Aeneas, especially the nature of his leadership. What is Venus’
disguise? Why this disguise? Why a disguise at all? Again,
compare the Homeric Hymn to Aphrodite, especially Aeneas’ response
vs. Anchises response to meeting a goddess in disguise!

But Aeneas, duty-bound,

his mind restless with worries all that night,

reached a firm resolve as the fresh day broke.

Out he goes to explore the strange terrain . . .
what coast had the stormwinds brought him to?
Who lives here? All he sees is wild, untilled—
what men, or what creatures?
Then report the news to all his comrades.

So, concealing his ships

in the sheltered woody narrows overarched by rocks

15 Originally the name of a Sabine war-god, but assimilated to
the deified Romulus
16 = Mercury, associated with Greek Hermes.




and screened around by trees and trembling shade,
Aeneas moves out, with only Achates at his side,
two steel-tipped javelins balanced in his grip.

Suddenly, in the heart of the woods, his mother
crossed his path. She looked like a young girl,

a Spartan girl decked out in dress and gear

or Thracian Harpalyce tiring out her mares,
outracing the Hebrus River’s rapid tides.

Hung from a shoulder, a bow that fit her grip,

a huntress for all the world, she’d let her curls

go streaming free in the wind, her knees were bare,
her flowing skirts hitched up with a tight knot.

She speaks out first:

“You there, young soldiers,

did you by any chance see one of my sisters?
Which way did she go? Roaming the woods,
a quiver slung from her belt,

wearing a spotted lynx-skin, or in full cry,

hot on the track of some great frothing boar?”
So Venus asked and the son of Venus!7 answered:

“Not one of your sisters have I seen or heard . . .
but how should I greet a young gitl like you?

Your face, your features—hardly a mortal’s looks
and the tone of your voice is hardly human either.
Oh a goddess, without a doubt! What, are you
Apollo’s sister?!® Or one of the breed of Nymphs?

Be kind, whoever you are, relieve our troubled hearts.
Under what skies and onto what coasts of the world

have we been driven? Tell us, please. Castaways,
we know nothing, not the people, not the place—
lost, hurled here by the gales and heavy seas.
Many a victim will fall before your altars,

we’ll slaughter them for you!”

But Venus replied:
“Now there’s an honor I really don’t deserve.
It’s just the style for Tyrian gitls to sport

a quiver and high-laced hunting boots in crimson.

What you see is a Punic kingdom, people of Tyre!®

and Agenor’s town, but the border’s held by Libyans
hard to break in war. Phoenician Dido is in command,
she sailed from Tyre, in flight from her own brother.

Oh it’s a long tale of crime, long, twisting, dark,
but I’ll try to trace the high points in their order . . .

“Dido was married to Sychaeus, the richest man in Tyre,

and she, poor girl, was consumed with love for him.

17 Test question! Who is the son of Venus?!
18 Djana to the Romans, Artemis to the Greeks

Her father gave her away, wed for the first time,
a virgin still, and these her first solemn rites.
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But her brother held power in Tyre—Pygmalion,

a monster, the vilest man alive.

A murderous feud broke out between both men.
Pygmalion, catching Sychaeus off guard at the altar,
slaughtered him in blood. That unholy man, so blind
in his lust for gold he ran him through with a sword,
then hid the crime for months, deaf to his sistet’s love,
her heartbreak. Still he mocked her with wicked lies,
with empty hopes. But she had a dream one night.

The true ghost of her husband, not yet buried,

came and lifting his face—ashen, awesome in death—
showed her the cruel altar, the wounds that pierced his chest
and exposed the secret horror that lurked within the house.

He urged her on: “Take flight from our homeland, quick!”
And then he revealed an unknown ancient treasure,
an untold weight of silver and gold, a comrade

to speed her on her way.

“Driven by all this,

Dido plans her escape, collects her followers

fired by savage hate of the tyrant or bitter fear.

They seize some galleys set to sail, load them with gold—
the wealth Pygmalion craved—and they bear it overseas

and a woman leads them all.

Reaching this haven here,

where now you will see the steep ramparts rising,

the new city of Carthage—the Tyrians purchased land as
large as a bull’s-hide could enclose but cut in strips for size
and called it Byrsa, the Hide, for the spread they’d bought.

19 The cities, their ethnicities and socio-political and socio-
economic connections are real. The stories are stories.



But you, who are you? What shores do you come from?
Where are you headed now?”

He answered her questions,

drawing a labored sigh from deep within his chest:

“Goddess, if I'd retrace our story to its start,

if you had time to hear the saga of our ordeals,

before I finished the Evening Star would close

the gates of Olympus, put the day to sleep . . .

From old Troy we come—Troy it’s called, perhaps
you’ve heard the name—sailing over the world’s seas
until, by chance, some whim of the winds, some tempest

drove us onto Libyan shores.

I am Aeneas, duty-bound.
I carry aboard my ships the gods of house and home

we seized from enemy hands. My fame goes past the skies.

I seek my homeland—Italy—born as I am from highest Jove.

I launched out on the Phrygian?® sea with twenty ships,
my goddess mother marking the way, and followed hard
on the course the Fates had charted. A mere seven,
battered by wind and wave, survived the worst.

I myself am a stranger, utterly at a loss,

trekking over this wild Libyan wasteland,

forced from Europe, Asia too, an exile—"2!

Venus could bear no more of his laments
and broke in on his tale of endless hardship:

“Whoever you are, I scarcely think the Powers hate you:
you enjoy the breath of life, you’ve reached a Tyrian city.
So off you go now. Take this path to the queen’s gates.

I have good news. Your friends are restored to you,

your fleet’s reclaimed. The winds swerved from the North

and drove them safe to port.

True, unless my parents

taught me to read the flight of birds for nothing.

Look at those dozen swans triumphant in formation!

The eagle of Jove had just swooped down on them all
from heaven’s heights and scattered them into open sky,
but now you can see them flying trim in their long ranks,
landing or looking down where their friends have landed—
home, cavorting on ruffling wings and wheeling round

the sky in convoy, trumpeting in their glory.??

So homeward bound, your ships and hardy shipmates
anchor in port now or approach the harbor’s mouth,
full sail ahead. Now off you go, move on,

wherever the path leads you, steer your steps.”

20 Remember we met Phrygia in the Homeric Hymn to

Aphrodite! It was the kingdom Aphrodite pretended to have

been seized from by Hermes.
21 Cf. conceptions of the oikoumene in Catullus.
22 \Where else have we met omens read from birds?!

At that,

as she turned away her neck shone with a rosy glow,
her mane of hair gave off an ambrosial fragrance,
her skirt flowed loose, rippling down to her feet
and her stride alone revealed her as a goddess.

He knew her at once—his mother—

and called after her now as she sped away:

“Why, you too, cruel as the rest? So often

you ridicule your son with your disguises!

Why can’t we clasp hands, embrace each other,
exchange some words, speak out, and tell the truth?”

Reproving her so, he makes his way toward town

but Venus screens the travelers off with a dense mist,
pouring round them a cloak of clouds with all her power,
so no one could see them, no one reach and hold them,
cause them to linger now or ask why they had come.

But she herself, lifting into the air, wings her way

toward Paphos??, racing with joy to reach her home again
where her temples stand and a hundred altars steam

with Arabian incense, redolent with the scent

of fresh-cut wreaths.

Aeneas sees Carthage

Yarrow’s comprebension questions: What does Aeneas see on the
temple? What is the last thing he sees before seeing Dido?

Meanwhile the two men?*

are hurrying on their way as the path leads,

now climbing a steep hill arching over the city,

looking down on the facing walls and high towers.

Aeneas marvels at its mass—once a cluster of huts—

he marvels at gates and bustling hum and cobbled streets.
The Tyrians press on with the work, some aligning the walls,
struggling to raise the citadel, trundling stones up slopes;
some picking the building sites and plowing out their boundaries,
others drafting laws, electing judges, a senate held in awe.
Here they’re dredging a harbor, there they lay foundations
deep for a theater, quarrying out of rock great columns

to form a fitting scene for stages still to come.?>

As hard at their tasks as bees in early summer,

that work the blooming meadows under the sun,
they escort a new brood out, young adults now,

or press the oozing honey into the combs, the nectar
brimming the bulging cells, or gather up the plunder

23 What do you already know about Paphos?

24 Achates is still with Aeneas.

25 Vergil imagines the foundation of Carthage to have been just
like the foundation of a Roman colony.




workers haul back in, or close ranks like an army,
driving the drones, that lazy crew, from home.
The hive seethes with life, exhaling the scent

of honey sweet with thyme.

“How lucky they are,”
Aeneas cries, gazing up at the city’s heights,

“their walls are rising now!”

And on he goes,

cloaked in cloud—temarkable—right in their midst

he blends in with the crowds, and no one sees him.

Now deep in the heart of Carthage stood a grove,

lavish with shade, where the Tyrians, making landfall,

still shaken by wind and breakers, first unearthed that sign:
Queen Juno?® had led their way to the fiery stallion’s head
that signaled power in war and ease in life for ages.
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Here Dido of Tyre was building Juno a mighty temple,
rich with gifts and the goddess’ aura of power.

Bronze the threshold crowning a flight of stairs,

the doorposts sheathed in bronze, and the bronze doors
groaned deep on their hinges.

Here in this grove

a strange sight met his eyes and calmed his fears

for the first time. Here, for the first time,

Aeneas dared to hope he had found some haven,

for all his hard straits, to trust in better days.

For awaiting the queen, beneath the great temple now,
exploring its features one by one, amazed at it all,

the city’s splendor, the work of rival workers” hands
and the vast scale of their labors—all at once he sees,
spread out from first to last, the battles fought at Troy,

the fame of the Trojan War now known throughout the world,

26 The Carthaginians called their goddess Tanit and she was

often associated with Demeter by Greek peoples. Notice the

grain in her hair on the coin observe.

Atreus’ sons and Priam—Achilles, savage to both at once.
Aeneas came to a halt and wept, and “Oh, Achates,”
he cried,

“is there anywhere, any place on earth

not filled with our ordeals? There’s Priam, look!
Even here, merit will have its true reward . . .
even here, the world is a world of tears

and the burdens of mortality touch the heart.
Dismiss your fears. Trust me, this fame of ours

will offer us some haven.”

So Aeneas says,

feeding his spirit on empty, lifeless pictures,

groaning low, the tears rivering down his face

as he sees once more the fighters circling Troy.

Here Greeks in flight, routed by Troy’s young ranks,
there Trojans routed by plumed Achilles in his chariot.
Just in range are the snow-white canvas tents of Rhesus—
he knows them at once, and sobs—Rhesus’ men betrayed
in their first slumber, droves of them slaughtered

by Diomedes splattered with their blood, lashing

back to the Greek camp their high-strung teams

before they could ever savor the grass of Troy

or drink at Xanthus’ banks.

Next Aeneas sees

Troilus in flight, his weapons flung aside,

unlucky boy, no match for Achilles’ onslaught—

horses haul him on, tangled behind an empty war-car,
flat on his back, clinging still to the reins, his neck

and hair dragging along the ground, the butt of his javelin
scrawling zigzags in the dust.

And here the Trojan women

are moving toward the temple of Pallas, their deadly foe,
their hair unbound as they bear the robe, their offering,
suppliants grieving, palms beating their breasts

but Pallas turns away, staring at the ground.

And Hector—

three times Achilles has hauled him round the walls of Troy
and now he’s selling his lifeless body off for gold.

Aeneas gives a groan, heaving up from his depths,

he sees the plundered armor, the car, the corpse

of his great friend, and Priam reaching out

with helpless hands . . .

He even sees himself
swept up in the melee, clashing with Greek captains,
sees the troops of the Dawn and swarthy Memnon’s arms.



And Penthesilea leading her Amazons bearing half-moon
shields—

she blazes with battle fury out in front of her army,
cinching a golden breastband under her bared breast,

a girl, a warrior queen who dares to battle men.

And now

as Trojan Aeneas, gazing in awe at all the scenes of Troy,
stood there, spellbound, eyes fixed on the war alone,

the queen aglow with beauty approached the temple,
Dido, with massed escorts marching in her wake.

Like Diana urging her dancing troupes along

the Eurotas’ banks or up Mount Cynthus’ ridge

as a thousand mountain-nymphs crowd in behind her,
left and right—with quiver slung from her shoulder,
taller than any other goddess as she goes striding on

and silent Latona thrills with joy too deep for words.

Like Dido now, striding triumphant among her people,
spurring on the work of their kingdom still to come.

And then by Juno’s doors beneath the vaulted dome,
flanked by an honor guard beside her lofty seat,

the queen assumed her throne. Here as she handed down
decrees and laws to her people, sharing labors fairly,

some by lot, some with her sense of justice,

Aeneas

suddenly sees his men approaching through the crowds,
Antheus, Sergestus, gallant Cloanthus,?” other Trojans
the black gales had battered over the seas

and swept to far-flung coasts.

Aeneas, Achates,

both were amazed, both struck with joy and fear.

They yearn to grasp their companions’ hands in haste

but both men are unnerved by the mystery of it all.

So, cloaked in folds of mist, they hide their feelings,

waiting, hoping to see what luck their friends have found.
Where have they left their ships, what coast?
Why have they come?

These picked men, still marching in from the whole armada,

pressing toward the temple amid the rising din

to plead for some good will.

Once they had entered,
allowed to appeal before the queen—the eldest,
Prince Ilioneus, calm, composed, spoke out:

“Your majesty, empowered by Jove to found
your new city here and curb rebellious tribes
with your sense of justice—we poor Trojans,

castaways, tossed by storms over all the seas,

27 Again names not important, only important that Aeneas
thought they were lost at sea and now they are here at
Carthage safe and alive.

we beg you: keep the cursed fire off our ships!
Pity us, god-fearing men! Look on us kindly,

see the state we are in. We have not come

to put your Libyan gods and homes to the sword,
loot them and haul our plunder toward the beach.
No, such pride, such violence has no place

in the hearts of beaten men.

Caut: further dialogne between Aeneas, his men with whom be is now

mitraculously re-united and Dido

Aeneas” Welcome at Carthage

Yarrow’s comprebension questions: Keep an eye on the characterization
of Aeneas, especially the nature of his leadership. What is Cupid’s
disguise? Why this disguise? Why a disguise at all? What is Venus
still afraid of? Undetline/highlight anything that helps answer this
question.

[Dido now speaking]

My destiny, harrying me with trials hard as yours,
led me as well, at last, to anchor in this land.
Schooled in suffering, now I learn to comfort
those who suffer too.”

With that greeting

she leads Aeneas into the royal halls, announcing
offerings in the gods’ high temples as she goes.

Not forgetting to send his shipmates on the beaches
twenty bulls and a hundred huge, bristling razorbacks
and a hundred fatted lambs together with their mothers:
gifts to make this day a day of joy.

Within the palace

all is decked with adornments, lavish, regal splendor.
In the central hall they are setting out a banquet,
draping the gorgeous purple, intricately worked,
heaping the board with grand displays of silver

and gold engraved with her fathers’ valiant deeds,

a long, unending series of captains and commands,

traced through a line of heroes since her country’s birth.

Aeneas—a father’s love would give the man no rest—
quickly sends Achates down to the ships to take
the news to Ascanius, bring him back to Carthage.

All his paternal care is focused on his son.

He tells Achates to fetch some gifts as well,
plucked from the ruins of Troy: a gown stiff




with figures stitched in gold, and a woven veil

with yellow sprays of acanthus round the border.
Helen’s glory, gifts she carried out of Mycenae,
fleeing Argos for Troy to seal her wicked marriage—
the marvelous handiwork of Helen’s mother, Leda.
Aeneas adds the scepter Ilione used to bear,

the eldest daughter of Priam; a necklace too,

strung with pearls, and a crown of double bands,
one studded with gems, the other, gold. Achates,
following orders, hurries toward the ships.

But now Venus is mulling over some new schemes,
new intrigues. Altered in face and figure, Cupid
would go in place of the captivating Ascanius,
using his gifts to fire the queen to madness,
weaving a lover’s ardor through her bones.

No doubt Venus fears that treacherous house

and the Tyrians’ forked tongues,

and brutal Juno inflames her anguish too

and her cares keep coming back as night draws on.

So Venus makes an appeal to Love, her winged son?:

“You, my son, are my strength, my greatest power—
you alone, my son, can scoff at the lightning bolts

the high and mighty Father hurled against Typhoeus®.
Help me, I beg you. I need all your immortal force.
Your brother Aeneas is tossed round every coast on earth,
thanks to Juno’s ruthless hatred, as you well know,
and time and again you’ve grieved to see my grief.

But now Phoenician Dido has him in her clutches,
holding him back with smooth, seductive words,

and I fear the outcome of Juno’s welcome here . . .
She won’t sit tight while Fate is turning on its hinge.
So I plan to forestall her with ruses of my own

and besiege the queen with flames,

and no goddess will change her mood—she’s mine,

my ally-in-arms in my great love for Aeneas.

“Now how can you go about this? Hear my plan.

His dear father has just sent for the young prince—

he means the world to me—and he’s bound for Carthage now,
bearing presents saved from the sea, the flames of Troy.
T’ll Iull him into a deep sleep and hide him far away

on Cythera’s heights or high Idalium?®, my shrines,

so he cannot learn of my trap or spring it open

while it’s being set. And you with your cunning,

forge his appearance—just one night, no more—put on
the familiar features of the boy, boy that you are,

so when the wine flows free at the royal board

and Dido, lost in joy, cradles you in her lap,

caressing, kissing you gently, you can breathe

28 Love = winged son = Cupid (in Greek Eros). In Latin cupidus
means longing, desire. An English derivative is cupidity =
“greed for money or possessions”.

29 A serpent-dragon-monster killed my Zeus in Hesiod’s
Theogony.

your secret fire into her, poison the queen

and she will never know.”

Cupid leaps at once

to his loving mother’s orders. Shedding his wings

he masquerades as Iulus3!, prancing with his stride.

But now Venus distills a deep, soothing sleep

into Iulus’ limbs, and warming him in her breast

the goddess spirits him off to her high Idalian grove
where beds of marjoram breathe and embrace him with aromatic
flowers and rustling shade.

Now Cupid is on the move,

under her orders, bringing the Tyrians royal gifts,

his spirits high as Achates leads him on.

Arriving, he finds the queen already poised

on a golden throne beneath the sumptuous hangings,
commanding the very center of her palace. Now Aeneas,
the good captain, enters, then the Trojan soldiers,

taking their seats on couches draped in purple.

Servants pour them water to rinse their hands,
quickly serving them bread from baskets, spreading
their laps with linens, napkins clipped and smooth.

In the kitchens are fifty serving-maids assigned
to lay out foods in a long line, course by course,

and honor the household gods by building fires high.

A hundred other maids and a hundred men, all matched in age,
are spreading the feast on trestles, setting out the cups.

And Tyrians join them, bustling through the doors,

filling the hall with joy, to take invited seats

on brocaded couches. They admire Aeneas’ gifts,

admire Tulus now—the glowing face of the god

and the god’s dissembling words—and Helen’s gown

and the veil adorned with a yellow acanthus border.

But above all, tragic Dido, doomed to a plague

about to strike, cannot feast her eyes enough,

thrilled both by the boy and gifts he brings

and the more she looks the more the fire grows.

But once he’s embraced Aeneas, clung to his neck

to sate the deep love of his father, deluded father,
Cupid makes for the queen. Her gaze, her whole heart
is riveted on him now, and at times she even warms him
snugly in her breast, for how can she know, poor Dido,
what a mighty god is sinking into her, to her grief?

But he, recalling the wishes of his mother Venus,
blots out the memory of Sychaeus bit by bit,
trying to seize with a fresh, living love

30 = adjective from Mt. Ida
31 Cf. the Prophecy of Jupiter earlier! We learned lulus was
another name for Ascanius, Aeneas’ son.



a heart at rest for long—long numb to passion.

Then,

with the first lull in the feast, the tables cleared away,
they set out massive bowls and crown the wine with wreaths.
A vast din swells in the palace, voices reverberating
through the echoing halls. They light the lamps,

hung from the coffered ceilings sheathed in gilt,

and blazing torches burn the night away.

The queen calls for a heavy golden bowl,

studded with jewels and brimmed with unmixed wine,
the bowl that Belus and all of Belus’ sons had brimmed,
and the hall falls hushed as Dido lifts a prayer:

“Jupiter, you, they say, are the god who grants

the laws of host and guest. May this day be one

of joy for Tyrians here and exiles come from Troy,
a day our sons will long remember. Bacchus,

giver of bliss, and Juno, generous Juno,

bless us now. And come, my people, celebrate

1

with all good will this feast that makes us one

With that prayer, she poured a libation to the gods,
tipping wine on the board, and tipping it, she was first
to take the bowl, brushing it lightly with her lips,

then gave it to Bitias—laughing, goading him on

and he took the plunge, draining the foaming bowl,
drenching himself in its brimming, overflowing gold,

and the other princes drank in turn.

Then Iopas,

long-haired bard, strikes up his golden lyre

resounding through the halls.?> Giant Atlas

had been his teacher once, and now he sings

the wandering moon and laboring sun eclipsed,

the roots of the human race and the wild beasts,

the source of storms and the lightning bolts on high,
Arcturus, the rainy Hyades and the Great and Little Bears,
and why the winter suns so rush to bathe themselves in the sea
and what slows down the nights to a long lingering crawl . . .
And time and again the Tyrians burst into applause

and the Trojans took their lead.

So Dido, doomed,

was lengthening out the night by trading tales

as she drank long draughts of love—asking Aeneas
question on question, now about Priam, now Hector,
what armor Memnon, son of the Morning, wore at Troy,

how swift were the horses of Diomedes? How strong was
Achilles?

“Wait, come, my guest,” she urges, “tell us your own story,
start to finish—the ambush laid by the Greeks, the pain

your people suffered, the wanderings you have faced.

32 Cf. With Demodocus in the Homer’s Odyssey.

For now is the seventh summer that has borne you

wandering all the lands and seas on earth.”__

[AZ of Book 2 is an embedded narrative in which Aeneas tells Dido all about
the fall of Troy. 1t is our longest surviving narrative of the fall. Far longer
than anything in Homer.)

PREFACE

[1] Whether the task I have undertaken of writing a complete
history of the Roman people from the very commencement of its
existence will reward me for the labour spent on it, I neither know
for certain, nor if I did know would I venture to say. For I see that
this is an old-established and a common practice, each fresh writer
being invariably persuaded that he will either attain greater
certainty in the materials of his natrative, or surpass the rudeness
of antiquity in the excellence of his style. However this may be, it
will still be a great satisfaction to me to have taken my patt, too, in
investing, to the utmost of my abilities, the annals of the foremost
nation in the world with a deeper interest; and if in such a crowd
of writers my own reputation is thrown into the shade, I would
console myself with the renown and greatness of those who
eclipse my fame. The subject, moreover, is one that demands
immense labour. It goes back beyond 700 years and, after starting
from small and humble beginnings, has grown to such dimensions
that it begins to be overburdened by its greatness. I have very little
doubt, too, that for the majority of my readers the earliest times
and those immediately succeeding, will possess little attraction;
they will hurry on to these modern days in which the might of a
long paramount nation is wasting by internal decay. I, on the other
hand, shall look for a further reward of my labours in being able to
close my eyes to the evils which our generation has witnessed for
so many years; so long, at least, as I am devoting all my thoughts
to retracing those pristine records, free from all the anxiety which
can disturb the historian of his own times even if it cannot warp
him from the truth.

The traditions of what happened prior to the foundation of the
City or whilst it was being built, are more fitted to adorn the
creations of the poet than the authentic records of the historian,
and I have no intention of establishing either their truth or their
falsehood. This much licence is conceded to the ancients, that by
intermingling human actions with divine they may confer a more
august dignity on the origins of states. Now, if any nation ought to
be allowed to claim a sacred origin and point back to a divine
paternity that nation is Rome. For such is her renown in war that
when she chooses to represent Mars as her own and her founder's
father, the nations of the world accept the statement with the same
equanimity with which they accept her dominion. But whatever
opinions may be formed or criticisms passed upon these and
similar traditions, I regard them as of small importance. The
subjects to which I would ask each of my readers to devote his
earnest attention are these - the life and morals of the community;
the men and the qualities by which through domestic policy and
foreign war dominion was won and extended. Then as the
standard of morality gradually lowers, let him follow the decay of
the national character, observing how at first it slowly sinks, then
slips downward more and more rapidly, and finally begins to
plunge into headlong ruin, until he reaches these days, in which we
can bear neither our diseases nor their remedies.



There is this exceptionally beneficial and fruitful advantage to be
derived from the study of the past, that you see, set in the clear
light of historical truth, examples of every possible type. From
these you may select for yourself and your country what to imitate,
and also what, as being mischievous in its inception and disastrous
in its issues, you are to avoid. Unless, however, I am misled by
affection for my undertaking, there has never existed any
commonwealth greater in power, with a purer morality, or more
fertile in good examples; or any state in which avarice and luxury
have been so late in making their inroads, or poverty and frugality
so highly and continuously honoured, showing so clearly that the
less wealth men possessed the less they coveted. In these latter
years wealth has brought avarice in its train, and the unlimited
command of pleasure has created in men a passion for ruining
themselves and everything else through self-indulgence and
licentiousness. But criticisms which will be unwelcome, even when
perhaps necessary, must not appear in the commencement at all
events of this extensive work. We should much prefer to start with
favourable omens, and if we could have adopted the poets'
custom, it would have been much pleasanter to commence with
prayers and supplications to gods and goddesses that they would
grant a favourable and successful issue to the great task before us.

Book 1: The Earliest Legends

[1.1]To begin with, it is generally admitted that after the capture of
Troy, whilst the rest of the Trojans were massacred, against two of
them - Aeneas and Antenor - the Achivi refused to exercise the
rights of war, partly owing to old ties of hospitality, and partly
because these men had always been in favour of making peace and
surrendering Helen. Their subsequent fortunes were different.
Antenor sailed into the furthest part of the Adriatic, accompanied
by a number of Enetians who had been driven from Paphlagonia
by a revolution, and after losing their king Pylaemenes before Troy
were looking for a settlement and a leader. The combined force of
Enetians and Trojans defeated the Euganei, who dwelt between
the sea and the Alps and occupied their land. The place where they
disembarked was called Troy, and the name was extended to the
surrounding district; the whole nation were called Veneti. Similar
misfortunes led to Aeneas becoming a wanderer, but the Fates
were preparing a higher destiny for him. He first visited
Macedonia, then was carried down to Sicily in quest of a
settlement; from Sicily he directed his course to the Laurentian
territory. Here, too, the name of Troy is found, and here the
Trojans disembarked, and as their almost infinite wanderings had
left them nothing but their arms and their ships, they began to
plunder the neighbourhood. The Aborigines, who occupied the
country, with their king Latinus at their head, came hastily together
from the city and the country districts to repel the inroads of the
strangers by force of arms.

From this point there is a twofold tradition. According to the one,
Latinus was defeated in battle, and made peace with Aeneas, and
subsequently a family alliance. According to the other, whilst the
two armies were standing ready to engage and waiting for the
signal, Latinus advanced in front of his lines and invited the leader
of the strangers to a conference. He inquired of him what manner
of men they were, whence they came, what had happened to make
them leave their homes, what were they in quest of when they
landed in Latinus' territory. When he heard that the men were
Trojans, that their leader was Aeneas, the son of Anchises and
Venus, that their city had been burnt, and that the homeless exiles

were now looking for a place to settle in and build a city, he was so
struck with the noble bearing of the men and their leader, and
their readiness to accept alike either peace or war, that he gave his
right hand as a solemn pledge of friendship for the future. A
formal treaty was made between the leaders and mutual greetings
exchanged between the armies. Latinus received Aeneas as a guest
in his house, and there, in the presence of his tutelary deities,
completed the political alliance by a domestic one, and gave his
daughter in marriage to Aeneas. This incident confirmed the
Trojans in the hope that they had reached the term of their
wanderings and won a permanent home. They built a town, which
Aeneas called Lavinium after his wife. In a short time a boy was
born of the new marriage, to whom his parents gave the name of
Ascanius.

[1.2]In a short time the Aborigines and Trojans became involved
in war with Turnus, the king of the Rutulians. Lavinia had been
betrothed to him before the arrival of Aeneas, and, furious at
finding a stranger preferred to him, he declared war against both
Latinus and Aeneas. Neither side could congratulate themselves
on the result of the battle; the Rutulians were defeated, but the
victorious Aborigines and Trojans lost their leader Latinus. Feeling
their need of allies, Turnus and the Rutulians had recourse to the
celebrated power of the Etruscans and Mezentius, their king, who
was reigning at Caere, a wealthy city in those days. From the first
he had felt anything but pleasure at the rise of the new city, and
now he regarded the growth of the Trojan state as much too rapid
to be safe to its neighbours, so he welcomed the proposal to join
forces with the Rutulians. To keep the Aborigines from
abandoning him in the face of this strong coalition and to secure
their being not only under the same laws, but also the same
designation, Aeneas called both nations by the common name of
Latins. From that time the Aborigines were not behind the
Trojans in their loyal devotion to Aeneas. So great was the power
of Etruria that the renown of her people had filled not only the
inland parts of Italy but also the coastal districts along the whole
length of the land from the Alps to the Straits of Messina. Aeneas,
however, trusting to the loyalty of the two nations who were day
by day growing into one, led his forces into the field, instead of
awaiting the enemy behind his walls. The battle resulted in favour
of the Latins, but it was the last mortal act of Aeneas. His tomb -
whatever it is lawful and right to call him - is situated on the bank
of the Numicius. He is addressed as "Jupiter Indiges."

[1.3]His son, Ascanius, was not old enough to assume the
government; but his throne remained secure throughout his
minority. During that interval - such was Lavinia's force of
character - though a woman was regent, the Latin State, and the
kingdom of his father and grandfather, were preserved unimpaired
for her son. I will not discuss the question - for who could speak
decisively about a matter of such extreme antiquity? - whether the
man whom the Julian house claim, under the name of Tulus, as the
founder of their name, was this Ascanius or an older one than he,
born of Creusa, whilst Tlium was still intact, and after its fall a
sharer in his fathet's fortunes. This Ascanius, where ever botn, or
of whatever mother - it is generally agreed in any case that he was
the son of Aeneas - left to his mother (or his stepmother) the city
of Lavinium, which was for those days a prosperous and wealthy
city, with a superabundant population, and built a new city at the
foot of the Alban hills, which from its position, stretching along
the side of the hill, was called "Alba Longa." An interval of thirty
years elapsed between the foundation of Lavinium and the
colonisation of Alba Longa. Such had been the growth of the
Latin power, mainly through the defeat of the Etruscans, that



neither at the death of Aeneas, nor during the regency of Lavinia,
nor during the immature years of the reign of Ascanius, did either
Mezentius and the Etruscans or any other of their neighbours
venture to attack them. When terms of peace were being arranged,
the river Albula, now called the Tiber, had been fixed as the
boundary between the Etruscans and the Latins.

Ascanius was succeeded by his son Silvius, who by some chance
had been born in the forest. He became the father of Aeneas
Silvius, who in his turn had a son, Latinus Silvius. He planted a
number of colonies: the colonists were called Prisci Latini. The
cognomen of Silvius was common to all the remaining kings of
Alba, each of whom succeeded his father. Their names are Alba,
Atys, Capys, Capetus, Tiberinus, who was drowned in crossing the
Albula, and his name transferred to the river, which became
henceforth the famous Tiber. Then came his son Agtippa, after
him his son Romulus Silvius. He was struck by lightning and left
the crown to his son Aventinus, whose shrine was on the hill
which bears his name and is now a part of the city of Rome. He
was succeeded by Proca, who had two sons, Numitor and
Amulius. To Numitor, the elder, he bequeathed the ancient throne
of the Silvian house. Violence, however, proved stronger than
cither the father's will or the respect due to the brother's seniority;
for Amulius expelled his brother and seized the crown. Adding
crime to crime, he murdered his brothet's sons and made the
daughter, Rea Silvia, a Vestal virgin; thus, under the presence of
honouring her, depriving her of all hopes of issue.

[1.4]But the Fates had, I believe, already decreed the origin of this
great city and the foundation of the mightiest empire under
heaven. The Vestal was forcibly violated and gave birth to twins.
She named Mars as their father, either because she really believed
it, or because the fault might appear less heinous if a deity were the
cause of it. But neither gods nor men sheltered her or her babes
from the king's cruelty; the priestess was thrown into prison, the
boys were ordered to be thrown into the river. By a heaven-sent
chance it happened that the Tiber was then overflowing its banks,
and stretches of standing water prevented any approach to the
main channel. Those who were carrying the children expected that
this stagnant water would be sufficient to drown them, so under
the impression that they were catrying out the king's orders they
exposed the boys at the nearest point of the overflow, where the
Ficus Ruminalis (said to have been formerly called Romularis) now
stands. The locality was then a wild solitude. The tradition goes on
to say that after the floating cradle in which the boys had been
exposed had been left by the retreating water on dry land, a thirsty
she-wolf from the surrounding hills, attracted by the crying of the
children, came to them, gave them her teats to suck and was so
gentle towards them that the king's flock-master found her licking
the boys with her tongue. According to the story, his name was
Faustulus. He took the children to his hut and gave them to his
wife Larentia to bring up. Some writers think that Larentia, from
her unchaste life, had got the nickname of "She-wolf" amongst the
shepherds, and that this was the origin of the matvellous story. As
soon as the boys, thus born and thus brought up, grew to be
young men they did not neglect their pastoral duties, but their
special delight was roaming through the woods on hunting
expeditions. As their strength and courage were thus developed,
they used not only to lie in wait for fierce beasts of prey, but they
even attacked brigands when loaded with plunder. They
distributed what they took amongst the shepherds, with whom,
surrounded by a continually increasing body of young men, they
associated themselves in their serious undertakings and in their
sports and pastimes.

[1.5]1t is said that the festival of the Lupercalia, which is still
observed, was even in those days celebrated on the Palatine hill.
This hill was originally called Pallantium from a city of the same
name in Arcadia; the name was afterwards changed to Palatium.
Evander, an Arcadian, had held that territory many ages before,
and had introduced an annual festival from Arcadia in which
young men ran about naked for sport and wantonness, in honour
of the Lycaean Pan, whom the Romans afterwards called Inuus.
The existence of this festival was widely recognised, and it was
while the two brothers were engaged in it that the brigands,
enraged at losing their plunder, ambushed them. Romulus
successfully defended himself, but Remus was taken prisoner and
brought before Amulius, his captors impudently accusing him of
their own crimes. The principal charge brought against them was
that of invading Numitor's lands with a body of young men whom
they had got together, and carrying off plunder as though in
regular warfare. Remus accordingly was handed over to Numitor
for punishment. Faustulus had from the beginning suspected that
it was royal offspring that he was bringing up, for he was aware
that the boys had been exposed at the king's command and the
time at which he had taken them away exactly corresponded with
that of their exposure. He had, however, refused to divulge the
matter prematurely, until either a fitting opportunity occurred or
necessity demanded its disclosure. The necessity came first.
Alarmed for the safety of Remus he revealed the state of the case
to Romulus. It so happened that Numitor also, who had Remus in
his custody, on hearing that he and his brother were twins and
comparing their ages and the character and bearing so unlike that
of one in a servile condition, began to recall the memory of his
grandchildren, and further inquiries brought him to the same
conclusion as Faustulus; nothing was wanting to the recognition of
Remus. So the king Amulius was being enmeshed on all sides by
hostile purposes. Romulus shrunk from a direct attack with his
body of shepherds, for he was no match for the king in open fight.
They were instructed to approach the palace by different routes
and meet there at a given time, whilst from Numitot's house
Remus lent his assistance with a second band he had collected.
The attack succeeded and the king was killed.

[1.6]At the beginning of the fray, Numitor gave out that an enemy
had entered the City and was attacking the palace, in order to draw
off the Alban soldiery to the citadel, to defend it. When he saw the
young men coming to congratulate him after the assassination, he
at once called a council of his people and explained his brother's
infamous conduct towards him, the story of his grandsons, their
parentage and bringing up, and how he recognised them. Then he
proceeded to inform them of the tyrant's death and his
responsibility for it. The young men marched in order through the
midst of the assembly and saluted their grandfather as king; their
action was approved by the whole population, who with one voice
ratified the title and sovereignty of the king. After the government
of Alba was thus transferred to Numitor, Romulus and Remus
were seized with the desire of building a city in the locality where
they had been exposed. Thetre was the superfluous population of
the Alban and Latin towns, to these were added the shepherds: it
was natural to hope that with all these Alba would be small and
Lavinium small in comparison with the city which was to be
founded. These pleasant anticipations were disturbed by the
ancestral curse - ambition - which led to a deplorable quarrel over
what was at first a trivial matter. As they were twins and no claim
to precedence could be based on seniority, they decided to consult
the tutelary deities of the place by means of augury as to who was
to give his name to the new city, and who was to rule it after it had
been founded. Romulus accordingly selected the Palatine as his
station for observation, Remus the Aventine.



[1.7]Remus is said to have been the first to receive an omen: six
vultures appeared to him. The augury had just been announced to
Romulus when double the number appeared to him. Each was
saluted as king by his own party. The one side based their claim on
the priority of the appearance, the other on the number of the
birds. Then followed an angry altercation; heated passions led to
bloodshed; in the tumult Remus was killed. The more common
report is that Remus contemptuously jumped over the newly
raised walls and was forthwith killed by the enraged Romulus, who
exclaimed, "So shall it be henceforth with every one who leaps
over my walls." Romulus thus became sole ruler, and the city was
called after him, its founder. His first work was to fortify the
Palatine hill where he had been brought up. The worship of the
other deities he conducted according to the use of Alba, but that
of Hercules in accordance with the Greek rites as they had been
instituted by Evander. It was into this neighbourhood, according
to the tradition, that Hercules, after he had killed Geryon, drove
his oxen, which were of marvellous beauty. He swam across the
Tiber, driving the oxen before him, and wearied with his journey,
lay down in a grassy place near the river to rest himself and the
oxen, who enjoyed the rich pasture. When sleep had overtaken
him, as he was heavy with food and wine, a shepherd living near,
called Cacus, presuming on his strength, and captivated by the
beauty of the oxen, determined to secure them. If he drove them
before him into the cave, their hoof-marks would have led their
owner on his search for them in the same direction, so he dragged
the finest of them backwards by their tails into his cave. At the
first streak of dawn Hercules awoke, and on surveying his herd
saw that some were missing. He proceeded towards the nearest
cave, to see if any tracks pointed in that direction, but he found
that every hoof-mark led from the cave and none towards it.
Perplexed and bewildered he began to drive the herd away from so
dangerous a neighbourhood. Some of the cattle, missing those
which were left behind, lowed as they often do, and an answering
low sounded from the cave. Hercules turned in that direction, and
as Cacus tried to prevent him by force from entering the cave, he
was killed by a blow from Hercules' club, after vainly appealing for
help to his comrades

The king of the country at that time was Evander, a refugee from
Peloponnesus, who ruled more by personal ascendancy than by
the exercise of power. He was looked up to with reverence for his
knowledge of letters - a new and marvellous thing for uncivilised
men - but he was still more revered because of his mother
Carmenta, who was believed to be a divine being and regarded
with wonder by all as an interpreter of Fate, in the days before the
arrival of the Sibyl in Italy. This Evander, alarmed by the crowd of
excited shepherds standing round a stranger whom they accused
of open murder, ascertained from them the nature of his act and
what led to it. As he observed the bearing and stature of the man
to be more than human in greatness and august dignity, he asked
who he was. When he heard his name, and learnt his father and his
country he said, "Hercules, son of Jupiter, haill My mother, who
speaks truth in the name of the gods, has prophesied that thou
shalt join the company of the gods, and that here a shrine shall be
dedicated to thee, which in ages to come the most powerful nation
in all the world shall call their Ara Maxima and honour with shine
own special worship." Hercules grasped Evander's right hand and
said that he took the omen to himself and would fulfil the
prophecy by building and consecrating the altar. Then a heifer of
conspicuous beauty was taken from the herd, and the first sacrifice
was offered; the Potitii and Pinarii, the two principal families in
those parts, were invited by Hercules to assist in the sacrifice and
at the feast which followed. It so happened that the Potitii were
present at the appointed time, and the entrails were placed before

them; the Pinarii arrived after these were consumed and came in
for the rest of the banquet. It became a permanent institution
from that time, that as long as the family of the Pinarii survived
they should not eat of the entrails of the victims. The Potitii, after
being instructed by Evander, presided over that rite for many ages,
until they handed over this ministerial office to public servants
after which the whole race of the Potitii perished. This out of all
foreign rites, was the only one which Romulus adopted, as though
he felt that an immortality won through courage, of which this was
the memorial, would one day be his own reward.

[1.8]After the claims of religion had been duly acknowledged,
Romulus called his people to a council. As nothing could unite
them into one political body but the observance of common laws
and customs, he gave them a body of laws, which he thought
would only be respected by a rude and uncivilised race of men if
he inspired them with awe by assuming the outward symbols of
power. He surrounded himself with greater state, and in particular
he called into his service twelve lictors. Some think that he fixed
upon this number from the number of the birds who foretold his
sovereignty; but I am inclined to agree with those who think that
as this class of public officers was borrowed from the same people
from whom the "sella curulis" and the "toga praetexta" were
adopted - their neighbours, the Etruscans - so the number itself
also was taken from them. Its use amongst the Etruscans is traced
to the custom of the twelve sovereign cities of Etruria, when
jointly electing a king, furnishing him each with one lictor.
Meantime the City was growing by the extension of its walls in
various directions; an increase due rather to the anticipation of its
future population than to any present overcrowding. His next care
was to secure an addition to the population that the size of the
City might not be a source of weakness. It had been the ancient
policy of the founders of cities to get together a multitude of
people of obscure and low origin and then to spread the fiction
that they were the children of the soil. In accordance with this
policy, Romulus opened a place of refuge on the spot where, as
you go down from the Capitol, you find an enclosed space
between two groves. A promiscuous crowd of freemen and slaves,
eager for change, fled thither from the neighbouring states. This
was the first accession of strength to the nascent greatness of the
city. When he was satisfied as to its strength, his next step was to
provide for that strength being wisely directed. He created a
hundred senators; either because that number was adequate, or
because there were only a hundred heads of houses who could be
created. In any case they were called the "Patres"” in virtue of their
rank, and their descendants were called "Patricians."

[1.9]The Roman State had now become so strong that it was a
match for any of its neighbours in war, but its greatness threatened
to last for only one generation, since through the absence of
women there was no hope of offspring, and there was no right of
intermarriage with their neighbours. Acting on the advice of the
senate, Romulus sent envoys amongst the surrounding nations to
ask for alliance and the right of intermarriage on behalf of his new
community. It was represented that cities, like everything else,
sprung from the humblest beginnings, and those who were helped
on by their own courage and the favour of heaven won for
themselves great power and great renown. As to the origin of
Rome, it was well known that whilst it had received divine
assistance, courage and self-reliance were not wanting. There
should, therefore, be no reluctance for men to mingle their blood
with their fellow-men. Nowhere did the envoys meet with a
favourable reception. Whilst their proposals were treated with
contumely, there was at the same time a general feeling of alarm at



the power so rapidly growing in their midst. Usually they were
dismissed with the question, "whether they had opened an asylum
for women, for nothing short of that would secure for them
intermatrriage on equal terms." The Roman youth could ill brook
such insults, and matters began to look like an appeal to force. To
secure a favourable place and time for such an attempt, Romulus,
disguising his resentment, made elaborate preparations for the
celebration of games in honour of "Equestrian Neptune," which
he called "the Consualia." He ordered public notice of the
spectacle to be given amongst the adjoining cities, and his people
supported him in making the celebration as magnificent as their
knowledge and resources allowed, so that expectations were raised
to the highest pitch. There was a great gathering; people were
eager to see the new City, all their nearest neighbours - the people
of Caenina, Antemnae, and Crustumerium - were there, and the
whole Sabine population came, with their wives and families. They
were invited to accept hospitality at the different houses, and after
examining the situation of the City, its walls and the large number
of dwelling-houses it included, they were astonished at the rapidity
with which the Roman State had grown.

When the hour for the games had come, and their eyes and minds
were alike riveted on the spectacle before them, the preconcerted
signal was given and the Roman youth dashed in all directions to
carry off the maidens who were present. The larger part were
carried off indiscriminately, but some particularly beautiful girls
who had been marked out for the leading patricians were carried
to their houses by plebeians told off for the task. One,
conspicuous amongst them all for grace and beauty, is reported to
have been carried off by a group led by a certain Talassius, and to
the many inquiries as to whom she was intended for, the invariable
answer was given, "For Talassius." Hence the use of this word in
the marriage rites. Alarm and consternation broke up the games,
and the parents of the maidens fled, distracted with grief, uttering
bitter reproaches on the violators of the laws of hospitality and
appealing to the god to whose solemn games they had come, only
to be the victims of impious perfidy. The abducted maidens were
quite as despondent and indignant. Romulus, however, went
round in person, and pointed out to them that it was all owing to
the pride of their parents in denying right of intermarriage to their
neighbours. They would live in honourable wedlock, and share all
their property and civil rights, and - dearest of all to human nature
- would be the mothers of freemen. He begged them to lay aside
their feelings of resentment and give their affections to those
whom fortune had made masters of their persons. An injury had
often led to reconciliation and love; they would find their
husbands all the more affectionate, because each would do his
utmost, so far as in him lay, to make up for the loss of parents and
country. These arguments were reinforced by the endearments of
their husbands, who excused their conduct by pleading the
irresistible force of their passion - a plea effective beyond all
others in appealing to a woman's nature.

[1.10] The feelings of the abducted maidens were now pretty
completely appeased, but not so those of their parents. They went
about in mourning garb, and tried by their tearful complaints to
rouse their countrymen to action. Nor did they confine their
remonstrances to their own cities; they flocked from all sides to
Titus Tatius, the king of the Sabines, and sent formal deputations
to him, for his was the most influential name in those parts. The
people of Caenina, Crustumerium, and Antemnae were the
greatest sufferers; they thought Tatius and his Sabines were too
slow in moving, so these three cities prepared to make war
conjointly. Such, however, were the impatience and anger of the

Caeninensians that even the Crustuminians and Antemnates did
not display enough energy for them, so the men of Caenina made
an attack upon Roman territory on their own account. Whilst they
were scattered far and wide, pillaging and destroying, Romulus
came upon them with an army, and after a brief encounter taught
them that anger is futile without strength. He put them to a hasty
flight, and following them up, killed their king and despoiled his
body; then after slaying their leader took their city at the first
assault. He was no less anxious to display his achievements than
he had been great in performing them, so, after leading his
victorious army home, he mounted to the Capitol with the spoils
of his dead foe borne before him on a frame constructed for the
purpose. He hung them there on an oak, which the shepherds
looked upon as a sacred tree, and at the same time marked out the
site for the temple of Jupiter, and addressing the god by a new
title, uttered the following invocation: "Jupiter Feretrius! these
arms taken from a king, I, Romulus a king and conqueror, bring to
thee, and on this domain, whose bounds I have in will and
putpose traced, I dedicate a temple to receive the 'spolia opima'
which posterity following my example shall bear hither, taken
from the kings and generals of our foes slain in battle." Such was
the origin of the first temple dedicated in Rome. And the gods
decreed that though its founder did not utter idle words in
declaring that posterity would thither bear their spoils, still the
splendour of that offering should not be dimmed by the number
of those who have rivalled his achievement. For after so many
years have elapsed and so many wars been waged, only twice have
the "spolia opima" been offered. So seldom has Fortune granted
that glory to men.

[1.11]Whilst the Romans were thus occupied, the army of the
Antemnates seized the opportunity of their territory being
unoccupied and made a raid into it. Romulus hastily led his legion
against this fresh foe and surprised them as they were scattered
over the fields. At the very first battle-shout and charge the enemy
were routed and their city captured. Whilst Romulus was exulting
over this double victory, his wife, Hersilia, moved by the entreaties
of the abducted maidens, implored him to pardon their parents
and receive them into citizenship, for so the State would increase
in unity and strength. He readily granted her request. He then
advanced against the Crustuminians, who had commenced war,
but their eagerness had been damped by the successive defeats of
their neighbours, and they offered but slight resistance. Colonies
were planted in both places; owing to the fertility of the soil of the
Crustumine district, the majority gave their names for that colony.
On the other hand there were numerous migrations to Rome
mostly of the parents and relatives of the abducted maidens. The
last of these wars was commenced by the Sabines and proved the
most serious of all, for nothing was done in passion or impatience;
they masked their designs till war had actually commenced.
Strategy was aided by craft and deceit, as the following incident
shows. Spurius Tarpeius was in command of the Roman citadel.
Whilst his daughter had gone outside the fortifications to fetch
water for some religious ceremonies, Tatius bribed her to admit
his troops within the citadel. Once admitted, they crushed her to
death beneath their shields, either that the citadel might appear to
have been taken by assault, or that her example might be left as a
warning that no faith should be kept with traitors. A further story
runs that the Sabines were in the habit of wearing heavy gold
armlets on their left arms and richly jewelled rings, and that the girl
made them promise to give her "what they had on their left arms,"
accordingly they piled their shields upon her instead of golden
gifts. Some say that in bargaining for what they had in their left
hands, she expressly asked for their shields, and being suspected of
wishing to betray them, fell a victim to her own bargain.



[1.12]However this may be, the Sabines were in possession of the
citadel. And they would not come down from it the next day,
though the Roman army was drawn up in battle array over the
whole of the ground between the Palatine and the Capitoline hill,
until, exasperated at the loss of their citadel and determined to
recover it, the Romans mounted to the attack. Advancing before
the rest, Mettius Curtius, on the side of the Sabines, and Hostius
Hostilius, on the side of the Romans, engaged in single combat.
Hostius, fighting on disadvantageous ground, upheld the fortunes
of Rome by his intrepid bravery, but at last he fell; the Roman line
broke and fled to what was then the gate of the Palatine. Even
Romulus was being swept away by the crowd of fugitives, and
lifting up his hands to heaven he exclaimed: "Jupiter, it was thy
omen that I obeyed when I laid here on the Palatine the carliest
foundations of the City. Now the Sabines hold its citadel, having
bought it by a bribe, and coming thence have seized the valley and
are pressing hitherwards in battle. Do thou, Father of gods and
men, drive hence our foes, banish terror from Roman hearts, and
stay our shameful flight! Here do I vow a temple to thee, 'Jove the
Stayer,' as a memorial for the generations to come that it is
through thy present help that the City has been saved." Then, as
though he had become aware that his prayer had been heard, he
cried, "Back, Romans! Jupiter Optimus Maximus bids you stand
and renew the battle." They stopped as though commanded by a
voice from heaven - Romulus dashed up to the foremost line, just
as Mettius Curtius had run down from the citadel in front of the
Sabines and driven the Romans in headlong flight over the whole
of the ground now occupied by the Forum. He was now not far
from the gate of the Palatine, and was shouting: "We have
conquered our faithless hosts, our cowardly foes; now they know
that to carry off maidens is a very different thing from fighting
with men." In the midst of these vaunts Romulus, with a compact
body of valiant troops, charged down on him. Mettius happened
to be on horseback, so he was the more easily driven back, the
Romans followed in pursuit, and, inspired by the courage of their
king, the rest of the Roman army routed the Sabines. Mettius,
unable to control his horse, maddened by the noise of his
pursuers, plunged into a morass. The danger of their general drew
off the attention of the Sabines for a moment from the battle; they
called out and made signals to encourage him, so, animated to
fresh efforts, he succeeded in extricating himself. Thereupon the
Romans and Sabines renewed the fighting in the middle of the
valley, but the fortune of Rome was in the ascendant.

[1.13]Then it was that the Sabine women, whose wrongs had led
to the war, throwing off all womanish fears in their distress, went
boldly into the midst of the flying missiles with dishevelled hair
and rent garments. Running across the space between the two
armies they tried to stop any further fighting and calm the excited
passions by appealing to their fathers in the one army and their
husbands in the other not to bring upon themselves a curse by
staining their hands with the blood of a father-in-law or a son-in-
law, nor upon their postetity the taint of parricide. "If," they cried,
"you are weary of these ties of kindred, these marriage-bonds, then
turn your anger upon us; it is we who are the cause of the war, it is
we who have wounded and slain our husbands and fathers. Better
for us to perish rather than live without one or the other of you, as
widows or as orphans." The armies and their leaders were alike
moved by this appeal. There was a sudden hush and silence. Then
the generals advanced to arrange the terms of a treaty. It was not
only peace that was made, the two nations were united into one
State, the royal power was shared between them, and the seat of
government for both nations was Rome. After thus doubling the
City, a concession was made to the Sabines in the new appellation
of Quirites, from their old capital of Cures. As a memorial of the

battle, the place where Curtius got his horse out of the deep marsh
on to safer ground was called the Curtian lake. The joyful peace,
which put an abrupt close to such a deplorable war, made the
Sabine women still dearer to their husbands and fathers, and most
of all to Romulus himself. Consequently when he effected the
distribution of the people into the thirty curiae, he affixed their
names to the curiae. No doubt there were many more than thirty
women, and tradition is silent as to whether those whose names
were given to the curiae were selected on the ground of age, or on
that of personal distinction - either their own or their husbands' -
or merely by lot. The enrolment of the three centuries of knights
took place at the same time; the Ramnenses were called after
Romulus, the Titienses from T. Tatius. The origin of the Luceres
and why they were so called is uncertain. Thenceforward the two
kings exercised their joint sovereignty with perfect harmony.

[1.14]Some years subsequently the kinsmen of King Tatius ill-
treated the ambassadors of the Laurentines. They came to seek
redress from him in accordance with international law, but the
influence and importunities of his friends had more weight with
Tatius than the remonstrances of the Laurentines. The
consequence was that he brought upon himself the punishment
due to them, for when he had gone to the annual sacrifice at
Lavinium, a tumult arose in which he was killed. Romulus is
reported to have been less distressed at this incident than his
position demanded, either because of the insincerity inherent in all
joint sovereignty, or because he thought he had deserved his fate.
He refused, therefore, to go to war, but that the wrong done to the
ambassadors and the murder of the king might be expiated, the
treaty between Rome and Lavinium was renewed. Whilst in this
direction an unhoped-for peace was secured, war broke out in a
much nearer quarter, in fact almost at the very gates of Rome. The
people of Fidenae considered that a power was growing up too
close to them, so to prevent the anticipations of its future
greatness from being realised, they took the initiative in making
war. Armed bands invaded and devastated the country lying
between the City and Fidenae. Thence they turned to the left - the
Tiber barred their advance on the right - and plundered and
destroyed, to the great alarm of the country people. A sudden rush
from the fields into the City was the first intimation of what was
happening. A war so close to their gates admitted of no delay, and
Romulus hurriedly led out his army and encamped about a mile
from Fidenae. Leaving a small detachment to guard the camp, he
went forward with his whole force, and whilst one part were
ordered to lie in ambush in a place overgrown with dense
brushwood, he advanced with the larger part and the whole of the
cavalry towards the city, and by riding up to the very gates in a
disorderly and provocative manner he succeeded in drawing the
enemy. The cavalry continued these tactics and so made the flight
which they were to feign seem less suspicious, and when their
apparent hesitation whether to fight or to flee was followed by the
retirement of the infantry, the enemy suddenly poured out of the
crowded gates, broke the Roman line and pressed on in eager
pursuit till they were brought to where the ambush was set. Then
the Romans suddenly rose and attacked the enemy in flank; their
panic was increased by the troops in the camp bearing down upon
them. Terrified by the threatened attacks from all sides, the
Fidenates turned and fled almost before Romulus and his men
could wheel round from their simulated flight. They made for their
town much more quickly than they had just before pursued those
who pretended to flee, for their flight was a genuine one. They
could not, however, shake off the pursuit; the Romans were on
their heels, and before the gates could be closed against them,
burst through pell-mell with the enemy.



[1.15]The contagion of the war-spirit in Fidenae infected the
Veientes. This people were connected by ties of blood with the
Fidenates, who were also Etruscans, and an additional incentive
was supplied by the mere proximity of the place, should the arms
of Rome be turned against all her neighbours. They made an
incursion into Roman territory, rather for the sake of plunder than
as an act of regular war. After securing their booty they returned
with it to Veii, without entrenching a camp or waiting for the
enemy. The Romans, on the other hand, not finding the enemy on
their soil, crossed the Tiber, prepared and determined to fight a
decisive battle. On hearing that they had formed an entrenched
camp and were preparing to advance on their city, the Veientes
went out against them, preferring a combat in the open to being
shut up and having to fight from houses and walls. Romulus
gained the victory, not through stratagem, but through the
prowess of his veteran army. He drove the routed enemy up to
their walls, but in view of the strong position and fortifications of
the city, he abstained from assaulting it. On his march homewards,
he devastated their fields more out of revenge than for the sake of
plunder. The loss thus sustained, no less than the previous defeat,
broke the spirit of the Veientes, and they sent envoys to Rome to
sue for peace. On condition of a cession of territory a truce was
granted to them for a hundred years. These were the principal
events at home and in the field that marked the reign of Romulus.
Throughout - whether we consider the courage he showed in
recovering his ancestral throne, or the wisdom he displayed in
founding the City and adding to its strength through war and
peace alike - we find nothing incompatible with the belief in his
divine origin and his admission to divine immortality after death. It
was, in fact, through the strength given by him that the City was
powerful enough to enjoy an assured peace for forty years after his
departure. He was, however, more acceptable to the populace than
to the patricians, but most of all was he the idol of his soldiers. He
kept a bodyguard of three hundred men round him in peace as
well as in war. These he called the "Celeres."

[1.16]After these immortal achievements, Romulus held a review
of his army at the "Caprae Palus" in the Campus Martius. A
violent thunderstorm suddenly arose and enveloped the king in so
dense a cloud that he was quite invisible to the assembly. From
that hour Romulus was no longer seen on earth. When the fears of
the Roman youth were allayed by the return of bright, calm
sunshine after such fearful weather, they saw that the royal seat
was vacant. Whilst they fully believed the assertion of the senators,
who had been standing close to him, that he had been snatched
away to heaven by a whitlwind, still, like men suddenly bereaved,
fear and grief kept them for some time speechless. At length, after
a few had taken the initiative, the whole of those present hailed
Romulus as "a god, the son of a god, the King and Father of the
City of Rome." They put up supplications for his grace and favour,
and prayed that he would be propitious to his children and save
and protect them. I believe, however, that even then there were
some who secretly hinted that he had been torn limb from limb by
the senators - a tradition to this effect, though certainly a very dim
one, has filtered down to us. The other, which I follow, has been
the prevailing one, due, no doubt, to the admiration felt for the
man and the apprehensions excited by his disappearance. This
generally accepted belief was strengthened by one man's clever
device. The tradition runs that Proculus Julius, a man whose
authority had weight in matters of even the gravest importance,
seeing how deeply the community felt the loss of the king, and
how incensed they were against the senators, came forward into
the assembly and said: "Quirites! at break of dawn, to-day, the
Father of this City suddenly descended from heaven and appeared
to me. Whilst, thrilled with awe, I stood rapt before him in deepest

reverence, praying that I might be pardoned for gazing upon him,
'Go,' said he, "tell the Romans that it is the will of heaven that my
Rome should be the head of all the world. Let them henceforth
cultivate the arts of war, and let them know assuredly, and hand
down the knowledge to posterity, that no human might can
withstand the arms of Rome."" It is matvellous what credit was
given to this man's story, and how the grief of the people and the
army was soothed by the belief which had been created in the
immortality of Romulus.



