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Mantua, Northern Italy, close to the village Andes  Virgils birthplace 
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A bust of Virgil, from the entrance to his tomb in Naples


THE ECLOGUES
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The Eclogues were Virgils first poetic works. Imitating Greek Bucolic poetry by Theocritus, Virgil created his own Roman version of the literary form. The poems represent a dramatic and mythic interpretation of revolutionary change at Rome in the turbulent period from 44 to 38 BC. Virgils first book contains ten poems, each called an eclogue (meaning draft or selection), featuring herdsmen conversing and singing in rural settings. These works were performed with great success on the Roman stage, providing a blend of visionary politics and eroticism, which helped to make Virgil an instant literary success.
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Et in Arcadia ego by Nicolas Poussin, whose Arcadian paintings were inspired by Virgils Eclogues


THE ECLOGUES  Greenoughs Translation
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J. B. Greenough, an American classicist, published this much respected translation of The Eclogues in 1900.
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A page from the Eclogues in the 5th-century Vergilius Romanus
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ECLOGUE I

MELIBOEUSTITYRUS

MELIBOEUS
You, Tityrus, neath a broad beech-canopy
Reclining, on the slender oat rehearse
Your silvan ditties: I from my sweet fields,
And homes familiar bounds, even now depart.
Exiled from home am I; while, Tityrus, you
Sit careless in the shade, and, at your call,
Fair Amaryllis bid the woods resound.

TITYRUS
O Meliboeus, twas a god vouchsafed
This ease to us, for him a god will I
Deem ever, and from my folds a tender lamb
Oft with its life-blood shall his altar stain.
His gift it is that, as your eyes may see,
My kine may roam at large, and I myself
Play on my shepherds pipe what songs I will.

MELIBOEUS
I grudge you not the boon, but marvel more,
Such wide confusion fills the country-side.
See, sick at heart I drive my she-goats on,
And this one, O my Tityrus, scarce can lead:
For mid the hazel-thicket here but now
She dropped her new-yeaned twins on the bare flint,
Hope of the flock- an ill, I mind me well,
Which many a time, but for my blinded sense,
The thunder-stricken oak foretold, oft too
From hollow trunk the ravens ominous cry.
But who this god of yours? Come, Tityrus, tell.

TITYRUS
The city, Meliboeus, they call Rome,
I, simpleton, deemed like this town of ours,
Whereto we shepherds oft are wont to drive
The younglings of the flock: so too I knew
Whelps to resemble dogs, and kids their dams,
Comparing small with great; but this as far
Above all other cities rears her head
As cypress above pliant osier towers.

MELIBOEUS
And what so potent cause took you to Rome?

TITYRUS
Freedom, which, though belated, cast at length
Her eyes upon the sluggard, when my beard
Gan whiter fall beneath the barbers blade-
Cast eyes, I say, and, though long tarrying, came,
Now when, from Galateas yoke released,
I serve but Amaryllis: for I will own,
While Galatea reigned over me, I had
No hope of freedom, and no thought to save.
Though many a victim from my folds went forth,
Or rich cheese pressed for the unthankful town,
Never with laden hands returned I home.

MELIBOEUS
I used to wonder, Amaryllis, why
You cried to heaven so sadly, and for whom
You left the apples hanging on the trees;
Twas Tityrus was away. Why, Tityrus,
The very pines, the very water-springs,
The very vineyards, cried aloud for you.

TITYRUS
What could I do? how else from bonds be freed,
Or otherwhere find gods so nigh to aid?
There, Meliboeus, I saw that youth to whom
Yearly for twice six days my altars smoke.
There instant answer gave he to my suit,
Feed, as before, your kine, boys, rear your bulls.

MELIBOEUS
So in old age, you happy man, your fields
Will still be yours, and ample for your need!
Though, with bare stones oerspread, the pastures all
Be choked with rushy mire, your ewes with young
By no strange fodder will be tried, nor hurt
Through taint contagious of a neighbouring flock.
Happy old man, who mid familiar streams
And hallowed springs, will court the cooling shade!
Here, as of old, your neighbours bordering hedge,
That feasts with willow-flower the Hybla bees,
Shall oft with gentle murmur lull to sleep,
While the leaf-dresser beneath some tall rock
Uplifts his song, nor cease their cooings hoarse
The wood-pigeons that are your hearts delight,
Nor doves their moaning in the elm-tree top.

TITYRUS
Sooner shall light stags, therefore, feed in air,
The seas their fish leave naked on the strand,
Germans and Parthians shift their natural bounds,
And these the Arar, those the Tigris drink,
Than from my heart his face and memory fade.

MELIBOEUS
But we far hence, to burning Libya some,
Some to the Scythian steppes, or thy swift flood,
Cretan Oaxes, now must wend our way,
Or Britain, from the whole world sundered far.
Ah! shall I ever in aftertime behold
My native bounds- see many a harvest hence
With ravished eyes the lowly turf-roofed cot
Where I was king? These fallows, trimmed so fair,
Some brutal soldier will possess these fields
An alien master. Ah! to what a pass
Has civil discord brought our hapless folk!
For such as these, then, were our furrows sown!
Now, Meliboeus, graft your pears, now set
Your vines in order! Go, once happy flock,
My she-goats, go. Never again shall I,
Stretched in green cave, behold you from afar
Hang from the bushy rock; my songs are sung;
Never again will you, with me to tend,
On clover-flower, or bitter willows, browse.

TITYRUS
Yet here, this night, you might repose with me,
On green leaves pillowed: apples ripe have I,
Soft chestnuts, and of curdled milk enow.
And, see, the farm-roof chimneys smoke afar,
And from the hills the shadows lengthening fall!




ECLOGUE II

ALEXIS

The shepherd Corydon with love was fired
For fair Alexis, his own masters joy:
No room for hope had he, yet, none the less,
The thick-leaved shadowy-soaring beech-tree grove
Still would he haunt, and there alone, as thus,
To woods and hills pour forth his artless strains.
Cruel Alexis, heed you naught my songs?
Have you no pity? youll drive me to my death.
Now even the cattle court the cooling shade
And the green lizard hides him in the thorn:
Now for tired mowers, with the fierce heat spent,
Pounds Thestilis her mess of savoury herbs,
Wild thyme and garlic. I, with none beside,
Save hoarse cicalas shrilling through the brake,
Still track your footprints neath the broiling sun.
Better have borne the petulant proud disdain
Of Amaryllis, or Menalcas wooed,
Albeit he was so dark, and you so fair!
Trust not too much to colour, beauteous boy;
White privets fall, dark hyacinths are culled.
You scorn me, Alexis, who or what I am
Care not to ask- how rich in flocks, or how
In snow-white milk abounding: yet for me
Roam on Sicilian hills a thousand lambs;
Summer or winter, still my milk-pails brim.
I sing as erst Amphion of Circe sang,
What time he went to call his cattle home
On Attic Aracynthus. Nor am I
So ill to look on: lately on the beach
I saw myself, when winds had stilled the sea,
And, if that mirror lie not, would not fear
Daphnis to challenge, though yourself were judge.
Ah! were you but content with me to dwell.
Some lowly cot in the rough fields our home,
Shoot down the stags, or with green osier-wand
Round up the straggling flock! There you with me
In silvan strains will learn to rival Pan.
Pan first with wax taught reed with reed to join;
For sheep alike and shepherd Pan hath care.
Nor with the reeds edge fear you to make rough
Your dainty lip; such arts as these to learn
What did Amyntas do?- what did he not?
A pipe have I, of hemlock-stalks compact
In lessening lengths, Damoetas dying-gift:
Mine once, quoth he, now yours, as heir to own.
Foolish Amyntas heard and envied me.
Ay, and two fawns, I risked my neck to find
In a steep glen, with coats white-dappled still,
From a sheeps udders suckled twice a day-
These still I keep for you; which Thestilis
Implores me oft to let her lead away;
And she shall have them, since my gifts you spurn.
Come hither, beauteous boy; for you the Nymphs
Bring baskets, see, with lilies brimmed; for you,
Plucking pale violets and poppy-heads,
Now the fair Naiad, of narcissus flower
And fragrant fennel, doth one posy twine-
With cassia then, and other scented herbs,
Blends them, and sets the tender hyacinth off
With yellow marigold. I too will pick
Quinces all silvered-oer with hoary down,
Chestnuts, which Amaryllis wont to love,
And waxen plums withal: this fruit no less
Shall have its meed of honour; and I will pluck
You too, ye laurels, and you, ye myrtles, near,
For so your sweets ye mingle. Corydon,
You are a boor, nor heeds a whit your gifts
Alexis; no, nor would Iollas yield,
Should gifts decide the day. Alack! alack!
What misery have I brought upon my head!-
Loosed on the flowers Siroces to my bane,
And the wild boar upon my crystal springs!
Whom do you fly, infatuate? gods ere now,
And Dardan Paris, have made the woods their home.
Let Pallas keep the towers her hand hath built,
Us before all things let the woods delight.
The grim-eyed lioness pursues the wolf,
The wolf the she-goat, the she-goat herself
In wanton sport the flowering cytisus,
And Corydon Alexis, each led on
By their own longing. See, the ox comes home
With plough up-tilted, and the shadows grow
To twice their length with the departing sun,
Yet me love burns, for who can limit love?
Ah! Corydon, Corydon, what hath crazed your wit?
Your vine half-pruned hangs on the leafy elm;
Why haste you not to weave what need requires
Of pliant rush or osier? Scorned by this,
Elsewhere some new Alexis you will find.




ECLOGUE III

MENALCASDAMOETASPALAEMON

MENALCAS
Who owns the flock, Damoetas? Meliboeus?

DAMOETAS
Nay, they are Aegons sheep, of late by him
Committed to my care.

MENALCAS

O every way
Unhappy sheep, unhappy flock! while he
Still courts Neaera, fearing lest her choice
Should fall on me, this hireling shepherd here
Wrings hourly twice their udders, from the flock
Filching the life-juice, from the lambs their milk.

DAMOETAS
Hold! not so ready with your jeers at men!
We know who once, and in what shrine with you-
The he-goats looked aside- the light nymphs laughed-

MENALCAS
Ay, then, I warrant, when they saw me slash
Micons young vines and trees with spiteful hook.

DAMOETAS
Or here by these old beeches, when you broke
The bow and arrows of Damon; for you chafed
When first you saw them given to the boy,
Cross-grained Menalcas, ay, and had you not
Done him some mischief, would have chafed to death.

MENALCAS
With thieves so daring, what can masters do?
Did I not see you, rogue, in ambush lie
For Damons goat, while loud Lycisca barked?
And when I cried, Where is he off to now?
Gather your flock together, Tityrus,
You hid behind the sedges.

DAMOETAS

Well, was he
Whom I had conquered still to keep the goat.
Which in the piping-match my pipe had won!
You may not know it, but the goat was mine.

MENALCAS
You out-pipe him? when had you ever pipe
Wax-welded? in the cross-ways used you not
On grating straw some miserable tune
To mangle?

DAMOETAS

Well, then, shall we try our skill
Each against each in turn? Lest you be loth,
I pledge this heifer; every day she comes
Twice to the milking-pail, and feeds withal
Two young ones at her udder: say you now
What you will stake upon the match with me.

MENALCAS
Naught from the flock Ill venture, for at home
I have a father and a step-dame harsh,
And twice a day both reckon up the flock,
And one withal the kids. But I will stake,
Seeing you are so mad, what you yourself
Will own more priceless far- two beechen cups
By the divine art of Alcimedon
Wrought and embossed, whereon a limber vine,
Wreathed round them by the gravers facile tool,
Twines over clustering ivy-berries pale.
Two figures, one Conon, in the midst he set,
And one- how call you him, who with his wand
Marked out for all men the whole round of heaven,
That they who reap, or stoop behind the plough,
Might know their several seasons? Nor as yet
Have I set lip to them, but lay them by.

DAMOETAS
For me too wrought the same Alcimedon
A pair of cups, and round the handles wreathed
Pliant acanthus, Orpheus in the midst,
The forests following in his wake; nor yet
Have I set lip to them, but lay them by.
Matched with a heifer, who would prate of cups?

MENALCAS
You shall not balk me now; whereer you bid,
I shall be with you; only let us have
For auditor- or see, to serve our turn,
Yonder Palaemon comes! In singing-bouts
Ill see you play the challenger no more.

DAMOETAS
Out then with what you have; I shall not shrink,
Nor budge for any man: only do you,
Neighbour Palaemon, with your whole hearts skill-
For it is no slight matter-play your part.

PALAEMON
Say on then, since on the greensward we sit,
And now is burgeoning both field and tree;
Now is the forest green, and now the year
At fairest. Do you first, Damoetas, sing,
Then you, Menalcas, in alternate strain:
Alternate strains are to the Muses dear.

DAMOETAS
From Jove the Muse began; Jove filleth all,
Makes the earth fruitful, for my songs hath care.

MENALCAS
Me Phoebus loves; for Phoebus his own gifts,
Bays and sweet-blushing hyacinths, I keep.

DAMOETAS
Gay Galatea throws an apple at me,
Then hies to the willows, hoping to be seen.

MENALCAS
My dear Amyntas comes unasked to me;
Not Delia to my dogs is better known.

DAMOETAS
Gifts for my love Ive found; mine eyes have marked
Where the wood-pigeons build their airy nests.

MENALCAS
Ten golden apples have I sent my boy,
All that I could, to-morrow as many more.

DAMOETAS
What words to me, and uttered O how oft,
Hath Galatea spoke! waft some of them,
Ye winds, I pray you, for the gods to hear.

MENALCAS
It profiteth me naught, Amyntas mine,
That in your very heart you spurn me not,
If, while you hunt the boar, I guard the nets.

DAMOETAS
Prithee, Iollas, for my birthday guest
Send me your Phyllis; when for the young crops
I slay my heifer, you yourself shall come.

MENALCAS
I am all hers; she wept to see me go,
And, lingering on the word, farewell she said,
My beautiful Iollas, fare you well.

DAMOETAS
Fell as the wolf is to the folded flock,
Rain to ripe corn, Sirocco to the trees,
The wrath of Amaryllis is to me.

MENALCAS
As moisture to the corn, to ewes with young
Lithe willow, as arbute to the yeanling kids,
So sweet Amyntas, and none else, to me.

DAMOETAS
My Muse, although she be but country-bred,
Is loved by Pollio: O Pierian Maids,
Pray you, a heifer for your reader feed!

MENALCAS
Pollio himself too doth new verses make:
Feed ye a bull now ripe to butt with horn,
And scatter with his hooves the flying sand.

DAMOETAS
Who loves thee, Pollio, may he thither come
Where thee he joys beholding; ay, for him
Let honey flow, the thorn-bush spices bear.

MENALCAS
Who hates not Bavius, let him also love
Thy songs, O Maevius, ay, and therewithal
Yoke foxes to his car, and he-goats milk.

DAMOETAS
You, picking flowers and strawberries that grow
So near the ground, fly hence, boys, get you gone!
Theres a cold adder lurking in the grass.

MENALCAS
Forbear, my sheep, to tread too near the brink;
Yon bank is ill to trust to; even now
The ram himself, see, dries his dripping fleece!

DAMOETAS
Back with the she-goats, Tityrus, grazing there
So near the river! I, when time shall serve,
Will take them all, and wash them in the pool.

MENALCAS
Boys, get your sheep together; if the heat,
As late it did, forestall us with the milk,
Vainly the dried-up udders shall we wring.

DAMOETAS
How lean my bull amid the fattening vetch!
Alack! alack! for herdsman and for herd!
It is the self-same love that wastes us both.

MENALCAS
These truly- nor is even love the cause-
Scarce have the flesh to keep their bones together
Some evil eye my lambkins hath bewitched.

DAMOETAS
Say in what clime- and you shall be withal
My great Apollo- the whole breadth of heaven
Opens no wider than three ells to view.

MENALCAS
Say in what country grow such flowers as bear
The names of kings upon their petals writ,
And you shall have fair Phyllis for your own.

PALAEMON
Not mine betwixt such rivals to decide:
You well deserve the heifer, so does he,
With all who either fear the sweets of love,
Or taste its bitterness. Now, boys, shut off
The sluices, for the fields have drunk their fill.




ECLOGUE IV

POLLIO

Muses of Sicily, essay we now
A somewhat loftier task! Not all men love
Coppice or lowly tamarisk: sing we woods,
Woods worthy of a Consul let them be.

Now the last age by Cumaes Sibyl sung
Has come and gone, and the majestic roll
Of circling centuries begins anew:
Justice returns, returns old Saturns reign,
With a new breed of men sent down from heaven.
Only do thou, at the boys birth in whom
The iron shall cease, the golden race arise,
Befriend him, chaste Lucina; tis thine own
Apollo reigns. And in thy consulate,
This glorious age, O Pollio, shall begin,
And the months enter on their mighty march.
Under thy guidance, whatso tracks remain
Of our old wickedness, once done away,
Shall free the earth from never-ceasing fear.
He shall receive the life of gods, and see
Heroes with gods commingling, and himself
Be seen of them, and with his fathers worth
Reign oer a world at peace. For thee, O boy,
First shall the earth, untilled, pour freely forth
Her childish gifts, the gadding ivy-spray
With foxglove and Egyptian bean-flower mixed,
And laughing-eyed acanthus. Of themselves,
Untended, will the she-goats then bring home
Their udders swollen with milk, while flocks afield
Shall of the monstrous lion have no fear.
Thy very cradle shall pour forth for thee
Caressing flowers. The serpent too shall die,
Die shall the treacherous poison-plant, and far
And wide Assyrian spices spring. But soon
As thou hast skill to read of heroes fame,
And of thy fathers deeds, and inly learn
What virtue is, the plain by slow degrees
With waving corn-crops shall to golden grow,
From the wild briar shall hang the blushing grape,
And stubborn oaks sweat honey-dew. Nathless
Yet shall there lurk within of ancient wrong
Some traces, bidding tempt the deep with ships,
Gird towns with walls, with furrows cleave the earth.
Therewith a second Tiphys shall there be,
Her hero-freight a second Argo bear;
New wars too shall arise, and once again
Some great Achilles to some Troy be sent.
Then, when the mellowing years have made thee man,
No more shall mariner sail, nor pine-tree bark
Ply traffic on the sea, but every land
Shall all things bear alike: the glebe no more
Shall feel the harrows grip, nor vine the hook;
The sturdy ploughman shall loose yoke from steer,
Nor wool with varying colours learn to lie;
But in the meadows shall the ram himself,
Now with soft flush of purple, now with tint
Of yellow saffron, teach his fleece to shine.
While clothed in natural scarlet graze the lambs.
Such still, such ages weave ye, as ye run,
Sang to their spindles the consenting Fates
By Destinys unalterable decree.
Assume thy greatness, for the time draws nigh,
Dear child of gods, great progeny of Jove!
See how it totters- the worlds orbed might,
Earth, and wide ocean, and the vault profound,
All, see, enraptured of the coming time!
Ah! might such length of days to me be given,
And breath suffice me to rehearse thy deeds,
Nor Thracian Orpheus should out-sing me then,
Nor Linus, though his mother this, and that
His sire should aid- Orpheus Calliope,
And Linus fair Apollo. Nay, though Pan,
With Arcady for judge, my claim contest,
With Arcady for judge great Pan himself
Should own him foiled, and from the field retire.

Begin to greet thy mother with a smile,
O baby-boy! ten months of weariness
For thee she bore: O baby-boy, begin!
For him, on whom his parents have not smiled,
Gods deem not worthy of their board or bed.




ECLOGUE V

MENALCASMOPSUS

MENALCAS
Why, Mopsus, being both together met,
You skilled to breathe upon the slender reeds,
I to sing ditties, do we not sit down
Here where the elm-trees and the hazels blend?

MOPSUS
You are the elder, tis for me to bide
Your choice, Menalcas, whether now we seek
Yon shade that quivers to the changeful breeze,
Or the caves shelter. Look you how the cave
Is with the wild vines clusters over-laced!

MENALCAS
None but Amyntas on these hills of ours
Can vie with you.

MOPSUS

What if he also strive
To out-sing Phoebus?

MENALCAS

Do you first begin,
Good Mopsus, whether minded to sing aught
Of Phyllis and her loves, or Alcons praise,
Or to fling taunts at Codrus. Come, begin,
While Tityrus watches oer the grazing kids.

MOPSUS
Nay, then, I will essay what late I carved
On a green beech-trees rind, playing by turns,
And marking down the notes; then afterward
Bid you Amyntas match them if he can.

MENALCAS
As limber willow to pale olive yields,
As lowly Celtic nard to rose-buds bright,
So, to my mind, Amyntas yields to you.
But hold awhile, for to the cave we come.

MOPSUS
For Daphnis cruelly slain wept all the Nymphs-
Ye hazels, bear them witness, and ye streams-
When she, his mother, clasping in her arms
The hapless body of the son she bare,
To gods and stars unpitying, poured her plaint.
Then, Daphnis, to the cooling streams were none
That drove the pastured oxen, then no beast
Drank of the river, or would the grass-blade touch.
Nay, the wild rocks and woods then voiced the roar
Of Afric lions mourning for thy death.
Daphnis, twas thou badst yoke to Bacchus car
Armenian tigresses, lead on the pomp
Of revellers, and with tender foliage wreathe
The bending spear-wands. As to trees the vine
Is crown of glory, as to vines the grape,
Bulls to the herd, to fruitful fields the corn,
So the one glory of thine own art thou.
When the Fates took thee hence, then Pales self,
And even Apollo, left the country lone.
Where the plump barley-grain so oft we sowed,
There but wild oats and barren darnel spring;
For tender violet and narcissus bright
Thistle and prickly thorn uprear their heads.
Now, O ye shepherds, strew the ground with leaves,
And oer the fountains draw a shady veil-
So Daphnis to his memory bids be done-
And rear a tomb, and write thereon this verse:
I, Daphnis in the woods, from hence in fame
Am to the stars exalted, guardian once
Of a fair flock, myself more fair than they.

MENALCAS
So is thy song to me, poet divine,
As slumber on the grass to weary limbs,
Or to slake thirst from some sweet-bubbling rill
In summers heat. Nor on the reeds alone,
But with thy voice art thou, thrice happy boy,
Ranked with thy master, second but to him.
Yet will I, too, in turn, as best I may,
Sing thee a song, and to the stars uplift
Thy Daphnis- Daphnis to the stars extol,
For me too Daphnis loved.

MOPSUS

Than such a boon
What dearer could I deem? the boy himself
Was worthy to be sung, and many a time
Hath Stimichon to me your singing praised.

MENALCAS
In dazzling sheen with unaccustomed eyes
Daphnis stands rapt before Olympus gate,
And sees beneath his feet the clouds and stars.
Wherefore the woods and fields, Pan, shepherd-folk,
And Dryad-maidens, thrill with eager joy;
Nor wolf with treacherous wile assails the flock,
Nor nets the stag: kind Daphnis loveth peace.
The unshorn mountains to the stars up-toss
Voices of gladness; ay, the very rocks,
The very thickets, shout and sing, A god,
A god is he, Menalcas Be thou kind,
Propitious to thine own. Lo! altars four,
Twain to thee, Daphnis, and to Phoebus twain
For sacrifice, we build; and I for thee
Two beakers yearly of fresh milk afoam,
And of rich olive-oil two bowls, will set;
And of the wine-gods bounty above all,
If cold, before the hearth, or in the shade
At harvest-time, to glad the festal hour,
From flasks of Ariusian grape will pour
Sweet nectar. Therewithal at my behest
Shall Lyctian Aegon and Damoetas sing,
And Alphesiboeus emulate in dance
The dancing Satyrs. This, thy service due,
Shalt thou lack never, both when we pay the Nymphs
Our yearly vows, and when with lustral rites
The fields we hallow. Long as the wild boar
Shall love the mountain-heights, and fish the streams,
While bees on thyme and crickets feed on dew,
Thy name, thy praise, thine honour, shall endure.
Even as to Bacchus and to Ceres, so
To thee the swain his yearly vows shall make;
And thou thereof, like them, shalt quittance claim.

MOPSUS
How, how repay thee for a song so rare?
For not the whispering south-wind on its way
So much delights me, nor wave-smitten beach,
Nor streams that race adown their bouldered beds.

MENALCAS
First this frail hemlock-stalk to you I give,
Which taught me Corydon with love was fired
For fair Alexis, ay, and this beside,
Who owns the flock?- Meliboeus?

MOPSUS

But take you
This shepherds crook, which, howso hard he begged,
Antigenes, then worthy to be loved,
Prevailed not to obtain- with brass, you see,
And equal knots, Menalcas, fashioned fair!




ECLOGUE VI

TO VARUS

First my Thalia stooped in sportive mood
To Syracusan strains, nor blushed within
The woods to house her. When I sought to tell
Of battles and of kings, the Cynthian god
Plucked at mine ear and warned me: Tityrus,
Beseems a shepherd-wight to feed fat sheep,
But sing a slender song. Now, Varus, I-
For lack there will not who would laud thy deeds,
And treat of dolorous wars- will rather tune
To the slim oaten reed my silvan lay.
I sing but as vouchsafed me; yet even this
If, if but one with ravished eyes should read,
Of thee, O Varus, shall our tamarisks
And all the woodland ring; nor can there be
A page more dear to Phoebus, than the page
Where, foremost writ, the name of Varus stands.

Speed ye, Pierian Maids! Within a cave
Young Chromis and Mnasyllos chanced to see
Silenus sleeping, flushed, as was his wont,
With wine of yesterday. Not far aloof,
Slipped from his head, the garlands lay, and there
By its worn handle hung a ponderous cup.
Approaching- for the old man many a time
Had balked them both of a long hoped-for song-
Garlands to fetters turned, they bind him fast.
Then Aegle, fairest of the Naiad-band,
Aegle came up to the half-frightened boys,
Came, and, as now with open eyes he lay,
With juice of blood-red mulberries smeared him oer,
Both brow and temples. Laughing at their guile,
And crying, Why tie the fetters? loose me, boys;
Enough for you to think you had the power;
Now list the songs you wish for- songs for you,
Another meed for her -forthwith began.
Then might you see the wild things of the wood,
With Fauns in sportive frolic beat the time,
And stubborn oaks their branchy summits bow.
Not Phoebus doth the rude Parnassian crag
So ravish, nor Orpheus so entrance the heights
Of Rhodope or Ismarus: for he sang
How through the mighty void the seeds were driven
Of earth, air, ocean, and of liquid fire,
How all that is from these beginnings grew,
And the young world itself took solid shape,
Then gan its crust to harden, and in the deep
Shut Nereus off, and mould the forms of things
Little by little; and how the earth amazed
Beheld the new sun shining, and the showers
Fall, as the clouds soared higher, what time the woods
Gan first to rise, and living things to roam
Scattered among the hills that knew them not.
Then sang he of the stones by Pyrrha cast,
Of Saturns reign, and of Prometheus theft,
And the Caucasian birds, and told withal
Nigh to what fountain by his comrades left
The mariners cried on Hylas till the shore
Then Re-echoed Hylas, Hylas! soothed
Pasiphae with the love of her white bull-
Happy if cattle-kind had never been!-
O ill-starred maid, what frenzy caught thy soul
The daughters too of Proetus filled the fields
With their feigned lowings, yet no one of them
Of such unhallowed union eer was fain
As with a beast to mate, though many a time
On her smooth forehead she had sought for horns,
And for her neck had feared the galling plough.
O ill-starred maid! thou roamest now the hills,
While on soft hyacinths he, his snowy side
Reposing, under some dark ilex now
Chews the pale herbage, or some heifer tracks
Amid the crowding herd. Now close, ye Nymphs,
Ye Nymphs of Dicte, close the forest-glades,
If haply there may chance upon mine eyes
The white bulls wandering foot-prints: him belike
Following the herd, or by green pasture lured,
Some kine may guide to the Gortynian stalls.
Then sings he of the maid so wonder-struck
With the apples of the Hesperids, and then
With moss-bound, bitter bark rings round the forms
Of Phaethons fair sisters, from the ground
Up-towering into poplars. Next he sings
Of Gallus wandering by Permessus stream,
And by a sister of the Muses led
To the Aonian mountains, and how all
The choir of Phoebus rose to greet him; how
The shepherd Linus, singer of songs divine,
Brow-bound with flowers and bitter parsley, spake:
These reeds the Muses give thee, take them thou,
Erst to the aged bard of Ascra given,
Wherewith in singing he was wont to draw
Time-rooted ash-trees from the mountain heights.
With these the birth of the Grynean grove
Be voiced by thee, that of no grove beside
Apollo more may boast him. Wherefore speak
Of Scylla, child of Nisus, who, tis said,
Her fair white loins with barking monsters girt
Vexed the Dulichian ships, and, in the deep
Swift-eddying whirlpool, with her sea-dogs tore
The trembling mariners? or how he told
Of the changed limbs of Tereus- what a feast,
What gifts, to him by Philomel were given;
How swift she sought the desert, with what wings
Hovered in anguish oer her ancient home?
All that, of old, Eurotas, happy stream,
Heard, as Apollo mused upon the lyre,
And bade his laurels learn, Silenus sang;
Till from Olympus, loth at his approach,
Vesper, advancing, bade the shepherds tell
Their tale of sheep, and pen them in the fold.




ECLOGUE VII

MELIBOEUSCORYDONTHYRSIS

Daphnis beneath a rustling ilex-tree
Had sat him down; Thyrsis and Corydon
Had gathered in the flock, Thyrsis the sheep,
And Corydon the she-goats swollen with milk-
Both in the flower of age, Arcadians both,
Ready to sing, and in like strain reply.
Hither had strayed, while from the frost I fend
My tender myrtles, the he-goat himself,
Lord of the flock; when Daphnis I espy!
Soon as he saw me, Hither haste, he cried,
O Meliboeus! goat and kids are safe;
And, if you have an idle hour to spare,
Rest here beneath the shade. Hither the steers
Will through the meadows, of their own free will,
Untended come to drink. Here Mincius hath
With tender rushes rimmed his verdant banks,
And from yon sacred oak with busy hum
The bees are swarming. What was I to do?
No Phyllis or Alcippe left at home
Had I, to shelter my new-weaned lambs,
And no slight matter was a singing-bout
Twixt Corydon and Thyrsis. Howsoeer,
I let my business wait upon their sport.
So they began to sing, voice answering voice
In strains alternate- for alternate strains
The Muses then were minded to recall-
First Corydon, then Thyrsis in reply.

CORYDON
Libethrian Nymphs, who are my hearts delight,
Grant me, as doth my Codrus, so to sing-
Next to Apollo he- or if to this
We may not all attain, my tuneful pipe
Here on this sacred pine shall silent hang.

THYRSIS
Arcadian shepherds, wreathe with ivy-spray
Your budding poet, so that Codrus burst
With envy: if he praise beyond my due,
Then bind my brow with foxglove, lest his tongue
With evil omen blight the coming bard.

CORYDON
This bristling boars head, Delian Maid, to thee,
With branching antlers of a sprightly stag,
Young Micon offers: if his luck but hold,
Full-length in polished marble, ankle-bound
With purple buskin, shall thy statue stand.

THYRSIS
A bowl of milk, Priapus, and these cakes,
Yearly, it is enough for thee to claim;
Thou art the guardian of a poor mans plot.
Wrought for a while in marble, if the flock
At lambing time be filled,stand there in gold.

CORYDON
Daughter of Nereus, Galatea mine,
Sweeter than Hybla-thyme, more white than swans,
Fairer than ivy pale, soon as the steers
Shall from their pasture to the stalls repair,
If aught for Corydon thou carest, come.

THYRSIS
Now may I seem more bitter to your taste
Than herb Sardinian, rougher than the broom,
More worthless than strewn sea-weed, if to-day
Hath not a year out-lasted! Fie for shame!
Go home, my cattle, from your grazing go!

CORYDON
Ye mossy springs, and grass more soft than sleep,
And arbute green with thin shade sheltering you,
Ward off the solstice from my flock, for now
Comes on the burning summer, now the buds
Upon the limber vine-shoot gin to swell.

THYRSIS
Here is a hearth, and resinous logs, here fire
Unstinted, and doors black with ceaseless smoke.
Here heed we Boreas icy breath as much
As the wolf heeds the number of the flock,
Or furious rivers their restraining banks.

CORYDON
The junipers and prickly chestnuts stand,
And neath each tree lie strewn their several fruits,
Now the whole world is smiling, but if fair
Alexis from these hill-slopes should away,
Even the rivers you would ; see run dry.

THYRSIS
The field is parched, the grass-blades thirst to death
In the faint air; Liber hath grudged the hills
His vines oer-shadowing: should my Phyllis come,
Green will be all the grove, and Jupiter
Descend in floods of fertilizing rain.

CORYDON
The poplar doth Alcides hold most dear,
The vine Iacchus, Phoebus his own bays,
And Venus fair the myrtle: therewithal
Phyllis doth hazels love, and while she loves,
Myrtle nor bay the hazel shall out-vie.

THYRSIS
Ash in the forest is most beautiful,
Pine in the garden, poplar by the stream,
Fir on the mountain-height; but if more oft
Thouldst come to me, fair Lycidas, to thee
Both forest-ash, and garden-pine should bow.

MELIBOEUS
These I remember, and how Thyrsis strove
For victory in vain. From that time forth
Is Corydon still Corydon with us.




ECLOGUE VIII

TO POLLIODAMONALPHESIBOEUS

Of Damon and Alphesiboeus now,
Those shepherd-singers at whose rival strains
The heifer wondering forgot to graze,
The lynx stood awe-struck, and the flowing streams,
Unwonted loiterers, stayed their course to hear-
How Damon and Alphesiboeus sang
Their pastoral ditties, will I tell the tale.

Thou, whether broad Timavus rocky banks
Thou now art passing, or dost skirt the shore
Of the Illyrian main,- will ever dawn
That day when I thy deeds may celebrate,
Ever that day when through the whole wide world
I may renown thy verse- that verse alone
Of Sophoclean buskin worthy found?
With thee began, to thee shall end, the strain.
Take thou these songs that owe their birth to thee,
And deign around thy temples to let creep
This ivy-chaplet twixt the conquering bays.

Scarce had nights chilly shade forsook the sky
What time to nibbling sheep the dewy grass
Tastes sweetest, when, on his smooth shepherd-staff
Of olive leaning, Damon thus began.

DAMON
Rise, Lucifer, and, heralding the light,
Bring in the genial day, while I make moan
Fooled by vain passion for a faithless bride,
For Nysa, and with this my dying breath
Call on the gods, though little it bestead-
The gods who heard her vows and heeded not.

Begin, my flute, with me Maenalian lays.
Ever hath Maenalus his murmuring groves
And whispering pines, and ever hears the songs
Of love-lorn shepherds, and of Pan, who first
Brooked not the tuneful reed should idle lie.

Begin, my flute, with me Maenalian lays.
Nysa to Mopsus given! what may not then
We lovers look for? soon shall we see mate
Griffins with mares, and in the coming age
Shy deer and hounds together come to drink.

Begin, my flute, with me Maenalian lays.
Now, Mopsus, cut new torches, for they bring
Your bride along; now, bridegroom, scatter nuts:
Forsaking Oeta mounts the evening star!

Begin, my flute, with me Maenalian lays.
O worthy of thy mate, while all men else
Thou scornest, and with loathing dost behold
My shepherds pipe, my goats, my shaggy brow,
And untrimmed beard, nor deemst that any god
For mortal doings hath regard or care.

Begin, my flute, with me Maenalian lays.
Once with your mother, in our orchard-garth,
A little maid I saw you- I your guide-
Plucking the dewy apples. My twelfth year
I scarce had entered, and could barely reach
The brittle boughs. I looked, and I was lost;
A sudden frenzy swept my wits away.

Begin, my flute, with me Maenalian lays.
Now know I what Love is: mid savage rocks
Tmaros or Rhodope brought forth the boy,
Or Garamantes in earths utmost bounds-
No kin of ours, nor of our blood begot.

Begin, my flute, with me Maenalian lays.
Fierce Love it was once steeled a mothers heart
With her own offsprings blood her hands to imbrue:
Mother, thou too wert cruel; say wert thou
More cruel, mother, or more ruthless he?
Ruthless the boy, thou, mother, cruel too.

Begin, my flute, with me Maenalian lays.
Now let the wolf turn tail and fly the sheep,
Tough oaks bear golden apples, alder-trees
Bloom with narcissus-flower, the tamarisk
Sweat with rich amber, and the screech-owl vie
In singing with the swan: let Tityrus
Be Orpheus, Orpheus in the forest-glade,
Arion mid his dolphins on the deep.

Begin, my flute, with me Maenalian lays.
Yea, be the whole earth to mid-ocean turned!
Farewell, ye woodlands I from the tall peak
Of yon aerial rock will headlong plunge
Into the billows: this my latest gift,
From dying lips bequeathed thee, see thou keep.
Cease now, my flute, now cease Maenalian lays.

Thus Damon: but do ye, Pierian Maids-
We cannot all do all things- tell me how
Alphesiboeus to his strain replied.

ALPHESIBOEUS
Bring water, and with soft wool-fillet bind
These altars round about, and burn thereon
Rich vervain and male frankincense, that I
May strive with magic spells to turn astray
My lovers saner senses, whereunto
There lacketh nothing save the power of song.

Draw from the town, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
Songs can the very moon draw down from heaven
Circe with singing changed from human form
The comrades of Ulysses, and by song
Is the cold meadow-snake, asunder burst.

Draw from the town, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
These triple threads of threefold colour first
I twine about thee, and three times withal
Around these altars do thine image bear:
Uneven numbers are the gods delight.

Draw from the town, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
Now, Amaryllis, ply in triple knots
The threefold colours; ply them fast, and say
This is the chain of Venus that I ply.

Draw from the town, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
As by the kindling of the self-same fire
Harder this clay, this wax the softer grows,
So by my love may Daphnis; sprinkle meal,
And with bitumen burn the brittle bays.
Me Daphnis with his cruelty doth burn,
I to melt cruel Daphnis burn this bay.

Draw from the town, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
As when some heifer, seeking for her steer
Through woodland and deep grove, sinks wearied out
On the green sedge beside a stream, love-lorn,
Nor marks the gathering night that calls her home-
As pines that heifer, with such love as hers
May Daphnis pine, and I not care to heal.

Draw from the town, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
These relics once, dear pledges of himself,
The traitor left me, which, O earth, to thee
Here on this very threshold I commit-
Pledges that bind him to redeem the debt.

Draw from the town, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
These herbs of bane to me did Moeris give,
In Pontus culled, where baneful herbs abound.
With these full oft have I seen Moeris change
To a wolfs form, and hide him in the woods,
Oft summon spirits from the tombs recess,
And to new fields transport the standing corn.

Draw from the town, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
Take ashes, Amaryllis, fetch them forth,
And oer your head into the running brook
Fling them, nor look behind: with these will
Upon the heart of Daphnis make essay.
Nothing for gods, nothing for songs cares he.

Draw from the town, my songs, draw Daphnis home.
Look, look I the very embers of themselves
Have caught the altar with a flickering flame,
While I delay to fetch them: may the sign
Prove lucky! something it must mean, for sure,
And Hylax on the threshold gins to bark!
May we believe it, or are lovers still
By their own fancies fooled?

Give oer, my songs,
Daphnis is coming from the town, give oer.




ECLOGUE IX

LYCIDASMOERIS

LYCIDAS
Say whither, Moeris?- Make you for the town,
Or on what errand bent?

MOERIS

O Lycidas,
We have lived to see, what never yet we feared,
An interloper own our little farm,
And say, Be off, you former husbandmen!
These fields are mine. Now, cowed and out of heart,
Since Fortune turns the whole world upside down,
We are taking him- ill luck go with the same!-
These kids you see.

LYCIDAS

But surely I had heard
That where the hills first draw from off the plain,
And the high ridge with gentle slope descends,
Down to the brook-side and the broken crests
Of yonder veteran beeches, all the land
Was by the songs of your Menalcas saved.

MOERIS
Heard it you had, and so the rumour ran,
But mid the clash of arms, my Lycidas,
Our songs avail no more than, as tis said,
Doves of Dodona when an eagle comes.
Nay, had I not, from hollow ilex-bole
Warned by a raven on the left, cut short
The rising feud, nor I, your Moeris here,
No, nor Menalcas, were alive to-day.

LYCIDAS
Alack! could any of so foul a crime
Be guilty? Ah! how nearly, thyself,
Reft was the solace that we had in thee,
Menalcas! Who then of the Nymphs had sung,
Or who with flowering herbs bestrewn the ground,
And oer the fountains drawn a leafy veil?-
Who sung the stave I filched from you that day
To Amaryllis wending, our hearts joy?-
While I am gone, tis but a little way,
Feed, Tityrus, my goats, and, having fed,
Drive to the drinking-pool, and, as you drive,
Beware the he-goat; with his horn he butts.

MOERIS
Ay, or to Varus that half-finished lay,
Varus, thy name, so still our Mantua live-
Mantua to poor Cremona all too near-
Shall singing swans bear upward to the stars.

LYCIDAS
So may your swarms Cyrnean yew-trees shun,
Your kine with cytisus their udders swell,
Begin, if aught you have. The Muses made
Me too a singer; I too have sung; the swains
Call me a poet, but I believe them not:
For naught of mine, or worthy Varius yet
Or Cinna deem I, but account myself
A cackling goose among melodious swans.

MOERIS
Twas in my thought to do so, Lycidas;
Even now was I revolving silently
If this I could recall- no paltry song:
Come, Galatea, what pleasure is t to play
Amid the waves? Here glows the Spring, here earth
Beside the streams pours forth a thousand flowers;
Here the white poplar bends above the cave,
And the lithe vine weaves shadowy covert: come,
Leave the mad waves to beat upon the shore.

LYCIDAS
What of the strain I heard you singing once
On a clear night alone? the notes I still
Remember, could I but recall the words.

MOERIS
Why, Daphnis, upward gazing, do you mark
The ancient risings of the Signs? for look
Where Dionean Caesars star comes forth
In heaven, to gladden all the fields with corn,
And to the grape upon the sunny slopes
Her colour bring! Now, the pears;
So shall your childrens children pluck their fruit.

Time carries all things, even our wits, away.
Oft, as a boy, I sang the sun to rest,
But all those songs are from my memory fled,
And even his voice is failing Moeris now;
The wolves eyed Moeris first: but at your wish
Menalcas will repeat them oft enow.

LYCIDAS
Your pleas but linger out my hearts desire:
Now all the deep is into silence hushed,
And all the murmuring breezes sunk to sleep.
We are half-way thither, for Bianors tomb
Begins to show: here, Moeris, where the hinds
Are lopping the thick leafage, let us sing.
Set down the kids, yet shall we reach the town;
Or, if we fear the night may gather rain
Ere we arrive, then singing let us go,
Our way to lighten; and, that we may thus
Go singing, I will case you of this load.

MOERIS
Cease, boy, and get we to the work in hand:
We shall sing better when himself is come.




ECLOGUE X

GALLUS

This now, the very latest of my toils,
Vouchsafe me, Arethusa! needs must I
Sing a brief song to Gallus- brief, but yet
Such as Lycoris self may fitly read.
Who would not sing for Gallus? So, when thou
Beneath Sicanian billows glidest on,
May Doris blend no bitter wave with thine,
Begin! The love of Gallus be our theme,
And the shrewd pangs he suffered, while, hard by,
The flat-nosed she-goats browse the tender brush.
We sing not to deaf ears; no word of ours
But the woods echo it. What groves or lawns
Held you, ye Dryad-maidens, when for love-
Love all unworthy of a loss so dear-
Gallus lay dying? for neither did the slopes
Of Pindus or Parnassus stay you then,
No, nor Aonian Aganippe. Him
Even the laurels and the tamarisks wept;
For him, outstretched beneath a lonely rock,
Wept pine-clad Maenalus, and the flinty crags
Of cold Lycaeus. The sheep too stood around-
Of us they feel no shame, poet divine;
Nor of the flock be thou ashamed: even fair
Adonis by the rivers fed his sheep-
Came shepherd too, and swine-herd footing slow,
And, from the winter-acorns dripping-wet
Menalcas. All with one accord exclaim:
From whence this love of thine? Apollo came;
Gallus, art mad? he cried, thy bosoms care
Another love is following.Therewithal
Silvanus came, with rural honours crowned;
The flowering fennels and tall lilies shook
Before him. Yea, and our own eyes beheld
Pan, god of Arcady, with blood-red juice
Of the elder-berry, and with vermilion, dyed.
Wilt ever make an end? quoth he, behold
Love recks not aught of it: his heart no more
With tears is sated than with streams the grass,
Bees with the cytisus, or goats with leaves.
Yet will ye sing, Arcadians, of my woes
Upon your mountains, sadly he replied-
Arcadians, that alone have skill to sing.
O then how softly would my ashes rest,
If of my love, one day, your flutes should tell!
And would that I, of your own fellowship,
Or dresser of the ripening grape had been,
Or guardian of the flock! for surely then,
Let Phyllis, or Amyntas, or who else,
Bewitch me- what if swart Amyntas be?
Dark is the violet, dark the hyacinth-
Among the willows, neath the limber vine,
Reclining would my love have lain with me,
Phyllis plucked garlands, or Amyntas sung.
Here are cool springs, soft mead and grove, Lycoris;
Here might our lives with time have worn away.
But me mad love of the stern war-god holds
Armed amid weapons and opposing foes.
Whilst thou- Ah! might I but believe it not!-
Alone without me, and from home afar,
Lookst upon Alpine snows and frozen Rhine.
Ah! may the frost not hurt thee, may the sharp
And jagged ice not wound thy tender feet!
I will depart, re-tune the songs I framed
In verse Chalcidian to the oaten reed
Of the Sicilian swain. Resolved am I
In the woods, rather, with wild beasts to couch,
And bear my doom, and character my love
Upon the tender tree-trunks: they will grow,
And you, my love, grow with them. And meanwhile
I with the Nymphs will haunt Mount Maenalus,
Or hunt the keen wild boar. No frost so cold
But I will hem with hounds thy forest-glades,
Parthenius. Even now, methinks, I range
Oer rocks, through echoing groves, and joy to launch
Cydonian arrows from a Parthian bow.-
As if my madness could find healing thus,
Or that god soften at a mortals grief!
Now neither Hamadryads, no, nor songs
Delight me more: ye woods, away with you!
No pangs of ours can change him; not though we
In the mid-frost should drink of Hebrus stream,
And in wet winters face Sithonian snows,
Or, when the bark of the tall elm-tree bole
Of drought is dying, should, under Cancers Sign,
In Aethiopian deserts drive our flocks.
Love conquers all things; yield we too to love!

These songs, Pierian Maids, shall it suffice
Your poet to have sung, the while he sat,
And of slim mallow wove a basket fine:
To Gallus ye will magnify their worth,
Gallus, for whom my love grows hour by hour,
As the green alder shoots in early Spring.
Come, let us rise: the shade is wont to be
Baneful to singers; baneful is the shade
Cast by the juniper, crops sicken too
In shade. Now homeward, having fed your fill  
Eves star is rising-go, my she-goats, go.




THE GEORGICS
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The Georgics is a poem of four books, published circa 29 BC. The poem draws on various sources and has influenced many later poets from antiquity to the present day. Georgics refers to the Greek word georgein to farm and one of the main subjects of the poem is agriculture. Yet the collection is not an example of peaceful rural poetry, but instead characterised by tensions in both theme and purpose. Composed from 3729 BC, The Georgics is a didactic hexameter poem, which Virgil dedicated to his famous patron Maecenas. The poem gives instruction in the methods of running a farm, as Virgil follows in the didactic tradition of the Greek poet Hesiod, whose Works and Days is an evident model of the work. 
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J. B. Greenough, an American classicist, published this much respected translation of The Georgics in 1900.


[image: img14.jpg]

Late-17th-century illustration of a passage from the Georgics by Jerzy Siemiginowski-Eleuter


CONTENTS

GEORGIC I

GEORGIC II

GEORGIC III

GEORGIC IV




GEORGIC I

What makes the cornfield smile; beneath what star
Maecenas, it is meet to turn the sod
Or marry elm with vine; how tend the steer;
What pains for cattle-keeping, or what proof
Of patient trial serves for thrifty bees;-
Such are my themes.
O universal lights
Most glorious! ye that lead the gliding year
Along the sky, Liber and Ceres mild,
If by your bounty holpen earth once changed
Chaonian acorn for the plump wheat-ear,
And mingled with the grape, your new-found gift,
The draughts of Achelous; and ye Fauns
To rustics ever kind, come foot it, Fauns
And Dryad-maids together; your gifts I sing.
And thou, for whose delight the war-horse first
Sprang from earths womb at thy great tridents stroke,
Neptune; and haunter of the groves, for whom
Three hundred snow-white heifers browse the brakes,
The fertile brakes of Ceos; and clothed in power,
Thy native forest and Lycean lawns,
Pan, shepherd-god, forsaking, as the love
Of thine own Maenalus constrains thee, hear
And help, O lord of Tegea! And thou, too,
Minerva, from whose hand the olive sprung;
And boy-discoverer of the curved plough;
And, bearing a young cypress root-uptorn,
Silvanus, and Gods all and Goddesses,
Who make the fields your care, both ye who nurse
The tender unsown increase, and from heaven
Shed on mans sowing the riches of your rain:
And thou, even thou, of whom we know not yet
What mansion of the skies shall hold thee soon,
Whether to watch oer cities be thy will,
Great Caesar, and to take the earth in charge,
That so the mighty world may welcome thee
Lord of her increase, master of her times,
Binding thy mothers myrtle round thy brow,
Or as the boundless oceans God thou come,
Sole dread of seamen, till far Thule bow
Before thee, and Tethys win thee to her son
With all her waves for dower; or as a star
Lend thy fresh beams our lagging months to cheer,
Where twixt the Maid and those pursuing Claws
A space is opening; see! red Scorpios self
His arms draws in, yea, and hath left thee more
Than thy full meed of heaven: be what thou wilt-
For neither Tartarus hopes to call thee king,
Nor may so dire a lust of sovereignty
Eer light upon thee, howso Greece admire
Elysiums fields, and Proserpine not heed
Her mothers voice entreating to return-
Vouchsafe a prosperous voyage, and smile on this
My bold endeavour, and pitying, even as I,
These poor way-wildered swains, at once begin,
Grow timely used unto the voice of prayer.
In early spring-tide, when the icy drip
Melts from the mountains hoar, and Zephyrs breath
Unbinds the crumbling clod, even then tis time;
Press deep your plough behind the groaning ox,
And teach the furrow-burnished share to shine.
That land the craving farmers prayer fulfils,
Which twice the sunshine, twice the frost has felt;
Ay, thats the land whose boundless harvest-crops
Burst, see! the barns.
But ere our metal cleave
An unknown surface, heed we to forelearn
The winds and varying temper of the sky,
The lineal tilth and habits of the spot,
What every region yields, and what denies.
Here blithelier springs the corn, and here the grape,
There earth is green with tender growth of trees
And grass unbidden. See how from Tmolus comes
The saffrons fragrance, ivory from Ind,
From Sabas weakling sons their frankincense,
Iron from the naked Chalybs, castor rank
From Pontus, from Epirus the prize-palms
O the mares of Elis.
Such the eternal bond
And such the laws by Natures hand imposed
On clime and clime, eer since the primal dawn
When old Deucalion on the unpeopled earth
Cast stones, whence men, a flinty race, were reared.
Up then! if fat the soil, let sturdy bulls
Upturn it from the years first opening months,
And let the clods lie bare till baked to dust
By the ripe suns of summer; but if the earth
Less fruitful just ere Arcturus rise
With shallower trench uptilt it- twill suffice;
There, lest weeds choke the crops luxuriance, here,
Lest the scant moisture fail the barren sand.
Then thou shalt suffer in alternate years
The new-reaped fields to rest, and on the plain
A crust of sloth to harden; or, when stars
Are changed in heaven, there sow the golden grain
Where erst, luxuriant with its quivering pod,
Pulse, or the slender vetch-crop, thou hast cleared,
And lupin sour, whose brittle stalks arise,
A hurtling forest. For the plain is parched
By flax-crop, parched by oats, by poppies parched
In Lethe-slumber drenched. Nathless by change
The travailing earth is lightened, but stint not
With refuse rich to soak the thirsty soil,
And shower foul ashes oer the exhausted fields.
Thus by rotation like repose is gained,
Nor earth meanwhile uneared and thankless left.
Oft, too, twill boot to fire the naked fields,
And the light stubble burn with crackling flames;
Whether that earth therefrom some hidden strength
And fattening food derives, or that the fire
Bakes every blemish out, and sweats away
Each useless humour, or that the heat unlocks
New passages and secret pores, whereby
Their life-juice to the tender blades may win;
Or that it hardens more and helps to bind
The gaping veins, lest penetrating showers,
Or fierce suns ravening might, or searching blast
Of the keen north should sear them. Well, I wot,
He serves the fields who with his harrow breaks
The sluggish clods, and hurdles osier-twined
Hales oer them; from the far Olympian height
Him golden Ceres not in vain regards;
And he, who having ploughed the fallow plain
And heaved its furrowy ridges, turns once more
Cross-wise his shattering share, with stroke on stroke
The earth assails, and makes the field his thrall.
Pray for wet summers and for winters fine,
Ye husbandmen; in winters dust the crops
Exceedingly rejoice, the field hath joy;
No tilth makes Mysia lift her head so high,
Nor Gargarus his own harvests so admire.
Why tell of him, who, having launched his seed,
Sets on for close encounter, and rakes smooth
The dry dust hillocks, then on the tender corn
Lets in the flood, whose waters follow fain;
And when the parched field quivers, and all the blades
Are dying, from the brow of its hill-bed,
See! see! he lures the runnel; down it falls,
Waking hoarse murmurs oer the polished stones,
And with its bubblings slakes the thirsty fields?
Or why of him, who lest the heavy ears
Oerweigh the stalk, while yet in tender blade
Feeds down the crops luxuriance, when its growth
First tops the furrows? Why of him who drains
The marsh-lands gathered ooze through soaking sand,
Chiefly what time in treacherous moons a stream
Goes out in spate, and with its coat of slime
Holds all the country, whence the hollow dykes
Sweat steaming vapour?
But no whit the more
For all expedients tried and travail borne
By man and beast in turning oft the soil,
Do greedy goose and Strymon-haunting cranes
And succorys bitter fibres cease to harm,
Or shade not injure. The great Sire himself
No easy road to husbandry assigned,
And first was he by human skill to rouse
The slumbering glebe, whetting the minds of men
With care on care, nor suffering realm of his
In drowsy sloth to stagnate. Before Jove
Fields knew no taming hand of husbandmen;
To mark the plain or mete with boundary-line-
Even this was impious; for the common stock
They gathered, and the earth of her own will
All things more freely, no man bidding, bore.
He to black serpents gave their venom-bane,
And bade the wolf go prowl, and ocean toss;
Shook from the leaves their honey, put fire away,
And curbed the random rivers running wine,
That use by gradual dint of thought on thought
Might forge the various arts, with furrows help
The corn-blade win, and strike out hidden fire
From the flints heart. Then first the streams were ware
Of hollowed alder-hulls: the sailor then
Their names and numbers gave to star and star,
Pleiads and Hyads, and Lycaons child
Bright Arctos; how with nooses then was found
To catch wild beasts, and cozen them with lime,
And hem with hounds the mighty forest-glades.
Soon one with hand-net scourges the broad stream,
Probing its depths, one drags his dripping toils
Along the main; then irons unbending might,
And shrieking saw-blade,- for the men of old
With wedges wont to cleave the splintering log;-
Then divers arts arose; toil conquered all,
Remorseless toil, and povertys shrewd push
In times of hardship. Ceres was the first
Set mortals on with tools to turn the sod,
When now the awful groves gan fail to bear
Acorns and arbutes, and her wonted food
Dodona gave no more. Soon, too, the corn
Gat sorrows increase, that an evil blight
Ate up the stalks, and thistle reared his spines
An idler in the fields; the crops die down;
Upsprings instead a shaggy growth of burrs
And caltrops; and amid the corn-fields trim
Unfruitful darnel and wild oats have sway.
Wherefore, unless thou shalt with ceaseless rake
The weeds pursue, with shouting scare the birds,
Prune with thy hook the dark fields matted shade,
Pray down the showers, all vainly thou shalt eye,
Alack! thy neighbours heaped-up harvest-mow,
And in the greenwood from a shaken oak
Seek solace for thine hunger.
Now to tell
The sturdy rustics weapons, what they are,
Without which, neither can be sown nor reared
The fruits of harvest; first the bent ploughs share
And heavy timber, and slow-lumbering wains
Of the Eleusinian mother, threshing-sleighs
And drags, and harrows with their crushing weight;
Then the cheap wicker-ware of Celeus old,
Hurdles of arbute, and thy mystic fan,
Iacchus; which, full tale, long ere the time
Thou must with heed lay by, if thee await
Not all unearned the countrys crown divine.
While yet within the woods, the elm is tamed
And bowed with mighty force to form the stock,
And take the ploughs curved shape, then nigh the root
A pole eight feet projecting, earth-boards twain,
And share-beam with its double back they fix.
For yoke is early hewn a linden light,
And a tall beech for handle, from behind
To turn the car at lowest: then oer the hearth
The wood they hang till the smoke knows it well.
Many the precepts of the men of old
I can recount thee, so thou start not back,
And such slight cares to learn not weary thee.
And this among the first: thy threshing-floor
With ponderous roller must be levelled smooth,
And wrought by hand, and fixed with binding chalk,
Lest weeds arise, or dust a passage win
Splitting the surface, then a thousand plagues
Make sport of it: oft builds the tiny mouse
Her home, and plants her granary, underground,
Or burrow for their bed the purblind moles,
Or toad is found in hollows, and all the swarm
Of earths unsightly creatures; or a huge
Corn-heap the weevil plunders, and the ant,
Fearful of coming age and penury.
Mark too, what time the walnut in the woods
With ample bloom shall clothe her, and bow down
Her odorous branches, if the fruit prevail,
Like store of grain will follow, and there shall come
A mighty winnowing-time with mighty heat;
But if the shade with wealth of leaves abound,
Vainly your threshing-floor will bruise the stalks
Rich but in chaff. Many myself have seen
Steep, as they sow, their pulse-seeds, drenching them
With nitre and black oil-lees, that the fruit
Might swell within the treacherous pods, and they
Make speed to boil at howso small a fire.
Yet, culled with caution, proved with patient toil,
These have I seen degenerate, did not man
Put forth his hand with power, and year by year
Choose out the largest. So, by fate impelled,
Speed all things to the worse, and backward borne
Glide from us; even as who with struggling oars
Up stream scarce pulls a shallop, if he chance
His arms to slacken, lo! with headlong force
The current sweeps him down the hurrying tide.
Us too behoves Arcturus sign observe,
And the Kids seasons and the shining Snake,
No less than those who oer the windy main
Borne homeward tempt the Pontic, and the jaws
Of oyster-rife Abydos. When the Scales
Now poising fair the hours of sleep and day
Give half the world to sunshine, half to shade,
Then urge your bulls, my masters; sow the plain
Even to the verge of tameless winters showers
With barley: then, too, time it is to hide
Your flax in earth, and poppy, Ceres joy,
Aye, more than time to bend above the plough,
While earth, yet dry, forbids not, and the clouds
Are buoyant. With the spring comes bean-sowing;
Thee, too, Lucerne, the crumbling furrows then
Receive, and millets annual care returns,
What time the white bull with his gilded horns
Opens the year, before whose threatening front,
Routed the dog-star sinks. But if it be
For wheaten harvest and the hardy spelt,
Thou tax the soil, to corn-ears wholly given,
Let Atlas daughters hide them in the dawn,
The Cretan star, a crown of fire, depart,
Or eer the furrows claim of seed thou quit,
Or haste thee to entrust the whole years hope
To earth that would not. Many have begun
Ere Maias star be setting; these, I trow,
Their looked-for harvest fools with empty ears.
But if the vetch and common kidney-bean
Thourt fain to sow, nor scorn to make thy care
Pelusiac lentil, no uncertain sign
Bootes fall will send thee; then begin,
Pursue thy sowing till half the frosts be done.
Therefore it is the golden sun, his course
Into fixed parts dividing, rules his way
Through the twelve constellations of the world.
Five zones the heavens contain; whereof is one
Aye red with flashing sunlight, fervent aye
From fire; on either side to left and right
Are traced the utmost twain, stiff with blue ice,
And black with scowling storm-clouds, and betwixt
These and the midmost, other twain there lie,
By the Gods grace to heart-sick mortals given,
And a path cleft between them, where might wheel
On sloping plane the system of the Signs.
And as toward Scythia and Rhipaean heights
The world mounts upward, likewise sinks it down
Toward Libya and the south, this pole of ours
Still towering high, that other, neath their feet,
By dark Styx frowned on, and the abysmal shades.
Here glides the huge Snake forth with sinuous coils
Twixt the two Bears and round them river-wise-
The Bears that fear neath Oceans brim to dip.
There either, say they, reigns the eternal hush
Of night that knows no seasons, her black pall
Thick-mantling fold on fold; or thitherward
From us returning Dawn brings back the day;
And when the first breath of his panting steeds
On us the Orient flings, that hour with them
Red Vesper gins to trim his his lated fires.
Hence under doubtful skies forebode we can
The coming tempests, hence both harvest-day
And seed-time, when to smite the treacherous main
With driving oars, when launch the fair-rigged fleet,
Or in ripe hour to fell the forest-pine.
Hence, too, not idly do we watch the stars-
Their rising and their setting-and the year,
Four varying seasons to one law conformed.
If chilly showers eer shut the farmers door,
Much that had soon with sunshine cried for haste,
He may forestall; the ploughman batters keen
His blunted shares hard tooth, scoops from a tree
His troughs, or on the cattle stamps a brand,
Or numbers on the corn-heaps; some make sharp
The stakes and two-pronged forks, and willow-bands
Amerian for the bending vine prepare.
Now let the pliant basket plaited be
Of bramble-twigs; now set your corn to parch
Before the fire; now bruise it with the stone.
Nay even on holy days some tasks to ply
Is right and lawful: this no ban forbids,
To turn the runnels course, fence corn-fields in,
Make springes for the birds, burn up the briars,
And plunge in wholesome stream the bleating flock.
Oft too with oil or apples plenty-cheap
The creeping asss ribs his driver packs,
And home from town returning brings instead
A dented mill-stone or black lump of pitch.
The moon herself in various rank assigns
The days for labour lucky: fly the fifth;
Then sprang pale Orcus and the Eumenides;
Earth then in awful labour brought to light
Coeus, Iapetus, and Typhoeus fell,
And those sworn brethren banded to break down
The gates of heaven; thrice, sooth to say, they strove
Ossa on Pelions top to heave and heap,
Aye, and on Ossa to up-roll amain
Leafy Olympus; thrice with thunderbolt
Their mountain-stair the Sire asunder smote.
Seventh after tenth is lucky both to set
The vine in earth, and take and tame the steer,
And fix the leashes to the warp; the ninth
To runagates is kinder, cross to thieves.
Many the tasks that lightlier lend themselves
In chilly night, or when the sun is young,
And Dawn bedews the world. By night tis best
To reap light stubble, and parched fields by night;
For nights the suppling moisture never fails.
And one will sit the long late watches out
By winter fire-light, shaping with keen blade
The torches to a point; his wife the while,
Her tedious labour soothing with a song,
Speeds the shrill comb along the warp, or else
With Vulcans aid boils the sweet must-juice down,
And skims with leaves the quivering cauldrons wave.
But ruddy Ceres in mid heat is mown,
And in mid heat the parched ears are bruised
Upon the floor; to plough strip, strip to sow;
Winters the lazy time for husbandmen.
In the cold season farmers wont to taste
The increase of their toil, and yield themselves
To mutual interchange of festal cheer.
Boon winter bids them, and unbinds their cares,
As laden keels, when now the port they touch,
And happy sailors crown the sterns with flowers.
Nathless then also time it is to strip
Acorns from oaks, and berries from the bay,
Olives, and bleeding myrtles, then to set
Snares for the crane, and meshes for the stag,
And hunt the long-eared hares, then pierce the doe
With whirl of hempen-thonged Balearic sling,
While snow lies deep, and streams are drifting ice.
What need to tell of autumns storms and stars,
And wherefore men must watch, when now the day
Grows shorter, and more soft the summers heat?
When Spring the rain-bringer comes rushing down,
Or when the beards of harvest on the plain
Bristle already, and the milky corn
On its green stalk is swelling? Many a time,
When now the farmer to his yellow fields
The reaping-hind came bringing, even in act
To lop the brittle barley stems, have I
Seen all the windy legions clash in war
Together, as to rend up far and wide
The heavy corn-crop from its lowest roots,
And toss it skyward: so might winters flaw,
Dark-eddying, whirl light stalks and flying straws.
Oft too comes looming vast along the sky
A march of waters; mustering from above,
The clouds roll up the tempest, heaped and grim
With angry showers: down falls the height of heaven,
And with a great rain floods the smiling crops,
The oxens labour: now the dikes fill fast,
And the void river-beds swell thunderously,
And all the panting firths of Ocean boil.
The Sire himself in midnight of the clouds
Wields with red hand the levin; through all her bulk
Earth at the hurly quakes; the beasts are fled,
And mortal hearts of every kindred sunk
In cowering terror; he with flaming brand
Athos, or Rhodope, or Ceraunian crags
Precipitates: then doubly raves the South
With shower on blinding shower, and woods and coasts
Wail fitfully beneath the mighty blast.
This fearing, mark the months and Signs of heaven,
Whither retires him Saturns icy star,
And through what heavenly cycles wandereth
The glowing orb Cyllenian. Before all
Worship the Gods, and to great Ceres pay
Her yearly dues upon the happy sward
With sacrifice, anigh the utmost end
Of winter, and when Spring begins to smile.
Then lambs are fat, and wines are mellowest then;
Then sleep is sweet, and dark the shadows fall
Upon the mountains. Let your rustic youth
To Ceres do obeisance, one and all;
And for her pleasure thou mix honeycombs
With milk and the ripe wine-god; thrice for luck
Around the young corn let the victim go,
And all the choir, a joyful company,
Attend it, and with shouts bid Ceres come
To be their house-mate; and let no man dare
Put sickle to the ripened ears until,
With woven oak his temples chapleted,
He foot the rugged dance and chant the lay.
Aye, and that these things we might win to know
By certain tokens, heats, and showers, and winds
That bring the frost, the Sire of all himself
Ordained what warnings in her monthly round
The moon should give, what bodes the south winds fall,
What oft-repeated sights the herdsman seeing
Should keep his cattle closer to their stalls.
No sooner are the winds at point to rise,
Than either Oceans firths begin to toss
And swell, and a dry crackling sound is heard
Upon the heights, or one loud ferment booms
The beach afar, and through the forest goes
A murmur multitudinous. By this
Scarce can the billow spare the curved keels,
When swift the sea-gulls from the middle main
Come winging, and their shrieks are shoreward borne,
When ocean-loving cormorants on dry land
Besport them, and the hern, her marshy haunts
Forsaking, mounts above the soaring cloud.
Oft, too, when wind is toward, the stars thoult see
From heaven shoot headlong, and through murky night
Long trails of fire white-glistening in their wake,
Or light chaff flit in air with fallen leaves,
Or feathers on the wave-top float and play.
But when from regions of the furious North
It lightens, and when thunder fills the halls
Of Eurus and of Zephyr, all the fields
With brimming dikes are flooded, and at sea
No mariner but furls his dripping sails.
Never at unawares did shower annoy:
Or, as it rises, the high-soaring cranes
Flee to the vales before it, with face
Upturned to heaven, the heifer snuffs the gale
Through gaping nostrils, or about the meres
Shrill-twittering flits the swallow, and the frogs
Crouch in the mud and chant their dirge of old.
Oft, too, the ant from out her inmost cells,
Fretting the narrow path, her eggs conveys;
Or the huge bow sucks moisture; or a host
Of rooks from food returning in long line
Clamour with jostling wings. Now mayst thou see
The various ocean-fowl and those that pry
Round Asian meads within thy fresher-pools,
Cayster, as in eager rivalry,
About their shoulders dash the plenteous spray,
Now duck their head beneath the wave, now run
Into the billows, for sheer idle joy
Of their mad bathing-revel. Then the crow
With full voice, good-for-naught, inviting rain,
Stalks on the dry sand mateless and alone.
Nor een the maids, that card their nightly task,
Know not the storm-sign, when in blazing crock
They see the lamp-oil sputtering with a growth
Of mouldy snuff-clots.
So too, after rain,
Sunshine and open skies thou mayst forecast,
And learn by tokens sure, for then nor dimmed
Appear the stars keen edges, nor the moon
As borrowing of her brothers beams to rise,
Nor fleecy films to float along the sky.
Not to the suns warmth then upon the shore
Do halcyons dear to Thetis ope their wings,
Nor filthy swine take thought to toss on high
With scattering snout the straw-wisps. But the clouds
Seek more the vales, and rest upon the plain,
And from the roof-top the night-owl for naught
Watching the sunset plies her lated song.
Distinct in clearest air is Nisus seen
Towering, and Scylla for the purple lock
Pays dear; for whereso, as she flies, her wings
The light air winnow, lo! fierce, implacable,
Nisus with mighty whirr through heaven pursues;
Where Nisus heavenward soareth, there her wings
Clutch as she flies, the light air winnowing still.
Soft then the voice of rooks from indrawn throat
Thrice, four times, oer repeated, and full oft
On their high cradles, by some hidden joy
Gladdened beyond their wont, in bustling throngs
Among the leaves they riot; so sweet it is,
When showers are spent, their own loved nests again
And tender brood to visit. Not, I deem,
That heaven some native wit to these assigned,
Or fate a larger prescience, but that when
The storm and shifting moisture of the air
Have changed their courses, and the sky-god now,
Wet with the south-wind, thickens what was rare,
And what was gross releases, then, too, change
Their spirits fleeting phases, and their breasts
Feel other motions now, than when the wind
Was driving up the cloud-rack. Hence proceeds
That blending of the feathered choirs afield,
The cattles exultation, and the rooks
Deep-throated triumph.
But if the headlong sun
And moons in order following thou regard,
Neer will to-morrows hour deceive thee, neer
Wilt thou be caught by guile of cloudless night.
When first the moon recalls her rallying fires,
If dark the air clipped by her crescent dim,
For folks afield and on the open sea
A mighty rain is brewing; but if her face
With maiden blush she mantle, twill be wind,
For wind turns Phoebe still to ruddier gold.
But if at her fourth rising, for tis that
Gives surest counsel, clear she ride thro heaven
With horns unblunted, then shall that whole day,
And to the months end those that spring from it,
Rainless and windless be, while safe ashore
Shall sailors pay their vows to Panope,
Glaucus, and Melicertes, Inos child.
The sun too, both at rising, and when soon
He dives beneath the waves, shall yield thee signs;
For signs, none trustier, travel with the sun,
Both those which in their course with dawn he brings,
And those at star-rise. When his springing orb
With spots he pranketh, muffled in a cloud,
And shrinks mid-circle, then of showers beware;
For then the South comes driving from the deep,
To trees and crops and cattle bringing bane.
Or when at day-break through dark clouds his rays
Burst and are scattered, or when rising pale
Aurora quits Tithonus saffron bed,
But sorry shelter then, alack I will yield
Vine-leaf to ripening grapes; so thick a hail
In spiky showers spins rattling on the roof.
And this yet more twill boot thee bear in mind,
When now, his course upon Olympus run,
He draws to his decline: for oft we see
Upon the suns own face strange colours stray;
Dark tells of rain, of east winds fiery-red;
If spots with ruddy fire begin to mix,
Then all the heavens convulsed in wrath thoult see-
Storm-clouds and wind together. Me that night
Let no man bid fare forth upon the deep,
Nor rend the rope from shore. But if, when both
He brings again and hides the days return,
Clear-orbed he shineth, idly wilt thou dread
The storm-clouds, and beneath the lustral North
See the woods waving. What late eve in fine
Bears in her bosom, whence the wind that brings
Fair-weather-clouds, or what the rain South
Is meditating, tokens of all these
The sun will give thee. Who dare charge the sun
With leasing? He it is who warneth oft
Of hidden broils at hand and treachery,
And secret swelling of the waves of war.
He too it was, when Caesars light was quenched,
For Rome had pity, when his bright head he veiled
In iron-hued darkness, till a godless age
Trembled for night eternal; at that time
Howbeit earth also, and the ocean-plains,
And dogs obscene, and birds of evil bode
Gave tokens. Yea, how often have we seen
Etna, her furnace-walls asunder riven,
In billowy floods boil oer the Cyclops fields,
And roll down globes of fire and molten rocks!
A clash of arms through all the heaven was heard
By Germany; strange heavings shook the Alps.
Yea, and by many through the breathless groves
A voice was heard with power, and wondrous-pale
Phantoms were seen upon the dusk of night,
And cattle spake, portentous! streams stand still,
And the earth yawns asunder, ivory weeps
For sorrow in the shrines, and bronzes sweat.
Up-twirling forests with his eddying tide,
Madly he bears them down, that lord of floods,
Eridanus, till through all the plain are swept
Beasts and their stalls together. At that time
In gloomy entrails ceased not to appear
Dark-threatening fibres, springs to trickle blood,
And high-built cities night-long to resound
With the wolves howling. Never more than then
From skies all cloudless fell the thunderbolts,
Nor blazed so oft the comets fire of bale.
Therefore a second time Philippi saw
The Roman hosts with kindred weapons rush
To battle, nor did the high gods deem it hard
That twice Emathia and the wide champaign
Of Haemus should be fattening with our blood.
Ay, and the time will come when there anigh,
Heaving the earth up with his curved plough,
Some swain will light on javelins by foul rust
Corroded, or with ponderous harrow strike
On empty helmets, while he gapes to see
Bones as of giants from the trench untombed.
Gods of my country, heroes of the soil,
And Romulus, and Mother Vesta, thou
Who Tuscan Tiber and Romes Palatine
Preservest, this new champion at the least
Our fallen generation to repair
Forbid not. To the full and long ago
Our blood thy Trojan perjuries hath paid,
Laomedon. Long since the courts of heaven
Begrudge us thee, our Caesar, and complain
That thou regardst the triumphs of mankind,
Here where the wrong is right, the right is wrong,
Where wars abound so many, and myriad-faced
Is crime; where no meet honour hath the plough;
The fields, their husbandmen led far away,
Rot in neglect, and curved pruning-hooks
Into the swords stiff blade are fused and forged.
Euphrates here, here Germany new strife
Is stirring; neighbouring cities are in arms,
The laws that bound them snapped; and godless war
Rages through all the universe; as when
The four-horse chariots from the barriers poured
Still quicken oer the course, and, idly now
Grasping the reins, the driver by his team
Is onward borne, nor heeds the car his curb.




GEORGIC II

Thus far the tilth of fields and stars of heaven;
Now will I sing thee, Bacchus, and, with thee,
The forests young plantations and the fruit
Of slow-maturing olive. Hither haste,
O Father of the wine-press; all things here
Teem with the bounties of thy hand; for thee
With viny autumn laden blooms the field,
And foams the vintage high with brimming vats;
Hither, O Father of the wine-press, come,
And stripped of buskin stain thy bared limbs
In the new must with me.
First, natures law
For generating trees is manifold;
For some of their own force spontaneous spring,
No hand of man compelling, and possess
The plains and river-windings far and wide,
As pliant osier and the bending broom,
Poplar, and willows in wan companies
With green leaf glimmering gray; and some there be
From chance-dropped seed that rear them, as the tall
Chestnuts, and, mightiest of the branching wood,
Joves Aesculus, and oaks, oracular
Deemed by the Greeks of old. With some sprouts forth
A forest of dense suckers from the root,
As elms and cherries; so, too, a pigmy plant,
Beneath its mothers mighty shade upshoots
The bay-tree of Parnassus. Such the modes
Nature imparted first; hence all the race
Of forest-trees and shrubs and sacred groves
Springs into verdure.
Other means there are,
Which use by method for itself acquired.
One, sliving suckers from the tender frame
Of the tree-mother, plants them in the trench;
One buries the bare stumps within his field,
Truncheons cleft four-wise, or sharp-pointed stakes;
Some forest-trees the layers bent arch await,
And slips yet quick within the parent-soil;
No root need others, nor doth the pruners hand
Shrink to restore the topmost shoot to earth
That gave it being. Nay, marvellous to tell,
Lopped of its limbs, the olive, a mere stock,
Still thrusts its root out from the sapless wood,
And oft the branches of one kind we see
Change to anothers with no loss to rue,
Pear-tree transformed the ingrafted apple yield,
And stony cornels on the plum-tree blush.
Come then, and learn what tilth to each belongs
According to their kinds, ye husbandmen,
And tame with culture the wild fruits, lest earth
Lie idle. O blithe to make all Ismarus
One forest of the wine-god, and to clothe
With olives huge Tabernus! And be thou
At hand, and with me ply the voyage of toil
I am bound on, O my glory, O thou that art
Justly the chiefest portion of my fame,
Maecenas, and on this wide ocean launched
Spread sail like wings to waft thee. Not that I
With my poor verse would comprehend the whole,
Nay, though a hundred tongues, a hundred mouths
Were mine, a voice of iron; be thou at hand,
Skirt but the nearer coast-line; see the shore
Is in our grasp; not now with feigned song
Through winding bouts and tedious preludings
Shall I detain thee.
Those that lift their head
Into the realms of light spontaneously,
Fruitless indeed, but blithe and strenuous spring,
Since Nature lurks within the soil. And yet
Even these, should one engraft them, or transplant
To well-drilled trenches, will anon put of
Their woodland temper, and, by frequent tilth,
To whatso craft thou summon them, make speed
To follow. So likewise will the barren shaft
That from the stock-root issueth, if it be
Set out with clear space amid open fields:
Now the tree-mothers towering leaves and boughs
Darken, despoil of increase as it grows,
And blast it in the bearing. Lastly, that
Which from shed seed ariseth, upward wins
But slowly, yielding promise of its shade
To late-born generations; apples wane
Forgetful of their former juice, the grape
Bears sorry clusters, for the birds a prey.
Soothly on all must toil be spent, and all
Trained to the trench and at great cost subdued.
But reared from truncheons olives answer best,
As vines from layers, and from the solid wood
The Paphian myrtles; while from suckers spring
Both hardy hazels and huge ash, the tree
That rims with shade the brows of Hercules,
And acorns dear to the Chaonian sire:
So springs the towering palm too, and the fir
Destined to spy the dangers of the deep.
But the rough arbutus with walnut-fruit
Is grafted; so have barren planes ere now
Stout apples borne, with chestnut-flower the beech,
The mountain-ash with pear-bloom whitened oer,
And swine crunched acorns neath the boughs of elms.
Nor is the method of inserting eyes
And grafting one: for where the buds push forth
Amidst the bark, and burst the membranes thin,
Even on the knot a narrow rift is made,
Wherein from some strange tree a germ they pen,
And to the moist rind bid it cleave and grow.
Or, otherwise, in knotless trunks is hewn
A breach, and deep into the solid grain
A path with wedges cloven; then fruitful slips
Are set herein, and- no long time- behold!
To heaven upshot with teeming boughs, the tree
Strange leaves admires and fruitage not its own.
Nor of one kind alone are sturdy elms,
Willow and lotus, nor the cypress-trees
Of Ida; nor of self-same fashion spring
Fat olives, orchades, and radii
And bitter-berried pausians, no, nor yet
Apples and the forests of Alcinous;
Nor from like cuttings are Crustumian pears
And Syrian, and the heavy hand-fillers.
Not the same vintage from our trees hangs down,
Which Lesbos from Methymnas tendril plucks.
Vines Thasian are there, Mareotids white,
These apt for richer soils, for lighter those:
Psithian for raisin-wine more useful, thin
Lageos, that one day will try the feet
And tie the tongue: purples and early-ripes,
And how, O Rhaetian, shall I hymn thy praise?
Yet cope not therefore with Falernian bins.
Vines Aminaean too, best-bodied wine,
To which the Tmolian bows him, ay, and king
Phanaeus too, and, lesser of that name,
Argitis, wherewith not a grape can vie
For gush of wine-juice or for length of years.
Nor thee must I pass over, vine of Rhodes,
Welcomed by gods and at the second board,
Nor thee, Bumastus, with plump clusters swollen.
But lo! how many kinds, and what their names,
There is no telling, nor doth it boot to tell;
Who lists to know it, he too would list to learn
How many sand-grains are by Zephyr tossed
On Libyas plain, or wot, when Eurus falls
With fury on the ships, how many waves
Come rolling shoreward from the Ionian sea.
Not that all soils can all things bear alike.
Willows by water-courses have their birth,
Alders in miry fens; on rocky heights
The barren mountain-ashes; on the shore
Myrtles throng gayest; Bacchus, lastly, loves
The bare hillside, and yews the north winds chill.
Mark too the earth by outland tillers tamed,
And Eastern homes of Arabs, and tattooed
Geloni; to all trees their native lands
Allotted are; no clime but India bears
Black ebony; the branch of frankincense
Is Sabas sons alone; why tell to thee
Of balsams oozing from the perfumed wood,
Or berries of acanthus ever green?
Of Aethiop forests hoar with downy wool,
Or how the Seres comb from off the leaves
Their silky fleece? Of groves which India bears,
Oceans near neighbour, earths remotest nook,
Where not an arrow-shot can cleave the air
Above their tree-tops? yet no laggards they,
When girded with the quiver! Media yields
The bitter juices and slow-lingering taste
Of the blest citron-fruit, than which no aid
Comes timelier, when fierce step-dames drug the cup
With simples mixed and spells of baneful power,
To drive the deadly poison from the limbs.
Large the trees self in semblance like a bay,
And, showered it not a different scent abroad,
A bay it had been; for no wind of heaven
Its foliage falls; the flower, none faster, clings;
With it the Medes for sweetness lave the lips,
And ease the panting breathlessness of age.
But no, not Mede-land with its wealth of woods,
Nor Ganges fair, and Hermus thick with gold,
Can match the praise of Italy; nor Ind,
Nor Bactria, nor Panchaia, one wide tract
Of incense-teeming sand. Here never bulls
With nostrils snorting fire upturned the sod
Sown with the monstrous dragons teeth, nor crop
Of warriors bristled thick with lance and helm;
But heavy harvests and the Massic juice
Of Bacchus fill its borders, overspread
With fruitful flocks and olives. Hence arose
The war-horse stepping proudly oer the plain;
Hence thy white flocks, Clitumnus, and the bull,
Of victims mightiest, which full oft have led,
Bathed in thy sacred stream, the triumph-pomp
Of Romans to the temples of the gods.
Here blooms perpetual spring, and summer here
In months that are not summers; twice teem the flocks;
Twice doth the tree yield service of her fruit.
But ravening tigers come not nigh, nor breed
Of savage lion, nor aconite betrays
Its hapless gatherers, nor with sweep so vast
Doth the scaled serpent trail his endless coils
Along the ground, or wreathe him into spires.
Mark too her cities, so many and so proud,
Of mighty toil the achievement, town on town
Up rugged precipices heaved and reared,
And rivers undergliding ancient walls.
Or should I celebrate the sea that laves
Her upper shores and lower? or those broad lakes?
Thee, Larius, greatest and, Benacus, thee
With billowy uproar surging like the main?
Or sing her harbours, and the barrier cast
Athwart the Lucrine, and how ocean chafes
With mighty bellowings, where the Julian wave
Echoes the thunder of his rout, and through
Avernian inlets pours the Tuscan tide?
A land no less that in her veins displays
Rivers of silver, mines of copper ore,
Ay, and with gold hath flowed abundantly.
A land that reared a valiant breed of men,
The Marsi and Sabellian youth, and, schooled
To hardship, the Ligurian, and with these
The Volscian javelin-armed, the Decii too,
The Marii and Camilli, names of might,
The Scipios, stubborn warriors, ay, and thee,
Great Caesar, who in Asias utmost bounds
With conquering arm een now art fending far
The unwarlike Indian from the heights of Rome.
Hail! land of Saturn, mighty mother thou
Of fruits and heroes; tis for thee I dare
Unseal the sacred fountains, and essay
Themes of old art and glory, as I sing
The song of Ascra through the towns of Rome.
Now for the native gifts of various soils,
What powers hath each, what hue, what natural bent
For yielding increase. First your stubborn lands
And churlish hill-sides, where are thorny fields
Of meagre marl and gravel, these delight
In long-lived olive-groves to Pallas dear.
Take for a sign the plenteous growth hard by
Of oleaster, and the fields strewn wide
With woodland berries. But a soil thats rich,
In moisture sweet exulting, and the plain
That teems with grasses on its fruitful breast,
Such as full oft in hollow mountain-dell
We view beneath us- from the craggy heights
Streams thither flow with fertilizing mud-
A plain which southward rising feeds the fern
By curved ploughs detested, this one day
Shall yield thee store of vines full strong to gush
In torrents of the wine-god; this shall be
Fruitful of grapes and flowing juice like that
We pour to heaven from bowls of gold, what time
The sleek Etruscan at the altar blows
His ivory pipe, and on the curved dish
We lay the reeking entrails. If to rear
Cattle delight thee rather, steers, or lambs,
Or goats that kill the tender plants, then seek
Full-fed Tarentums glades and distant fields,
Or such a plain as luckless Mantua lost
Whose weedy water feeds the snow-white swan:
There nor clear springs nor grass the flocks will fail,
And all the day-long browsing of thy herds
Shall the cool dews of one brief night repair.
Land which the burrowing share shows dark and rich,
With crumbling soil- for this we counterfeit
In ploughing- for corn is goodliest; from no field
More wains thoult see wend home with plodding steers;
Or that from which the husbandman in spleen
Has cleared the timber, and oerthrown the copse
That year on year lay idle, and from the roots
Uptorn the immemorial haunt of birds;
They banished from their nests have sought the skies;
But the rude plain beneath the ploughshares stroke
Starts into sudden brightness. For indeed
The starved hill-country gravel scarce serves the bees
With lowly cassias and with rosemary;
Rough tufa and chalk too, by black water-worms
Gnawed through and through, proclaim no soils beside
So rife with serpent-dainties, or that yield
Such winding lairs to lurk in. That again,
Which vapoury mist and flitting smoke exhales,
Drinks moisture up and casts it forth at will,
Which, ever in its own green grass arrayed,
Mars not the metal with salt scurf of rust-
That shall thine elms with merry vines enwreathe;
That teems with olive; that shall thy tilth prove kind
To cattle, and patient of the curved share.
Such ploughs rich Capua, such the coast that skirts
Thy ridge, Vesuvius, and the Clanian flood,
Acerraes desolation and her bane.
How each to recognize now hear me tell.
Dost ask if loose or passing firm it be-
Since one for corn hath liking, one for wine,
The firmer sort for Ceres, none too loose
For thee, Lyaeus?- with scrutinizing eye
First choose thy ground, and bid a pit be sunk
Deep in the solid earth, then cast the mould
All back again, and stamp the surface smooth.
If it suffice not, loose will be the land,
More meet for cattle and for kindly vines;
But if, rebellious, to its proper bounds
The soil returns not, but fills all the trench
And overtops it, then the glebe is gross;
Look for stiff ridges and reluctant clods,
And with strong bullocks cleave the fallow crust.
Salt ground again, and bitter, as tis called-
Barren for fruits, by tilth untamable,
Nor grape her kind, nor apples their good name
Maintaining- will in this wise yield thee proof:
Stout osier-baskets from the rafter-smoke,
And strainers of the winepress pluck thee down;
Hereinto let that evil land, with fresh
Spring-water mixed, be trampled to the full;
The moisture, mark you, will ooze all away,
In big drops issuing through the osier-withes,
But plainly will its taste the secret tell,
And with a harsh twang ruefully distort
The mouths of them that try it. Rich soil again
We learn on this wise: tossed from hand to hand
Yet cracks it never, but pitch-like, as we hold,
Clings to the fingers. A land with moisture rife
Breeds lustier herbage, and is more than meet
Prolific. Ah I may never such for me
Oer-fertile prove, or make too stout a show
At the first earing! Heavy land or light
The mute self-witness of its weight betrays.
A glance will serve to warn thee which is black,
Or what the hue of any. But hard it is
To track the signs of that pernicious cold:
Pines only, noxious yews, and ivies dark
At times reveal its traces.
All these rules
Regarding, let your land, ay, long before,
Scorch to the quick, and into trenches carve
The mighty mountains, and their upturned clods
Bare to the north wind, ere thou plant therein
The vines prolific kindred. Fields whose soil
Is crumbling are the best: winds look to that,
And bitter hoar-frosts, and the delvers toil
Untiring, as he stirs the loosened glebe.
But those, whose vigilance no care escapes,
Search for a kindred site, where first to rear
A nursery for the trees, and eke whereto
Soon to translate them, lest the sudden shock
From their new mother the young plants estrange.
Nay, even the quarter of the sky they brand
Upon the bark, that each may be restored,
As erst it stood, here bore the southern heats,
Here turned its shoulder to the northern pole;
So strong is custom formed in early years.
Whether on hill or plain tis best to plant
Your vineyard first inquire. If on some plain
You measure out rich acres, then plant thick;
Thick planting makes no niggard of the vine;
But if on rising mound or sloping bill,
Then let the rows have room, so none the less
Each line you draw, when all the trees are set,
May tally to perfection. Even as oft
In mighty war, whenas the legions length
Deploys its cohorts, and the column stands
In open plain, the ranks of battle set,
And far and near with rippling sheen of arms
The wide earth flickers, nor yet in grisly strife
Foe grapples foe, but dubious twixt the hosts
The war-god wavers; so let all be ranged
In equal rows symmetric, not alone
To feed an idle fancy with the view,
But since not otherwise will earth afford
Vigour to all alike, nor yet the boughs
Have power to stretch them into open space.
Shouldst haply of the furrows depth inquire,
Even to a shallow trench I dare commit
The vine; but deeper in the ground is fixed
The tree that props it, aesculus in chief,
Which howso far its summit soars toward heaven,
So deep strikes root into the vaults of hell.
It therefore neither storms, nor blasts, nor showers
Wrench from its bed; unshaken it abides,
Sees many a generation, many an age
Of men roll onward, and survives them all,
Stretching its titan arms and branches far,
Sole central pillar of a world of shade.
Nor toward the sunset let thy vineyards slope,
Nor midst the vines plant hazel; neither take
The topmost shoots for cuttings, nor from the top
Of the supporting tree your suckers tear;
So deep their love of earth; nor wound the plants
With blunted blade; nor truncheons intersperse
Of the wild olive: for oft from careless swains
A spark hath fallen, that, neath the unctuous rind
Hid thief-like first, now grips the tough tree-bole,
And mounting to the leaves on high, sends forth
A roar to heaven, then coursing through the boughs
And airy summits reigns victoriously,
Wraps all the grove in robes of fire, and gross
With pitch-black vapour heaves the murky reek
Skyward, but chiefly if a storm has swooped
Down on the forest, and a driving wind
Rolls up the conflagration. When tis so,
Their root-force fails them, nor, when lopped away,
Can they recover, and from the earth beneath
Spring to like verdure; thus alone survives
The bare wild olive with its bitter leaves.
Let none persuade thee, howso weighty-wise,
To stir the soil when stiff with Boreas breath.
Then ice-bound winter locks the fields, nor lets
The young plant fix its frozen root to earth.
Best sow your vineyards when in blushing Spring
Comes the white bird long-bodied snakes abhor,
Or on the eve of autumns earliest frost,
Ere the swift sun-steeds touch the wintry Signs,
While summer is departing. Spring it is
Blesses the fruit-plantation, Spring the groves;
In Spring earth swells and claims the fruitful seed.
Then Aether, sire omnipotent, leaps down
With quickening showers to his glad wifes embrace,
And, might with might commingling, rears to life
All germs that teem within her; then resound
With songs of birds the greenwood-wildernesses,
And in due time the herds their loves renew;
Then the boon earth yields increase, and the fields
Unlock their bosoms to the warm west winds;
Soft moisture spreads oer all things, and the blades
Face the new suns, and safely trust them now;
The vine-shoot, fearless of the rising south,
Or mighty north winds driving rain from heaven,
Bursts into bud, and every leaf unfolds.
Even so, methinks, when Earth to being sprang,
Dawned the first days, and such the course they held;
Twas Spring-tide then, ay, Spring, the mighty world
Was keeping: Eurus spared his wintry blasts,
When first the flocks drank sunlight, and a race
Of men like iron from the hard glebe arose,
And wild beasts thronged the woods, and stars the heaven.
Nor could frail creatures bear this heavy strain,
Did not so large a respite interpose
Twixt frost and heat, and heavens relenting arms
Yield earth a welcome.
For the rest, whateer
The sets thou plantest in thy fields, thereon
Strew refuse rich, and with abundant earth
Take heed to hide them, and dig in withal
Rough shells or porous stone, for therebetween
Will water trickle and fine vapour creep,
And so the plants their drooping spirits raise.
Aye, and there have been, who with weight of stone
Or heavy potsherd press them from above;
This serves for shield in pelting showers, and this
When the hot dog-star chaps the fields with drought.
The slips once planted, yet remains to cleave
The earth about their roots persistently,
And toss the cumbrous hoes, or task the soil
With burrowing plough-share, and ply up and down
Your labouring bullocks through the vineyards midst,
Then too smooth reeds and shafts of whittled wand,
And ashen poles and sturdy forks to shape,
Whereby supported they may learn to mount,
Laugh at the gales, and through the elm-tops win
From story up to story.
Now while yet
The leaves are in their first fresh infant growth,
Forbear their frailty, and while yet the bough
Shoots joyfully toward heaven, with loosened rein
Launched on the void, assail it not as yet
With keen-edged sickle, but let the leaves alone
Be culled with clip of fingers here and there.
But when they clasp the elms with sturdy trunks
Erect, then strip the leaves off, prune the boughs;
Sooner they shrink from steel, but then put forth
The arm of power, and stem the branchy tide.
Hedges too must be woven and all beasts
Barred entrance, chiefly while the leaf is young
And witless of disaster; for therewith,
Beside harsh winters and oerpowering sun,
Wild buffaloes and pestering goats for ay
Besport them, sheep and heifers glut their greed.
Nor cold by hoar-frost curdled, nor the prone
Dead weight of summer upon the parched crags,
So scathe it, as the flocks with venom-bite
Of their hard tooth, whose gnawing scars the stem.
For no offence but this to Bacchus bleeds
The goat at every altar, and old plays
Upon the stage find entrance; therefore too
The sons of Theseus through the country-side-
Hamlet and crossway- set the prize of wit,
And on the smooth sward over oiled skins
Dance in their tipsy frolic. Furthermore
The Ausonian swains, a race from Troy derived,
Make merry with rough rhymes and boisterous mirth,
Grim masks of hollowed bark assume, invoke
Thee with glad hymns, O Bacchus, and to thee
Hang puppet-faces on tall pines to swing.
Hence every vineyard teems with mellowing fruit,
Till hollow vale oerflows, and gorge profound,
Whereer the god hath turned his comely head.
Therefore to Bacchus duly will we sing
Meet honour with ancestral hymns, and cates
And dishes bear him; and the doomed goat
Led by the horn shall at the altar stand,
Whose entrails rich on hazel-spits well roast.
This further task again, to dress the vine,
Hath needs beyond exhausting; the whole soil
Thrice, four times, yearly must be cleft, the sod
With hoes reversed be crushed continually,
The whole plantation lightened of its leaves.
Round on the labourer spins the wheel of toil,
As on its own track rolls the circling year.
Soon as the vine her lingering leaves hath shed,
And the chill north wind from the forests shook
Their coronal, even then the careful swain
Looks keenly forward to the coming year,
With Saturns curved fang pursues and prunes
The vine forlorn, and lops it into shape.
Be first to dig the ground up, first to clear
And burn the refuse-branches, first to house
Again your vine-poles, last to gather fruit.
Twice doth the thickening shade beset the vine,
Twice weeds with stifling briers oergrow the crop;
And each a toilsome labour. Do thou praise
Broad acres, farm but few. Rough twigs beside
Of butchers broom among the woods are cut,
And reeds upon the river-banks, and still
The undressed willow claims thy fostering care.
So now the vines are fettered, now the trees
Let go the sickle, and the last dresser now
Sings of his finished rows; but still the ground
Must vexed be, the dust be stirred, and heaven
Still set thee trembling for the ripened grapes.
Not so with olives; small husbandry need they,
Nor look for sickle bowed or biting rake,
When once they have gripped the soil, and borne the breeze.
Earth of herself, with hooked fang laid bare,
Yields moisture for the plants, and heavy fruit,
The ploughshare aiding; therewithal thoult rear
The olives fatness well-beloved of Peace.
Apples, moreover, soon as first they feel
Their stems wax lusty, and have found their strength,
To heaven climb swiftly, self-impelled, nor crave
Our succour. All the grove meanwhile no less
With fruit is swelling, and the wild haunts of birds
Blush with their blood-red berries. Cytisus
Is good to browse on, the tall forest yields
Pine-torches, and the nightly fires are fed
And shoot forth radiance. And shall men be loath
To plant, nor lavish of their pains? Why trace
Things mightier? Willows even and lowly brooms
To cattle their green leaves, to shepherds shade,
Fences for crops, and food for honey yield.
And blithe it is Cytorus to behold
Waving with box, Narycian groves of pitch;
Oh! blithe the sight of fields beholden not
To rake or mans endeavour! the barren woods
That crown the scalp of Caucasus, even these,
Which furious blasts for ever rive and rend,
Yield various wealth, pine-logs that serve for ships,
Cedar and cypress for the homes of men;
Hence, too, the farmers shave their wheel-spokes, hence
Drums for their wains, and curved boat-keels fit;
Willows bear twigs enow, the elm-tree leaves,
Myrtle stout spear-shafts, war-tried cornel too;
Yews into Ituraean bows are bent:
Nor do smooth lindens or lathe-polished box
Shrink from mans shaping and keen-furrowing steel;
Light alder floats upon the boiling flood
Sped down the Padus, and bees house their swarms
In rotten holm-oaks hollow bark and bole.
What of like praise can Bacchus gifts afford?
Nay, Bacchus even to crime hath prompted, he
The wine-infuriate Centaurs quelled with death,
Rhoetus and Pholus, and with mighty bowl
Hylaeus threatening high the Lapithae.
Oh! all too happy tillers of the soil,
Could they but know their blessedness, for whom
Far from the clash of arms all-equal earth
Pours from the ground herself their easy fare!
What though no lofty palace portal-proud
From all its chambers vomits forth a tide
Of morning courtiers, nor agape they gaze
On pillars with fair tortoise-shell inwrought,
Gold-purfled robes, and bronze from Ephyre;
Nor is the whiteness of their wool distained
With drugs Assyrian, nor clear olives use
With cassia tainted; yet untroubled calm,
A life that knows no falsehood, rich enow
With various treasures, yet broad-acred ease,
Grottoes and living lakes, yet Tempes cool,
Lowing of kine, and sylvan slumbers soft,
They lack not; lawns and wild beasts haunts are there,
A youth of labour patient, need-inured,
Worship, and reverend sires: with them from earth
Departing justice her last footprints left.
Me before all things may the Muses sweet,
Whose rites I bear with mighty passion pierced,
Receive, and show the paths and stars of heaven,
The suns eclipses and the labouring moons,
From whence the earthquake, by what power the seas
Swell from their depths, and, every barrier burst,
Sink back upon themselves, why winter-suns
So haste to dip neath ocean, or what check
The lingering night retards. But if to these
High realms of nature the cold curdling blood
About my heart bar access, then be fields
And stream-washed vales my solace, let me love
Rivers and woods, inglorious. Oh for you
Plains, and Spercheius, and Taygete,
By Spartan maids oer-revelled! Oh, for one,
Would set me in deep dells of Haemus cool,
And shield me with his boughs oershadowing might!
Happy, who had the skill to understand
Natures hid causes, and beneath his feet
All terrors cast, and deaths relentless doom,
And the loud roar of greedy Acheron.
Blest too is he who knows the rural gods,
Pan, old Silvanus, and the sister-nymphs!
Him nor the rods of public power can bend,
Nor kingly purple, nor fierce feud that drives
Brother to turn on brother, nor descent
Of Dacian from the Danubes leagued flood,
Nor Romes great State, nor kingdoms like to die;
Nor hath he grieved through pitying of the poor,
Nor envied him that hath. What fruit the boughs,
And what the fields, of their own bounteous will
Have borne, he gathers; nor iron rule of laws,
Nor maddened Forum have his eyes beheld,
Nor archives of the people. Others vex
The darksome gulfs of Ocean with their oars,
Or rush on steel: they press within the courts
And doors of princes; one with havoc falls
Upon a city and its hapless hearths,
From gems to drink, on Tyrian rugs to lie;
This hoards his wealth and broods oer buried gold;
One at the rostra stares in blank amaze;
One gaping sits transported by the cheers,
The answering cheers of plebs and senate rolled
Along the benches: bathed in brothers blood
Men revel, and, all delights of hearth and home
For exile changing, a new country seek
Beneath an alien sun. The husbandman
With hooked ploughshare turns the soil; from hence
Springs his years labour; hence, too, he sustains
Country and cottage homestead, and from hence
His herds of cattle and deserving steers.
No respite! still the year oerflows with fruit,
Or young of kine, or Ceres wheaten sheaf,
With crops the furrow loads, and bursts the barns.
Winter is come: in olive-mills they bruise
The Sicyonian berry; acorn-cheered
The swine troop homeward; woods their arbutes yield;
So, various fruit sheds Autumn, and high up
On sunny rocks the mellowing vintage bakes.
Meanwhile about his lips sweet children cling;
His chaste house keeps its purity; his kine
Drop milky udders, and on the lush green grass
Fat kids are striving, horn to butting horn.
Himself keeps holy days; stretched oer the sward,
Where round the fire his comrades crown the bowl,
He pours libation, and thy name invokes,
Lenaeus, and for the herdsmen on an elm
Sets up a mark for the swift javelin; they
Strip their tough bodies for the rustic sport.
Such life of yore the ancient Sabines led,
Such Remus and his brother: Etruria thus,
Doubt not, to greatness grew, and Rome became
The fair worlds fairest, and with circling wall
Clasped to her single breast the sevenfold hills.
Ay, ere the reign of Dictes king, ere men,
Waxed godless, banqueted on slaughtered bulls,
Such life on earth did golden Saturn lead.
Nor ear of man had heard the war-trumps blast,
Nor clang of sword on stubborn anvil set.
But lo! a boundless space we have travelled oer;
Tis time our steaming horses to unyoke.




GEORGIC III

Thee too, great Pales, will I hymn, and thee,
Amphrysian shepherd, worthy to be sung,
You, woods and waves Lycaean. All themes beside,
Which else had charmed the vacant mind with song,
Are now waxed common. Of harsh Eurystheus who
The story knows not, or that praiseless king
Busiris, and his altars? or by whom
Hath not the tale been told of Hylas young,
Latonian Delos and Hippodame,
And Pelops for his ivory shoulder famed,
Keen charioteer? Needs must a path be tried,
By which I too may lift me from the dust,
And float triumphant through the mouths of men.
Yea, I shall be the first, so life endure,
To lead the Muses with me, as I pass
To mine own country from the Aonian height;
I, Mantua, first will bring thee back the palms
Of Idumaea, and raise a marble shrine
On thy green plain fast by the water-side,
Where Mincius winds more vast in lazy coils,
And rims his margent with the tender reed.
Amid my shrine shall Caesars godhead dwell.
To him will I, as victor, bravely dight
In Tyrian purple, drive along the bank
A hundred four-horse cars. All Greece for me,
Leaving Alpheus and Molorchus grove,
On foot shall strive, or with the raw-hide glove;
Whilst I, my head with stripped green olive crowned,
Will offer gifts. Even tis present joy
To lead the high processions to the fane,
And view the victims felled; or how the scene
Sunders with shifted face, and Britains sons
Inwoven thereon with those proud curtains rise.
Of gold and massive ivory on the doors
Ill trace the battle of the Gangarides,
And our Quirinus conquering arms, and there
Surging with war, and hugely flowing, the Nile,
And columns heaped on high with naval brass.
And Asias vanquished cities I will add,
And quelled Niphates, and the Parthian foe,
Who trusts in flight and backward-volleying darts,
And trophies torn with twice triumphant hand
From empires twain on oceans either shore.
And breathing forms of Parian marble there
Shall stand, the offspring of Assaracus,
And great names of the Jove-descended folk,
And father Tros, and Troys first founder, lord
Of Cynthus. And accursed Envy there
Shall dread the Furies, and thy ruthless flood,
Cocytus, and Ixions twisted snakes,
And that vast wheel and ever-baffling stone.
Meanwhile the Dryad-haunted woods and lawns
Unsullied seek we; tis thy hard behest,
Maecenas. Without thee no lofty task
My mind essays. Up! break the sluggish bonds
Of tarriance; with loud din Cithaeron calls,
Steed-taming Epidaurus, and thy hounds,
Taygete; and hark! the assenting groves
With peal on peal reverberate the roar.
Yet must I gird me to rehearse ere long
The fiery fights of Caesar, speed his name
Through ages, countless as to Caesars self
From the first birth-dawn of Tithonus old.
If eager for the prized Olympian palm
One breed the horse, or bullock strong to plough,
Be his prime care a shapely dam to choose.
Of kine grim-faced is goodliest, with coarse head
And burly neck, whose hanging dewlaps reach
From chin to knee; of boundless length her flank;
Large every way she is, large-footed even,
With incurved horns and shaggy ears beneath.
Nor let mislike me one with spots of white
Conspicuous, or that spurns the yoke, whose horn
At times hath vice int: liker bull-faced she,
And tall-limbed wholly, and with tip of tail
Brushing her footsteps as she walks along.
The age for Hymens rites, Lucinas pangs,
Ere ten years ended, after four begins;
Their residue of days nor apt to teem,
Nor strong for ploughing. Meantime, while youths delight
Survives within them, loose the males: be first
To speed thy herds of cattle to their loves,
Breed stock with stock, and keep the race supplied.
Ah! lifes best hours are ever first to fly
From hapless mortals; in their place succeed
Disease and dolorous eld; till travail sore
And death unpitying sweep them from the scene.
Still will be some, whose form thou fain wouldst change;
Renew them still; with yearly choice of young
Preventing losses, lest too late thou rue.
Nor steeds crave less selection; but on those
Thou thinkst to rear, the promise of their line,
From earliest youth thy chiefest pains bestow.
See from the first yon high-bred colt afield,
His lofty step, his limbs elastic tread:
Dauntless he leads the herd, still first to try
The threatening flood, or brave the unknown bridge,
By no vain noise affrighted; lofty-necked,
With clean-cut head, short belly, and stout back;
His sprightly breast exuberant with brawn.
Chestnut and grey are good; the worst-hued white
And sorrel. Then lo! if arms are clashed afar,
Bide still he cannot: ears stiffen and limbs quake;
His nostrils snort and roll out wreaths of fire.
Dense is his mane, that when uplifted falls
On his right shoulder; betwixt either loin
The spine runs double; his earth-dinting hoof
Rings with the ponderous beat of solid horn.
Even such a horse was Cyllarus, reined and tamed
By Pollux of Amyclae; such the pair
In Grecian song renowned, those steeds of Mars,
And famed Achilles team: in such-like form
Great Saturns self with mane flung loose on neck
Sped at his wifes approach, and flying filled
The heights of Pelion with his piercing neigh.
Even him, when sore disease or sluggish eld
Now saps his strength, pen fast at home, and spare
His not inglorious age. A horse grown old
Slow kindling unto love in vain prolongs
The fruitless task, and, to the encounter come,
As fire in stubble blusters without strength,
He rages idly. Therefore mark thou first
Their age and mettle, other points anon,
As breed and lineage, or what pain was theirs
To lose the race, what pride the palm to win.
Seest how the chariots in mad rivalry
Poured from the barrier grip the course and go,
When youthful hope is highest, and every heart
Drained with each wild pulsation? How they ply
The circling lash, and reaching forward let
The reins hang free! Swift spins the glowing wheel;
And now they stoop, and now erect in air
Seem borne through space and towering to the sky:
No stop, no stay; the dun sand whirls aloft;
They reek with foam-flakes and pursuing breath;
So sweet is fame, so prized the victors palm.
Twas Ericthonius first took heart to yoke
Four horses to his car, and rode above
The whirling wheels to victory: but the ring
And bridle-reins, mounted on horses backs,
The Pelethronian Lapithae bequeathed,
And taught the knight in arms to spurn the ground,
And arch the upgathered footsteps of his pride.
Each task alike is arduous, and for each
A horse young, fiery, swift of foot, they seek;
How oft so-eer yon rival may have chased
The flying foe, or boast his native plain
Epirus, or Mycenaes stubborn hold,
And trace his lineage back to Neptunes birth.
These points regarded, as the time draws nigh,
With instant zeal they lavish all their care
To plump with solid fat the chosen chief
And designated husband of the herd:
And flowery herbs they cut, and serve him well
With corn and running water, that his strength
Not fail him for that labour of delight,
Nor puny colts betray the feeble sire.
The herd itself of purpose they reduce
To leanness, and when loves sweet longing first
Provokes them, they forbid the leafy food,
And pen them from the springs, and oft beside
With running shake, and tire them in the sun,
What time the threshing-floor groans heavily
With pounding of the corn-ears, and light chaff
Is whirled on high to catch the rising west.
This do they that the soils prolific powers
May not be dulled by surfeiting, nor choke
The sluggish furrows, but eagerly absorb
Their fill of love, and deeply entertain.
To care of sire the mothers care succeeds.
When great with young they wander nigh their time,
Let no man suffer them to drag the yoke
In heavy wains, nor leap across the way,
Nor scour the meads, nor swim the rushing flood.
In lonely lawns they feed them, by the course
Of brimming streams, where moss is, and the banks
With grass are greenest, where are sheltering caves,
And far outstretched the rock-flung shadow lies.
Round wooded Silarus and the ilex-bowers
Of green Alburnus swarms a winged pest-
Its Roman name Asilus, by the Greeks
Termed Oestros- fierce it is, and harshly hums,
Driving whole herds in terror through the groves,
Till heaven is madded by their bellowing din,
And Tanagers dry bed and forest-banks.
With this same scourge did Juno wreak of old
The terrors of her wrath, a plague devised
Against the heifer sprung from Inachus.
From this too thou, since in the noontide heats
Tis most persistent, fend thy teeming herds,
And feed them when the sun is newly risen,
Or the first stars are ushering in the night.
But, yeaning ended, all their tender care
Is to the calves transferred; at once with marks
They brand them, both to designate their race,
And which to rear for breeding, or devote
As altar-victims, or to cleave the ground
And into ridges tear and turn the sod.
The rest along the greensward graze at will.
Those that to rustic uses thou wouldst mould,
As calves encourage and take steps to tame,
While pliant wills and plastic youth allow.
And first of slender withies round the throat
Loose collars hang, then when their free-born necks
Are used to service, with the self-same bands
Yoke them in pairs, and steer by steer compel
Keep pace together. And time it is that oft
Unfreighted wheels be drawn along the ground
Behind them, as to dint the surface-dust;
Then let the beechen axle strain and creak
Neath some stout burden, whilst a brazen pole
Drags on the wheels made fast thereto. Meanwhile
For their unbroken youth not grass alone,
Nor meagre willow-leaves and marish-sedge,
But corn-ears with thy hand pluck from the crops.
Nor shall the brood-kine, as of yore, for thee
Brim high the snowy milking-pail, but spend
Their udders fullness on their own sweet young.
But if fierce squadrons and the ranks of war
Delight thee rather, or on wheels to glide
At Pisa, with Alpheus fleeting by,
And in the grove of Jupiter urge on
The flying chariot, be your steeds first task
To face the warriors armed rage, and brook
The trumpet, and long roar of rumbling wheels,
And clink of chiming bridles in the stall;
Then more and more to love his masters voice
Caressing, or loud hand that claps his neck.
Ay, thus far let him learn to dare, when first
Weaned from his mother, and his mouth at times
Yield to the supple halter, even while yet
Weak, tottering-limbed, and ignorant of life.
But, three years ended, when the fourth arrives,
Now let him tarry not to run the ring
With rhythmic hoof-beat echoing, and now learn
Alternately to curve each bending leg,
And be like one that struggleth; then at last
Challenge the winds to race him, and at speed
Launched through the open, like a reinless thing,
Scarce print his footsteps on the surface-sand.
As when with power from Hyperborean climes
The north wind stoops, and scatters from his path
Dry clouds and storms of Scythia; the tall corn
And rippling plains gin shiver with light gusts;
A sound is heard among the forest-tops;
Long waves come racing shoreward: fast he flies,
With instant pinion sweeping earth and main.
A steed like this or on the mighty course
Of Elis at the goal will sweat, and shower
Red foam-flakes from his mouth, or, kindlier task,
With patient neck support the Belgian car.
Then, broken at last, let swell their burly frame
With fattening corn-mash, for, unbroke, they will
With pride wax wanton, and, when caught, refuse
Tough lash to brook or jagged curb obey.
But no device so fortifies their power
As loves blind stings of passion to forefend,
Whether on steed or steer thy choice be set.
Ay, therefore tis they banish bulls afar
To solitary pastures, or behind
Some mountain-barrier, or broad streams beyond,
Or else in plenteous stalls pen fast at home.
For, even through sight of her, the female wastes
His strength with smouldering fire, till he forget
Both grass and woodland. She indeed full oft
With her sweet charms can lovers proud compel
To battle for the conquest horn to horn.
In Silas forest feeds the heifer fair,
While each on each the furious rivals run;
Wound follows wound; the black blood laves their limbs;
Horns push and strive against opposing horns,
With mighty groaning; all the forest-side
And far Olympus bellow back the roar.
Nor wont the champions in one stall to couch;
But he thats worsted hies him to strange climes
Far off, an exile, moaning much the shame,
The blows of that proud conqueror, then loves loss
Avenged not; with one glance toward the byre,
His ancient royalties behind him lie.
So with all heed his strength he practiseth,
And nightlong makes the hard bare stones his bed,
And feeds on prickly leaf and pointed rush,
And proves himself, and butting at a tree
Learns to fling wrath into his horns, with blows
Provokes the air, and scattering clouds of sand
Makes prelude of the battle; afterward,
With strength repaired and gathered might breaks camp,
And hurls him headlong on the unthinking foe:
As in mid ocean when a wave far of
Begins to whiten, mustering from the main
Its rounded breast, and, onward rolled to land
Falls with prodigious roar among the rocks,
Huge as a very mountain: but the depths
Upseethe in swirling eddies, and disgorge
The murky sand-lees from their sunken bed.
Nay, every race on earth of men, and beasts,
And ocean-folk, and flocks, and painted birds,
Rush to the raging fire: love sways them all.
Never than then more fiercely oer the plain
Prowls heedless of her whelps the lioness:
Nor monstrous bears such wide-spread havoc-doom
Deal through the forests; then the boar is fierce,
Most deadly then the tigress: then, alack!
Ill roaming is it on Libyas lonely plains.
Mark you what shivering thrills the horses frame,
If but a waft the well-known gust conveys?
Nor curb can check them then, nor lash severe,
Nor rocks and caverned crags, nor barrier-floods,
That rend and whirl and wash the hills away.
Then speeds amain the great Sabellian boar,
His tushes whets, with forefoot tears the ground,
Rubs gainst a tree his flanks, and to and fro
Hardens each wallowing shoulder to the wound.
What of the youth, when loves relentless might
Stirs the fierce fire within his veins? Behold!
In blindest midnight how he swims the gulf
Convulsed with bursting storm-clouds! Over him
Heavens huge gate thunders; the rock-shattered main
Utters a warning cry; nor parents tears
Can backward call him, nor the maid he loves,
Too soon to die on his untimely pyre.
What of the spotted ounce to Bacchus dear,
Or warlike wolf-kin or the breed of dogs?
Why tell how timorous stags the battle join?
Oer all conspicuous is the rage of mares,
By Venus self inspired of old, what time
The Potnian four with rending jaws devoured
The limbs of Glaucus. Love-constrained they roam
Past Gargarus, past the loud Ascanian flood;
They climb the mountains, and the torrents swim;
And when their eager marrow first conceives
The fire, in Spring-tide chiefly, for with Spring
Warmth doth their frames revisit, then they stand
All facing westward on the rocky heights,
And of the gentle breezes take their fill;
And oft unmated, marvellous to tell,
But of the wind impregnate, far and wide
Oer craggy height and lowly vale they scud,
Not toward thy rising, Eurus, or the suns,
But westward and north-west, or whence up-springs
Black Auster, that glooms heaven with rainy cold.
Hence from their groin slow drips a poisonous juice,
By shepherds truly named hippomanes,
Hippomanes, fell stepdames oft have culled,
And mixed with herbs and spells of baneful bode.
Fast flies meanwhile the irreparable hour,
As point to point our charmed round we trace.
Enough of herds. This second task remains,
The wool-clad flocks and shaggy goats to treat.
Here lies a labour; hence for glory look,
Brave husbandmen. Nor doubtfully know
How hard it is for words to triumph here,
And shed their lustre on a theme so slight:
But I am caught by ravishing desire
Above the lone Parnassian steep; I love
To walk the heights, from whence no earlier track
Slopes gently downward to Castalias spring.
Now, awful Pales, strike a louder tone.
First, for the sheep soft pencotes I decree
To browse in, till green summers swift return;
And that the hard earth under them with straw
And handfuls of the fern be littered deep,
Lest chill of ice such tender cattle harm
With scab and loathly foot-rot. Passing thence
I bid the goats with arbute-leaves be stored,
And served with fresh spring-water, and their pens
Turned southward from the blast, to face the suns
Of winter, when Aquarius icy beam
Now sinks in showers upon the parting year.
These too no lightlier our protection claim,
Nor prove of poorer service, howsoeer
Milesian fleeces dipped in Tyrian reds
Repay the barterer; these with offspring teem
More numerous; these yield plenteous store of milk:
The more each dry-wrung udder froths the pail,
More copious soon the teat-pressed torrents flow.
Ay, and on Cinyps bank the he-goats too
Their beards and grizzled chins and bristling hair
Let clip for camp-use, or as rugs to wrap
Seafaring wretches. But they browse the woods
And summits of Lycaeus, and rough briers,
And brakes that love the highland: of themselves
Right heedfully the she-goats homeward troop
Before their kids, and with plump udders clogged
Scarce cross the threshold. Wherefore rather ye,
The less they crave mans vigilance, be fain
From ice to fend them and from snowy winds;
Bring food and feast them with their branchy fare,
Nor lock your hay-loft all the winter long.
But when glad summer at the west winds call
Sends either flock to pasture in the glades,
Soon as the day-star shineth, hie we then
To the cool meadows, while the dawn is young,
The grass yet hoary, and to browsing herds
The dew tastes sweetest on the tender sward.
When heavens fourth hour draws on the thickening drought,
And shrill cicalas pierce the brake with song,
Then at the well-springs bid them, or deep pools,
From troughs of holm-oak quaff the running wave:
But at days hottest seek a shadowy vale,
Where some vast ancient-timbered oak of Jove
Spreads his huge branches, or where huddling black
Ilex on ilex cowers in awful shade.
Then once more give them water sparingly,
And feed once more, till sunset, when cool eve
Allays the air, and dewy moonbeams slake
The forest glades, with halcyons song the shore,
And every thicket with the goldfinch rings.
Of Libyas shepherds why the tale pursue?
Why sing their pastures and the scattered huts
They house in? Oft their cattle day and night
Graze the whole month together, and go forth
Into far deserts where no shelter is,
So flat the plain and boundless. All his goods
The Afric swain bears with him, house and home,
Arms, Cretan quiver, and Amyclaean dog;
As some keen Roman in his countrys arms
Plies the swift march beneath a cruel load;
Soon with tents pitched and at his post he stands,
Ere looked for by the foe. Not thus the tribes
Of Scythia by the far Maeotic wave,
Where turbid Ister whirls his yellow sands,
And Rhodope stretched out beneath the pole
Comes trending backward. There the herds they keep
Close-pent in byres, nor any grass is seen
Upon the plain, nor leaves upon the tree:
But with snow-ridges and deep frost afar
Heaped seven ells high the earth lies featureless:
Still winter? still the north winds icy breath!
Nay, never sun disparts the shadows pale,
Or as he rides the steep of heaven, or dips
In oceans fiery bath his plunging car.
Quick ice-crusts curdle on the running stream,
And iron-hooped wheels the waters back now bears,
To broad wains opened, as erewhile to ships;
Brass vessels oft asunder burst, and clothes
Stiffen upon the wearers; juicy wines
They cleave with axes; to one frozen mass
Whole pools are turned; and on their untrimmed beards
Stiff clings the jagged icicle. Meanwhile
All heaven no less is filled with falling snow;
The cattle perish: oxens mighty frames
Stand island-like amid the frost, and stags
In huddling herds, by that strange weight benumbed,
Scarce top the surface with their antler-points.
These with no hounds they hunt, nor net with toils,
Nor scare with terror of the crimson plume;
But, as in vain they breast the opposing block,
Butcher them, knife in hand, and so dispatch
Loud-bellowing, and with glad shouts hale them home.
Themselves in deep-dug caverns underground
Dwell free and careless; to their hearths they heave
Oak-logs and elm-trees whole, and fire them there,
There play the night out, and in festive glee
With barm and service sour the wine-cup mock.
So neath the seven-starred Hyperborean wain
The folk live tameless, buffeted with blasts
Of Eurus from Rhipaean hills, and wrap
Their bodies in the tawny fells of beasts.
If wool delight thee, first, be far removed
All prickly boskage, burrs and caltrops; shun
Luxuriant pastures; at the outset choose
White flocks with downy fleeces. For the ram,
How white soeer himself, be but the tongue
Neath his moist palate black, reject him, lest
He sully with dark spots his offsprings fleece,
And seek some other oer the teeming plain.
Even with such snowy bribe of wool, if ear
May trust the tale, Pan, God of Arcady,
Snared and beguiled thee, Luna, calling thee
To the deep woods; nor thou didst spurn his call.
But who for milk hath longing, must himself
Carry lucerne and lotus-leaves enow
With salt herbs to the cote, whence more they love
The streams, more stretch their udders, and give back
A subtle taste of saltness in the milk.
Many there be who from their mothers keep
The new-born kids, and straightway bind their mouths
With iron-tipped muzzles. What they milk at dawn,
Or in the daylight hours, at night they press;
What darkling or at sunset, this ere morn
They bear away in baskets- for to town
The shepherd hies him- or with dash of salt
Just sprinkle, and lay by for winter use.
Nor be thy dogs last cared for; but alike
Swift Spartan hounds and fierce Molossian feed
On fattening whey. Never, with these to watch,
Dread nightly thief afold and ravening wolves,
Or Spanish desperadoes in the rear.
And oft the shy wild asses thou wilt chase,
With hounds, too, hunt the hare, with hounds the doe;
Oft from his woodland wallowing-den uprouse
The boar, and scare him with their baying, and drive,
And oer the mountains urge into the toils
Some antlered monster to their chiming cry.
Learn also scented cedar-wood to burn
Within the stalls, and snakes of noxious smell
With fumes of galbanum to drive away.
Oft under long-neglected cribs, or lurks
A viper ill to handle, that hath fled
The light in terror, or some snake, that wont
Neath shade and sheltering roof to creep, and shower
Its bane among the cattle, hugs the ground,
Fell scourge of kine. Shepherd, seize stakes, seize stones!
And as he rears defiance, and puffs out
A hissing throat, down with him! see how low
That cowering crest is vailed in flight, the while,
His midmost coils and final sweep of tail
Relaxing, the last fold drags lingering spires.
Then that vile worm that in Calabrian glades
Uprears his breast, and wreathes a scaly back,
His length of belly pied with mighty spots-
While from their founts gush any streams, while yet
With showers of Spring and rainy south-winds earth
Is moistened, lo! he haunts the pools, and here
Housed in the banks, with fish and chattering frogs
Crams the black void of his insatiate maw.
Soon as the fens are parched, and earth with heat
Is gaping, forth he darts into the dry,
Rolls eyes of fire and rages through the fields,
Furious from thirst and by the drought dismayed.
Me list not then beneath the open heaven
To snatch soft slumber, nor on forest-ridge
Lie stretched along the grass, when, slipped his slough,
To glittering youth transformed he winds his spires,
And eggs or younglings leaving in his lair,
Towers sunward, lightening with three-forked tongue.
Of sickness, too, the causes and the signs
Ill teach thee. Loathly scab assails the sheep,
When chilly showers have probed them to the quick,
And winter stark with hoar-frost, or when sweat
Unpurged cleaves to them after shearing done,
And rough thorns rend their bodies. Hence it is
Shepherds their whole flock steep in running streams,
While, plunged beneath the flood, with drenched fell,
The ram, launched free, goes drifting down the tide.
Else, having shorn, they smear their bodies oer
With acrid oil-lees, and mix silver-scum
And native sulphur and Idaean pitch,
Wax mollified with ointment, and therewith
Sea-leek, strong hellebores, bitumen black.
Yet neer doth kindlier fortune crown his toil,
Than if with blade of iron a man dare lance
The ulcers mouth ope: for the taint is fed
And quickened by confinement; while the swain
His hand of healing from the wound withholds,
Or sits for happier signs imploring heaven.
Aye, and when inward to the bleaters bones
The pain hath sunk and rages, and their limbs
By thirsty fever are consumed, tis good
To draw the enkindled heat therefrom, and pierce
Within the hoof-clefts a blood-bounding vein.
Of tribes Bisaltic such the wonted use,
And keen Gelonian, when to Rhodope
He flies, or Getic desert, and quaffs milk
With horse-blood curdled.
Seest one far afield
Oft to the shades mild covert win, or pull
The grass tops listlessly, or hindmost lag,
Or, browsing, cast her down amid the plain,
At night retire belated and alone;
With quick knife check the mischief, ere it creep
With dire contagion through the unwary herd.
Less thick and fast the whirlwind scours the main
With tempest in its wake, than swarm the plagues
Of cattle; nor seize they single lives alone,
But sudden clear whole feeding grounds, the flock
With all its promise, and extirpate the breed.
Well would he trow it who, so long after, still
High Alps and Noric hill-forts should behold,
And Iapydian Timavus fields,
Ay, still behold the shepherds realms a waste,
And far and wide the lawns untenanted.
Here from distempered heavens erewhile arose
A piteous season, with the full fierce heat
Of autumn glowed, and cattle-kindreds all
And all wild creatures to destruction gave,
Tainted the pools, the fodder charged with bane.
Nor simple was the way of death, but when
Hot thirst through every vein impelled had drawn
Their wretched limbs together, anon oerflowed
A watery flux, and all their bones piecemeal
Sapped by corruption to itself absorbed.
Oft in mid sacrifice to heaven- the white
Wool-woven fillet half wreathed about his brow-
Some victim, standing by the altar, there
Betwixt the loitering carles a-dying fell:
Or, if betimes the slaughtering priest had struck,
Nor with its heaped entrails blazed the pile,
Nor seer to seeker thence could answer yield;
Nay, scarce the up-stabbing knife with blood was stained,
Scarce sullied with thin gore the surface-sand.
Hence die the calves in many a pasture fair,
Or at full cribs their lives sweet breath resign;
Hence on the fawning dog comes madness, hence
Racks the sick swine a gasping cough that chokes
With swelling at the jaws: the conquering steed,
Uncrowned of effort and heedless of the sward,
Faints, turns him from the springs, and paws the earth
With ceaseless hoof: low droop his ears, wherefrom
Bursts fitful sweat, a sweat that waxes cold
Upon the dying beast; the skin is dry,
And rigidly repels the handlers touch.
These earlier signs they give that presage doom.
But, if the advancing plague gin fiercer grow,
Then are their eyes all fire, deep-drawn their breath,
At times groan-laboured: with long sobbing heave
Their lowest flanks; from either nostril streams
Black blood; a rough tongue clogs the obstructed jaws.
Twas helpful through inverted horn to pour
Draughts of the wine-god down; sole way it seemed
To save the dying: soon this too proved their bane,
And, reinvigorate but with frenzys fire,
Even at deaths pinch- the gods some happier fate
Deal to the just, such madness to their foes-
Each with bared teeth his own limbs mangling tore.
See! as he smokes beneath the stubborn share,
The bull drops, vomiting foam-dabbled gore,
And heaves his latest groans. Sad goes the swain,
Unhooks the steer that mourns his fellows fate,
And in mid labour leaves the plough-gear fast.
Nor tall woods shadow, nor soft sward may stir
That hearts emotion, nor rock-channelled flood,
More pure than amber speeding to the plain:
But see! his flanks fail under him, his eyes
Are dulled with deadly torpor, and his neck
Sinks to the earth with drooping weight. What now
Besteads him toil or service? to have turned
The heavy sod with ploughshare? And yet these
Neer knew the Massic wine-gods baneful boon,
Nor twice replenished banquets: but on leaves
They fare, and virgin grasses, and their cups
Are crystal springs and streams with running tired,
Their healthful slumbers never broke by care.
Then only, say they, through that country side
For Junos rites were cattle far to seek,
And ill-matched buffaloes the chariots drew
To their high fanes. So, painfully with rakes
They grub the soil, aye, with their very nails
Dig in the corn-seeds, and with strained neck
Oer the high uplands drag the creaking wains.
No wolf for ambush pries about the pen,
Nor round the flock prowls nightly; pain more sharp
Subdues him: the shy deer and fleet-foot stags
With hounds now wander by the haunts of men
Vast oceans offspring, and all tribes that swim,
On the shores confine the wave washes up,
Like shipwrecked bodies: seals, unwonted there,
Flee to the rivers. Now the viper dies,
For all his dens close winding, and with scales
Erect the astonied water-worms. The air
Brooks not the very birds, that headlong fall,
And leave their life beneath the soaring cloud.
Moreover now nor change of fodder serves,
And subtlest cures but injure; then were foiled
The masters, Chiron sprung from Phillyron,
And Amythaons son Melampus. See!
From Stygian darkness launched into the light
Comes raging pale Tisiphone; she drives
Disease and fear before her, day by day
Still rearing higher that all-devouring head.
With bleat of flocks and lowings thick resound
Rivers and parched banks and sloping heights.
At last in crowds she slaughters them, she chokes
The very stalls with carrion-heaps that rot
In hideous corruption, till men learn
With earth to cover them, in pits to hide.
For een the fells are useless; nor the flesh
With water may they purge, or tame with fire,
Nor shear the fleeces even, gnawed through and through
With foul disease, nor touch the putrid webs;
But, had one dared the loathly weeds to try,
Red blisters and an unclean sweat oerran
His noisome limbs, till, no long tarriance made,
The fiery curse his tainted frame devoured.




GEORGIC IV

Of air-born honey, gift of heaven, I now
Take up the tale. Upon this theme no less
Look thou, Maecenas, with indulgent eye.
A marvellous display of puny powers,
High-hearted chiefs, a nations history,
Its traits, its bent, its battles and its clans,
All, each, shall pass before you, while I sing.
Slight though the poets theme, not slight the praise,
So frown not heaven, and Phoebus hear his call.
First find your bees a settled sure abode,
Where neither winds can enter (winds blow back
The foragers with food returning home)
Nor sheep and butting kids tread down the flowers,
Nor heifer wandering wide upon the plain
Dash off the dew, and bruise the springing blades.
Let the gay lizard too keep far aloof
His scale-clad body from their honied stalls,
And the bee-eater, and what birds beside,
And Procne smirched with blood upon the breast
From her own murderous hands. For these roam wide
Wasting all substance, or the bees themselves
Strike flying, and in their beaks bear home, to glut
Those savage nestlings with the dainty prey.
But let clear springs and moss-green pools be near,
And through the grass a streamlet hurrying run,
Some palm-tree oer the porch extend its shade,
Or huge-grown oleaster, that in Spring,
Their own sweet Spring-tide, when the new-made chiefs
Lead forth the young swarms, and, escaped their comb,
The colony comes forth to sport and play,
The neighbouring bank may lure them from the heat,
Or bough befriend with hospitable shade.
Oer the mid-waters, whether swift or still,
Cast willow-branches and big stones enow,
Bridge after bridge, where they may footing find
And spread their wide wings to the summer sun,
If haply Eurus, swooping as they pause,
Have dashed with spray or plunged them in the deep.
And let green cassias and far-scented thymes,
And savory with its heavy-laden breath
Bloom round about, and violet-beds hard by
Sip sweetness from the fertilizing springs.
For the hives self, or stitched of hollow bark,
Or from tough osier woven, let the doors
Be strait of entrance; for stiff winters cold
Congeals the honey, and heat resolves and thaws,
To bees alike disastrous; not for naught
So haste they to cement the tiny pores
That pierce their walls, and fill the crevices
With pollen from the flowers, and glean and keep
To this same end the glue, that binds more fast
Than bird-lime or the pitch from Idas pines.
Oft too in burrowed holes, if fame be true,
They make their cosy subterranean home,
And deeply lodged in hollow rocks are found,
Or in the cavern of an age-hewn tree.
Thou not the less smear round their crannied cribs
With warm smooth mud-coat, and strew leaves above;
But near their home let neither yew-tree grow,
Nor reddening crabs be roasted, and mistrust
Deep marish-ground and mire with noisome smell,
Or where the hollow rocks sonorous ring,
And the word spoken buffets and rebounds.
What more? When now the golden sun has put
Winter to headlong flight beneath the world,
And oped the doors of heaven with summer ray,
Forthwith they roam the glades and forests oer,
Rifle the painted flowers, or sip the streams,
Light-hovering on the surface. Hence it is
With some sweet rapture, that we know not of,
Their little ones they foster, hence with skill
Work out new wax or clinging honey mould.
So when the cage-escaped hosts you see
Float heavenward through the hot clear air, until
You marvel at yon dusky cloud that spreads
And lengthens on the wind, then mark them well;
For then tis ever the fresh springs they seek
And bowery shelter: hither must you bring
The savoury sweets I bid, and sprinkle them,
Bruised balsam and the wax-flowers lowly weed,
And wake and shake the tinkling cymbals heard
By the great Mother: on the anointed spots
Themselves will settle, and in wonted wise
Seek of themselves the cradles inmost depth.
But if to battle they have hied them forth-
For oft twixt king and king with uproar dire
Fierce feud arises, and at once from far
You may discern what passion sways the mob,
And how their hearts are throbbing for the strife;
Hark! the hoarse brazen note that warriors know
Chides on the loiterers, and the ear may catch
A sound that mocks the war-trumps broken blasts;
Then in hot haste they muster, then flash wings,
Sharpen their pointed beaks and knit their thews,
And round the king, even to his royal tent,
Throng rallying, and with shouts defy the foe.
So, when a dry Spring and clear space is given,
Forth from the gates they burst, they clash on high;
A din arises; they are heaped and rolled
Into one mighty mass, and headlong fall,
Not denselier hail through heaven, nor pelting so
Rains from the shaken oak its acorn-shower.
Conspicuous by their wings the chiefs themselves
Press through the heart of battle, and display
A giants spirit in each pigmy frame,
Steadfast no inch to yield till these or those
The victors ponderous arm has turned to flight.
Such fiery passions and such fierce assaults
A little sprinkled dust controls and quells.
And now, both leaders from the field recalled,
Who hath the worser seeming, do to death,
Lest royal waste wax burdensome, but let
His better lord it on the empty throne.
One with gold-burnished flakes will shine like fire,
For twofold are their kinds, the nobler he,
Of peerless front and lit with flashing scales;
That other, from neglect and squalor foul,
Drags slow a cumbrous belly. As with kings,
So too with people, diverse is their mould,
Some rough and loathly, as when the wayfarer
Scapes from a whirl of dust, and scorched with heat
Spits forth the dry grit from his parched mouth:
The others shine forth and flash with lightning-gleam,
Their backs all blazoned with bright drops of gold
Symmetric: this the likelier breed; from these,
When heaven brings round the season, thou shalt strain
Sweet honey, nor yet so sweet as passing clear,
And mellowing on the tongue the wine-gods fire.
But when the swarms fly aimlessly abroad,
Disport themselves in heaven and spurn their cells,
Leaving the hive unwarmed, from such vain play
Must you refrain their volatile desires,
Nor hard the task: tear off the monarchs wings;
While these prove loiterers, none beside will dare
Mount heaven, or pluck the standards from the camp.
Let gardens with the breath of saffron flowers
Allure them, and the lord of Hellespont,
Priapus, wielder of the willow-scythe,
Safe in his keeping hold from birds and thieves.
And let the man to whom such cares are dear
Himself bring thyme and pine-trees from the heights,
And strew them in broad belts about their home;
No hand but his the blistering task should ply,
Plant the young slips, or shed the genial showers.
And I myself, were I not even now
Furling my sails, and, nigh the journeys end,
Eager to turn my vessels prow to shore,
Perchance would sing what careful husbandry
Makes the trim garden smile; of Paestum too,
Whose roses bloom and fade and bloom again;
How endives glory in the streams they drink,
And green banks in their parsley, and how the gourd
Twists through the grass and rounds him to paunch;
Nor of Narcissus had my lips been dumb,
That loiterer of the flowers, nor supple-stemmed
Acanthus, with the praise of ivies pale,
And myrtles clinging to the shores they love.
For neath the shade of tall Oebalias towers,
Where dark Galaesus laves the yellowing fields,
An old man once I mind me to have seen-
From Corycus he came- to whom had fallen
Some few poor acres of neglected land,
And they nor fruitful neath the plodding steer,
Meet for the grazing herd, nor good for vines.
Yet he, the while his meagre garden-herbs
Among the thorns he planted, and all round
White lilies, vervains, and lean poppy set,
In pride of spirit matched the wealth of kings,
And home returning not till night was late,
With unbought plenty heaped his board on high.
He was the first to cull the rose in spring,
He the ripe fruits in autumn; and ere yet
Winter had ceased in sullen ire to rive
The rocks with frost, and with her icy bit
Curb in the running waters, there was he
Plucking the rathe faint hyacinth, while he chid
Summers slow footsteps and the lagging West.
Therefore he too with earliest brooding bees
And their full swarms oerflowed, and first was he
To press the bubbling honey from the comb;
Lime-trees were his, and many a branching pine;
And all the fruits wherewith in early bloom
The orchard-tree had clothed her, in full tale
Hung there, by mellowing autumn perfected.
He too transplanted tall-grown elms a-row,
Time-toughened pear, thorns bursting with the plum
And plane now yielding serviceable shade
For dry lips to drink under: but these things,
Shut off by rigorous limits, I pass by,
And leave for others to sing after me.
Come, then, I will unfold the natural powers
Great Jove himself upon the bees bestowed,
The boon for which, led by the shrill sweet strains
Of the Curetes and their clashing brass,
They fed the King of heaven in Dictes cave.
Alone of all things they receive and hold
Community of offspring, and they house
Together in one city, and beneath
The shelter of majestic laws they live;
And they alone fixed home and country know,
And in the summer, warned of coming cold,
Make proof of toil, and for the general store
Hoard up their gathered harvesting. For some
Watch oer the victualling of the hive, and these
By settled order ply their tasks afield;
And some within the confines of their home
Plant firm the combs first layer, Narcissus tear,
And sticky gum oozed from the bark of trees,
Then set the clinging wax to hang therefrom.
Others the while lead forth the full-grown young,
Their countrys hope, and others press and pack
The thrice repured honey, and stretch their cells
To bursting with the clear-strained nectar sweet.
Some, too, the wardship of the gates befalls,
Who watch in turn for showers and cloudy skies,
Or ease returning labourers of their load,
Or form a band and from their precincts drive
The drones, a lazy herd. How glows the work!
How sweet the honey smells of perfumed thyme
Like the Cyclopes, when in haste they forge
From the slow-yielding ore the thunderbolts,
Some from the bulls-hide bellows in and out
Let the blasts drive, some dip i the water-trough
The sputtering metal: with the anvils weight
Groans Etna: they alternately in time
With giant strength uplift their sinewy arms,
Or twist the iron with the forceps grip-
Not otherwise, to measure small with great,
The love of getting planted in their breasts
Goads on the bees, that haunt old Cecrops heights,
Each in his sphere to labour. The old have charge
To keep the town, and build the walled combs,
And mould the cunning chambers; but the youth,
Their tired legs packed with thyme, come labouring home
Belated, for afar they range to feed
On arbutes and the grey-green willow-leaves,
And cassia and the crocus blushing red,
Glue-yielding limes, and hyacinths dusky-eyed.
One hour for rest have all, and one for toil:
With dawn they hurry from the gates- no room
For loiterers there: and once again, when even
Now bids them quit their pasturing on the plain,
Then homeward make they, then refresh their strength:
A hum arises: hark! they buzz and buzz
About the doors and threshold; till at length
Safe laid to rest they hush them for the night,
And welcome slumber laps their weary limbs.
But from the homestead not too far they fare,
When showers hang like to fall, nor, east winds nigh,
Confide in heaven, but neath the city walls
Safe-circling fetch them water, or essay
Brief out-goings, and oft weigh-up tiny stones,
As light craft ballast in the tossing tide,
Wherewith they poise them through the cloudy vast.
This law of life, too, by the bees obeyed,
Will move thy wonder, that nor sex with sex
Yoke they in marriage, nor yield their limbs to love,
Nor know the pangs of labour, but alone
From leaves and honied herbs, the mothers, each,
Gather their offspring in their mouths, alone
Supply new kings and pigmy commonwealth,
And their old court and waxen realm repair.
Oft, too, while wandering, against jagged stones
Their wings they fray, and neath the burden yield
Their liberal lives: so deep their love of flowers,
So glorious deem they honeys proud acquist.
Therefore, though each a life of narrow span,
Neer stretched to summers more than seven, befalls,
Yet deathless doth the race endure, and still
Perennial stands the fortune of their line,
From grandsire unto grandsire backward told.
Moreover, not Aegyptus, nor the realm
Of boundless Lydia, no, nor Parthias hordes,
Nor Median Hydaspes, to their king
Do such obeisance: lives the king unscathed,
One will inspires the million: is he dead,
Snapt is the bond of fealty; they themselves
Ravage their toil-wrought honey, and rend amain
Their own combs waxen trellis. He is the lord
Of all their labour; him with awful eye
They reverence, and with murmuring throngs surround,
In crowds attend, oft shoulder him on high,
Or with their bodies shield him in the fight,
And seek through showering wounds a glorious death.
Led by these tokens, and with such traits to guide,
Some say that unto bees a share is given
Of the Divine Intelligence, and to drink
Pure draughts of ether; for God permeates all-
Earth, and wide ocean, and the vault of heaven-
From whom flocks, herds, men, beasts of every kind,
Draw each at birth the fine essential flame;
Yea, and that all things hence to Him return,
Brought back by dissolution, nor can death
Find place: but, each into his starry rank,
Alive they soar, and mount the heights of heaven.
If now their narrow home thou wouldst unseal,
And broach the treasures of the honey-house,
With draught of water first toment thy lips,
And spread before thee fumes of trailing smoke.
Twice is the teeming produce gathered in,
Twofold their time of harvest year by year,
Once when Taygete the Pleiad uplifts
Her comely forehead for the earth to see,
With foot of scorn spurning the ocean-streams,
Once when in gloom she flies the watery Fish,
And dips from heaven into the wintry wave.
Unbounded then their wrath; if hurt, they breathe
Venom into their bite, cleave to the veins
And let the sting lie buried, and leave their lives
Behind them in the wound. But if you dread
Too rigorous a winter, and would fain
Temper the coming time, and their bruised hearts
And broken estate to pity move thy soul,
Yet who would fear to fumigate with thyme,
Or cut the empty wax away? for oft
Into their comb the newt has gnawed unseen,
And the light-loathing beetles crammed their bed,
And he that sits at others board to feast,
The do-naught drone; or gainst the unequal foe
Swoops the fierce hornet, or the moths fell tribe;
Or spider, victim of Minervas spite,
Athwart the doorway hangs her swaying net.
The more impoverished they, the keenlier all
To mend the fallen fortunes of their race
Will nerve them, fill the cells up, tier on tier,
And weave their granaries from the rifled flowers.
Now, seeing that life doth even to bee-folk bring
Our human chances, if in dire disease
Their bodies strength should languish- which anon
By no uncertain tokens may be told-
Forthwith the sick change hue; grim leanness mars
Their visage; then from out the cells they bear
Forms reft of light, and lead the mournful pomp;
Or foot to foot about the porch they hang,
Or within closed doors loiter, listless all
From famine, and benumbed with shrivelling cold.
Then is a deep note heard, a long-drawn hum,
As when the chill South through the forests sighs,
As when the troubled ocean hoarsely booms
With back-swung billow, as ravening tide of fire
Surges, shut fast within the furnace-walls.
Then do I bid burn scented galbanum,
And, honey-streams through reeden troughs instilled,
Challenge and cheer their flagging appetite
To taste the well-known food; and it shall boot
To mix therewith the savour bruised from gall,
And rose-leaves dried, or must to thickness boiled
By a fierce fire, or juice of raisin-grapes
From Psithian vine, and with its bitter smell
Centaury, and the famed Cecropian thyme.
There is a meadow-flower by country folk
Hight star-wort; tis a plant not far to seek;
For from one sod an ample growth it rears,
Itself all golden, but girt with plenteous leaves,
Where glory of purple shines through violet gloom.
With chaplets woven hereof full oft are decked
Heavens altars: harsh its taste upon the tongue;
Shepherds in vales smooth-shorn of nibbling flocks
By Mellas winding waters gather it.
The roots of this, well seethed in fragrant wine,
Set in brimmed baskets at their doors for food.
But if ones whole stock fail him at a stroke,
Nor hath he whence to breed the race anew,
Tis time the wondrous secret to disclose
Taught by the swain of Arcady, even how
The blood of slaughtered bullocks oft has borne
Bees from corruption. I will trace me back
To its prime source the storys tangled thread,
And thence unravel. For where thy happy folk,
Canopus, city of Pellaean fame,
Dwell by the Niles lagoon-like overflow,
And high oer furrows they have called their own
Skim in their painted wherries; where, hard by,
The quivered Persian presses, and that flood
Which from the swart-skinned Aethiop bears him down,
Swift-parted into sevenfold branching mouths
With black mud fattens and makes Aegypt green,
That whole domain its welfares hope secure
Rests on this art alone. And first is chosen
A strait recess, cramped closer to this end,
Which next with narrow roof of tiles atop
Twixt prisoning walls they pinch, and add hereto
From the four winds four slanting window-slits.
Then seek they from the herd a steer, whose horns
With two years growth are curling, and stop fast,
Plunge madly as he may, the panting mouth
And nostrils twain, and done with blows to death,
Batter his flesh to pulp i the hide yet whole,
And shut the doors, and leave him there to lie.
But neath his ribs they scatter broken boughs,
With thyme and fresh-pulled cassias: this is done
When first the west winds bid the waters flow,
Ere flush the meadows with new tints, and ere
The twittering swallow buildeth from the beams.
Meanwhile the juice within his softened bones
Heats and ferments, and things of wondrous birth,
Footless at first, anon with feet and wings,
Swarm there and buzz, a marvel to behold;
And more and more the fleeting breeze they take,
Till, like a shower that pours from summer-clouds,
Forth burst they, or like shafts from quivering string
When Parthias flying hosts provoke the fray.
Say what was he, what God, that fashioned forth
This art for us, O Muses? of mans skill
Whence came the new adventure? From thy vale,
Peneian Tempe, turning, bee-bereft,
So runs the tale, by famine and disease,
Mournful the shepherd Aristaeus stood
Fast by the haunted river-head, and thus
With many a plaint to her that bare him cried:
Mother, Cyrene, mother, who hast thy home
Beneath this whirling flood, if he thou sayest,
Apollo, lord of Thymbra, be my sire,
Sprung from the Gods high line, why barest thou me
With fortunes ban for birthright? Where is now
Thy love to me-ward banished from thy breast?
O! wherefore didst thou bid me hope for heaven?
Lo! even the crown of this poor mortal life,
Which all my skilful care by field and fold,
No art neglected, scarce had fashioned forth,
Even this falls from me, yet thou callst me son.
Nay, then, arise! With thine own hands pluck up
My fruit-plantations: on the homestead fling
Pitiless fire; make havoc of my crops;
Burn the young plants, and wield the stubborn axe
Against my vines, if there hath taken the
Such loathing of my greatness. But that cry,
Even from her chamber in the river-deeps,
His mother heard: around her spun the nymphs
Milesian wool stained through with hyaline dye,
Drymo, Xantho, Ligea, Phyllodoce,
Their glossy locks oer snowy shoulders shed,
Cydippe and Lycorias yellow-haired,
A maiden one, one newly learned even then
To bear Lucinas birth-pang. Clio, too,
And Beroe, sisters, ocean-children both,
Both zoned with gold and girt with dappled fell,
Ephyre and Opis, and from Asian meads
Deiopea, and, bow at length laid by,
Fleet-footed Arethusa. But in their midst
Fair Clymene was telling oer the tale
Of Vulcans idle vigilance and the stealth
Of Mars sweet rapine, and from Chaos old
Counted the jostling love-joys of the Gods.
Charmed by whose lay, the while their woolly tasks
With spindles down they drew, yet once again
Smote on his mothers ears the mournful plaint
Of Aristaeus; on their glassy thrones
Amazement held them all; but Arethuse
Before the rest put forth her auburn head,
Peering above the wave-top, and from far
Exclaimed, Cyrene, sister, not for naught
Scared by a groan so deep, behold! tis he,
Even Aristaeus, thy hearts fondest care,
Here by the brink of the Peneian sire
Stands woebegone and weeping, and by name
Cries out upon thee for thy cruelty.
To whom, strange terror knocking at her heart,
Bring, bring him to our sight, the mother cried;
His feet may tread the threshold even of Gods.
So saying, she bids the flood yawn wide and yield
A pathway for his footsteps; but the wave
Arched mountain-wise closed round him, and within
Its mighty bosom welcomed, and let speed
To the deep river-bed. And now, with eyes
Of wonder gazing on his mothers hall
And watery kingdom and cave-prisoned pools
And echoing groves, he went, and, stunned by that
Stupendous whirl of waters, separate saw
All streams beneath the mighty earth that glide,
Phasis and Lycus, and that fountain-head
Whence first the deep Enipeus leaps to light,
Whence father Tiber, and whence Anios flood,
And Hypanis that roars amid his rocks,
And Mysian Caicus, and, bull-browed
Twixt either gilded horn, Eridanus,
Than whom none other through the laughing plains
More furious pours into the purple sea.
Soon as the chambers hanging roof of stone
Was gained, and now Cyrene from her son
Had heard his idle weeping, in due course
Clear water for his hands the sisters bring,
With napkins of shorn pile, while others heap
The board with dainties, and set on afresh
The brimming goblets; with Panchaian fires
Upleap the altars; then the mother spake,
Take beakers of Maconian wine, she said,
Pour we to Ocean. Ocean, sire of all,
She worships, and the sister-nymphs who guard
The hundred forests and the hundred streams;
Thrice Vestas fire with nectar clear she dashed,
Thrice to the roof-top shot the flame and shone:
Armed with which omen she essayed to speak:
In Neptunes gulf Carpathian dwells a seer,
Caerulean Proteus, he who metes the main
With fish-drawn chariot of two-footed steeds;
Now visits he his native home once more,
Pallene and the Emathian ports; to him
We nymphs do reverence, ay, and Nereus old;
For all things knows the seer, both those which are
And have been, or which time hath yet to bring;
So willed it Neptune, whose portentous flocks,
And loathly sea-calves neath the surge he feeds.
Him first, my son, behoves thee seize and bind
That he may all the cause of sickness show,
And grant a prosperous end. For save by force
No rede will he vouchsafe, nor shalt thou bend
His soul by praying; whom once made captive, ply
With rigorous force and fetters; against these
His wiles will break and spend themselves in vain.
I, when the sun has lit his noontide fires,
When the blades thirst, and cattle love the shade,
Myself will guide thee to the old mans haunt,
Whither he hies him weary from the waves,
That thou mayst safelier steal upon his sleep.
But when thou hast gripped him fast with hand and gyve,
Then divers forms and bestial semblances
Shall mock thy grasp; for sudden he will change
To bristly boar, fell tigress, dragon scaled,
And tawny-tufted lioness, or send forth
A crackling sound of fire, and so shake of
The fetters, or in showery drops anon
Dissolve and vanish. But the more he shifts
His endless transformations, thou, my son,
More straitlier clench the clinging bands, until
His bodys shape return to that thou sawest,
When with closed eyelids first he sank to sleep.
So saying, an odour of ambrosial dew
She sheds around, and all his frame therewith
Steeps throughly; forth from his trim-combed locks
Breathed effluence sweet, and a lithe vigour leapt
Into his limbs. There is a cavern vast
Scooped in the mountain-side, where wave on wave
By the winds stress is driven, and breaks far up
Its inmost creeks- safe anchorage from of old
For tempest-taken mariners: therewithin,
Behind a rocks huge barrier, Proteus hides.
Here in close covert out of the suns eye
The youth she places, and herself the while
Swathed in a shadowy mist stands far aloof.
And now the ravening dog-star that burns up
The thirsty Indians blazed in heaven; his course
The fiery sun had half devoured: the blades
Were parched, and the void streams with droughty jaws
Baked to their mud-beds by the scorching ray,
When Proteus seeking his accustomed cave
Strode from the billows: round him frolicking
The watery folk that people the waste sea
Sprinkled the bitter brine-dew far and wide.
Along the shore in scattered groups to feed
The sea-calves stretch them: while the seer himself,
Like herdsman on the hills when evening bids
The steers from pasture to their stall repair,
And the lambs bleating whets the listening wolves,
Sits midmost on the rock and tells his tale.
But Aristaeus, the foe within his clutch,
Scarce suffering him compose his aged limbs,
With a great cry leapt on him, and ere he rose
Forestalled him with the fetters; he nathless,
All unforgetful of his ancient craft,
Transforms himself to every wondrous thing,
Fire and a fearful beast, and flowing stream.
But when no trickery found a path for flight,
Baffled at length, to his own shape returned,
With human lips he spake, Who bade thee, then,
So reckless in youths hardihood, affront
Our portals? or what wouldst thou hence?- But he,
Proteus, thou knowest, of thine own heart thou knowest;
For thee there is no cheating, but cease thou
To practise upon me: at heavens behest
I for my fainting fortunes hither come
An oracle to ask thee. There he ceased.
Whereat the seer, by stubborn force constrained,
Shot forth the grey light of his gleaming eyes
Upon him, and with fiercely gnashing teeth
Unlocks his lips to spell the fates of heaven:
Doubt not tis wrath divine that plagues thee thus,
Nor light the debt thou payest; tis Orpheus self,
Orpheus unhappy by no fault of his,
So fates prevent not, fans thy penal fires,
Yet madly raging for his ravished bride.
She in her haste to shun thy hot pursuit
Along the stream, saw not the coming death,
Where at her feet kept ward upon the bank
In the tall grass a monstrous water-snake.
But with their cries the Dryad-band her peers
Filled up the mountains to their proudest peaks:
Wailed for her fate the heights of Rhodope,
And tall Pangaea, and, beloved of Mars,
The land that bowed to Rhesus, Thrace no less
With Hebrus stream; and Orithyia wept,
Daughter of Acte old. But Orpheus self,
Soothing his love-pain with the hollow shell,
Thee his sweet wife on the lone shore alone,
Thee when day dawned and when it died he sang.
Nay to the jaws of Taenarus too he came,
Of Dis the infernal palace, and the grove
Grim with a horror of great darkness- came,
Entered, and faced the Manes and the King
Of terrors, the stone heart no prayer can tame.
Then from the deepest deeps of Erebus,
Wrung by his minstrelsy, the hollow shades
Came trooping, ghostly semblances of forms
Lost to the light, as birds by myriads hie
To greenwood boughs for cover, when twilight-hour
Or storms of winter chase them from the hills;
Matrons and men, and great heroic frames
Done with lifes service, boys, unwedded girls,
Youths placed on pyre before their fathers eyes.
Round them, with black slime choked and hideous weed,
Cocytus winds; there lies the unlovely swamp
Of dull dead water, and, to pen them fast,
Styx with her ninefold barrier poured between.
Nay, even the deep Tartarean Halls of death
Stood lost in wonderment, and the Eumenides,
Their brows with livid locks of serpents twined;
Even Cerberus held his triple jaws agape,
And, the wind hushed, Ixions wheel stood still.
And now with homeward footstep he had passed
All perils scathless, and, at length restored,
Eurydice to realms of upper air
Had well-nigh won, behind him following-
So Proserpine had ruled it- when his heart
A sudden mad desire surprised and seized-
Meet fault to be forgiven, might Hell forgive.
For at the very threshold of the day,
Heedless, alas! and vanquished of resolve,
He stopped, turned, looked upon Eurydice
His own once more. But even with the look,
Poured out was all his labour, broken the bond
Of that fell tyrant, and a crash was heard
Three times like thunder in the meres of hell.
Orpheus! what ruin hath thy frenzy wrought
On me, alas! and thee? Lo! once again
The unpitying fates recall me, and dark sleep
Closes my swimming eyes. And now farewell:
Girt with enormous night I am borne away,
Outstretching toward thee, thine, alas! no more,
These helpless hands. She spake, and suddenly,
Like smoke dissolving into empty air,
Passed and was sundered from his sight; nor him
Clutching vain shadows, yearning sore to speak,
Thenceforth beheld she, nor no second time
Hells boatman brooks he pass the watery bar.
What should he do? fly whither, twice bereaved?
Move with what tears the Manes, with what voice
The Powers of darkness? She indeed even now
Death-cold was floating on the Stygian barge!
For seven whole months unceasingly, men say,
Beneath a skyey crag, by thy lone wave,
Strymon, he wept, and in the caverns chill
Unrolled his story, melting tigers hearts,
And leading with his lay the oaks along.
As in the poplar-shade a nightingale
Mourns her lost young, which some relentless swain,
Spying, from the nest has torn unfledged, but she
Wails the long night, and perched upon a spray
With sad insistence pipes her dolorous strain,
Till all the region with her wrongs oerflows.
No love, no new desire, constrained his soul:
By snow-bound Tanais and the icy north,
Far steppes to frost Rhipaean forever wed,
Alone he wandered, lost Eurydice
Lamenting, and the gifts of Dis ungiven.
Scorned by which tribute the Ciconian dames,
Amid their awful Bacchanalian rites
And midnight revellings, tore him limb from limb,
And strewed his fragments over the wide fields.
Then too, even then, what time the Hebrus stream,
Oeagrian Hebrus, down mid-current rolled,
Rent from the marble neck, his drifting head,
The death-chilled tongue found yet a voice to cry
Eurydice! ah! poor Eurydice!
With parting breath he called her, and the banks
From the broad stream caught up Eurydice!
So Proteus ending plunged into the deep,
And, where he plunged, beneath the eddying whirl
Churned into foam the water, and was gone;
But not Cyrene, who unquestioned thus
Bespake the trembling listener: Nay, my son,
From that sad bosom thou mayst banish care:
Hence came that plague of sickness, hence the nymphs,
With whom in the tall woods the dance she wove,
Wrought on thy bees, alas! this deadly bane.
Bend thou before the Dell-nymphs, gracious powers:
Bring gifts, and sue for pardon: they will grant
Peace to thine asking, and an end of wrath.
But how to approach them will I first unfold-
Four chosen bulls of peerless form and bulk,
That browse to-day the green Lycaean heights,
Pick from thy herds, as many kine to match,
Whose necks the yoke pressed never: then for these
Build up four altars by the lofty fanes,
And from their throats let gush the victims blood,
And in the greenwood leave their bodies lone.
Then, when the ninth dawn hath displayed its beams,
To Orpheus shalt thou send his funeral dues,
Poppies of Lethe, and let slay a sheep
Coal-black, then seek the grove again, and soon
For pardon found adore Eurydice
With a slain calf for victim.
No delay:
The self-same hour he hies him forth to do
His mothers bidding: to the shrine he came,
The appointed altars reared, and thither led
Four chosen bulls of peerless form and bulk,
With kine to match, that never yoke had known;
Then, when the ninth dawn had led in the day,
To Orpheus sent his funeral dues, and sought
The grove once more. But sudden, strange to tell
A portent they espy: through the oxens flesh,
Waxed soft in dissolution, hark! there hum
Bees from the belly; the rent ribs overboil
In endless clouds they spread them, till at last
On yon tree-top together fused they cling,
And drop their cluster from the bending boughs.
So sang I of the tilth of furrowed fields,
Of flocks and trees, while Caesars majesty
Launched forth the levin-bolts of war by deep
Euphrates, and bare rule oer willing folk
Though vanquished, and essayed the heights of heaven.
I Virgil then, of sweet Parthenope
The nursling, wooed the flowery walks of peace
Inglorious, who erst trilled for shepherd-wights
The wanton ditty, and sang in saucy youth


THE AENEID
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The Aeneid is a Latin epic poem, composed from 29 to 19 BC. Commissioned by the Emperor Augustus, it tells the legendary tale of Aeneas, a Trojan who travelled to Italy, becoming the ancestor of the Romans. Augustus aim was to create a poem that could rival the Greeks Homeric works. Virgils epic is composed of approximately 10,000 lines in dactylic hexameter. The first six of the poems twelve books narrate the story of Aeneas wanderings from Troy to Italy, whilst the second half of the epic poem concerns the Trojans ultimately victorious war against the Latins.

Prior to the epics composition, the hero Aeneas was already a figure of Greco-Roman legends, having been a character from Homers The Iliad. Virgil used the disconnected tales of Aeneas wanderings and the heros vague association with the foundation of Rome, fashioning the tales into a compelling founding myth, linking Rome to the legends of Troy. Interestingly, on his untimely deathbed, Virgil ordered The Aeneid to be destroyed, which, according to legend was almost obeyed, but for Augustus countermand to preserve the poem. Now, The Aeneid is regarded as one of the most important poems in the history of western literature.
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A first century terracotta expressing the pietas of Aeneas, who carries his aged father and leads his young son (Book 2)
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A Roman bas-relief from the second century: Aeneas lands in Latium, leading his son Ascanius (Book 8)
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Aeneas's defeat of Turnus (Book 12) by Luca Giordano
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Virgil reading the Aeneid to Augustus and Octavia, by Jean-Joseph Taillasson, 1787


ENEADOS  Douglas Translation
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Gavin Douglas Eneados, a medieval Scots translation of the Aeneid completed in 1513, is the first full translation of a full-length classical poem from antiquity into any modern Germanic language. The translation, which is faithful and precise throughout, includes the thirteenth book by Mapheus Vegius, completing Virgils unfinished tale. Each of the thirteen books is also introduced by an original verse prologue, dealing with a variety of subjects, sometimes semi-autobiographical, in a variety of styles. For several centuries Douglas translation has won critical recognition, in spite of its archaic and Scots dialect language, which now renders it difficult for modern readers. Even in the twentieth century, Ezra Pound considered Douglas translation of the Aeneid still to be the best, praising the richness and fervour of its language and its fidelity to the original Latin text.
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Virgil Reading the Aeneid to Augustus, Octavia, and Livia by Jean-Baptiste Wicar
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Gavin Douglas (c. 1474-1522)  statue in St Giles' Cathedral, Edinburgh
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PROLOUG

Heyr begynnys the proloug of Virgyll prynce of Latyn poetis in hys twelf bukis of Eneados compilit and translatit furth of Latyn in our Scottis langage by ane right nobill and wirschipfull clerk Master Gawyn Dowglas provest of Sanct Gylys Kyrk in Edinburgh and person of Lyntoun in Louthiane quhilk eftyr was bischop of Dunkeld.





Incipit Prologus in Virgilii Eneados

Lawd, honour, praysyngis, thankis infynyte

To the and thy dulce ornat fresch endyte,

Maist reuerend Virgill, of Latyn poetis prynce,

Gem of engyne and flude of eloquens,

Thow peirless perle, patroun of poetry,

Royss, regester, palm, lawrer and glory,

Chosyn charbukkill, cheif flour and cedyr tre,

Lantarn, laid stern, myrrour and A per se,

Maister of masteris, sweit sours and spryngand well

Wyde quhar our all rung is thyne hevynly bell  

I meyn thy crafty warkis curyus

Sa quyk, lusty and maist sentencyus,

Plesand, perfyte and feilabill in all degre,

As quha the mater beheld tofor thar e,

In every volume quhilk the lyst do wryte

Surmontyng fer all other maner endyte,

Lyke as the royss in Iune with hir sweit smell

The maryguld or dasy doith excell.

Quhy suld I than with dull forhed and vayn,

With rude engyne and barrand emptyve brayn,

With bad, harsk spech and lewit barbour tong

Presume to write quhar thy sweit bell is rung

Or contyrfate sa precyus wordys deir?

Na, na, noth swa, but kneill quhen I thame heir.

For quhat compair betwix mydday and nycht?

Or quhat compair betwix myrknes and lycht?

Or quhat compar is betwix blak and quhyte?

Far grettar difference betwix my blunt endyte

And thy scharp sugurate sang Virgiliane,

Sa wysly wrocht with nevir a word invane.

My waverand wyt, my cunnyng febill at all,

My mynd mysty, thir may nocht myss a fall  

Stra for thys ignorant blabryng imperfyte

Besyde thy polyst termys redymyte.

And netheless with support and correctioun,

For naturall lufe and frendely affectioun

Quhilkis I beir to thy warkis and endyte  

All thocht God wait tharin I knaw full lyte  

And that thy facund sentence mycht be song

In our langage alsweill as Latyn tong  

Alsweill? na, na, impossibill war, per de  

Ȝit with thy leif, Virgile, to follow the,

I wald into my rurall wlgar gross

Wryte sum savoryng of thyne Eneados.

But sair I dreid forto disteyn the quyte

Throu my corruppit cadens imperfyte  

Disteyn the? nay forsuyth, that may I nocht;

Weill may I schaw my burall bustuus thocht

Bot thy wark sall endur in lawd and glory

But spot or falt condyng etern memory.

Thocht I offend, onwemmyt is thy fame;

Thyne is the thank and myne salbe the schame.

Quha may thy versis follow in all degre

In bewtie, sentence and in grauite?

Nane is, nor was, ne ȝit salbe, trow I,

Had, hass or sal haue sic craft in poetry.

Of Helicon so drank thou dry the flude

That of thy copioss fouth or plenitude

All mon purches drynk at thy sugurit tun;

So lamp of day thou art and schynand son

All otheris on forss mon thar lycht beg or borrow;

Thou art Vesper and the day stern at morow,

Thow Phebus lightnar of the planetis all  

I not quhat dewly I the clepe sall,

For thou art all and sum, quhat nedis more,

Of Latyn poetis that sens was, or befor.

Of the writis Macrobius sans faill

In hys gret volume clepit Saturnaill.

Thy sawys in sic eloquens doith fleit,

So inuentive of rethorik flowris sweit

Thou art, and hass so hie profund sentens

Tharto, perfyte but ony indigens,

That na lovyngis ma do incress thy fame,

Nor na reproche dymynew thy gud name.

Bot sen I am compellit the to translait,

And not only of my curage, God wait,

Durst interpryd syk owtrageus foly,

Quhar I offend the less reprefe serve I;

And that ȝe knaw at quhais instans I tuke

Forto translait this maist excellent buke,

I meyn Virgillis volume maist excellent,

Set this my wark full febill be of rent,

At the request of a lord of renown

Of ancistry nobill and illustir baroun,

Fader of bukis, protectour to sciens and lair,

My speciall gud Lord Henry, Lord Sanct Clair,

Quhilk with gret instance diuerss tymys seir

Prayt me translait Virgill or Homeir,

Quhais plesour suythly as I vndirstude

As neir coniunct to hys lordschip in blude

So that me thocht hys request ane command,

Half disparit this wark I tuke on hand

Nocht fully grantand nor anys sayand ȝee,

Bot only to assay quhou it mycht be.

Quha mycht gaynsay a lord so gentill and kynd

That euer had ony curtasy in thar mynd,

Quhilk besyde hys innatyve pollecy

Humanyte, curage, fredome and chevalry,

Bukis to recollect, to reid and se,

Hass gret delyte as euer had Ptholome?

Quharfor to hys nobilite and estait,

Quhat so it be, this buke I dedicait,

Writtin in the langage of Scottis natioun,

And thus I mak my protestatioun.

Fyrst I protest, beaw schirris, be ȝour leif,

Beis weill avisit my wark or ȝhe repreif,

Consider it warly, reid oftar than anys;

Weill at a blenk sle poetry nocht tayn is,

And ȝit forsuyth I set my bissy pane

As that I couth to mak it braid and plane,

Kepand na sudron bot our awyn langage,

And spekis as I lernyt quhen I was page.

Nor ȝit sa cleyn all sudron I refuss,

Bot sum word I pronunce as nyghtbouris doys:

Lyke as in Latyn beyn Grew termys sum,

So me behufyt quhilum or than be dum

Sum bastard Latyn, French or Inglys oyss

Quhar scant was Scottis  I had nane other choys.

Nocht for our tong is in the selwyn skant

Bot for that I the fowth of langage want

Quhar as the cullour of his properte

To kepe the sentens tharto constrenyt me,

Or than to mak my sayng schort sum tyme,

Mair compendyus, or to lykly my ryme.

Tharfor, gude frendis, for a gymp or a bourd,

I pray ȝou note me nocht at euery word.

The worthy clerk hecht Lawrens of the Vaill,

Amang Latynys a gret patron sans faill,

Grantis quhen twelf ȝheris he had beyn diligent

To study Virgill, skant knew quhat he ment.

Than thou or I, my frend, quhen we best weyn

To haue Virgile red, vnderstand and seyn,

The rycht sentens perchance is fer to seik.

This wark twelf ȝheris first was in makyng eyk

And nocht correct quhen the poet gan decess;

Thus for small faltis, my wyss frend, hald thy pess.

Adherdand to my protestatioun,

Thocht Wilȝame Caxtoun, of Inglis natioun,

In proyss hes prent ane buke of Inglys gross,

Clepand it Virgill in Eneadoss,

Quhilk that he says of Franch he dyd translait,

It hass na thing ado tharwith, God wait,

Ne na mair lyke than the devill and Sanct Austyne.

Haue he na thank tharfor, bot loyss hys pyne,

So schamefully that story dyd pervert.

I red his wark with harmys at my hart,

That syk a buke but sentens or engyne

Suldbe intitillit eftir the poet dyvyne;

Hys ornate goldyn versis mair than gilt

I spittit for dispyte to se swa spilt

With sych a wyght, quhilk trewly be myne entent

Knew neuer thre wordis at all quhat Virgill ment  

Sa fer he chowpis I am constrenyt to flyte.

The thre first bukis he hass ourhippyt quyte

Salfand a litill twychyng Polidorus

And the tempest furth sent by Eolus,

And that full sempilly on hys awyn gyss;

Virgill thame wrait all on ane other wyss,

For Caxton puttis in hys buke owt of toyn

The storm furth sent by Eolus and Neptune,

Bot quha sa redis Virgill suythfastly

Sall fynd Neptune salf Eneas navy.

Me lyst nocht schaw quhou thystory of Dydo

Be this Caxtoun is haill pervertit so

That besyde quhar he fenys to follow Bocass,

He rynnys sa fer from Virgill in mony place,

On sa prolixt and tedyus fasson,

So that the ferd buke of Eneadon,

Twichand the lufe and ded of Dido queyn,

The twa part of his volume doith conteyn

That in the text of Virgill, trastis me,

The twelt part scars contenys, as ȝe may se.

The fyfte buke of the festis funerall,

The lusty gamys and plays palustrall,

That is ourhippit quyte and left behynd  

Na thing tharof ȝhe sall in Caxtoun fynd.

The saxt buke eyk, he grantis, that wantis haill,

And, for tharof he vnderstude nocht the taill,

He callis it fenȝeit and nocht forto beleif;

Sa is all Virgill perchans, for by hys leif

Iuno nor Venus goddessis neuer wer,

Mercur, Neptune, Mars nor Iupiter;

Of Fortune eik nor hir necessite,

Sik thingis nocht attentik ar, wait we,

Nor ȝit admittis that quent philosophy

Haldis sawlys hoppys fra body to body,

And mony thingis quhilkis Virgill dyd reherss,

Thocht I thame write furthfollowand hys verss.

Nor Caxtoun schrynkis nocht siclyke thingis to tell

As nocht war fabill bot the passage to hell,

Bot trastis weill, quha that ilke saxt buke knew,

Virgill tharin ane hie philosophour hym schew,

And vnder the clowdis of dyrk poecy

Hyd lyis thar mony notabill history  

For so the poetis be the crafty curys

In similitudes and vndir quent figuris

The suythfast materis to hyde and to constreyn;

All is nocht fals, traste weill, in cace thai feyn.

Thar art is so to mak thar warkis fair,

As in the end of Virgill I sall declair.

Was it nocht eik als possibill Eneas

As Hercules or Theseus tyll hell to pass,

Quhilk is na gabbyng suythly nor na lie,

As Ihone Bocas in the Genealogie

Of Goddys declarys, and lyke as ȝhe may reid

In the Recolles of Troy quha lest tak hed.

Quha wait gyf he in visioun thydder went

By art magike, socery or enchantment,

And with hys fader sawle dyd speke and meyt,

Or in the lyknes with sum other spreit,

Lyke as the spreit of Samuell, I gess,

Raysit to Kyng Saul was by the Phitones?

I will nocht say all Virgill beyn als trew

Bot at syk thyngis ar possibill this I schew,

Als in tha days war ma illusionys

By dewillich warkis and coniurations

Than now thar beyn, so doith clerkis determ,

For blissit be God, the faith is now mair ferm.

Enewch tharof; now will I na mor sayn

Bot onto Caxtoun thus I turn agane.

The namys of pepill or citeis beyn so bad

Put by this Caxtoun that, bot he had beyn mad,

The flude of Touyr for Tibir he had nocht write:

All men may knaw thar he forvayt quyte.

Palente the cite of Evander kyng,

As Virgill playnly makis rehersyng,

Stude quhar in Rome now stant the cheif palyce;

This sam buke eyk in mair hepit malyce

On the self ryver of Touyr says playnly

Eneas dyd hys cyte edify.

Thus ay for Tibir Touyr puttis he,

Quhilk mony hundreth mylis syndry be,

For sykkyrly, less than wyss authoris leyn,

Ene saw nevir Touyr with hys eyn,

For Touyr diuidis Grece from Vngary

And Tibir is cheif flude of Italy,

Touyr is kend a grayn of that ryver

In Latyn hecht Danubium or Hyster  

Of gyf it be Tanais he clepis sa,

That flude diuidis Europ from Asia.

In lyke wyss eik this Caxtoun all invane

Crispina clepis Sibilla Cumane,

That in the text of Virgill, trastis ws,

Hait Deiphebe douchtir of Glawcus,

Quhilk was Eneas convoyar to hell.

Quhat suld I langar on hys errouris dwell?

Thai beyn so playn and eik sa monyfald

The hundreth part tharof I leif ontald.

The last sax bukis of Virgill all inferis,

Quhilk contenys strang batalis and werys,

This ilk Caxtoun so blaitly lattis ourslip

I hald my tung for schame, bytand my lyp.

The gret afferis of athir host and array,

The armour of Eneas, fresch and gay,

The quent and curyus castis poeticall,

Perfyte symylitudis and exemplis all

Quharin Virgill beris the palm of lawd,

Caxtoun, for dreid thai suld hys lippis scald,

Durst nevir twich. Thus schortly for the nanys.

A twenty devill way fall hys wark atanys,

Quhilk is na mair lyke Virgill, dar I lay,

Than the nycht owle resemblis the papyngay.

Quharfor, ȝou gentill redaris, I besich

Traste on na wyss at this my wark be sich,

Quhilk dyd my best, as the wyt mycht atteyn,

Virgillis versys to follow and no thing feyn.

Ȝhe worthy noblys, redis my wark for thy

And cast this other buke on syde far by,

Quhilk vndir cullour of sum strange Franch wycht

So Franchly leys, oneith twa wordis gais rycht.

I nold ȝhe trast I said this for dispyte,

For me lyst with nane Inglis bukis flyte,

Na with na bogill nor browny to debait,

Nowder ald gaistis nor spretis ded of lait,

Nor na man will I lakkyn nor dispyss

My warkis till authorys be sik wyss,

Bot twichyng Virgillis honour and reuerens,

Quha euer contrary, I mon stand at defens;

And bot my buke be fundyn worth sik thre

Quhen it is red, do warp it in the see,

Thraw it in the fyre or rent it euery crum.

Twichand that part, lo, heir is all and sum.

Syne I defend and forbiddis euery wight

That can nocht spell thar Pater Noster rycht

Fortill correct or ȝit amend Virgill,

Or the translatar blame in hys wlgar stile;

I knaw quhat payn was to follow hym fut hait

Albeit thou think my sayng intricate.

Traste weill to follow a fixt sentens or mater

Is mair practike, deficill and far strater,

Thocht thyne engyne beyn eleuate and hie,

Than forto write all ways at liberte.

Gif I had nocht be to a boundis constrenyt,

Of my bad wyt perchance I couth haue fenyt

In ryme a ragment twyss als curyus,

Bot nocht be twenty part so sentencyus.

Quha is attachit ontill a staik, we se,

May go na ferthir bot wreil about that tre:

Rycht so am I to Virgillis text ybund,

I may nocht fle less than my falt be fund,

For thocht I wald transcend and go besyde,

Hys wark remanys, my schame I may nocht hyde.

And thus I am constrenyt als neir I may

To hald hys verss and go nane other way,

Less sum history, subtell word or the ryme

Causith me mak digressioun sum tyme.

So thocht in my translatioun eloquens skant is,

Na lusty cast of oratry Virgill wantis;

My studyus brayn to comprehend his sentens

Leit me nevir taist hys flude of eloquens.

And thus forsuyth becauss I was nocht fre,

My werk is mair obscur and gross per de,

Quharof, God wait, Virgill hass na wyte  

Thocht myne be blunt, hys text is maist perfyte.

And ȝit persave I weill, be my consait

The kyng of poetis ganys nocht for rurall estait

Nor hys fresch memor for bowbardis; he or scho

Quha takis me nocht go quhar thai haue ado  

The sonnys lycht is neuer the wers, traste me,

All thocht the bak hys brycht bemys doith fle.

Greyn gentill ingynys and breistis curageus,

Sik ar the pepill at ganys best for ws;

Our werk desiris na lewyt rebalddaill,

Full of nobilite is thistory all haill.

For euery vertu belangand a nobill man

This ornate poet bettir than ony can

Payntand discryvis in person of Eneas  

Not forto say sikane Eneas was

Ȝit than by hym perfytely blasons he

All wirschip, manhed and nobilite,

With euery bonte belangand a gentill wycht,

Ane prynce, ane conquerour or a valȝeand knycht.

In luffis cuyr eneuch heir sall ȝhe fynd,

And schortly Virgill left na thing behynd

That mycht hys volume illummyn or crafty mak.

Reid quha hym knawys, I dar this vndertak,

Als oft as ȝe hym reid, full weill I wait,

Ȝhe fynd ilke tyme sum mery new consait.

Thoght venerabill Chauser, principal poet but peir,

Hevynly trumpat, orlege and reguler,

In eloquens balmy, cundyt and dyall,

Mylky fontane, cleir strand and royss ryall,

Of fresch endyte, throu Albion iland braid,

In hys legend of notabill ladeis said

That he couth follow word by word Virgill,

Wisar than I may faill in lakar stile.

Sum tyme the text mon haue ane expositioun,

Sum tyme the collour will causs a litill additioun,

And sum tyme of a word I mon mak thre,

In witnes of this term oppetere.

Eik weill I wait syndry expositouris seir

Makis on a text sentens diuerss to heir,

As thame apperis, accordyng thar entent,

And for thar part schawis ressonys euident.

All this is ganand, I will weill it swa be,

Bot a sentens to follow may suffice me.

Sum tyme I follow the text als neir I may,

Sum tyme I am constrenyt ane other way.

Besyde Latyn our langage is imperfite

Quhilk in sum part is the causs and the wyte

Quhy that of Virgillis verss the ornate bewte

Intill our tung may nocht obseruyt be,

For thar be Latyn wordis mony ane

That in our leyd ganand translatioun hass nane

Less than we mynyss thar sentens and grauyte

And ȝit scant weill exponyt. Quha trewys nocht me,

Lat thame interprit animal and homo

With many hundreth other termys mo

Quhilkis in our langage suythly as I weyn

Few men can tell me cleirly quhat thai meyn.

Betweyn genus, sexus and species

Diuersyte in our leid to seik I cess.

For obiectum or subiectum alsswa

He war expert couth fynd me termys twa,

Quhilkis ar als ryfe amangis clerkis in scuyll

As evir fowlis plungit in laik or puyll.

Logicianys knawys heirin myne entent,

Vndir quhais boundis lurkis mony strange went

Quharof the process as now we mon lat be.

Bot ȝit twychyng our tungis penuryte,

I meyn into compar of fair Latyn

That knawyn is maste perfite langage fyne,

I mycht also percace cum lyddir speid

For arbor and lignum intill our leid

To fynd different proper termys twane

And tharto put circumlocutioun nane.

Richt so by aboutspech oftyn tymys

And semabill wordis we compile our rymys.

God wait in Virgill ar termys mony a hundir

Fortill expone maid me a felloun blundir.

To follow alanerly Virgilis wordis, I weyn,

Thar suld few vndirstand me quhat thai meyn.

The bewte of his ornate eloquens

May nocht al tyme be kepit with the sentens.

Sanct Gregor eik forbyddis ws to translait

Word eftir word bot sentence follow algait:

Quha haldis, quod he, of wordis the properteis

Full oft the verite of the sentens fleys.

And to the sammyn purpos we may apply

Horatius in hys Art of Poetry:

Press nocht, says he, thou traste interpreter,

Word eftir word to translait thi mater.

Lo, he reprevis and haldis myssemyng

Ay word by word to reduce ony thing.

I say nocht this of Chauser for offens,

Bot till excuss my lewyt insufficiens,

For as he standis beneth Virgill in gre,

Vndir hym alsfer I grant my self to be.

And netheless into sum place, quha kend it,

My mastir Chauser gretly Virgill offendit.

All thoch I be tobald hym to repreif,

He was fer baldar, certis, by hys leif,

Sayand he followit Virgillis lantern toforn,

Quhou Eneas to Dydo was forsworn.

Was he forsworn? Than Eneas was fals  

That he admittis and callys hym traytour als.

Thus, wenyng allane Ene to haue reprevit,

He hass gretly the prynce of poetis grevit,

For, as said is, Virgill dyd diligens

But spot of cryme, reproch or ony offens

Eneas for to loif and magnyfy,

And gif he grantis hym maynsworn fowlely,

Than all hys cuyr and crafty engyne gais quyte,

Hys twelf ȝheris laubouris war nocht worth a myte.

Certis Virgill schawys Ene dyd na thing

From Dydo of Cartage at hys departyng

Bot quhilk the goddis commandit hym beforn,

And gif that thar command maid hym maynsworn,

That war repreif to thar diuinyte

And na reproch onto the said Enee.

Als in the first, quhar Ilioneus

Spekis to the queyn Dido, says he nocht thus,

That curss by fait was set tyll Italy?

Thus mycht scho not pretend na iust causs quhy

Thocht Troianys eftir departis of Cartage,

Sen thai befor declaryt hir thar vayage.

Reid the ferd buke quhar Queyn Dido is wraith,

Thar sal ȝhe fynd Ene maid nevir aith,

Promyt nor band with hir fortill abyde:

Thus hym tobe maynsworn may nevir betyde,

Nor nane onkyndnes schew forto depart

At the bydding of Iove with reuthfull hart,

Sen the command of God obey suld all

And vndir his charge na wrangwyss deid may fall.

Bot sikkyrly or resson me behufis

Excuss Chauser fra all maner repruffis

In lovyng of thir ladeis lylly quhite

He set on Virgill and Eneas this wyte,

For he was evir (God wait) all womanis frend.

I say na mair, but, gentil redaris heynd,

Lat all my faltis with this offens pass by.

Thou prynce of poetis, I the mercy cry,

I meyn thou Kyng of Kyngis, Lord Etern,

Thou be my muse, my gydar and laid stern,

Remittyng my trespass and euery myss

Throu prayer of thy Moder, Queyn of Blyss.

Afald godhed, ay lestyng but discrepans,

In personys thre, equale, of a substans,

On the I call, and Mary Virgyn myld  

Calliope nor payane goddis wild

May do to me na thing bot harm, I weyn:

In Criste is all my traste, and hevynnys queyn.

Thou, Virgyn Moder and Madyn, be my muse,

That nevir ȝit na synfull lyst refuss

Quhilk the besocht deuotly for supple.

Albeit my sang to thy hie maieste

Accordis nocht, ȝit condiscend to my write,

For the sweit liqour of thy pappis quhite

Fosterit that Prynce, that hevynly Orpheus,

Grond of all gude, our Saluyour Ihesus.

Bot forthirmor, and lawar to discend

Forgeif me, Virgill, gif I the offend.

Pardon thy scolar, suffir hym to ryme

Sen thou was bot ane mortal man sum tyme.

In cace I faill, haue me not at disdenȝe,

Thocht I be lewit, my leill hart can nocht fenȝe,

I sall the follow; suld I tharfor haue blame,

Quha can do bettir, sa furth in Goddis name.

I schrynk nocht anys correkkit for tobe

With ony wight grundit on cherite,

And glaidly wald I baith inquire and leir

And till ilke cunnand wight la to myne eyr.

But laith me war but owther offens or cryme

Ane brimell body suld intertrike my ryme.

Thocht sum wald swer that I the text haue vareit,

Or that I haue this volume quyte myscareit,

Or threpe playnly that I come nevir neir hand it,

Or at the wark is wers than evir I fand it,

Or ȝit argue Virgill stude weill befor,

As now war tyme to schift the werst our scor;

Ellis haue I said thar may be na compar

Betwix his versis and my stile wlgar.

All thocht he stant in Latyn maist perfyte,

Ȝit stude he nevir weill in our tung endyte

Less than it be by me now at this tyme.

Gyf I haue falȝeit, baldly reprufe my ryme.

Bot first, I pray ȝou, grape the mater cleyn,

Reproche me nocht quhill the wark be ourseyn.

Beis not ourstudyus to spy a moyt in myne e,

That in ȝour awyn a ferry boyt can nocht se,

And do to me as ȝhe wald be done to.

Now hark, schirris, thar is na mair ado;

Quha list attend, gevis audiens and draw neir,

Me thocht Virgill begouth on this maner:

I the ilk vmquhile that in the small ait reid

Tonyt my sang, syne fra the woddis ȝeid

And feildis about taucht tobe obesand

(Thocht he war gredy) to the bissy husband,

Ane thankfull wark maid for the plewchmanis art,

Bot now the horribill stern dedys of Mart,

The batalys and the man I will discryve. &c



Innatyve is alsmekil to say as inborn, or that quhilk cumis till ony person be thar natural inclinatioun of kynd throw thar forbearis.



Ptholome kyng of Egipt, the famous gret clerk, astronomer and discryvar of the warld, that causit lxxii interpretouris to translait the Bibill, had sa gret plesour and delyte of bukis that he gadderit togidder in ane librar xxxvi thousand volummys.



Caxton faltes.



Vnder derk poetrye is hid gret wisdome and lerning.



Thistory of Saul and the spreit of Samuel rasyt by the Phitones is in the first Buk of Kyngis, in the xxviii c.



Exhortatione to the Reder.



Admonitione vnto vnlerned peopill, quhase rudnes can nocht onderstand Vyrgill.



Oppetere is alsmekil to say as ore terram petere, lyke as Seruius exponys the sammyn term, quhilk to translate in our tung is with mowth to seik or byte the erd. And lo, that is ane hail sentens for ane of Virgillis wordis.



As for animal and homo in our langage is nocht a propir term, and thai be bot bestis that exponys animal for a beste. Ane beste is callit in Latyn bestia and pecus, and animal betakynnys all corporall substans that hass ane saull quhilk felis payn, ioy or ennoy. And vndyr animal beyn contenyt all mankynd, beist, byrd, fowll, fisch, serpent, and all other sik thingis at lyfis and steris, that hass a body, for al sik and euery ane of thame may be properly callit animal. And thus animal is ane general name for al sik maner thingis quhatsumeuer. Homo betakynnys baith a man and a woman, and we haue na term correspondent tharto, nor ȝit that signifyis baith twa in a term alanerly.



Genus is that thing quhilk is common and may be verefyt of mony other thingis different in kynd or of diuerss kyndis; as this word, a beste, may be verefeit and is common till al and syndry kynd of bestis, for a horss is a beste, ane ox a beste, a scheip a beste, a dog a beste, and swa of otheris. Species is that thing or word that is common and may be verefeit of mony thingis different in numbir, as this word, a man, may be verefeit and is common till al maner of man particular, for Iohne is a man, Thomas a man, Wilȝam a man, and furth of otheris. Syk lyke, this word, a horss, is common to this horss, and that horss  the gray is a horss, the blak a horss, the quhite a horss. Sexus is the discretioun, diuersitie or differens in schap, betwix the mail and the female in al maner corporal creatouris, for thocht a man and a woman beyn baith of a kynd and natur, ȝit ar thai different and diuerss in thar schap. Rycht swa is ane horss fra a mair, quhilk ar bath of a kynd; siklyke a cok from a hen, a kow from a bull, and swa is of all kyndis quhar the mail is distinct fra the femell.



This argument excusis nocht the tratory of Eneas na his maynsweryng, considering quhat is said heir afoir in the ii c. of this prolog, that is,

Iuno nor Venus goddes neuer war,

Mercur, Neptun, Mars nor Iupiter,

Of Forton eik, nor his necessite,

Sic thingis nocht attentik ar, wait we.



It followis than that Eneas vroucht nocht be command of ony goddis, bot of his awyn fre wyl, be the permission of God, quhilk sufferis al thing, and stoppis nocht, na puttis nocht necessite to fre wyll. He falit than gretly to the sueit Dydo, quhilk falt reprefit nocht the goddess diuinite, for thai had na diuinite, as said is befoir.


CONTENTIS

Heir he argouis better than befoir.

The Contentis of Euery Buke Followyng

The first contenys quhou the prynce Ene

And Troianys war dryve onto Cartage cite.

The secund buke schawis the finale ennoy,

The gret myscheif and subuersioun of Troy.

The thryd tellith quhou fra Troys cite

The Troianys careit war throu owt the see.

The ferd rehersis of fair Queyn Dido

The dowbill woundis and the mortale wo.

The fyft contenys funerale gemys glaid

And how the fyre the navy dyd invaid.

Into the saxt buke syne doith Virgill tell

Quhou that Eneas went and visseit hell.

The sevynt Ene bryngis to hys grond fatale,

And how Italianys Troianys schup to assale.

Ontill Eneas gevis the auchten buke

Baith falloschip and armour, quha list luke.

Dawnus son Turnus in the nynte, tak tent,

Segis New Troy, Eneas tho absent.

The tent declaris by the cost atanys

The batale betwix Tuscanys and Rutulanys.

In the ellevynt Rutulyanys beyn ourset

By the decess of Camylla downebet.

The twelft makis end of all the weir, but dowt,

Throu the slauchtir of Turnus, stern and stowt.

The last, ekit to Virgillis nowmyr evyn

By Mapheus, convoys Ene to hevyn.


BUKE I

The Rubric in the Formast Cheptour of the First Buke

The poet first proponyng his entent

Declaris Iunois wreth and mailtalent.

The batalis and the man I wil discrive

Fra Troyis boundis first that fugitive

By fait to Ytail come and cost Lavyne,

Our land and sey katchit with mekil pyne

By forss of goddis abufe, from euery steid,

Of cruell Iuno throu ald remembrit fede.

Gret pane in batail sufferit he alsso

Or he his goddis brocht in Latio

And belt the cite fra quham, of nobill fame,

The Latyne pepill takyn heth thar name,

And eik the faderis, princis of Alba,

Cam, and the wallaris of gret Rome alswa.

O thou my muse, declare the causis quhy,

Quhat maieste offendit schaw quham by,

Or ȝit quharfor of goddis the drery queyn

Sa feil dangeris, sik travell maid susteyn

A worthy man fulfillit of piete:

Is thare sik greif in hevynly myndis on hie?

Thare was ane ancyant cite hecht Cartage,

Quham hynys of Tyre held intill heritage,

Ennymy to Itail, standand fair and plane

The mouth of lang Tibir our forgane,

Myghty of moblys, full of sculys seyr,

And maist expert in crafty fait of weir,

Of quhilk a land Iuno, as it is said,

As to hir special abuf al otheris maid;

Hir native land for it postponyt sche

Callit Same  in Cartage sett hir see;

Thar war hir armys and here stude eik hir chair.

This goddes ettillit, gif werdis war nocht contrar,

This realme tobe superior and mastress

To all landis, bot certis netheless

The fatale sisteris reuolue and schaw, scho kend,

Of Troiane blude a pepill suld discend,

Wailliant in weir, to ryng wydquhar, and syne

Cartage suld bryng ontill finale rewyne,

And clene distroy the realme of Lybia.

This dredand Iuno, and forthirmor alswa

Remembring on the ancyant mortell weir

That for the Grekis, to hir leif and deir,

At Troy lang tyme scho led befor that day

(For ȝit the causys of wreth war nocht away

Nor cruell harm forȝet ne out of mynd  

Ful deip engravyn in hir breist onkynd

The iugement of Parys, quhou that he

Preferrit Venus, dispisyng hir bewte;

Als Troiane blude till hir was odyus,

For Iupiter engenderit Dardanus

Fra quham the Troianys cam in adultry,

And Ganymedes revist abuf the sky,

Maid him his butler, quhilk was hir douchteris office),

Iuno inflambit, musyng on thir casis nyce

The quhile our sey that salit the Troianys

Quhilkis had the ded eschapit and remanys

Onslane of Grekis or of the ferss Achill,

Scho thame fordryvis and causys oft ga will

Frawart Latium, quhilk now is Italy,

By fremmyt werd ful mony ȝeris tharby

Catchit and blaw wydquhar all seys about.

Lo quhou gret cure, quhat travell, pane and dowt

Was to begyn the worthy Romanys blude!

And as the Troianys frakkis our the flude,

Skarss from the sycht of Sysilly the land,

With bent sail full, rycht merely saland,

Thar stevynnys scowrand fast throu the salt fame,

Quhen that Iuno, till hir euerlestand schame,

The etern wound hyd in hir breist ay greyn,

Ontill hir self thus spak in propir teyn:

Is this ganand that I my purposs faill

As clene ourcum, and may nocht from Itaill

Withhald this kyng of Troy and hys navy?

Am I abandonyt with sa hard destany

Sen Pallas mocht on Grekis tak sik wraik

To byrn thar schippis and all for anys saik

Drowne in the sey, for Aiax Oilus wrang?

From Iupiter the wild fyre down scho slang

Furth of the clowdis, distroyt thar schippis all,

Ourquhelmyt the sey with mony wyndy wall,

Aiax breist persit, gaspand furth flawmand smoke,

Sche with a thud stikkit on a scharp roke.

Bot I, the quhilk am clepit of goddis queyn

And onto Iove baith spouss and sistir scheyn,

With a pepill sa feill ȝheris weir sall lede,

Quha sal from thens adorn in ony stede

The power of Iuno, or altaris sacryfy,

Gif I ourcummyn be thus schamefully?



Virgille reherssis not Eneas naim, bot callis him the man be excellens, as thocht he said the mast soueran man.



Lavyn, Lavinium, Lawrentum stud viii mylis fra the mowth of Tibyr, and was cyte of the king Latynus, of quham eftyr in the vii buyk, quhill the end of this volume.



Quhat is Latium, or Latio, luyk eftyr in the vi c. of the viii buyk. The cite of quham heir is mention was New Troy, quham Eneas biggit at the mouth of Tibir; and fra Ene bein namyt the Latynis, and nowdir fra the cyte nor the land.



Of Alba cyte luyk eftyr in the fyfte c. of this buyk and in the fyrst c. of the viij buyk.



Musa in Grew signifeis an inuentryce or inuention in our langgage, and of the ix Musis sum thing in my Palyce of Honour and be Mastir Robert Hendirson in New Orpheus.



The poet inqueris quhat maieste or power offendyt of Iuno, quhilk is fenyeit to haf many poweris. She is clepit queyn of goddis, mastres and lady of realmys, precident of byrthis, spouss and sistir to Iupiter &c.



Samo is an ile in Trace quhar Iuno was weddit and born, as sais Seruius, and ther, as vitnessyth Sanct Ierom, stud the farest tempil of Grece, dedicat to Iuno.



C L marginal note hir see, hir seit; B marginal note or hir sett.



Lybia or Liby is the thrid part of the warld, callit Affryk, quham now we call the land or cost of Barbary.



The iugement of Paris is common to all knawis the sege of Troy.



Hebe, douchter of Iuno and goddes of Ȝouth, seruyit Iupiter of his covp; quhilk at a fest amang the goddis makand hir seruice, slaid and schew hir schame in al thar presens, for the quhilk lak Iupiter gaif to this Ganymedes, son to Kyng Troyus, hir office. Of the ravisyng of this Ganymede, ȝe haf benayth, in the v c. of the v buyk, and of this Hebe sum thyng in the prolog of the vij buyk.



And as the Troianys, &c. First abuyf the poete proponis his entent, sayand, The batellis and the man, &c.; nyxt makis he inoucation, calland on his muse to tech hym thar, O thou my Muse, &c.; and ther, lyke as his muse spak to hym, declaris the caussis of the feid of Iuno, sayand, Ther was ane anchient cyte hecht Cartage. Now heir thridly proceidis he furth on his narration and history, and beginnys at the sevint ȝeir of Eneas departyng of Troy, as ȝe may se in the end of this first buyk, and efter the decess of his fadir Anchises, quham he erdit in Sycill at Drepanon, as ȝe haf in the end of the thrid buyk. The remanent of his auenturis beyn reseruyt, be craft of poetry, to the banket of Queyn Dido, quhar thai be then lenth rehersit by Eneas in the secund and thryd.



This offence was the ravising of Cassandra furth of the tempill of Pallas, as ȝe haue in the vij cheptour of the secund buke following. And sum says this Aiax oppressit hir in the tempill; quhilk Aiax was son to Kyng Oylus, prince of Locria, or Locrida, and his pepyll beyn nammyt Locri or Locranys.



Thoght in verite Iuno was bot ane woman, dochter of Saturn, sistir and spows to Iupiter, King of Crete, ȝit quhen poetis namys hir swa, thai ondirstand sum tyme by Iuno the erth and the watir, and by Iupiter the ayr and the fyr; and for alss mekyll as the ayr and the fyr is actyve, and the watyr and the erth patient, and that all corporall thyngis beyn engendrit therof, heirfoir bein thai clepit spowsis. Bot for that sum tym Iuno betakinys alanerly the ayr and Iove the fyre, than, be raison of ther contegwyte and quantite convenient, bein thai clepit sistyr and brothir; and for that all thyngis, by the influens of the planetis, starnys and hevinnis abufe, be maid of thir elymentis, therfor bein thai clepit kyng and queyn, fadir and mother to goddis and men. And ferther as twychyng this Iuno, hir other namys and proprieteis, I refer to Iohn Bocass in the Genealogy of gentille Goddis, onto the nynt buyk thereof, and first c. of the sammyn.

Quhou Dame Iuno tyll Eolus cuntre went

And of the storm on the Troianys furth sent.

And on this wyss, wyth hart byrnyng as fyre,

Musyng alone, full of malyce and ire,

Tyll Eolus cuntre, that wyndy regioune,

A brudy land of furyus stormy sowne,

This goddis went, quhar Eolus the kyng

In gowsty cavys the wyndis lowde quhissilling

And braithly tempestis by hys power refrenys,

In bandis hard schet in presoun constrenys,

And thai heirat havand full gret disdeyn,

Quhill all the hill resoundis, quhryne and plene

About thar closouris brayng with mony a rare.

Kyng Eolus set hie apon his chare,

With ceptour in hand thar muyd to meyss and still,

Temperis thar ire, less thai suld at thar will

Beir with thar byr the skyis, and drive about

Erd, ayr and sey, quhen euer thame lest blaw out.

Thus the hie fader almychty in cavis dyrk

Thir wyndis hyd, for dreid sik wrangis thai wyrk,

And thar abuf set weghty hillys huge,

Gave thame a kyng, quhilk, as thar lord and iuge,

At certane tyme thame stanching and withhald

And at command also mycht quhen he wald

Lat thame go fre at large to blaw out braid.

To quham as than lawly thus Iuno said:

Eolus, a pepill onto me ennemy

Salis the sey Tuscane, cariand to Italy

Thar venquyst hamehald goddis and Ilion;

Bot sen the fader of goddis euery one

And kyng of men gave the power, quod sche,

To meyss the flude or rayss with stormys hie,

Inforss thi wyndis, synk all thar schippis infeir,

Or skattir widquhar into cuntreis seir,

Warp all thar bodeis in the deip bedeyn.

I haue, quod sche, lusty ladeis fourteyn,

Of quhame the farest, clepit Diope,

In ferm wedlok I sal coniune to the

For thi reward, that lilly quhite of swar,

With the for to remane for euermar,

Quhilk propir spouss and eik thi lady myld

Sal mak the fader to mony fair child.

Eolus answeris, O thou my lady queyn,

Quhat thou desiris to the it doith perteyn

Forto devyss, and me behuffis thi command

Obey; for thou the ceptour gevis me in hand

Of all this realme (quhat so it be) and oft

Iupiter with me consideris, and ful soft

Causis me feist amang the goddis at rest,

And makis me master of wyndis and tempest.

Be this was said, a grondyn dart leit he glide

And persit the boss hill at the braid syde.

Furth at the ilke port wyndis brade in a rout

And with a quhirl blew all the erth about.

Thai ombeset the seys bustuusly,

Quhil fra the deip til euery cost fast by

The huge wallis weltris apon hie,

Rollit at anys with storm of wyndis thre,

Eurus, Nothus and the wynd Affricus,

Quhilkis est, south and west wyndis hait with ws.

Sone efter this, of men the clamour rayss,

The takillis graslis, cabillis can fret and frays.

Swith the clowdis hevyn, son and days lycht

Hyd and byreft furth of the Troianys sycht.

Dyrknes as nycht beset the seys about,

The firmament gan rummylling rair and rout,

The skyis oft lychtnyt with fyry levin,

And schortly bath ayr, sey and hevin

And euery thing mannasit the men to de,

Schawand the ded present tofor thar e.



The cuntre or realm of Eolus, clepit Eolia, lyis betwix Sycill and Italy, vii ilandis in the sey, of quham thir be the namys: Lipara, Hiera, Strogile, Didyme, Eriphusa, Phenycusa and Evomynos. And for alsmekyll as thir ilis bein full of cavernys, wyth bryntstan blawand and byrnand onder the erd, that therby throw the swouch of the fir may be persauyt a day or twa befor fra quhat part or art the wynd is fortocum; and this Eolus kyng therof, as an naturall man, first be experiens persauyt this, and wald schaw the pepill therby, weill two or thre dais befor, the wynd was to blaw from syk an art, for the quhilk rayson, with the rud pepill, was he nammyt kyng or god of windis. And thai put that he had vi sonnys and vi dochtiris, quhilkis ar nocht ellis bot the xii wyndis, of quham the [namys], to begin at the est and go round abowt, bein thir: Subsolanus, Ewrus, Nothus, Auster, Affricus, Ȝephyrus, Fauonius, Circius, Chorus, Boreas, Aquilo and Wlturnus.



Iohn Bocas, be Eolus set hie in his chare to rewle and dant the windis, ondirstandis raison set hie in the manis hed, quhilk suld dant, and includ the law in the cave or boddum of the stomak, the windis of peruersit appetyte, as lord and syre set be God almychty therto.



Ilion, or Ilium, was the cyte of Troy, havand his naym fra King Ilus, fadir to Laomedon. The hayll cuntre was callit Troy fra King Tros, or Troyius, fadir to this Ilus. The awld naim therof is Phrigia, bot oft bein ather of all ther namys takin for other, as Troy, alss weill for the cyte as the realm. And heir, be a maner dispite, Iuno, for the pepill or gudis of Ilion, namys the hail cyte. Thir goddis bein clepit penetes, of quham in dyuerss placis eftyr, and in speciall in the thrid buyk in the first and thrid c. And thai may be callit goddis domestyk famyliar, or hamhald goddis, bot thai be propirly the Troian goddis and nain otheris.



For alsmekill as I hafe said abufe Iuno betakinnys the air, in quham blawis thir windis, and by quham the mater quharof windis bein engendrit beyn producit to ther perfection, therfor iustly and of rycht Eolus grantis him to hald his ring of Iuno.



Ewrus is heir taken for the gret est wynd, thocht it be bot the wind est to sowthin; siklyke, Nothus for the mayn sowth, thocht it be south to est; and Affricus is takin for plat west wynd, that is bot sowth sowthwest. And thus heir the thre principall gret windis contrarius blew attanys apon thaim, and the north wind also in the nyxt c., A blastirrand bub owt from the north braying &c.

Quhou that Ene was with the tempest schaik

And quhou Neptune his navy salvyt fra wraik.

Belive Eneas membris schuk for cald,

And murnand baith his handis vp did hald

Towart the sternys, with petuus voce thus gan say:

O sevin tymys quhou happy and blissit war thai

Vnder hie wallis of Troy, by dynt of swerd,

Deit in thar faderis syght, bytand the erd!

O thou of Grekis mast forcy, Diomed,

Quhy mycht I not on feldis of Troy haue deit

And by thi rycht hand ȝaldin forth my sprete

Quhar that the valiant Hectour losit the swete

On Achillis speir, and grisly Sarpedon,

And ondyr flude Symois mony one

With scheld and helm stalwart bodeis lyis warpit?

And al invane thus quhil Eneas carpit,

A blastrand bub out from the north brayng

Gan our the forschip in the baksaill dyng,

And to the sternys vp the flude gan cast.

The aris, hechis and the takillis brast,

The schippis stevin frawart hyr went gan wryth,

And turnyt hir braid syde to the wallis swyth.

Heich as a hill the iaw of watir brak

And in ane hepe cam on thame with a swak.

Sum hesit hoverand on the wallis hycht,

And sum the swowchand sey so law gart lycht

Thame semyt the erd oppynnyt amyd the flude  

The stour vp bullyrrit sand as it war wode.

The sowth wynd, Nothus, thre schippis draif away

Amang blynd cragis, quhilk huge rolkis thai say

Amyd the sey Italianys Altaris callis;

And othir thre Eurus from the deip wallis

Cachit amang the schald bankis of sand  

Dolorus to se thame chop on grond, and stand

Lyke as a wall with sand warpit about.

Ane othir, in quham salit the Lycianys stowt,

Quhilum fallowis to Kyng Pandor in weir,

And Orontes, Eneas fallow deir,

Befor his eyn from the north wynd

Ane hydduuss sey schippit at hir stern behynd,

Smate furth the skippar clepit Lewcaspis,

His hed doune warpit, and the schip with this

Thryss thar the flude quhirlit about round,

The swokand swelth sank vnder sey and drond.

On the huge deip quhoyn salaris dyd appeir;

The Troianys armour, takillis and othir geir

Flet on the wallis; and the strang barge tho

Bair Ilioneus, and scho that bair also

Forcy Achates, and scho that bair Abas,

And scho quharin ancyant Alethes was,

The storm ourset, raif rovis and syde semmys  

Thai all lekkit, the salt watir stremmys

Fast bullerand in at euery ryft and boyr.

In the meyn quhile, with mony rowt and royr

The sey thus trublit, and this tempest furth sent

Felt Neptune, and his watir movit and schent,

The deip furthȝet in schaldis heir and thair.

Gretly commovit, out of the sey gan stair

His plesand hede, rasit on the hyast wall,

Lukand about, behaldis the sey our all

Eneas navy skatterit fer ysundir,

With fludis ourset the Troianys and at vnder

By flaggis and rayn dyd from the hevin discend:

Iunois dissate and ire full weill he kend.

He callis till hym Eurus and Ȝephirus,

Tha est and west wyndis, and said thame thus:

Ar ȝe sa gretly assurit in ȝour hie kyn,

Ȝe wyndis, quod he, but my leif durst begyn

Baith erd and ayr to move on this maneir

And eik the sey with sa stowt stormys steir?

I sal ȝou chastyss; bot me behuffis first meyss

The motioune of fludis and thame appess.

Traist weill onpunyst ȝe sal me not astart

On sik awyss gif ȝe falt efterwart.

Withdraw ȝou hens and to ȝour kyng say ȝe

He has na power nor autorite

On seys, nor on the thre granyt ceptour wand

Quhilk is by cut gevin me to beir in hand;

Hald him on craggis and amang rochis hie,

Thair is ȝour dwelling place, Eurus, quod he.

Byd Eolus kepe hym in that hald conding,

Do cloyss the presoun of wyndis and tharon ryng.

Thus said he, and with that word hastely

The swelland seys has swagit, and fra the sky

Gaderit the clowdis and chasit sone away,

Brocht hame the son agane and the brycht day.

Hys douchter Cymothoe and hys son Tryton

Enforsis thame the Troianys schippis onone

To rayss and lift of the scharp rolkis blynd;

The god hym self gan hesyng thame behynd

With his byg ceptour havand granys thre,

Oppynnys schald sandis and temperis weill the see,

Ourslidand lychtly the croppis of the wallis.

And as ȝe se, oft amangis commonys fallis

Stryfe and debait in thar wod fulych ire,

Now fleys the stanys and now the broyndis of fyre

(Thar greif and fury mynysteris wapynnys plente),

Bot than percace gif thai behald or se

Sum man of gret autorite and efferis,

Thai cess and, all stil standand, gevis him eris;

He wyth his wordis gan slaik thar mynd and swage.

On the sammyn wyss fell all the seys rage.



(1) Her fyrst namys Virgill Eneas. (2) This cald, sais Seruyus, coym of dreid; nocht that Eneas dred the ded, bot this maner of ded; and alsso he that dredis na thyng, nor kan haf na dred, is not hardy, but fuyll hardy and beistly.



The maner was swa in tha dais that nobillis slan in feld tuke ther mouth full of erd, to that effect that in the ded thrawis nain myssyttand word nor voce suldbe hard of ther mowth.



Mast forcy, that is to sey, on of the maste forcy.



Sarpedon, son of Iupiter and Laodomya, dochtyr to Bellerophon, was kyng of Lycia; of huge statur, and slan by Patroclus.



Thar lyis betwix Affryk and the ile of Sardynia, amyd the sey, a hirst or ryg of craggy rolkis, quhilk beyn callit altaris of suple or help, becaus therat on a tyme the pepill of Affrik and Romanys band vp perpetwall payce. And thir schald bankis of sand heir nammyt bein the twa dangeris of the sey Affrican, callit Syrtis, the mair and the less; mar perellus than Ȝairmuth sandis or Holland cost.



Off Orontes and Lewcaspis sum thing in the v c. of the vi buyk, and of this Pander or Pandarus in the ix c. of the v buyk.



Of this Ilioneus and the otheris Troianys heir nammyt beyn oft benath maid mension.



Neptun or Neptunus, brother to Iove and Pluto and son to Saturn. For that the partis of his heritage lay in Creit by the sey cost, and for he vsit mekill salyng and rowyng, and fand the craft or art therof, therfor is he clepit god of the sey. He was alsswa an the first tawcht to dant and taym horsss; and onto hym beyn consecret the fundment of wallis, for alsmekill as it is said he biggyt the wallis of Troy, or than becauss the watyr inclusyt ondyr the erth is oft tymys causs of erdqwkyng and trimbillyng or moving of the erth, as we se by experiens in watyr brekis. And perchanss thir thre poweris signefeis the thre granyt ceptour, quhilk his statw in ald days bair in hand, lyk a crepar or a graip wyth thre granys. Tha discryve hym rydand in a cart, quhilk betakinnys the weltyng our of the sey wallys, that rollys, hurlys and brais lyke cart quhelis. Quha lykis mair of him, go reid Bocas, in the first c. and tent buyk of the Genealogy of Goddis.



Heir is an notabyll doctryn, that nan nobill man suld hastely reveng him eftyr his greif. Tharfor was gevin consell to August Octavian the empriour, that eftir his commotion, or euer he did or said ocht, he suld wryte xxiiii lettiris.



This thre granyt ceptour in sum part haf I twychis [sic] abuf. It may betakyn alsswa the thre properteis of the watyr, quhis is flowand, drynkabyll and ganand to sayll or swym intyll.



Cymothoe, as sais Seruyus, is in Grew alss mekyll to say in our language as the flowand or rinnand flud, quhilk may be clepit a ganand dochtir to Neptun, god of seys. Tryton, as sais Bocas, is the bruyt or rowtyng of the wally sey: quharfor iustly is he fenȝeit trumpet to the occian and son to Neptun. Netheless, Plynyus in his Naturall History reherssis that Triton is a verray monstre of the sey, and that in the tym of Tyberius the emperour syk an was hard and seyn. His schap and portatour is discryvit in the x buyk in the iiii c., and he slais Mesenus in the iii c. of the vi buyk.



Noyte Virgill in this comparison and symilytud, for therin and in syk lyke baris he the palm of lawd, as I haf said in my proheme. It is to be considderit alsso that our all this wark, he comparis batell tyll spayt or dyluge of watyr, or than to suddan fyr, and to nocht ellis.



Cristoferus Landynus, that writis moraly apon Virgill, says thus: Eneas purposis to Italy, his land of promyssion; that is to say, a iust perfyte man entendis to mast soueran bonte and gudnes, quhilk as witnessyth Plato, is situate in contemplation of godly thyngis or dyvyn warkis. His onmeysabill ennymy Iuno, that is fenȝeit queyn of realmys, entendis to dryve him from Italle to Cartage; that is, Avesion, or concupissence to ryng or haf warldly honouris, wald draw him fra contemplation to the actyve lyve; quhilk, quhen scho falis by hir self, tretis scho with Eolus, the neddyr part of raison, quhilk sendis the storm of mony warldly consalis in the iust manis mynd. Bot, quhoubeyt the mynd lang flowis and delitis heirintyll, fynaly by the fre wyll and raison predomynent, that is, ondirstand, by Neptun, the storm is cessit, and, as followis in the nyxt c., arryvit in sond havin, quhilk is tranquilite of consciens; and fynaly Venus, in the vi c. following, schawis Ene his feris recouerit again, quhilk is, fervent lufe and cherite schawis the iust man his swete meditationys and feruour of deuotion, quham he tynt by warldly curis, restorit to hym again, and all his schippis bot on, be quham I ondyrstand the tyme lost.

Quhou Eneas in Affrik dyd arryve,

And thar with schote slew sevin hartis belyve.

Eftyr that the fader of the fludys Neptune

Had on sik wyss behaldyn the seys abone,

Vndir the stabillit hevin movit in his chare,

Slakking his renȝeis with prosper courss and fair,

Eneas and his feris on the strand

Wery and forwrocht sped thame to the nerrest land,

And at the cost of Lyby arryvit he.

Ane havyn place with a lang hals or entre

Thar is, with ane ile enveronyt on athir part,

To brek the wallis and storm of euery art;

Within the watir in a bosum gays.

Baith heir and thair stant large craggis and brais.

To se the hewis on athir hand is wondir

For hycht that semys pyngill with hevin, and vnder

In a braid sound sovir from all wyndis blawis

Flowis the schore deip, euer stabil but ony wawis.

A wod abufe ourheldis with his rank bewis

And castis a plesand schaddow our the clewis.

Rycht our forgane the forret of a bra

Vnder the hyngand rolkis was alswa

Ane coif, and tharin fresch watir springand,

And satis of stane neuer hewyn with manis hand

Bot wrocht by natur, as it ane howss had beyn

For nymphis, goddessis of fludis and woddis greyn.

Perbrakit schippis but cabillis thar mycht ryde,

Nane ankyr nedis mak thame arest nor byde.

Of all his navy thidder Eneas brocht

Bot sevin schippis. With gret desyre and thocht

Tobe on grund, Troianys sped thame to land,

As thai desyrit set softly on the sand;

Thare lethis and lymmys in salt watir bedyit

Strekit on the cost, spred furth, bekit and dryit.

Bot first Achates slew fyre of the flynt

Keppit in dry leiffis as tunder, quhil thai brynt;

Syne stikkis dry to kyndil thar about laid is,

Quhil al in flambe the bless of fyre vp bradis.

Than was the quhete (with fludis chaffit and wet)

And instrumentis to purge it swith out set.

For skant of vittal, the cornys in quernys of stane

Thai grand, and syne buke at the fyre ilkane.

In the meyn quhile, Eneas the bank on hie

Has clummyn, widequhar behaldand the large see

Gif ony schip thar on mycht be persavit

Quhilk lait tofor the wyndis had bewavit,

Or ony Troiane galay, bark or barge,

Antheus, Capis or Caicus stremeris large

Wavand or schawand from thar top on hycht.

Na schip he saw, bot sone he gat a syght

Of thre hartis waverand by the cost syde,

Quham at the bak, throu out the gravis wide,

The mekil herdis followit in a rowt

And pasturit all the large valle about.

Tharat he styntis and hynt his bow in hand;

Swift fleand arowis fast by him had berand

The traist Achates; and first the ledaris thre,

Quhilk on thar hedis bair the tyndis hie,

Smertly he slew, syne al the rangald persewis

With grundyn arowis amang the thik wod bewis,

And styntis not with dartis thame to bete

Quhil he to grond had brocht sevin hartis grete,

And with his schippis thar nowmyr equale maid.

Syne to the havin sped him for out abaid

And thame distribut amangis his feris all.

The wyne thar with in veschell gret and small,

Quhilk til him gave Acestes, his ryall host,

At his departing from Sycilly the cost,

To thame he byrlis and skynkis fast but weir,

And with sik wordis comfortis thar drery cheir:

O ȝe my feris and deir frendis, quod he,

Of bywent perrellis not ignorant bene we.

Ȝe haue sustenyt grettar dangeris onkend,

Lyke as heirof God sal mak sone ane end.

The rage of Silla, that huge swelth in the see,

Ȝe haue eschapit, and passit eik haue ȝhe

The euer rowtand Charibdis rolkis fell;

The craggis quhar monstruus Ciclopes dwell

Ȝhe ar expert. Pluk vp ȝour hartis, I ȝou pray,

This dolorus dreid expell and do away.

Sum tyme heiron to think may help perchance:

By diuerss cacis, seir perrellis and sufferance

Onto Itale we ettill, quhar destany

Has schape for ws, in rest and quiet, herbry;

Predestinat is thar Troy sal ryss agane  

Beis stowt on prosper forton to remane.

Syk plesand wordis carpand he has furth brocht,

Set his mynd trublit mony grewouss thocht,

With fenȝeit comfort by his cheyr outwart

The dolorus payn hyd deip gravyn in hart.

Hys feris has this praye ressauyt raith

And to thar met addressis, it to graith,

Hynt of the hydis, maid the bowkis bair,

Rent furth the entralis, sum in tailȝeis schare,

Syne brochit flykerand, sum gobbettis of lyre

Kest in caldronys, and othir sum bet the fyre;

Thame to refresch thus all the cost on lenth

Sped thame with fude to recover thar strenth,

On the greyn gers sat doune, and fillit thaim syne

Of fat venyson and nobill auld wyne.

Quhen hungir thus with metis was chasit away

And dischis drawin, than with lang sermond thai

Bewalit thar feris lossit on the flude:

Betwix gude hope and dreid in dowt thai stude

Quhidder thai war levand or tholit extreme ded all;

Thai answer nocht set thai oft pleyn and call.

Bot principally the pietefull Eneas

Regratis oft the hard fortoune and cace

Of stern Orontes new drownyt in the sey,

And now Amycus harm complenys he,

Now hym alone the cruel fate of Lycus,

Now strang Gyan, now stalwart Cloanthus.



C f marginal note setts; L B marginal note or settis.



Nympha may be clepit a spowss or a damysell. Bot thai bein taken wyth poetis for goddessis of woddis, wildirness, fludis or wellis, and Nympha is a generall naym to all syk. Nymphis of wellis bein callit Naydes; of hillis or montanys, Oreades; of woddis and forestis, Dryades; of salt fludis, Nereides; of flouris, Napee; and Hamadriades ar fenȝeit to grow and de wyth the tre, as quha wald say the sawll of the tre.



Ȝe sall ondirstand Virgill in all partis of his prosess, quhat maner or fasson he discrivis ony man at the begynnyng, sa continewys he of that samin person all thro, and Eneas in all his wark secludis from all vylle offyce; bot as twychand materris of pyety or devotion, thar labowris he euer wyth the first, as ȝe may se in the beginyng of the vi buke.



Thocht sum wald say, perchans, that in Affrik bein na hartis, therto answeris Landinus that, albeit perchans now ther be nain, in tha days tha war not to seyk, or thocht in the ferther partis of Affrik be nain, in the hiddir partis, quharto was Eneas dryve, ther beyn mony.



or gydaris.



Acestes, kyng of Sycilly; of quham in the first c. of the thrid buke.



Sylla and Charybdis bein twa gret dangeris in the Sycill sey; of quham in the vi and viii c. of the thrid buyk.



Off thir Cyclopes alsso in the ix and x c. of the thrid buyk.



Wyne the eldar the bettir, sa that it be fresch, and euery man knawis vennyson owt of ply tynys the sesson.

Quhou Iove beheld the large costis on fer

And how Venus carpis with Iupiter.

Gone was the day and all thar lang sermoun

Quhen Iupiter, from his heich speir, adoun

Blent on the sailrife seys and erth tharby,

With pepill dwellyng on costis fer syndry,

Heich in the hevynnys top he baid hoverand

And of Lyby beheld graithly the land.

Within his breist on diuerss curis as he thus

Musys and thynkis, ontill hym spak Venus

All dolorus, hir eyn full of brycht teris:

O thou, quod sche, quhilk governys, rewlis and steris

Baith goddis and men be thyne etern empyre,

And oft affrays with thundyr and wyldfyre,

Quhou mycht myne Ene sa gretly the offend?

Or quhat mycht Troianys trespas, quhilk now at end

Ar brocht and sufferit, sa feill corsis laid ded

Throu owt the warld debarrit in euery sted

And drevin from Itale? Thou hecht vmquhill, perfay,

Of thame suld cum, efter this mony a day,

The worthy Romanys, and of Troianys ofspring

Princis of power our sey and land to ryng.

Quhat wikkit counsale, fader, has turnyt thi thocht?

Forsuyth at Troys distructioune, as I mocht,

I tuke comfort heirof, thinkand but baid

That hard wanwerd suld follow fortoun glaid.

Bot ȝit the sammyn myschance persewis thame sayr,

In syndry dangeris cachit heir and thair.

Of thair travell quhat end grantis thou, gret kyng?

Sen Anthenor mycht throu myd ostis thring

Of Grekis, and perss the soundis Ilyria,

And sovirly pass the strait regionys alswa

Of Liburnanys, and our Tymavy the flude,

Quharat nyne movthis rynnand as it war wode

The hillis resoundis, sa rudly doith it rowt,

And like a sey bettis on the brays abowt;

Thar netheless of Padva the cite

A dwelling place for Troianys biggit has he,

And nemmyt the pepill efter hym, and full ȝor

The armys of Troy has set vp in memor:

Bot we thi blude, thi kynrent and ofspring,

To quham in hevin thou grantis a place to ryng,

Schame forto say, all throw the feid of ane,

Has lossit our schippis, and ar betrasit ilkane,

And fer from Itale bene withhaldin eik  

Is this reward ganand for thame ar meik?

Is this the honour done to thame bene godlyke?

Restoris thou wss on sik wyss our kynryke?

Smylyng sum deil, the fader of goddis and men

With that ilk sweit vissage, as we ken,

That mesys tempestis and makis the hevynnys cleir,

First kyssit his child, syne said on this maneir:

Away sik dreid, Cytherea, be nocht efferd,

For thi lynage onchangit remanys the werd.

As thou desyris, the cite salt thou se,

And of Lavyne the promyst wallis hie.

Eik thou salt rayss abuf the sterrit sky

The manfull Eneas and hym deify.

My sentence is nocht alterit as thou trastis;

Bot I sal schaw the, sen sik thochtis the thrastis,

And heir declair of destaneis the secreit,

Full mony ȝheris tofor thai be compleit.

This Eneas, with hydwyss bargannyng,

In Itale frawart pepill sal doune thring,

Syne efter statut lawis for tha men

And beld townys and wal his citeis then.

Quhen thre someris in Latium or Itail

And thre wynteris he rungyn has all haill

Fra tyme Rutilyanys bene subdewit in fecht,

That the ȝong child, quhilk now Ascanyvs hecht

And to surname clepit Iulus sans faill,

For he in Ilion was of the blude ryale,

Quhill that of Troy and Ilion stude the ryng,

Thretty lang twelfmonthis rolling our sal ryng,

From Lavyne realm the seyt translait alswa

And forcely wall the cite lang Alba.

Thar sal thre hundreth ȝeris togidder remane

The ryng vnder the pepill Hectoriane,

Quhil Ilya, nun and dochter of a kyng,

Consavit of Mars, twa twynnys do furth bring;

Than with the glitterand wolf skyn our his aray,

Cled in his nuryss talbert glaid and gay,

Romulus sal the pepill ressaue and weld,

And he the mercial wallis of Rome sal beld,

And efter his name cal the pepill Romanys.

To thir folkis quhou lang thar ryng remanys,

Nowder term of space nor boundis of senȝeory

Nane wil I set, for to thame grant haue I

Perpetual empyre, bot end to lest,

Apirsmert Iuno, that with gret onrest

Now cummyrris erd, sey and ayr, quod he,

Sal turn hir mynd bettir ways and with me

Fostir the Romanys, lordis of al erdly geir,

And Latyne pepill kepe bath in payce and weir.

This is determyt, this lykis the goddis, I wyss.

Eftyr mony lustris and ȝeris ourslydyn is,

The tyme sal cum quhen Anchises ofspring

The realm of Pthythia in bondage sal doune thring,

And eik of Myce subdew the regioune large,

And vndir thar lordschip dant al Grece and Arge,

Cesar of nobill Troiane blude born salbe,

Quhilk sal thempyre delait to the occiane see,

And to the sternys vpspring sal the fame

Of Iulius, that takyn haith hys name

From Iulus, thi nevo, the gret kyng,

As prince discend of his blude and ofspring,

Quham, efter this, sovir of thyne entent,

Chargit with the spulȝe of the orient,

Amang the nowmyr of goddis ressaue thou sall,

And as a god men sal him clep and call.

The cruel tyme sone therefter sal cess,

And weris stanche, al salbe rest and pess;

Ancyant faith and valiant knychthed,

With chaste religioune, sal than the lawys led;

The dreidful portis salbe schet, but faill,

Of Ianus tempill, the takynar of bataill;

With hard irne bandis claspit fast in cage,

Of wykkit bargane tharin the furyus rage

Set apon grisly armour in his seyt,

And with ane hundreth brasyn chenȝeis grete

Behynd hys bak hard bund hys handis tway,

The horribil tyrrant with bludy mouth sal bray.

This beand said, Iupiter ful evyn

Hys son Mercury send doune from the hevyn,

So that of Cartage baith realm and new cite

To luge the Troianys suld all reddy be,

Less than Dido, the destany mysknawand,

Wald thame expell hyr boundis or hyr land.

He with gret fard of weyngis flaw throu the sky

And to the cuntre of Lyby come in hy,

Thar dyd hys charge, and the folkis of Cartage

Thar ferss mudis and hartis gan asswage

At the plesour of the god, quhilk thame taucht.

And first of othir, the quene hir self hass kaucht

Towart the Troianys a ful frendly mynd

As on to thame tilbe bowsum and kynd.



Iove or Iupiter by the gentillis was clepit the mast soueran god, fader of goddis and men, and all the otheris war bot haldyn as poweris dyuerss of this Iupiter, callit iuuans pater, the helply fadir; bot quham we cleip swa I haf writyn in my proloug of the x buyk. Of Iupiter, as writis Sanct Augustyn in his volume clepit the Cyte of God, in the vii buke and ix c. therof, thus writis poetis:

Iupiter omnipotens, regum rex ipse, deusque,

Progenitor genitrixque deum, deus vnus, et omnes.



Iupiter omnipotent, king of kingis, and god, fader and moder of goddis, an god, and all the goddis. Of him largly spekis he alsswa, reprevand the gentile opinionys, in the sam volum, in the first buk and xi c. therof; and in the xii c. repreuys the opynion of Plato, that haldis God the sawll of the warld. Of Iupiter sais the poet Lucan:

Iupiter est quodcunque vides, quocunque moueris.



Iupiter is all that euer thou seis, and all that euer movis. Bot quhou ther beyn thre syndry Iupiteris, reid Iohn Bocas in his Genealogy of Goddis, in the first c. of the xi buyk, quhar he tretis of Iupiter, kyng of Crete, quhilk was Iupiter the thrid; and ther at the full of all the fiction and fabillis therof, and quhy he is clepit gret god, and of this Iupiter in the recollectis of Troy. Of the secund Iupiter, kyng of Archad and syne of Athenes, quhilk slew Lycaon and was fadyr to Dardanus, of quham cam the Troianys, he writis in the first c. of his v buyk. And of Iupiter the first, callit Lysanyan, and kyng Athenes, in the ii c. of his ii buke, quhar he tretis the proprieteis of Iupiter the planeyt. And now to speyk of Iupiter the planete, quhilk is secund in ordour, and vnermaste nyxt Saturn. He is gentyll and meyk, and full of gud influens, and profitabill aspectis, in sa fer that gif he conionys with a frawart planete, sik as Mars or Saturn, he meysis ther wreth. Gif he conionys with a meyn planete, as the Sone, the Moyn or Mercury, he drawis thaim and makis inclyn to his gudness. Quhen he conionys wyth Venus, or is participant wyth her, as he stud in the ascendent at this tym of Eneas landyng, quhilk is fenȝeit the commonyng betwix hym and Venus, than, as heir apperis, batakynnys all gud; for Iove is clepit Fortuna maior, and Venus Fortuna minor. He completis his curss in xii ȝeris, and by this constylation betwix him and Venus, Seruius ondirstandis felicite tocum be a woman, as followis be Dido. And that Venus was sorofull, that is to knaw, discendent, and nocht in hir strength, signifeis the sorofull departyng and myschans of Dido.



Becauss ther is mension of Anthenor, quham many, followand Gwydo De Columnis, haldis tratour, sum thing of him will I speyk, thocht it may suffis for his purgation that Virgill heir hayth namyt him, and almaste comparit him to the mast soueran Eneas, quhilk comparison na wyss wald he haf maid for lak of Eneas, gif he had bein tratour. Bot to schaw his innocens, lat vs induce the mast nobill and famus historian and mylky flud of eloquens, gret Tytus Lyuius, quhilk of Anthenor and Eneas sais thir wordis in his beginning: It is weill wyt that, Troy beand takin, in all the otheris Troianys crudelite was exersit, exceppand twa, Anthenor and Eneas, to quham the Grekis did na harm, bot abstenyt fra all power of batall as twichyng thaim, becauss of the rayson of hospitalite, for thai had beyn ther ald hostis, and all tymys thai war solistaris and warkkaris to rendyr Helen and to procur paice. Now I beseik ȝow, curtess redaris, considdir gif this be punctis of traison, or rathar of honour, and wey the excellent awtorite of Virgill and Tytus Lyuius wyth ȝour pevach and corrupt Gwido. Landinus sais als of this Anthenor that, for his sone Glaucus followit Paris, he depechit him of him, and for that sam caus, quhen he was aftyr slan by Agamenon, he maid na duyll for his ded.



Ilyria hes his naym fra Illyrus, son to Polyphemus, and, as sais Sextus Rufus, it contenys xvii provyncis. It extendis endlang all the gret flud Danubyum, callit Hister, on bayth the sydis, and in it is Vngary, Pannony, Sclauony, Bohem, Denmark and Macydon; and this Lyburnya is bot a part therof, contenand certan ilis. Timauus is a flud in Lumbardy, in the Venytian landis, that cumis furth of the Duch montanys at ix beginnyngis, quhilk all rynnys in a loch, quham the pepill adiacent callis a sey, and from this loch cumys the flud that rynnys to Padva, byggit be Anthenor, as heir ȝe may se. Bot it is tobe notyt that Virgill sais abuf, in the first c., Eneas coim fyrst fra Troy to Italy, and heir it apperis Anthenor caym befor him: to that sais Seruyus, tha partis quhamto coym Anthenor beyn not haldyn of Italy, bot of Lumbardy, callyt Gallia Cysalpina. Or mayr evidently may we say that Ene was the fyrst coim to Italy by fait, and at the goddis command. Anthenor coym at his awin auentur, and nocht be destine.



Venus is clepit Cytherea fra the ile Cythera, besid Creyt, quhar scho was norysit; or fra the mont Cytheron, quhar scho was gretly wirscheppit.



The cyte of Rome, or than of New Troy.



The deyfication of Eneas is eftyr, in the last c. of the xiii buyk.



Of the barganyng or batellis of this Eneas, her in dyuers bukis followand; and of the beldyng of his cyte and how lang his ryng endurit, in the last and penult c. of the xiii buyk.



Iulus is thre sillabis, spellit wyth i per se and v per se.



The cite Alba, biggit by Ascanius son of Creusa, eftyr Virgill had his naim fra the quhite swyn, as ȝe may se in the first c. of the viii buk; and was clepit Lang Alba for it was set endlang the band or ryg of a law hill, as writis Tytus Lyuius, and wass distroit by Tullus Hostilius, thrid king of Rom, and tharof in the xi c. of the xiii buke.



Pepill Hectorean, hardy as Hector, or of the kinrent and blud of Hector, for this Ascanȝus was his fift son.



Of Romulus ȝe sall knaw, that Porcas, the xi kyng of Alba or Albanys, gat twa sonys, Numytor and Amulyus, betwyx quham he dividit his realm. Bot this Amulyus banyst his brother Numytor, and slew his son Lawsus; and his dochtir, callit Ilya or Rhea, consecrat a nun onto the goddes Vesta, to that effect scho suld haf na succession, for in tha dais sik nunis, gif tha brak ther virginite, war eyrdit qwyk. Bot this Ilia consauyt and brocht furth twa childyr mayll, quham thai fenȝe to haf beyn engendyrit of Mars, becauss thai war bellicoss and chevalruss, and bygettin of sum dowchti man. And than this Amulyus gart put this Ilia to ded and bad kast tha childyr in Tybyr. Bot the flud bean speyt was flowyn sa far our the brays thai mycht nocht wyn to the crocis of the water and thus war thai left on the bra. And ane Faustus, an hyrd, had thaim haim to his howss, and maid Acca his wyf, other wyss callyt Lupa, nuryce thaim; and for that Lupa betakinnys a wolf and scho was callit Lupa, therfor is it said a wolf fosterit Romulus and Remus. And becauss this said Acca or Lupa maid Romulus hir ayr, therfor sais Virgill he was cled in his motheris or nuryce tawbart. And eftyr, quhen thai worth men, thai becam for the nanys briggantis of the wod, and by a maner pollycy or practyk convenyt that the tayn of thaim suld tak his brother and all his complicis, and sa thai did, and brocht him befor ther vncle the kyng Amulyus, as thocht he wald accuss him of a dedly cryme. And quhen thai war in presens cumin, thai bayth attanys rayss apon Amulyus and slew him, and ther declaryt ther blud and genealogy, and therefter brocht haim thar grandsyr Numytor, and restoryt to him his realm, syn went ther way and for thaim selvyn biggit Roym and wallyt fyrst. And for thai war bayth of a byrth, thai beguyth debait for the naim of the cyte. Than was appunctyt that on the morn quha saw the mast nobyll syng or takin augurian suld geif the cyte his naym. And Remus fyrst saw vi gripis, and Romulus eftyr hym xii gripis. Than said the tayn his takyn was most nobyll for that he saw thaim first; and the tother na, becauss he saw ma; bot quhiddir it was for that debait, or for the goyng our the wallis, as otheris will say, Remus was slayn be Fabyus, chyftan of weyr to Romulus, and the cyte clepit Roma eftyr Romulus. And quhou or quhy that he is callit Quyrites, and of his dowtsom end, and of the sonnis eclips the tym of his ded, and quhy he was repute a god, reid Titus Lyuius, Iohn Bocas in the last c. of the Genealogi of Godis in the ix buke, and Augustyn in the Cyte of God in the xv c. of the iii buke. And sum thing heir eftir in the xiii c. of the vi buke and the x c. of the viii buyk.



Sanct Augustyn in his volum clepit De Verbis Domini, in the xxix sermond, mokkis at this word, sayand: Ȝit is not the end, and the empyr is translat to the Almanys. Bot Virgill was crafty, sais he, that wald not on his awyn byhalf rehers thir wordis, bot maid Iupiter pronunce thaim  and as he is a half fenȝeit god, swa is his prophecy.



Pthytia was the cuntre of Achilles; Myce or Mycene, the realm of Agamenon; Arge, the realm of Kyng Adrastus, pertenyng eftir to Diomed be raison of his moder, and it is oft tane for all Grece, and the Grekis therfra bein oft clepit Argiui, or pepill of Arge.



Of Iuliuss Cesar, quhen I behald his Commentareis, and the gret volum of Lucan, and quhat of hym writis Swytoneus, I thynk bettyr hald styll my pen than wryt lytill of sa large a mater and sa excellent a prynce. Bot ȝe sall knaw that the principall entent of Virgill was to extoll the Romanys, and in specyal the famyllye or clan Iulyan, that coim from this Ascanyus, son to Eneas and Crevsa, otherwais callyt Iulus; becauss the empryour August Octavyan, quhamto he direkkit this wark, was of that hows and blud, and sistyr son to Cesar Iulyus. And therfor, quhen Cesar was slayn by the Sanatouris, Octavyan had revengit his deth, and rang passabilly at the byrth of our Salviour, quhen the starn of Bethliam apperit. Than to pless Octavian, said the Romanys that was the sawll of Cesar quhilk was deifyit, and this opynion heir twischis Virgill and alss in his Bucolyqueys.



Off the stek and of closyng of the tempill of Ianus in tym of weyr and of pace, ȝe haf in the vii buyk in the x c. And this tempill of Ianus was twyss closit befor Octauian: anys be Numa Pompilius, and the secund tym be Tytus Manlyus, and thriss be Octavyan. And this tym heyr markyt was the last tym, at the cumyng of Cryst, quhen all the warld was in pace. In wytnes therof the angellis sang pace in erd, the tym of bryth: the ii c. of Sanct Luke.



Off Mercury red in the v c. of the iiii buke; and that Mercur heir was send doun from Iupiter is nocht ellis bot the planet Mercur was at disces and Iove stud ascendent, quhilk signifeit frendschip in hast tocum bot not to lest lang.



In this cheptir ȝe haf that Eneas met his moder Venus in lykness of a virgyn or a mayd, by the quhilk ȝe sall vndirstand that Venus is fenȝeit to be modyr to Eneas becaws that Venus was in the ascendent and had domynation in the hevyn and tym of his natyvite; and for that the planet Venus was the signifiar of his byrth and had domination and speciall influens towart hym, therfor is scho fenȝeit to be his mother; and thus it that poetis fenȝeis bein full of secreyt ondyrstandyng ondyr a hyd sentens or fygur. And weyn nocht for this, thocht poetis fenȝeis Venus the planet, for the causs foirsaid, tobe Eneas mother, at thai beleve nocht he was motherless, bot that he had a fayr lady to his moder, quhilk for hir bewte was clepit Venus. And that Venus metis Eneas in form and lykness of a maid is tobe onderstand that Venus the planete that tym was in the syng of the Virgyn, quhilk betakynnyt luf and fawouris of wemen. And of Venus and hir son Cupyd I sall say sum thyng in the x c. of this sam buke.

Ene, at morow rakand throu the schaw,

Met with hys modir into habit onknaw.

Bot al this nyght the reuthfull Eneas,

That in his mynd gan mony thyng compass,

Belive as that the hailsum day wolx lycht

Dressit him furth to spy and haue a sycht

Of new placis, fortil serss and knaw

To quhatkyn costis he with the wynd was blaw,

Quha thame inhabit, quhidder wild bestis or men  

For al semyt bot wilderness til hym then  

And as he fand schupe till hys feris to schaw,

Hys navy dern amyd the thyk wod schaw,

Vnderneth the holkit hyngand rochis hie,

Dekkit about with mony semly tre,

Quhois schaddowis dyrk hyd weill the schippis ilkane.

And he bot with a fallow furth is gane,

With traste Achates; in athiris hand yfeir

The braid steil heid schuke on the huntyng speir.

Amyd the wod hys moder met thame tway

Semand a maid in vissage and aray

With wapynnys like the virgynys of Spartha

Or the stowt wench of Trace, Harpalica,

Hastand the horss hir fadir to reskew,

Spedyar than Hebrun, the swyft flude, dyd persew;

For Venus eftyr the gyss and maner thar

Ane active bow apon hir schuldir bar

As scho had bene a wild hunteress,

With wynd waving hir haris lowsit of tress,

Hir skyrt kiltit til hir bair kne,

And first of other, onto thame thus spak sche:

Howe, say me ȝongkeris, saw ȝe walkand heir

By aventur ony of my sisteris deyr,

The cayss of arrowis tachit by hir syde,

And cled in to the spottit lynx hyde,

Or with lowd cry followand the chayss

Eftir the fomy bayr, in thar solace?

Thus said Venus, and hir son agane

Answeris and said, Trewly, maide, in plane

Nane of thi systeris dyd I heir ne se.

Bot, O thou virgyne, quham sal I cal the?

Thy vissage semys na mortale creatur

Nor thi voce sovndis not lyke to humane nature:

A goddess art thou suythly to my syght.

Quhidder thou be Dyane, Phebus systir brycht,

Or than sum goddess of thir nymphis kynd,

Maistress of woddis, beis to ws happy and kynd,

Releve our lang travell quhat euer thou be,

And vndir quhat art of this hevyn sa hie

Or at quhat cost of the warld finaly

Sal we arrive, thou tech wss by and by;

Of men and land onknaw we are drive will

By wynd and storm of sey cachit hiddertill;

And mony fair sacrifice and offerand

Befor thyne altar sal de of my rycht hand.

Venus answerd, I denȝe not to ressaue

Sik honour certis, quhilk feris me nocht to haue,

For to the madynnys of Tyre this is the gyiss

To beir a cayss of arowis on this wyss,

With rede botynys on thar schankis hie.

This is the realm of Punyce quhilk ȝe se,

The pepill of Tyre, and the cite, but mor,

Belt be the folk discend from Agenor.

Ȝhe bene in the merchis of Lyby, sans faill,

Inhabit with pepill ondantabill in bataill,

Quhar Dido quene rewlis the empyre,

Hydder, for hir brodir, fled from the realm of Tyre;

Lang war the iniuris, the dowtis lang tobe tald,

Bot I the vmaste of the mater sall hald.

Ane husband, quhilk Sycheus hecht, had sche,

Rychast in all the grond of Phenyce

And strangly luffit of the silly Dido,

For be hir fader, as was the maner tho,

By chans scho was in cleyn virginite

Weddit to hym. Bot of Tyre the cuntre

In heretage held Pigmalyon hir brodir,

In wikkitnes cruel abufe all othir,

Quhilk, but offence or occasioun of greif,

For blynd cwatyce of gold throu his myscheif,

Befor the altar, slely with a knyfe,

Or he was war, reft Sycheus the lyfe,

And, of the gret luf of his systir suyr,

Concelyt this cruel deid lang vndir cuyr  

That fals man, by dissaitfull wordis fair,

With vaynhope trumpit the wofull luffar.

Bot of hir husband bygravit the ymage

To hir apperis in sleip, with pail vissage,

On mervellus wyss, and gan at lenth declare

Quhou he was cruelly slane at the altare.

He schew the knyf outthrow hys breist threst,

And all the hyd cryme of hir howss manyfest,

Syne in gret haist exortis hir to fle

And leif hir native land, and tak the see,

And, forto help hir onwart by the way,

Vnder the erth quhar ald hurdis hyd lay,

Of siluer and gold revelit a huge weght.

Dido, heirat commovit I ȝou hecht,

For hir departing falloschip reddy maid;

Togidder conuenys but ony langar abaid

All thai quhilk hatis the cruell tyrrantis dedis,

Or ȝit his fellon violence sair dredis.

The schippis that on cayss war reddy thar

Thai tuke, and chargit full of gold but mayr.

The tresour of the wrachit Pigmaleon

Is thus caryit our the sey onone.

A woman captane is of all this deid.

To ȝone place ar thai cummyn, thou may tak heid,

Quhar now rysis ȝone large wallis stowt

Of New Cartage, with hie towris abowt.

Als mekill grond thai bocht at the first tyde

As thai mycht compas with a bullis hyde;

Ȝondir cheif castell standing on the bra

Into thar langage clepit is Byrsa,

And of this deid his name beris witnes ȝit.

Bot quhat be ȝhe, finaly wald I wyt?

Or of quhat cuntre cummyn? Or pass wald quhar?

Sche sperand this, Eneas sichand sair,

The voce drawand deip from his breist within,

Said, O thou goddess, gif I suld begyn

And tell our labour from the formast end,

To heir our storyis set thou myght attend,

Or I maid end, Vesper, the evyn starn brycht,

Suld cloyss the hevin and end the days lycht.

We ar of ancyant Troy (gif euer ȝe

The name of Troy has hard in this cuntre),

And caryit throuowt diuerss seys alswa,

And now by fortoune to cost of Lybia

Drevyn with tempest. Rewthfull Ene am I,

That Troiane golddis tursys in my navy,

Quham fra amyd our ennemyss I rent.

My fame is knaw abufe the eliment.

I seik Itale and our auld cuntre fer

And lynage cum from hyast Iupiter.

With schippis twyss ten the Phyrgyane see,

My modir a goddes techand the way, tuke we,

Followand destany quhilk was to me grant.

Of all our floyt, from wynd and wallys skant

Sevin evil perbrakit salue remanys with me.

Onkend and mysterfull in desertis of Lybe

I wandir, expellit from Europ and Asia.

Venus na mair sufferit hym pleyn or say;

Amyd hys dolorus playntis thus spak sche:

Quhat evir thou art, I trast weill at thou be

Favorit with the goddis, and drawis this hailsum ayr,

Quhilk is the spreit of lyfe, to thy weilfair,

Sen thou art cummyn to Cartage the cyte.

Now hald thy way and at the quenys entre

Present thy self. I schaw the for certane

Thy ferys ar salf, thy navy is cummyn agane,

In salfty brocht fre of north wyndis als,

Less than my parentis taucht me spaying craft fals.

Behald twelf swannys in randoun glaid and fair

Quham, newly from the regioun of the air,

Iovis fowle, the egill, discendyng fra hys hycht,

Hass sair effrayt amyd the skyis brycht;

Now with lang range to lycht thai beyn adrest

And spyis the erth about quhar thai sall rest.

As thai return, thar weyngis swouchand iolely,

And with thar courss circlys about the sky,

Cryand or syngand efter thar awyn gyss:

Thy schippys and falloschip on the sammyn wyss

Owdir ar herbryit in the havyn, I wyss,

Or with bent saill entris in the port be this.

Now pass thy way evyn furth that sammyn went.

Thus said sche, and turnand incontinent,

Hir nek schane lyke onto the royss in May,

Hyr hevynly haris glitterand brycht and gay,

Kest from hir forhed a smell gloryus and sweit,

Hir habyt fell down coveryng to hir feit,

And in hir passage a verray god dyd hir kyth.

And fra that he knew hys moder alswith

With sik wordis he followys as scho dyd fle:

Quhy art thou cruell to thy son, quod he,

Dissavand hym sa oft with fals sembland?

Quhy grantis thou nocht we mycht ioyn hand in hand

And fortill heir and rendir vocis trew?

Thus he reprevys, bot sche is went adew.

Than to the cyte he haldis furth the way,

Bot Venus with a sop of myst baith tway

And with a dyrk clowd closyt rownd abowt,

That na man suld thame se nor twich but dowt,

Ne by the ways stop or ellis deir,

Or ȝit the cawsis of thar cummyn speir.

Hyr self vplyft to Paphum passyt swith

To vissy hir restyng place, ioly and blith;

Thar is hir tempill into Cypir land,

Quharin thar doith ane hundreth altaris stand,

Hait byrnnyng full of Saba sens all howris,

And smellyng sweit with fresch garlandis of flowris.



Mony expondis Achates for thochtfull cuyr or solicitud, quhilk all tymys is feyr and companȝeon to princis and gret men.



The madynnis of Sparta bene the Amasonys.



Harpalica douchter to Ligurgus kyng of Trace, hir fader beand tane be the pepil of Getya, assemblit hir power and with sa gret haist persewit thame that scho semyt in swiftness to forryn the swiftast flude of Trace, callit Hebrun; and with mair agilite and hardyment than is almaste tobe belevit, reskewit hir fader and ourcome hir aduersaris.



Thus said scho forto dissimyll hyr self, or than becauss that in Cypir was scho wirscheppit only wyth insens and flouris and nayn other sacrifyce, sa that it was onlefull ony blud war sched in hir tempyll.



Of Agenor ȝe sal knaw that Iupiter engendrit Ephaphus, quhilk gat Belus the first, that engendrit this Agenor, and he begat Phenix, fra quham the realm of Tyre was namyt Phenycia and the pepil bath of Tyre and Cartage Phenycianys or Punycianys. This Phenix begat Belus the secund, otherwyss callit Methres, and he was fader to this Pygmaleon and Queyn Dido, otherwyss nemmyt Elissa. This ilk Phenix also engendrit Philistenes, quhilk begat this Sycheus, otherwyss callit Sicarbas, spouss to this ilk Dido and gret preste to Hercules.



Sum sais scho gave alss mekyll gold as wald gang in a bul hid for this grund; sum haldis opynyon that in thai dais the monye was mad of cuyrbulȝe or leddyr, and this castell hes his naym therfra, for in the langage of Affrik, byrsa betakynnys leddyr or a hyd. Bot Seruyus is of Virgillis opynion, sayand Dido maid carve the bull hid in sa small twhangis that it cumpassyt abowt the spass of xxii stageis, that is, thre myllis quarter less.



That Eneas heyr commendis his self, it is not to be tayn that he said this for arrogans bot forto schaw his styll, as a kyng or prince onknawin in an onkowth land may but repreif reherss his estate and dygnite to mak him be tretyt as afferis. And alss, becauss he trastyt he spak wyth a goddess, that scho suld nocht aschaym to remayn and talk wyth hym therfor; and becauss scho was a woman, he schew that he was a man of autorite, wyth quham thai nedis nocht ascham to speyk, for he was that man quhilk by the common voce was clepit Eneas full of pyete. And for that Virgill clepis hym swa all thro this buyk, and I interpret that term quhylys for rewth, quhils for devotion and quhilis for pyete and compassion, tharfor ȝe sall knaw that pyete is a vertw or gud deid be the quhilk we geif our dylligent and detfull lawbour to our natyve cuntre and onto thaim beyn conionyt to vs in neyr degre. And this vertw, pyete, is a part of iustyce and hes ondyr hym twa other vertwys: amyte, callyt frendschip, and liberalyte.



Varo sais that Eneas, fra his departing of Troy quhil he coym in the feldis of Lawrentum, all the day saw the starn of Venus, and quhen he was thiddir cummyn he saw it na mair, quharby he ondirstud that was his grund fatayll.



Parentis betakynnys the childis fader and moder baith.



The Egill be poetis is fenȝeit tobe Iovis fowle, and that he maid minstration to him of the thunder and wapynnys the tyme of the batale betwix the god Dis and the Gyantis. Bot war it lefull to compar prophane fabillis to Haly Scriptour, Sanct Iohne the Ewangelist is verray Iovis egill and clepit son of thundir.

Eneas, at his moderys commandment,

Cled with the mysty clowd, to Cartage went.

Thai in the meyn tyme hastit furth thar way

As the rod led thame, quhil ascend ar thai

The hill fer rysand abuf the town on hycht,

Quhar all the cite forgane thame se thai mycht.

Eneas wondrit the gretnes of Cartage,

Quhilk lait tofor had beyn ane smal cotage;

The fair portis alsso he ferleit fast,

And of the brute of pepill tharat inpast,

The large stretys paithit by and by.

The byssy Tyrryanys lauborand ardently,

Ane part haistis tobeild the wallys wight,

And sum to rayss the gret castell on hyght

And welt vp stanys to the wark on hie,

Sum grathis fast the thak and rufe of tre,

And sum abowt delvys the fowsy deip,

Sum chesis officeris the lawys forto kepe

With counsalouris and senatouris, wyss folkis,

Ȝonder othersum the new havyn holkis,

And heir alsso, ane other end fast by,

Lays the fundament of the theatry,

And otheris eik the huge pillaris grete

Out of the querrellys gan do hew and bete

Fortill adorn that place in all degre

In tyme cummyng quhar gret triumphe suldbe  

Lyke to the beys, in feildis floryst new,

Gaderyng thar wark of mony diuerss hew,

In soft somyr the brycht son hait schynyng,

Quhen of thar kynd thame list swarmys furthbryng,

Or in camys incluss thar hwny cleyn

And with sweit liquour stuffis thar cellis scheyn,

Or ressavys the byrdyngis from othir tharowt,

Or fra thar hyve togyddir in a rowt

Expellis the bowbart beist, the faynt drone be;

Thar labour is bissy and fervent forto se,

The hwny smellys of the sweit tyme seid.

O, quod Ene, full happy ar ȝhe in deid,

Quhais large wallis rysys thus on hie!

A quhile he visseit the boundis of this cite,

Ane wonder thyng, coverit with a clowd about:

He entrys syne amyd the thikast rowt,

Amang the men he thrang, and nane hym saw.

Amyd the cite stude ane semly schaw,

With hys maist plesand sobir schaddowis, quhar,

As the Punycianys first vpwarpit war

Efter the stormys blastis and seys rage,

Thai delvand fand the takynnar of Cartage,

Ane mekill horss hed that was, I weyn,

As Iuno had schaw tofor, of goddis queyn,

That signyfyit the cite excellent in batale,

And plentuus eik al tymys of vittale.

In the ilke place, the Sydonas Dido

Begouth to byg a prowd tempill of Iuno

With dowreis seir and gyftis of rychess

And eik the goldyn statw of the goddes.

The entre rayss with hie stagis of brass,

With brass alsso the cupplys festynnyt was;

The brassyn durris iargis on the marbill hirst.

In this tempill, seir novelteis first

Schawin till Eneas mesyt gretly hys feir:

The first assurance of comfort was heir

And hope of releif eftir aduersite,

For as he went diuerss thingis to se,

Rowmyng about the large tempill scheyn

Fortobehald the cummyng of the queyn

And of the cite the gret prosperite,

The mony warkmen and thar craftis sle,

In dew proportioun, as he woundrit for ioy,

He saw perordour all the sege of Troy,

The famus batellis, wlgat throu the warld or this,

Of Kyng Pryam and athir Attrides,

And, baldar than thame baith, the ferss Achil.

He styntis, and wepand said Achates tyll:

Quhou now, quhilk place is this, my frend, quod he,

Quhat regioun in erd may fundyn be

Quhar our mysforton is nocht fully proclame?

Allace, behald, se ȝondir Kyng Priam,

Lo, heir his wirschip is haldin in memor.

Thir lamentabyll takynnys passit befor

Our mortal myndis aucht to compassioun steir.

Away with dreid, and tak na langar feir!

Quhat, wenys thou na this fame sall do the gude?

Thus said he and fed hys mynd, quhar he stude,

With thir plesand fenȝeit ymagery,

Murnand sair and wepand tendyrly,

The flude of terys halyng our hys face,

For as he lukit on the wark percace,

He saw porturate quhar in sik a place

The Grekis fled and Troianys followis the chace

Abowt the wallys of Troy as thai dyd fyght.

At ȝondir part the Troianys tak the flycht,

With creste on hed Achillis in hys chair

Persewand strangly. Not far thens saw he quhar

The quhite tentis of Kyng Rhesus, evill kepe,

Betraisit war apon the first sleip,

Quhar with gret slauchter bludy Diomeid

Distroyt all, and till hys tent gan leid

The mylk quhite horssis, fers, swift and gude,

Or evir thai taistit ony Troiane fude

Or drunkyn had of the flude Exanthus.

And ȝondir, lo, beheld he Troilus

Wantyng his armour, the fey barn fleand,

Fortill recontyr Achilles onganand,

The horss hym harland behynd the void cart

Hyngand wyde oppyn, and hys hed dounwart;

Supposs he held the renȝeis fast but faill,

Hys nek and harys on the erd gan traill,

The speir ourturnyt in the duste dyd write.

The sammyn tyme, the Troian madynnys quhite,

With hair doun skalit, all sorofull gan pass

Onto the tempill of the grevit Pallas

To ask supple; with thame a wympill bair thai,

With handis betand thar breistis by the way:

This fremmyt goddess held hir eyn fixt fast

Apon the grund, nocht a blenk list thame cast.

Abowt the wallis of Troy he saw quhat wyss

Achilles harlyt Hectoris body thryss;

The ded corps syne for gold he saw hym sell.

Law from his breist murnand he gave a ȝell,

Seand the void cart and spulȝe of the knycht

And the corps of his derrest frend sa dight.

Priam onarmyt streke furth handis dyd he spy

From Achilles hys sonnys body toby.

Him self alsswa mydlit persavit he

Amang princis of Grece in the melle.

The orient hostis knew he one by one,

And Vlcanus armour on blak Menon.

The madynnys cum fra Amason saw he soyn,

With crukit scheildis schapyn like the moyn,

Led by thar furyus queyn Pantissylle;

Amyd the thousandis egyrly feghtis sche,

And quhar hir pap was for the speir cut away,

Of gold tharon was belt a rych tyschay:

Ane worthy weriour suythly thai mycht hir ken,

This wench stowtly recontir durst with men.

Kyng Agamenon and Duke Menalay.

Heir to the tempil cummys Queyn Dido

Quhar that Eneas his feris fand alsso.

Quhill as the manfull Troian Eneas

To se thir nyce figuris thocht wonder was,

And as he musyt, studyand in a stair

Bot on a sycht quhar on he blenkit thar,

The queyn Dido, excellent in bewte,

To tempill cumis with a fair menȝe

Of lusty ȝyngkeris walkyng hir about.

Lyke to the goddes Dian with hir rowt

Endlang the flude of Eurot on the bra,

Or vndir the toppis of hir hill Cynthia

Ledand ryng dansys, quham followis our alquhar

A thousand nymphis flokkyng heir and thair;

On hir schulder the arrow cace baris sche,

And quhar scho walkis abufe the laif on hie

May weil be seyn; to Latone hir moder this

Gevis reiosyng and secrete hartis blyss:

Sikane was Dido, sykane hir blithly bair

Amyd thame all, the warkis and weilfair

Providing for the realm in tyme tocum.

And quhen sche to the tempill dur is cum,

Syne entryng vnder the myd volt, tuke hir sete

Heich in a trone, and cumpaneis grete

On athir half standyng of armyt men,

The domys and law pronuncis sche to thame then,

The feys of thar laubouris equaly

Gart distribut; gif dowt fallis tharby,

Be cut or kavill that pled sone partit was.

Bot suddandly persavis Eneas

Quhar with gret haist com rynnyng Antheus,

Sergest he seis, and stalwart Cloanthus,

With diuerss otheris of the Troian menȝe,

Quham the blak storm had skatterit on the see

And at ane other cost drevyn to the land.

He and his fallow awondris this seand.

Achates half estonyst stude in affray;

With feir and ioy smyttin baith war thai,

And langit sair to schaik handys; bot thar hart

The onkouth cace amovit in sum part

Forto dissymyll, as na thing seyn thai had,

And with the dyrk clowd hyd, to spy thai baid

Quhou it stude with thar ferys, or chansyt eft,

Or on quhat cost thar navy thai had left,

Quhat thai desyrit, for, as full weill thai saw,

From thar schippis per ordour thai com on raw,

Besekand grace and peax fast, as thame thocht,

And to the tempill with gret clamour socht.

Fra thai war enterit in the tempill tho

And licens grantit thame to speke alsso,

The gretast oratour, Ilioneus,

With plesand voce begouth his sermond thus:

O hie princes, quhamto Iupiter hass grant

To beld ane new cyte, and to dant

The violens of prowd folk by iust law,

We wrachit Troianys, with the wyndis blaw

Throu strange stremys and mony diuerss see,

Forbyd ȝon cruell fyre, besekis the,

Suffir not to byrn our schippis in a rage,

Haue reuth apon our petuus auld lynage.

Considir frendly our mater quhou it standis:

We com nocht hiddir with drawyn swerdis in handis

To spulȝe templis or rychess of Lybia,

Nor by the cost na spreth to dryve away.

Sik violens nane within our myndis is,

Nor sa gret stowtnes to venquyst folk, I wyss.

Thar is a place quham the Grekis, thai say,

Onto hys name clepis Hesperia,

Ane nobill land, richt potent in bataill,

And fructuus grond, plentuus of vittalle,

By Kyng Onotryus inhabit first, we trow,

Bot in our days laitly, the fame is now,

Eftir thar duke it is namyt Italy.

Thidderwart our courss was laid, quhen suddanly

The flude boldnyt, and stormy Orion

Amang blynd bankis cachit ws onon;

The byttir blastis, contrarius al ways,

Throw wallis huge, salt fame and wilsum wais,

And throw the perrellus rowkis gan ws dryve;

Hidder at ȝour cost ar few of ws arryve.

Quhat kynd of pepill duellis heir? quod he,

Quhou beyn sik thewis sufferit in this cuntre?

We ar defendit to herbry on the sand,

Prouokyt eik to batale, and, drevyn to land

By forss of storm, the slyke thai ws deny.

Albeit the strenth of men ȝhe set not by

And mortal weris contempnys and comptis nocht,

Belevis weill ȝit than and haue in thocht

The goddis sall remember, traistis me,

Baith of gud dedis and iniquite.

To ws was kyng the worthy Eneas,

Ane iustar man in all the warld nane was,

Nor mair reuthfull, nor wisar into weir,

And mair valiant in dedis of armys seir,

Quham gif the fatis alyve conservit haith

To tak this hevinly ayr and draw his braith,

And not with cruell gostis hyd vnder erd,

We neid not dreid, sall nocht mak ws efferd,

Nor thou sall neuer repent the sykkyrly

To schaw ws first frendschip and curtasy.

Into the realm of Sycill als haue we

Frendis and citeis, with armyt men plente,

And of the Troian blude Acestes kyng.

Gyf ws war levit our flote on land to bryng,

That with the wynd and storm is all to schaik,

And grantit eik wod leif to hew, and take

Tymmyr to beit ayrris and other mysteris,

So that our kyng we mycht fynd and our feris,

Blithly we suld hald towart Italy,

And to the cost of Latium seik inhy.

Bot gif our weilfar and beleve cleyn gayn is,

And the, maist souerane fader of ws Troianys,

The Lybian sey withhaldis, gif thou be gone,

Nor of Ascanyus comfort remanys none,

Than suythly, at the leste, the Sycill see

And placis reddy fra quham hidder drevin ar we,

We sall seik, and to the kyng Acestes.

Thus said Ilioneus, and sa can he cess,

Bot than the noyss rayss amang the Troianys  

Thai murmuryt and complenyt all at anys.

Than schortly Dido spak with vissage doun cast:

Remove all dreid, Troianys, beis nocht agast,

Pluk vp ȝour hartis, and hevy thochtis dovn thring.

Ane hard myschans and novelte of this ryng

Constrenys me sik mastry forto schaw,

And with discurriouris kepe the cost on raw.

Quha knawys nocht the lynnage of Enee?

Or quha myskennys Troy, that ryall cyte?

The gret wirschip of sik men quha wald nocht meyn

And the huge ardent batalys at thar hass beyn?

We Phenycianys nane sa blait breistis hess,

Nor so fremmytly the son list nocht address

Hys curss frawart Cartage cyte away.

Quhiddir ȝhe will to gret Hesperia,

The grund of Saturn, quhilk now is Italy,

Or to the cost of Sycill fast tharby,

And at the kyng Acestes lyst ȝou be,

Thidder sall ȝhe suyrly pass with my supple;

I sal support ȝou with all geir may gayn.

And pless ȝhe with me in this realm remane,

The cite quhilk I byg is ȝouris fre;

Bryng in ȝour schippis hidder from the see;

Betwix a Troiane and ane Tyrriane

Na differens  all sall I rewle as ane;

And with this sammyn wynd hidder blaw in feir

Wald God Enee ȝour kyng war present heir!

Endlang the costis and far partis of Lyby

I sall forsuyth exploratouris send to spy

In ony wod gyf that he be vpdryve,

Or ȝit perchance at ony cyte arryve.

Quhou Eneas with all his rowt bedene

War thankfully ressauyt of the queyn.

Uith thir wordis the spreit of Eneas

And of the strang Achates reiosyt was,

Gretly desyryng the clowd to brek in tway.

Bot first Achates till Enee gan say:

Son of the goddes, quhat purposs now, quod he,

Rysis in thy breist? All is sovir, thou may se,

Thyne navy and thy ferys recoverit beyn,

Wantand but ane, amang the fludis greyn

Quham we saw droun. All other thingis, thou knawis,

Is now conform onto thy moderis sawys.

And scarsly haith he all thir wordis spokkyn,

Quhen that the clowd abowt thame swith was brokkyn

And vanyst tyte away amang the ayr.

Vp stude Enee, in cleir lycht schynyng fair,

Lyke till ane god in body and in face

For his moder grantit hir son sik grace,

Hys crysp harys war plesand on to se,

Hys favour gudly, full of fresch bewte,

Lyke till ane ȝongker with twa lauchand eyn  

Als gracyus fortobehald, I weyn,

As evoir boyn by craft of hand weill dycht,

Or as we se the burnyst siluer brycht,

Or ȝit the quhite polist marbill stane schyne

Quhen thai beyn circulit about with gold sa fyne.

Or evir thai wist, befor thame all inhy,

Onto the queyn thus said he reuerently:

Hym quham ȝe seik behald now present heir,

Enee the Troian, delyverit from danger

Of storm and wallys of the Libiane see.

O thou only, quhilk rewth hess and piete

On the ontellabill pyne of the Troianys,

Quhilk ws, the Grekis levyngis and remanys,

Ourset with all maner necessiteis

And euery perrell baith be landis and seis,

Within thy cyte ressauys till herbry

And to famyliar frendschip and ally;

To quyte the, rendring ganand thankis rycht,

That lyis nocht, Dido, intill our mycht,

Nor all the laif of the Troian menȝe,

Throw out this warld skatterit quhar euer thai be,

Bot the hie goddis, gif ony deite takis tent

To thame at petuus beyn and pacient,

For iustice eik gif euer reward beis get,

And rychtwyss myndis ramembrit and nocht forȝet,

Thai ilke goddis mot dewly reward the

Accordyng thy desert in all degre.

Quhou happy and ioyus was that tyme serene

That the producit hess, sa nobill a queyn!

Quhou wirschipfull eik war thai parentis of mycht

Quhilk the engendrit hess, sa worthy a wight!

Quhill fludis rynnys in the sey but dowt,

Quhil sonnys schaddow circlys hillis about,

And the firmament starris doith conteyn,

Thy honour and thy fame sall evir be grene,

And thy renown remane perpetualy,

Throu all realmys quharto that drevyn am I.

Thus sayand, til his frend Ilioneus

Hys rycht hand gave he, and to Serestus

Gave his left hand, syne welcumit euery man,

The strang Cloanthus and the stowt Gyan.

The queyn Dido, astonyst a litill wie

At the first syght, behaldand his bewte,

Awondring be quhat wyss he cummyn was,

Onto him thus scho said with myld face:

Son of the goddes, quhat hard aduersite

Throw owt so feill perrellis hass catchit the?

Quhat forss and violens drave the hyddir till ws,

Apon thir costis that beyn so dangerus?

Art thou not theilk compacient Eneas

That apon haly Venus engendrit was

Be the Troian Anchises, as thai say,

Besyde the flude Symois in Phrigia?

Weill I remembir, to Sydon the cyte

Sen Tewcer com, banyst from his cuntre,

Sekand supple at Belus, and sum new land;

My fader than, Belus, I vndirstand,

The rich realm of Cipir wastit by weir,

And wan it syne and gave it to Tewcer,

And evir syne of Troy, that gret cyte,

The distructioun hass beyn weill knaw to me,

Thy name alsso, and pryncis of Grece sans faill

With quham thou faught seir tymys in batale.

This ilk Tewcer hys ennemys of Troy

Rusyt and lovit, and with excellent ioy

Full oft him self extoll and vant he wald

Of Troiane blude tobe discend of ald.

Tharfor haue done, gallandis, cum on ȝour way,

Entir within our lugyng, we ȝou pray.

Siclike fortoun, throu mony feill danger,

At last onto this land hass dryve me heir;

Thus, nocht mysknawand quhat payn is ennoy to dre,

I lernyt to help all tholis aduersyte.

Rehersyng this, convoys sche Eneas

Towart the place quhar hir ryche palyce was,

And tharwith eik commandis halyday,

Throwe owt the cyte all suldbe game and play.

And netheless, the sammyn tyme sendis sche

Down to his folkis at the cost of the see

Twenty fed oxin, large, gret and fyne,

And ane hundreth bustuus bowkis of swyne,

Ane hundreth lammys and thar moderis tharby,

With other presandis, and wyne habundandly.

The place within maist gloriusly and gay

Adornyt was all our with ryall array;

Amyd the hie rufe of the mekill hall

For the banket mony rich claith of pall

Was spred, and mony badkyn wonderly wrocht.

Of siluer playt ane huge weght furth was brocht

To set on burdis, and veschell forgit of gold

Quharin was grave (maste curyus tobehold)

The valȝeant dedis of forfaderis past by

Sen first begynnyng of thar geneology,

Man eftir man lyke as thai dyd succeid,

In lang rememberans of thar worthyheid.

Ene, for that his faderly piete

Wold nocht suffir hys mynd in rest tobe,

In haist Achates to the schippis send

To schaw Ascaneus all fra end till end,

Onto the cite that he onon war brocht;

On ȝong Ascaneus was haill the faderis thocht.

Seir gyftis eik he bad bryng with him syne,

Hynt and deliuerit from the Troian rewyne  

Ane rych garmont brusyt with stife gold wyre,

The purpour mantill and rycht quent attyre

That pliabill was with the gilt bordour large,

Sum tyme array of Helene, queyn of Arge,

Quhilk from the realm of Myce with hir sche brocht,

Quhen scho to Troy forbodyn hymeneus socht,

This wondrus gift gottin at hir moder Lyda;

And forthir eik, of fair Illionya

He bad hym bryng with hym the ceptre wand

Quhilum Priamus eldast douchter bair in hand,

The collar pight with orient peirlys als

That sche vmquhile wair about hir hals,

Off gold alsso the closs or dowbill crown

Set full of precyus stonys enveroun.

To do his charge, Achates bissely

The way towart the schippis socht in hy.

Quhou that Venus, all perrellis to seclude,

Send Cupide in Ascaneus similitude.

In the meyn tyme, Venus a sle wile socht

By new consait in hir mynd quhou scho mocht,

In form the vissage of sweit Ascaneus tho

Transformyt, send hir awin son Cupido

To beir thir presandis, so that the amorus queyn

He mycht inflambe, within hir banys greyn

The hoyt fyre of lufe to kyndill and steir:

For in hir mynd scho had a maner feir

Of this lynnage waverand and ontrew

(Tyrrhyanys dowbill tongit weill sche knew);

Of cruell Iuno the dreid brynt hir inwart,

With mony thocht ran hastely tyll hir hart.

Onto the weyngit god of luf, but weir,

For thy scho spak, and said on this maner:

O thow my child, my strenth and my gret mycht,

O thou my son, quhilk only art so wight

That thou the dartis of Iupiter dar ganestand,

Quharwith he slew Typhon, the fell gyand,

To the I cum, to the I seik, quod sche,

Lawly askyn thy power and supple.

Quhat wyss thy broder Eneas, but dowt,

Is blawyn and warpit euery cost about,

Of wykkit Iuno throu the cruell invy,

All this to the is manifest, weill wait I,

For quhen I wepit tharfor, thow murnyt also.

Now hym withhaldis the Phenycian Dido

And culȝeis hym with slekit wordis sle,

Bot to quhat fyne, richt sair it dredis me,

Sall turn this plesand gestnyng in Cartage,

Quhilk is the burgh of Iuno  for in hir rage

As is begun the mater sall not remane.

Quharfor I ombethynk me of a trane

This queyn first forto cawch in luffis lace,

And so with flambe of amouris till enbrace

That by na mycht tharfra scho may remove,

Bot strangly sall with me Eneas lufe.

Hark my consait, quhat wyss this may be done:

The riall child Ascaneus full sone,

On quham maist is my thocht, grathis to pass

At command of his fader Eneas

To the cyte of Cartage, and gyftis seir

Tursis with hym of the ald Troian geir

Quhilk fra the storm of sey is left ontynt

And from the fyre remanys ȝit onbrynt.

Hym sall I sownd slepand steill away

And hyde apon the hight of Citheray

Or in Idalium, my hallowit schaw,

That our dissait he nowder persave ne knaw,

Nor onprovisitly cum thidder, thocht he mycht.

Tak thou his lyknes, na mair bot a nycht,

Fortobegile Queyn Dido of Cartage.

My child, cleith the with ȝon kend childis vissage,

So that quhen scho all blythast haldis the

Into hir skyrt perchance, or on hir kne,

At hir fest ryall sittand at the tabill

Amang danteis and wynys amyabill,

And gan the forto hals and to enbrace,

Kyssand sweitly thi quhyte nek and thi face,

Than may thou slely thi vennamus ardent fyre

Of fraudfull luf amyd hir breste inspyre.

The god of luf obeys hastely

Hys moderis wordis, and laid his weyngis by,

And blythly steppis furth lyke Iulus.

Bot Venus to this ilke Ascaneus

The sweit vapour of plesand sleip and rest

On all the membris of his body kest,

And softly the goddess in hyr lap hym bair

Amyd hyr schaw of Idalium, quhar

Tendir mariolyne and sweit flowris thar out

With thar dulce smell hym schaddowit rownd about.
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Of the banket, and of the gret deray,

And quhou Cupyd inflambis the lady gay.

Now passys furth Cupyd, full diligent

Fortyll obey hys moderis commandment,

Berand with hym the kyngly gyftis scheyn

Quhilkis suldbe present to the ryall queyn,

Blythly followyng hys ledar Achates.

And as thai come, the quene was set at dess

Vndir hir gloryus stentit capitale;

Amang provd tapetis and mych rych apparale

Hir place scho tuke, as was the gyss that tyde,

Ourspred with gold amyd a beddis syde.

Abuf all othir the fadir Eneas,

And syne ȝong gallandis of Troy, to mete set was

Apon rich beddis sydis, per ordour,

Ourspred with carpettis of the fyne purpour.

To wesch thar handis seruandis brocht watir cleir,

Syne breyd in baskettis, eftyr thar maner,

With soft serviatis to mak thar handis cleyn.

Fyfty damycellis tharin seruyt the queyn,

Quhilkis bair the cure eftir thar ordour haill

On purvyance of howshald and vittaill,

To graith the chalmeris and the fyris beld.

Ane hundreth madynnys had scho ȝong of eld

And elyke mony of the sam age ȝong swanys

The cowrsis and the mesys, for the nanys,

To set on burdis, sik as we call sewaris,

And to fill cowpys, goblettis and eweris.

And mayratour, the Tyrryanys halely

At the blith ȝettis flokkis to the maniory,

And as thai come, thai war down set onone

On brusyt or payntit tapetis eueryone.

Thai mervellit the rich gyftis of Eneas;

Apon Ascaneus feill awondrit was,

The schynand vissage of the god Cupyte

And hys dissemblit slekit wordis quhite,

The precyus mantill and quent garmond also;

Bot principaly the fey onsylly Dydo,

For the myscheif to cum predestinat,

Mycht not refreyn nor satisfy hir consait,

Bot ardently behaldis all on steir,

Now lykand weill the child, and now the geir.

As Cupyd hyngis about Eneas halss,

Enbrasit in armys, fenȝeand luf full fals,

By semlant as he his fader had beyn,

Full slely than he blent apon the queyn.

Scho with hir sycht and all hir mynd rycht thar

Hym to behalf sat musand in a stayr;

Sumtyme onwar hym in hir bosum held sche,

Mysknawand, allace! by fals subtilite,

Quhou the gret god of luf with all hys mycht

Wachit forto dissave hir, wofull wight.

Bot he, remembering on his moderis command,

The mynd of Sycheus, hir first husband,

Furth of hir thocht peyss and peyss begouth dryve,

And with scharp amouris of the man alyve

Gan hir dolf spreit forto preveyn and steir,

Had beyn dyssvsit fra luf that mony ȝeir.

Eftyr the first pawss, and that cowrss neir gane,

And voduris and fat trunschuris away tane,

The goblettis gret with myghty wynys in hy

Thai fill, and coverit set in by and by.

Than rayss the noyss quhill dynnyt rufe and wallis,

So thik the vocis fleys throu the large hallys.

From the gilt sparris hang down mony a lycht,

The flambe of torchis venquyst the dyrk nycht.

The queyn than askis of gold for the nanys

A weghtty cowp, set all with precyus stanys,

Bad fill it ful of the rych Ypocras,

Into the quhilk gret Belus accustomyt was

To drynk vmquhile, and fra hym euery kyng

Discend of hys genology and ofspring.

And quhen silens was maid our all the hall,

O Iupiter, quod scho, on the we call,

For this rayson, that by wyss men is said

To gestis thou grantis the herbry glaid.

We the beseik this day be fortunabill

To wss Tyrranyanys, happy and agreabill

To strangearis cummyn fra Troy on thar vayage,

In tyme cummyng remembrance of our vsage

To our successioun and posterite;

The gevar of glaidness, Bachus, heir mot be,

And gentil Iuno to ws fauorabill and meik;

And ȝou, myne awyn Tyrryanys, I command eik

Hallow this fest with blythnes and with ioy,

Bair frendly falloschip to thir noblis of Troy.

This beand said, the cowpe with the rich wyne

Apon the burd scho blyssit, and eftir syne

With hir lyp first tharof tuke bot a taist,

And carpand blythly gaif it Bythyus in haist.

He merely ressavis the remand tayss,

All owt he drank, and quhelmyt the gold on his face;

Syne al the nobillis tharof drank abowt  

I wil nocht say that ilkman playt cop owt.

Bot on his gylt harp berdyt Iopas,

Playand the gestis of the gret Atlas,

The monys change and oblike cowrss sang he,

And quhy the son eclipsis, as we se;

Quharof mankynd is maid he schew ful plane,

Quharof bestis, and quhat engendris rayn,

Quharof cummys thundir and fyry levyn;

The rany Hyades, quhilk ar the sternys sevyn,

And eik Arcturus, quhilk we cal the laid stern,

The dowbill Vrsys weil couth he decern,

And quhy the son into the wyntir tyde

Hastis in the sey sa fast his hede to hyde,

Quhy makis the nycht that tyme sa large delay,

And in somyr quhy sa lang is the day.

The gyld and ryot Tyrryanys dowblit for ioy,

Syne the rerd followit of the ȝonkeris of Troy.

Onhappy Dido alsso set all hir mycht

With sermondis seir forto prolong the nycht,

The langsum lufe drynkand inwart ful cald.

Full mony demand of Priam speir scho wald

And questionys seir twichyng Hector alswa;

Now with quhais armour the son of Aurora

Come to the sege, and now inquir wald sche

Quhat kynd horss Diomede had in the melle,

Quhou large of statur was ferss Achillis.

Haue done, my gentill gest, sone tell ws this

Per ordour, says scho, fra the begynnyng, all

The dissait of the Grekis and the fall

Of ȝour pepill and of Troy the rewyne;

Thi wandring be the way thou schaw ws syne,

For now the sevynt symmyr hyddir careis the,

Wilsum and errant, throu euery land and see.
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Eneas first excusys hym, and syne

Addressis to reherss Troys rewyne.

Thai cessit all atanys incontinent

With mouthis closs and vissage takand tent.

Prince Eneas, from the hie bed, with that,

Into hys sege ryall quhar he sat,

Begouth and sayd, Thi desyre, lady, is

Renewing of ontellabill sorow, I wyss,

To schaw how Grekis dyd spulȝe and distroy

The gret rychess and lamentabill realm of Troy,

And huge mysery quhilk I thar beheld

(Quharof myself a gret part bayr and feld),

Quhat Myrmydon or Gregion Dolopes

Or knycht wageor to cruel Vlixes  

Sik materis to reherss or ȝit to heir,

Mycht thame conteyn fra weping mony a teir?

And now the hevin ourquhelmys the donk nycht,

Quhen the declynyng of the sternys brycht

To sleip and rest perswadis our appetite.

Bot sen thou hast sic plesour and delyte

To knaw our chancis and fal of Troy in weyr,

And schortly the last end tharof wald heir,

Albeit my spreit abhorris and doith gryss

Tharon forto remembir, and oftsyss

Murnand eschewis tharfra with gret dyseyss,

Ȝit than I sal begyn ȝow forto pleyss.

Explicit Liber Primus, Incipit Prologus Secundi


BUKE II

The Prolouge of the Secund Buke

Dyrk beyn my muse with dolorus armony.

Melpomene, on the wald clerkis call

Fortill compyle this dedly tragedy

Twiching of Troy the subuersioun and fall;

Bot sen I follow the poete principall,

Quhat nedis purches fenȝeit termys new?

God grant me grace hym dyngly to ensew!

The drery fait with terys lamentabill

Of Troys sege wydequhar our all is song,

Bot followand Virgil, gif my wit war abill,

Ane othir wyss now salt that bell berong

Than euer was tofor hard in our tong.

Saturn, thou auld fader of malancoly,

Thyne is the cuyr my wofull pen to gy.

Harkis, ladeis, ȝour bewte was the cawss;

Harkis, knychtis, the wod fury of Mart;

Wyss men, attendis mony sorofull clawss;

And, ȝe dyssavouris, reid heir ȝour proper art;

And fynaly, to specify euery part,

Heir verifeit is that proverbe teching so,

All erdly glaidness fynysith with wo.

Heir endis the proloug and begynnys the secund buke of Eneadoss.

Quhou the Grekis withdrew thame of the raid,

And of the mekill subtile horss thai maid.

The Grekis chiftanys, irkit of the weir

Bypast or than samony langsum ȝeir,

And oft rebutyt by fatale destany,

Ane huge horss, lyke ane gret hil, in hy

Craftely thai wrocht in wirschip of Pallas

(Of sawyn beche the ribbis forgyt was)

Fenȝeand ane oblacioune, as it had be

For prosper returnyng hame in thar cuntre  

The voce this wyss throu owt the cite woyk.

Of choyss men syne, walit by cut, thai tuke

A gret numbyr, and hyd in bylgis dern

Within that best, in mony huge cavern;

Schortly, the belly was stuffit euery deill

Ful of knychtis armyt in plait of steill.

Thair standis into the sycht of Troy ane ile

Weil knawin by name, hecht Tenedos, vmquhile

Myghty of gudis quhil Priamus ryng sa stude;

Now it is bot a fyrth in the sey flude,

A raid onsikkyr for schip or ballyngare.

In desert costis of this iland thar

The Grekis thame ful secretly withdrew,

We wenyng thame hame passit and adew,

And, with gude wynd, of Myce the realm had socht.

Quharfor al thai of Troy, blyth as thai mocht,

Thair langsum duyl and murnyng dyd away,

Kest vp the portis and yschit furth to play,

The Grekis tentis desyrus forto se

And voyd placis quhar thai war wont tobe,

The cost and strandis left desert al cleyn.

Heir stude the army of Dolopeis, sum wald meyn,

Cruel Achil heir stentit his pailȝeon;

Quhar stude the navy, lo the place ȝonder down;

Heir the ostis war wont to ioyn in feild.

And sum wondring the scaithful gyft beheld

Suldbe offerit to the onweddit Pallas;

Thai mervellit fast the horss samekill was.

Bot Tymetes exortis first of all

It forto leid and draw within the wall

And forto set it in the cheif palyce  

Quhidder for dissait I not, or for malyce,

Or destany of Troy wald sa suldbe.

Bot Capis than, with ane othir menȝe

Quhilk bettir avyss thar myndis set apon,

Bad cast or drown into the sey onone

That suspek presand of the Grekis dissait,

Or kyndill tharvndir flambe of fyris hait,

Or forto rype that holkit hug belly,

And the hyd hyrnys to serss and weil espy.

Quhat nedis mair? The onstabill common voce

Diuidit was in mony seir purposs,

Quhen thidder come befor thame al onone,

Followand a gret rowt, the prest Laocon

From the cheif tempil rynnand in ful gret hy.

On far, O wrachit pepil, gan he cry,

Quhou gret wodness is this at ȝe now meyn,

Ȝour ennymyis away salit gif ȝe weyn,

Or gif ȝe traist ony Grekis gyftis be

Withowt dissait, falshed and subtelte.

Knaw ȝe na bettir the quent Vlixes slycht?

Owder in this tre ar Grekis closit ful rycht,

Or this engyne is byggit to our skaith,

To wach our wallis and our byggyngys bath,

Or to confound and ourquhelm our cite.

Thar lurkis sum falshed tharin, trastis me.

Lippyn nocht, Troianys, I pray ȝou in this horss;

Quhow euer it be, I dreid the Grekis forss,

And thame that sendis this gyft always I feir.

Thus sayand, with al his strenth a gret speir

At the syde of that bysnyng best threw he,

And in ionyngis of the thrawyn wame of tre

Festynnyt the lance, that trymlyng gan to schaik;

The braid belly schudderit, and with the straik

The boyss cavys sowndit and maid a dyn.

And had nocht beyn that owder his wit was thyn,

Or than the fatis of goddis war contrary,

He had assayt, but ony langar tary,

Hyd Grekis covert with irne to haue rent owt;

Than suld thou, Troy, haue standyn ȝit, but dowt,

And the prowd palyce of Kyng Priamus

Suld haue remanyt ȝit ful gloryus.

The takyng of the tresonabill Synon

And of hys fenȝeit wordis mony one.

Lo, the ilk tyme, harland onto the kyng

Troiane hyrdis with gret clamour dyd bryng

A ȝong man, baith his handis behynd his bak

Hard bundyn, that wilfully fortobe tak

Rendrit hym self, onknawyn the cawss quhy,

Forto perform his deid mair secretly;

By stowt curage reddy to athir of tway,

Owder tobryng hys slycht to gude assay,

Or faillyng tharof, dowtless reddy to de

Less than to Grekis he oppynnyt the cite.

On ather part hym tobehald atanys

Fast flokkis about a multitude ȝong Troianys,

Byssy to knak and pul the presoneir.

Now the dissait of Grekis may ȝe heir,

And all thar falshed lern by this a slycht,

For, alsso fast in myddis of al our sycht

As that drery onarmyt wyght was stad

And with eyn blent about, semyng ful rad,

Behaldand Troiane rowtis on athir hand,

Allace, quod he, wald God some erd or sand

Or sum salt sey dyd swelly me alyve!

Quhat other thing now restis to me catyve,

Quhamto sal nevir amang Grekis agane

A place befundyn suythly to remane?

And maratour Troianys, offendyt eik,

To sched my blude by paynful deth dois seik.

With this regrait our hertis sterit to piete;

All molestatioune cessit and lattyn be,

We hym exort reherss, and tobe bald,

Of quhat lynnage he was, and quhat he wald,

And to remembir gude hope of ferm supple

Happynnys oft to presoneris in captiuite.

He at the last this fenȝeit dreid dyd away

And on this wyss onone begouth to say:

Forsuyth, Schir Kyng, I sal quhat euer betyde

Grant to the all the verite and nocht hyde,

Nor, be na ways, me lyst nocht to deny

That of the Grekis menȝe ane am I.

Thys principaly I wald thou vndyrstude:

Thocht frawart fortoun miserabill and bayr of gude

Hass maid Synon, sche sal nocht mak hym als,

Quhat euer he says, nowder lear nor fals.

Gyf euer onto ȝour eris come the name,

The hie wirschip and the renownyt fame

Of Palamedes, from Belus blude discend,

Quham Grekis by fals traysoun, as weil is kend,

Throw corrupt witness stanyt to ded, but less,

For he the weir forbad and procurit pess  

Now murn thai for his dede. And with hym heir

In falloschip my puyr fader in weir

Send me of ȝouth, as to hym neir of blude.

Quhil in prosperite of the realm he stude,

And Grekis ryng by counsale was rewlit wysly,

Sum name of wyrschip and autorite bair I,

Bot efter that by envy and haitrent

Of the fals flechand Vlixes sa quent

(I iape not, for that I say weyll I knaw)

Fra he was slane, allace, and brocht of daw,

Dolorus my lyfe I led in sturt and pane,

Hevyly weyand my innocent frende thus slane.

Sess couth I nocht, bot in my franacy,

Gyf euer I happit my tyme forto espy,

And victour hame returnyt onto Arge,

I hecht tobe revengit; with wordis large

Thus I prouokit scharp feid and malyce baith.

To me this was fyrst apperans of skaith.

From thens fordwart Vlixes mair and mayr

With new crymys begouth affray me sair,

And dangerus rumour amang the commonys hedis

Skalit and sew of me in diuerss stedis,

And, knawyng hym self gylty, by hys consait

Grathit hys wapynnys of slycht and fals dissait,

Nor cessit he neuer his purposs to persew

Quhil the solysting of Calcas I mycht rew . . .

Bot quharto tell I or rehersis this

That be na ways displesis ȝou, I wyss?

Quhy tary I my deth? And ȝe lyst, stryke:

Gyf that ȝe favour all the Grekis elyke,

This is enewch at ȝe haue hard of me  

Now haist my pane, sen algatis I mon de.

Vlixes, quhilk is kyng of Ithacy,

Wald it war swa, and with gret price wald by

My deth Agamenon als, and Menalay.

Than hastit we and brynt to heir hym say,

Desyrus all the maner forto heir,

Mysknawyng the gret iniquiteis seir

And sle craftis of Grekis in euery deid.

He quakand than, as it had bene for dreid,

Begouth forto tell furth the remanent,

Sayand on this wyss, with ful dissemlyt entent:

The Grekis oft in purposs war and will

To fle from Troy and leif it standand still

And, wery of thar lang weir, pass away.

(Wald God swa thai had done syne mony a day!)

The seys rage and storm thame stoppit oft,

And from thar passage the north wynd onsoft

Held thame abak in angwyss and in feir,

And principaly now sen this hors was heir

Of hattyr gestis beldit vp but dowt

The stormy clowdis our al the ayr gan rowt.

We dowtyng heiron send the preste Erypilus

Answer to seik at the tempill of Phebus,

And from the secret oratory, suyth to sayn,

Thir soroful tythyngis he wss brocht agane:

With blude and by the slauchtir of a maid,

Grekis, ȝe mesyt the wyndis first, he said,

Quhen that ȝe come of Troy to the cuntre;

Ȝour haym passage by blude mon fundyn be,

And haue ȝour askyn by deth of a Gregyoun.

Quhen to the commonys eris ran the sown

Of thir wordis, with myndis affrayit atanys

The cauld dreid ran in throu thar banys

For feir quhamto was schape this destanye

Or quho it was Apollo desyrit to die.

Vlixes than amang thame with gret dyn

Calcas the gret dyvynour has brocht in

And bissely at hym inquiris he,

By respons of the goddis, quha suld de.

Than mony ane demyt to me, ful rycht,

The cruel wraik of that dissaitful slycht

And quyetly persavit how it wald wend.

This Calcas held his tong ten days to end,

Kepand secret and cloyss al his entent,

Refusyng with his word ony to schent

Or to pronunce the deth of ony wyght.

Skars at the last, throu gret clamour and slycht

Of Vlixes constrenyt, but mair abaid,

As was devisit, the laith word furth braid

And me adiudgit to send to the altare.

Tharto alhail the Grekis assentit ar

And sufferit glaidly so the mater pass;

Quhar as tofor eueryane tobasyt was

For hym selwyn, tho blyth was page and knycht

The chance returnyt on a catyfe wyght.

Cummyn was the duylful day that doith me gryss,

Quhen that of me suldbe maid sacryfyce,

With salt meldir, as weil the gyiss is kend,

Abowt my hede a garland or a bend.

I grant that from the deth my self I fred,

The bandis I brast, and fast away syne fled

Ontil a muddy marrass quhar, the dyrk nycht,

Amang the rysp and redis out of sycht

Full law I lurkit, quhil vp salys drew thai,

Gif thai perchance be ȝit passit away.

Now restis thar na hope (allace, fell me!),

My natyve cuntre sal I neuer se,

Nor deir childryng, nor fader weil belovit,

Quham, as I traist, the Grekis, all ammovit

For myne eschaping, turment sal with pane  

Thai, saykles wyghtis, sal for my gilt be slane.

Quharfor, Schir Kyng, be the hie goddis abufe,

And thar mychtis that trewth best knawis and lufe,

And by the faith onfylit and leil lawte

(Gyf it with mortale folkis may fundyn be),

Haue rewth and piete on sa feil harmys smart

And tak compassioune in thi gentill hart;

Apon my wrechit sawle haue sum mercy

That gyltles sufferis sik dyseyss wrangwisly.

Ȝyt of the traytowris fals controvyt slycht,

That was belevit, allace, with euery wyght.

Pardon and lyfe to thir terys geif we,

Quod Priamus, and mercy grantis fre.

And first of all, the mannykillis and hard bandis

Chargit he lowss of this ilk manis handis,

With frendly wordis syne thus onto hym said,

Quhat evir thou art, beis mery and glad,

Forȝet the Grekis that lost ar and away,

From thens fordwart thou salbe owris, perfay.

Bot schaw trewly this a thing I inquer,

Onto quhat fyne this huge hors was heir

Of sa gret statur beldit vp on hie.

Quha wrocht the wark? Quhat may it signyfie?

Quhat is it  ane offerand of sum halynes

Or sum engyne of batale, as I gess?

Said Priamus. Bot than the tother wight,

Ful weil instrukit of Grekis art and slycht,

Lowsit and laitly fred of al his bandis,

Onto the starnys hevit vp his handis:

O ȝhe, quod he, euerlestand lampis brycht,

And ȝour dyvyne power and ȝour gret mycht,

That aucht not beyn forsworn, I testefy,

And ȝou altaris and cruel swordis, quham I

Am eschapit, and al ȝou goddis wyss

Quhais garlandis bair I as ȝour sacryfyss,

Leiffull is now to brek but mair abaid

The sworn promyss that I to Grekis maid.

Leifful is eik tha pepill fortil hait,

And schaw furth planely al at euer I wait,

Thar hyd slycht als to rype furth to the grund:

To na cuntre nor lawis am I bund.

Sa mot thou, Troy, quham I sal salue fra skath,

Kepe me thy promyss and thi lawte baith,

As I sal schaw the verite ilke deill

And for my lyfe sal rendir ȝou a gret weill.

The Grekis trast and comfort mony ȝheris,

From the begynnyng of thir mortale weris,

On Pallas help stude haill this towne toget,

Bot efter that Thedeus wareit get

With Vlixes, fyndar of wykkytness,

The fatale rellyk of Palladium, I gess,

Furth of hir tempill and the hallowit hald

To reif away forsabilly war so bald,

And sla the wachis of the cheif castell,

The haly ymage, grysly forto tell,

Pollute and fylit, and with thar bludy handis

Hir vyrgyne valis and blissit godly garlandis

Presumyt twich  sen syne has euermair

Bakwart of Grekis the hope went and weilfair,

Thar mychtis and thar strenthis feblit fast;

So frawart thame hir mynd this god hes kast

That with na dowtsum takynnys, ma than twa,

Hir greif furth schew this ilke Trytonia.

Skarsly the statw was in thar tempill vpset

Quhen all hir membris bittir terys swet,

Hir eyn glowit as ony gleid for ire

Quharfra thar flaw mony sparkis of fyre,

A teyrful thing and wonderfull to tell;

Thryss schynyng down on the grond scho fell,

Hyr targe trymlyng, and schakyng fast hir speir.

Onone, al most ȝe wend to sey infeir,

Cryis Calcas, Nor Grekis instrument

Of Troy the wallis sal neuer hurt ne rent

Less than agane the land of Arge be socht

With alkyn portage quhilk was hydder brocht

In barge or bilgeit ballyngare our see:

The goddess mon be mesit als, quod he.

And now set thai, with this ilke wynd, haue socht

Thar land of Grece or Myce, this is thar thocht,

To graith thar armour and wapynnys by and by,

And with supple of goddis in cumpany

In haist forto return agane our see:

Or ȝe beyn war, apon ȝou wilt thai be.

Thus al per ordour declaris thame Calcas,

At quhais monicioun als vp biggit was

This bustuus form, in lyknes of a horss,

For Palladium, and to appeiss the forss

Of the goddes, and into recompens

Of thar wrachit and dolorus offens.

And mairatour, of sa huge quantite

Calcas commandis beld this statw of tre

Thus large and gret, weil neir the hevyn on hycht,

So at the portis it ne entyr myght,

Nor ȝit be brocht within ȝour wallys wyde,

Nor ȝour pepill favour, help nor gyde

Eftir the auld relligioun and vsage.

For gif ȝour handis had violet, in ȝour rage,

This haly presand of the god Mynerve,

Gret wraik suld follow that al suld ȝe sterve,

Priamus ryng distroyit and al ȝour pelf  

Quhilk destany goddis turn rather in hym self!

Bot gif this ilk statw, standis heir wrocht,

War with ȝour handis into the cite brocht,

Than schew he that the pepill of Asya

But ony obstakill in fell batale suld ga

Bet down the townys of Arge, that regioun,

And the sam fait happyn our successioune.

Be sik wylis and slychtis mony one

Of fals controvit and maynsworn Synone

The mater is belevit with all it heris,

And takyn ar by dissait and fenȝeit teris

Tha pepil quham the son of Thedeus,

Nor fers Achilles, clepit Larysseus,

Nor Grece ten ȝheris in batale mycht ourcum,

Nor ȝit the thousand schippis al and sum.

Quhou stranglit was the prest hecht Laocon

And how the hoss clam our the wallis of stone.

Betyd, the ilke tyde, a fer grettar woundir

And mair dreidful to catyvis be sik hunder,

Quhilk of Troianys trublit mony onwarnyt breste.

As Laocon, that was Neptunus prest

And chosyn by kavill onto that ilk office,

A fair gret bull offerit in sacrifyce

Solemnytly befor the haly alteir,

Throw the styl sey from Tenedos infeir,

Lo, twa gret lowpit edderis, with mony thraw,

Fast throu the flude towart the land gan draw.

My spreit abhorris this mater to declare:

Abufe the watir thar halss stude euermare,

With bludy crestis owtwith the wallis hie;

The remanent swam always vnder see,

With grysly bodeis lynkit mony fald;

The salt fame stowris from the fard thai hald.

Onto the grund thai glaid with glowand eyn

Stuffit ful of vennom, fyre and fellon teyn,

Wyth tongis quhislyng in thar mowthis rede

Thai lyk the twynkland stangis in thar hed.

We fled away al bludeless for affeir,

Bot, wyth a braid, to Laocon infeir

Thai stert atanys, and hys twa sonnys ȝyng

First athir serpent lappit lyke a ryng,

And, with thar cruell byt and stangis fell,

Of tendir membris tuke mony sary morcell.

Syne thai the prest invadit, baith twane,

Quhilk with hys wapynnys dyd hys byssy pane

His childryng forto helpyn and reskew.

Bot thai about hym lowpit in wympillis threw

And twyss cyrkyllit his myddil rownd about

And twyss faldis thar sprutlit skynnys but dowt

About hys hals  bath nek and hede thai schent.

As he etlys thar hankis to haue rent

Of with his handis, and thame away haue draw,

Hys hed bendis and garlandis all war blaw

Ful of vennom and rank poyson atanys,

Quhilk infekkis the flesch, blude and banys.

And tharwith eik sa horribilly schowtis he,

His cryis dynnyt to the sternys on hie;

Lyke as a bull doith rummysing and rayr

Quhen he eschapis hurt from the altair,

And charris by the ax with his nek wight,

Gif on his forhed the dynt hyttis nocht rycht.

Syne thir twa serpentis hastely glaid away,

Onto the cheif tempil fled ar thai

Of stern Pallas to the hallowit place

And crap in vnder the feit of the goddess,

Hyd thame behynd the boyss of hir bukleir.

Than trymlit thar mony stowt hart for feir,

The onkowth dreid into thar brestis crap.

All said, Laocon iustly, sik was his hap,

Has deir ybocht his wikkit and schrewit deid,

For he the haly horss or stalwart steid

With violente strake presumyt forto deir

And tharintil to fessyn his cursit speir.

Onto the hallowit sted bryng in, thai cry,

The gret fygur! And lat wss sacryfy

The haly goddes, and magnyfy hyr mycht

With orysonys and offerandis day and nycht!

Quhat wil ȝe mair? The barmkyn down we rent,

And wallis of our cite we maid patent.

Onto that wark al sped thame bissely;

Turnand quhelis thai set in by and by

Vndir the feit of this ilke bysnyng iaip,

Abowt the nek knyt mony bassyn raip.

This fatale monstre clam our the wallis then,

Gret wamyt and stuffit ful of armyt men,

And tharabout ran childer and madis ȝyng

Syngand karrellis and dansand in a ryng  

Ful weil war thame, and glaid was euery wight

That with thar hand anys twich the cordis mycht.

Furth drawyn haldis this suttell hors of tre

And mannysand slydis throu the myd cite.

O natyve cuntre and rial realm of Troy!

O goddis howss, Ilion ful of ioy!

O worthy Troiane wallis chevalrus!

Four tymys stoppyt that monstre peralus,

Evin at the entre of the portis wyde,

And four syss the armour, that ilk tyde,

Clynkit and rang amyd the large belly;

Bot netheless, intil our blynd fury

Forȝetting this, instantly we wirk

And forto drug and draw wald neuer irk,

Quhil that myschancy monstre, quently bet,

Amyd the hallowit tempill vp was set.

Cassandra than the fatis tocum tald plane,

Bot, by command of Phebus, al was invane,

For thocht scho spayit the suthe and maid na bowrd,

Quhat euer scho said Troianys trowit nocht a word.

The tempillis of goddis and sanctuaryis all

We fey pepill  allace, quhat say I sall?  

Quhamtill this was the duylfull lattir day,

With festuale flowris and bewys, as in May,

Dyd weil anorn, and fest and ryot maid

Throu owt the town, and for myscheif was glaid.

Grekis entrys by trayson in the cite,

And how Hector apperis till Ene.

Wyth this the hevyn sa quhyrlit about his speir

Out of the sey the dym nycht gan appeir,

With hir dyrk weid bath erth and firmament

Involwyng, by hir secret schaddowis quent

Covering Gregion and Myrmydonys slyght;

Within the wallis to bed went euere wyght;

Still war in all, and soft vapour of sleip

Apon thar wery lymmys fast doith creip.

Be than the army of mony a Gregioun,

Stuffit in schippis, come fra Tenedon,

Stil vnder frendly sylens of the moyn,

To the kend costis speding thame ful soyn;

And quhen the takynnyng or the bail of fyre

Rayss from the kyngis schip, vp byrnand schyre,

Of the goddis be frawart destany

Synon preservit couth this syng aspy,

The fyrryn closeris oppynnys, but noys or dyn,

And Grekis hyd the horssis cost within

Patent war maid to sight and to the ayr.

Ioyfull and blyth from that boyss statw thar

Discending, thai downlat by cordis atanys

Thersander and Sthenelus, twa capitanys,

The dowr Vlixes als, and Athamas,

Pelyus nevo Pyrrus, and Kyng Thoas,

The first Machaon, and Menelaus,

And the engyne forgyar hait Epeus.

The cite thai invaid and fast infest,

With wyne and sleip yberyit and at rest.

Slane ar the wachis liggyng on the wall,

Opnyt the portis, leyt in thar feris all,

Togidder ionyt euery cumpany:

Throu the cite sone rayss the noyss and scry.

Thys was that tyme quhen the fyrst quyete

Of naturale sleip, to quham na gyft mair swete,

Stelis on fordoverit mortale creaturis,

And in thar swewynnys metis quent figuris.

Lo, in my sleip I se stand me befor

(As to my syght) maist lamentabil Hector

Wyth large flude of teris, and al besprent,

As he vmquhile eftyr the cart was rent,

With barknyt blude and powder. O God, quhat skath!

Boldynnyt ful gret war feit and lymmys baith

By bandis of the cordis quhilk thame drewch.

Ha, walloway, quhat harm and wo eneuch!

Quhat ane was he, how far changit from ioy

Of that Hector, quhilum returnyt to Troy

Cled with the spulȝe of hym Achillys,

Or quhen the Troiane fyry blesis, I wyss,

On Grekis schippis thyk fald he slang that day

Quhen that he slew the duke Prothesylay!

Hys fax and berd was fadyt quhar he stude

And all hys hayr was glotnyt ful of blude.

Full mony woundis on his body bayr he,

Quhilk in defens of hys natyve cuntre

About the wallys of Troy ressavyt he had.

Me thocht I first wepyng and na thing glaid

Rycht reuerently begouth to clepe this man,

And with sik dolorus wordis thus began:

O thou, of Troy the lemand lamp of lycht,

O Troiane hope, maist ferm defens in fyght,

Quhat has the tareit? Quhy maid thou this delay,

Hector, quham we desyrit mony a day?

From quhat cuntre this wyss cummyn art thou?

That eftir feil slauchter of thi frendis now

And of thi folkis and cite efter huge payn,

Quhen we beyn irkit, we se the heir agayn!

Quhat hard myschance fylyt so thi plesand face?

Or quhy se I tha feil woundis, allace?

Onto thir wordis he nane answer maid,

Nor to my voyd demandis na thyng said,

Bot with ane hevy murmour, as it war draw

Furth of the boddum of his breste weil law,

Allace, allace, thou goddes son, quod he,

Salf thi self from this fyre and fast thou fle.

Our ennemyss has thir worthy wallys tane;

Troy from the top down fallys, and all is gane.

Enewch has lestit of Priamus the ryng,

The fatis wil na mair it induryng.

Gif Pergama, the Troiane wallys wyght,

Mycht langar haue beyn fendit into fyght,

With this rycht hand thai suld haue be defendit.

Adew, fair weil, for euer it is endit.

In thi keping committis Troy but less

Hir kyndly goddis clepit Penates;

Tak thir in falloschip of thi fatis all,

And large wallis for thame seik thou sall,

Quhilk at the last thi self sall beld vp hie

Eftir lang wandryng and errour our the see.

Thus said Hectour, and schew furth in his handis

The dreidfull valis, wymplis and garlandis

Of Vesta, goddes of the erth and fyre,

Quhilk in hir tempil eternaly byrnys schyre.

Quhou Eneas the trayson dyd persave,

And quhat debait he maid the town to save.

In seyr placis throu the cite wyth this

The murmur rayss, ay mair and mair I wyss,

And clerar wolx the rumour and the dyne,

So that, supposs Anchyss my faderis in

With treys abowt stude secrete by the way,

So bustuus grew the noys and furyus fray

And ratlyng of thar armour on the streit,

Affrayit, I glystnyt of sleip and start on feit,

Syne to the howssis hed ascendis onone,

With eris prest stude thar als stil as stone.

A sownd or swowch I hard thar at the last,

Lyke quhen the fyre be fellon wyndis blast

Is drevyn amyd the flat of cornys rank,

Or quhen the burn on spait hurlys down the bank,

Owder throu a watir brek or spait of flude,

Ryvand vp rede erd as it war wod,

Down dyngand cornys, all the pleuch laubour atanys,

And dryvis on swyftly stokkis, treis and stanys:

The sylly hyrd, seand this grysly syght,

Set on a pynnakill of sum cragis hycht

Al abasit, nocht knawand quhat this may meyn,

Wondris of the sovnd and ferly at he has seyn.

Rycht so I than by cleyr takynnys enew

Manifestly al the Grekis falshed knew  

Thair hyd dissait wolx patent than to wss.

The nobil lugyng of worthy Deyphobus

Was fal to grond, the fyre vpspred onone;

The nixt howss byrnys of Vcalegon;

The large seys and costis Sygean,

Throu lycht of flambis and brycht fyris, schane.

Vpsprang the cry of men and trumpys blist;

As out of mynd, myne armour on I thryst,

Thocht be na rayson persave I mycht, but fail,

Quhat than the forss of armys couth avail,

Ȝit hand for hand to thryng out throw the press

With my feris, and rynnyng or we cess

To the castel, our hartis brynt for desyre.

The fury cachit our myndis hait as fyre,

So that we thocht maist semly in a feld

To de feghtand, enarmyt vnder scheld.

Bot lo, Panthus, slippit the Grekis speris,

Panthus Othriades son, that mony ȝheris

Was of the strenth and Phebus tempill preste,

Into his armys lappit to his breist

The haly rellykkis of the sanctuary,

And eik our venquist goddis by and by

With hym beryng, and in his hand alsso

Harlyng hym efter his litil nevo,

Cummys lyke a wodman til our ȝet rynnyng.

How now, Panthus, quhat tythingis do ȝe bryng?

In quhat estait is sanctuary and haly geir?

To quhilk other fortress sall we speir?

Skars said I this, quhen gowlyng petuusly

With thir wordis he answerd me in hy:

The lattir day is cummyn of Dardanus end,

The fatale tyme quham na walyng may mend.

We war Troianys, vmquhile was Ilion,

The schynand glory of Phrygianys now is gone,

Fers Iupiter to Grece all hass translait.

Our al the cite, kyndillit in flambis hait,

The Grekis now ar lordis but ony forss.

Within the wallis ȝone mekil standand horss

Ȝettis furth armyt men, and now Synon

Is victour haill, kyndilland eueron

The new fyris glaidly, as it war sport.

At athir ȝet beyn ruschit in sik a sort,

Sa mony thousandis come neuer from Myce nor Arge.

Sum cumpanyis with speris, lance and targe

Walkis wachand in rewis and narow stretis;

Arrayit batalis with drawyn swerdis at gletis

Standis reddy forto styk, gor and sla.

Skarsly the wachis of the portis twa

Begouth defens and melle as thai mycht,

Quhen blyndlyngis in the batail fey iha fyght.

Throu thir wordis of Panthus and goddis heste,

Amyd the flambis and armour in I preste,

Ruschand thidder quhar sorofull Erynnys,

The noys and brute me drew, and quhar I wyss

The clamour hard I ryss vp to the ayr.

And of our fallowis to me come twa pair,

Repheus fyrst, be the lycht of the moyn,

Valiant in armys Ephitus followit soyn;

Hypanys syne and eik Dymas in hy

Fast to our syde adionyt by and by,

Mygdoneus son alsso, Chorebus ȝyng,

Quhilk in tha days, for fey luf hait byrnyng

Of Cassandra, to Troy was cummyn that ȝeir

To help Priam and Troianys in the weir  

Onhappy he was, wald not beleif fermly

Hys sayd spowsis command and prophecy.

Quhen I thame saw this wyss adionyt to me

And wilful forto stryke in the melle,

Thus I begouth thame forthirmar to steir:

O ȝe maist forsy ȝong men that beyn heir,

Wyth brestis strang and sa bald curage hie,

Invayn ȝe press to succur this cite

Quhilk byrnys al in fyre and flambys rede:

The goddis al ar fled out of this stede

Throu quhais mycht stude our empyre mony day,

Now all thar templis and altaris waist leif thai.

Bot gif ȝour desyre be sa fermly prest

To follow me dar tak the vtyrmest,

Quhat fortune is betyd, al thingis ȝe se.

Thar is na mair  lat ws togidder de,

And in amyd our ennemyis army schute.

To venquist folkis is a comfort and bute

Nane hope of help tobeleif, or reskew.

Swa with thir wordis the ȝong menis curage grew

That in the dyrk lyke ravenus wolffis on rawis

Quham the blynd fury of thar empty mawis

Dryvis furth of thar den to seik thar pray  

Thar litil quhelpis left with dry throtis quhil day  

So throw the wapynnys and our fays went we,

Apon the ded ondowtit, and wald nocht fle.

Amyd the cite we held the master streit,

The dyrk nycht hyd ws with cloyss schaddowis meit.

The woful end per ordour heir, allace,

Followys of Troy, and gestis of Eneas.

Quha sal the harmys of that woful nycht

Expreme? Or quha with tong to tell hes mycht

Sa feil ded corsis as thar lyis slane?

Or thocht in cace thai weip quhil teris rayn

Equaly may bewail tha sorowis all?

The ancyant, worthy cite down is fall

That mony ȝeris held hie senȝeory.

Stekit in stretis heir and thar thai ly,

Feil corsis ded of mony onweldy wyght,

Dung down in howsis, fey thai fal all nycht,

In sanctuarys and templis of goddis eik;

Na quhar mercy nor succor mycht thai seik.

And not only of Troianys throu owt the town

The blude is sched, thus marthyrit and slane down,

Bot sum tyme eik to thame, ourcummyn and schent,

Agane returnys in brestis hardyment,

So that sum Grekis victoris war smyte ded.

Cruel womenting occupyit euery steid,

Our alquhar dreid, our alquhar wo and cayr,

And of the deth feil gastly schaddowis thair.

Bot first enconteris wss Androgeus

With a gret cumpany of the Gregyus,

Onwarly wenyng his fallowis we hadbe.

In haymly wordis to wss thus carpis he:

Haist ȝou, matis, quhat slewth tareit ȝou thus lait?

Our other feris rubbis, tursyng away fut hait

The spreith of Troy, quhilk now is brynt to gledis,

And ȝe, fyrst from ȝour schippis now ȝou spedis.

Thus said he, quhen that suddanly and onone

He felt hym self happynnyt amyd his foyn,

For we hym gave answer not traist enewch.

Estonyt with the word, abak he drewch,

As quha onwar tred on a rowch serpent

Lyggyng in the buss, and for feir bakwart sprent,

Seand hir, reddy to stang and to infek,

Set vp hir vennamus ȝallo boldyn nek:

On the sammyn wyss, Androgeus, of our syght

Gretly effrayt, fled in al his mycht.

On thame we schot, and in thar myd rowt duschit,

Hewit, hakkit, smate down, and al to fruschit

Tha fey Gregionys, on ilk syde heir and thair,

With dreid ourset, and wist not quhar thai war.

The first lawbour thus lukkit weil with wss.

Ioyus in hart of this chance, Chorebus,

O ȝe feris, hald furth this way, quod he,

Quhar forton first has schawyn ws sik supple,

Hald thidder quhar our manhed has ws taucht.

Now lat wss change scheildis, sen we beyn sawcht,

Grekis ensenȝeis do we cowntyrfeit;

Quhidder by slycht or strenth of armys gret

A man ourcum his ennemy, quha rakkis?

Thai sal ws rendir thir harnes of thar bakkis.

And sayand thus, Androgeus cristit helm

He hynt in hy and our his hed gan quhelm;

His schynand scheild with his bawgy tuk he

And hang a Gregioun swerd down by his the.

Syklyke dyd Rypheus, my self eik, and Dymas,

And all the other ȝongmen at thar was,

Ful glaidly in that recent spulȝe warm

Belyf ilk man dyd thame self enarm.

Amang the Grekis mydlit than went we,

Nocht with our awyn takyn nor deite;

Mony debatis and onsettis haue we done,

And, throu the silens of the nycht, ondone

Feil of the Grekis, and send to hell adown.

Ane other menȝe fled fast out of town

To thar schippis and tha traist coistis nyce;

Sum part alsso for schaymfull cowartyce

Clam vp agane in the gret horssis maw

And hyd thame in that belly weilbeknaw.

Allace, onleiffull is ony man to weyn

(Contrar the plesour of goddis) ocht may sustene.

Lo, Priamus dochtir, the virgyne Cassandra,

Was from the tempill and sete of Mynerva

Drawyn forsabilly bairhed, with hayr down schake,

Reuthfully invane behaldand hevyn, alake,

With glotnyt eyn, for baith hir tendir handis

War strenȝeit sayr, ybondyn hard with bandis.

This dolorus syght Chorebus mycht nocht se,

But ruschit with furyus mynd in the melle,

Reddy to de, and we all followit fast,

Amang glavys and armour in we thrast.

Heir war we fyrst tofruschit and hard byset,

With dartis and with stanys all tobet

By owr awyn feris from the templis hycht  

A miserabil slauchtir thar begouth that nycht;

The portratour of armys was mysknaw,

All war bot Grekis tymbrellis at thai saw.

Als quhat for walyng of irus wordis fell

Agane reskewit said by the damycell,

Grekis flokkis togidder heir and thar

And ombesettis cruelly and sayr,

The fellon Aiax and othir Atrides

And al the rowtis clepit Dolopes.

Lyke as sum tyme the fers wyndis ȝe se,

Ȝepherus, Nothus and Eurus, all thre

Contrarius blaw thar bustuus bubbys with byr,

The woddis rerdis, bath ayk, elm and fyr

Ourturnys to grond and Nereus the fomy

From the sey grond wod wraith is cachit in hy:

On siklyke wyss the Grekis wss invadit,

For than thai alls that fled war and evadit,

Throu the dyrk nycht, quhen sum thar feris slew we,

And thame had chasit throw owt all the cite,

Thai war the first come now to do wss deir;

Our fenȝeit scheildis, wapynnys and other geir

Ful weil thai knew, and by our vocis eik

Thai notyfy that nane of wss was Greik.

By multitude and nowmyr apon wss set

All ȝeid to wraik, thar war we hail doune bet.

And first of all, down smyte is Chorebus

By the rycht hand of Greik Peneleus

Befor the altare of armipotent Pallas;

Rypheus down fell, ane the maist iust man was,

Amang Troianys best kepand equite  

Bot other ways the goddis thocht suldbe;

Hypanys eik and Dymas than alssua

War by thar fallowis throwgyrd bath twa;

Nor ȝit the, Panthus, quhen that thou fell down,

Thy gret pety and godly religioun

Nor habyt of Apollo hyd from skaith.

O ȝe cald assys of Troy and flawmys baith

And extreme end of cuntre folkis, heir I

Drawis ȝow to witness and doys testyfy,

Quhen that ȝe fell togrund thus and war slane,

I nowder sparit wapynnys, strenth nor pane,

Nor nane onset eschewit of Grekis mycht,

And gif fatis wald I had fallyn in fyght,

Thar with my handis wrocht I worth my ded.

Bot with the press we war relit of that sted,

Only with me Hyphitus and Pelyas  

For age Hyphitus waik and febill was,

And Pelyas slawly mycht onethis go,

By Vlixes for he was woundit so.

Quhou to the kyngis palyce speid Ene,

That syne was take, thar helpit na suple.

Onone onto the palyce of Priamus

The schowtis and the cryis callys wss.

Thar was ane hydwyss batale forto seyn,

As thar nane other bargane ayr had beyn,

Lyke as nane slane war throu all the cite,

Sa wod ondantit melle thar we se:

The Grekis ruschand to the thak on hyght,

So thik thai thrang about the portis all nycht

That lyke a wall thai ombeset the ȝettis.

Vp to the syd wallys mony leddyr sett is

Quharon thai preyss fast our the rufe to speill,

Coverit with scheildis agane the dartis feill

Thar left hand heich abuf thar hed gan hald,

And oft with rycht handis gryp the battalyng wald.

Troianys agane, schaping defens to mak,

Rent turettis doune and of howss hedis the thak;

Quhen all wes lost thai se, at lattyr end,

With sik wapynnys thai schupe thame to defend.

The gilt sperris and gestis gold begane

Down on thame slyng thai, and mony costly stane,

The prowd and ryal werkis of faderis ald.

And other sum, law down within that hald,

With drawyn swerdis stude reddy to kepe the ȝet;

In a thik rowt tharat was mony set.

Our spretis war restoryt, and curage grew

The kyngis palyce to succur, and reskew

The men tharin with all help and supple,

To strenthing thame war venquyst neyr, we se.

A smal wykket thar was or entre dern,

A litil ȝet clepit a postern,

On the bak half Priamus palyce almaist,

Amang byggynnys stude desolate and waist,

Quharat was wont alane Andromocha

To entir oft to Priam and Hecuba,

And Astyanax, hir ȝong son, with hir bring

Onto his grandsyre Priamus the kyng.

Tharat I enterit, and to the wallys hyght

Vpwent, quhar wrachit Troianys as thai mycht

Threw down dartis, thocht all was bot inwaist.

We start ontil a hie turate in haist,

The top vpstrekand to the starnys hie,

Quharon we wont war al Troy forto se,

The Grekis schippis and thar tentis eik.

With instrumentis of irne we pyke, and seik

Round al about quhar the ionyngis war worn,

Reddy to fall, and corbalys al to torn;

We holk and mynd the corneris for the nanys,

Quhil down belive we tumbil it al atanys.

A fellon rusch it maid, and sownd with all,

And large on breid our Grekis rowtis dyd fall,

Bot sone ane other sort start in thar stedis  

Nowder stanys, nor quarellis with scharp hedis,

Nor na kynd of wapynnys war sparit than.

And first of al, befor the porch inran

Hard to the entre, in schynyng plait and mail,

Pyrrus, with wapynnys fersly to assaill,

Lyke to the edder, with schrewit herbis fed,

Cummyn furth to lycht and on the grond lyis spred,

Quham wynter lang hyd vnder the cald erd,

Now slippit hir slowch with schynand skyn new brerd,

Hir slydry body in hankis rownd al run,

Heich vp hir nek strekand forgane the son,

With forkit tong intyll hir mouth quytterand.

To the assalt with Pyrrus come at hand

Periphas, and Automedon his squyer

Was wont to govarn Achilles cart in weir,

And al the fensabill men of Scyrrya

Bownys our the wallis and howss hedis alsswa,

And fyre blesis abuf the rufe garris fle.

Bot first of al, ane stalwart ax hynt he,

The stern Pyrrus, to hew and brek the ȝet,

And furth of har the stapillis has he bet,

And bandis all of brass yforgyt weill:

Be that in twa the master bar ilk deill

Is al tofruschit, syne the hard burdis he hakkis,

And throu the ȝet ane large wyndo makkis,

By the quhilk slop the place within apperis,

The wyde hallys wolx patent al infeiris

Of Priamus and ancyant kyngis of Troy;

Secret throwgangis ar schawyn wont tobe quoy;

Armyt men se thai stand at the first port.

Bot than throw owt the inner palyce, at schort,

With duylful scryke and walyng al is confoundit;

The holl howsis ȝowlit and resowndit

For womentyng of ladeis and wemen  

The clamour vpstrak to the starnys then.

The woful moderis ran frayit on athir syde

Ful lamentabil throw out the chawmeris wyde,

Brasand the postis in armys, and durris cald,

And feil syss with mowthis kyss thame wald.

Instantly Pyrrus assailȝeis with al his mycht,

By naturale strenth of his fader the wight,

That nowder closeris, nor barryt ȝettis stowt,

Nor ȝit the keparis may hald thame langar owt.

Oft wyth the ram the port is schaik and duschit,

Down bet ȝet chekis and bandis al tofruschit.

The way is maid by forss, and entre brokkyn;

Grekis insprent, the formaste haue thai stokyn

And slane with swordis; the large hald heir and thar

Was fyllit full of Grekis our alquhar.

Not sa fersly the fomy ryver or flude

Brekkis our the bankis on spait quhen it is wode,

And, with hys brusch and fard of watir brown,

The dykis and the schoris bettis doun,

Ourspredand croftis and flattis with his spait,

Our al the feildis that thai may row a bayt,

Quhil howsys and the flokkis flyttis away,

The corn grangis and standand stakkis of hay.

I saw my self thair Neoptolemus

Mak fellon slauchtir, wod and furyus,

And athir brodir of Atrides alswa.

Eldmodir to ane hundreth thar saw I Hecuba,

And Priamus at the altar quhar he stude,

All our bysprent and sperklyt ful of blude

Of sacryfice, quhamto he bet the fyre.

Fyfty chawmeris held that rial syre

Quhar warryn his gude dochteris, ladeis ȝyng,

Syk fayr beleif is lost of his ofspryng.

The prowd gestis and durris gilt with gold

Of barbary wark, and hungyn mony fold

With richess and spulȝe of seyr nationys,

Sa far as from the fyre onbet adoune is

The Grekis occupyis haly  al is tharis,

Quhat so thame lyst tospil is nane that sparis.

Into this nixt cheptour ȝe may attend

Of Priam, kyng of Troy, the fatale end.

Peraventur of Priamus wald ȝe speir

Quhou tyd the chance. Hys fait, gif ȝe lyst, heir:

Quhen he the cite saw takyn and downbet,

And of his palyce brokyn euery ȝet,

Amyd the secret closettis eik hys fays,

The auld grayth, al for nocht, to hym tays

Hys hawbryk quhilk was lang furth of vsage,

Set on his schulderis trymlyng than for age;

A sword but help about hym beltis he

And ran towart hys fays, reddy to de.

Amyd the closs, vnder the hevyn al bayr,

Stude thar that tyme a mekil fair altare,

Neyr quham thar grew a rycht ald lawrer tre

Bowand towart the altare a litill wie,

That with his schaddow the goddis dyd ourheld.

Hecuba thyddir with hir childer for beild

Ran al invane and about the altare swarmys,

Brasand the godlyke ymage in thar armys,

As for the storm dowis flokkis togidder ilkane.

Bot quhen scho saw how Priamus has tane

His armour, so as thocht he had beyn ȝyng:

Quhat fulych thocht, my wrachit spowss and kyng,

Movis the now syk wapynnys forto weld?

Quhidder hastis thou? quod sche. Of na sik beld

Haue we now mystir, nor syk diffendouris as the,

The tyme is nocht ganand tharto we se,

In cace Hectour war present heir, my son,

He mycht nocht succur Troy, for it is won,

Quharfor I pray the syt doune and cum hydder

And lat this altare salue wss al togidder,

Or than atanys al heir lat ws de.

Thus said scho and with sik sembland as mycht be

Hym towart hir has brocht, but ony threte,

And set the auld doune on the haly sete.

Bot lo, Polytes, ane of Priamus sonnys

Quhilk from the slauchter of Pyrrus away run is,

Throw wapynnys fleyng and his ennemyss all,

Be lang throwgangis and mony voyd hall;

Woundit he was, and come to seik reskew.

Ardently Pyrrus gan him fast persew,

With grondyn lance at hand so neir furthstrekit,

Almaist the hed hym twichit and arekit,

Quhil at the last, quhen he is cummyn, I weyn,

Befor his faderis and his moderis eyn,

Smate hym down ded in thar sycht quhar he stude,

The gaist he ȝald with habundans of blude.

Priamus than, thocht he was halfdeill ded,

Mycht nocht conteyn his ire nor wordis of fed,

Bot cryis furth: For that cruell offens

And owtragyus fuyl hardy violens,

Gif thar be piete in the hevin abone

Quhilk takis heid to this at thou has done,

The goddis mot condyngly the forȝeld,

Eftir thi desert rendring sik gaynȝeld,

Causit me behald myne awyn child slane, allace,

And with hys blude fylit the faderis face.

Bot he quhamby thou fenys thi self byget,

Achil, was not to Priam sa hard set,

For he, of rycht and faith eschamyt eik,

Quhen that I come hym lawly tobeseik,

The ded body of Hector rendrit me,

And me convoyit hame to my cite.

Thus sayand the ald waykly, but forss or dynt,

A dart dyd cast, quhilk with a pyk gan stynt

On his harness, and in the scheild dyd hyng

But ony harm or other dammagyng.

Quod Pyrrus, Sen always thou saist swa,

To Pellyus son, my fadir, thou most ga.

Beir hym this message, ramembir weil thou tell

Him al my warkis and dedis sa cruell  

Schaw Neoptolemus is degenerit cleyn.

Now salt thou de. And with that word in teyn

The ald trymlyng towart the altare he drew,

That in the hait blude of his son, sched new,

Fundrit; and Pyrrus grippis hym by the hayr

With his left hand, and with the tother albayr

Drew furth his schynand swerd, quhilk in his syde

Festynnyt, and onto the hyltis dyd he hyde.

Of Priamus thus was the finale fait  

Fortone heir endit his gloryus estait,

Seand Ilion albyrn in fryis brown

And Troys wallis fall and tumlyt down.

That ryal prince, vmquhile our Asya

Apon sa feil pepil and realmys alswa

Ryngnyt in welth, now by the cost lyis ded

Bot as a stok and of hakkit his hed,

A corps but lyfe, renown or other fame,

Onknawyn of ony wight quhat was his name.

Quhou Venus gan to Eneas appeir,

And of his fader and other materis seyr.

Fyrst than the grysly dreid about me start:

Astonyst I wolx, for sone prent in myne hart

The ymage of my deir fader, quhen I

The kyng his evyneild beheld sa cruelly

By deidly wound ȝaldand vp the spreit.

On dessolat Crevse, my spowss sa sweit,

I thocht alsso, and dangeris of my place;

Of litil Ascaneus sayr I dred the cace.

About I blent to behald, heir and thar,

Quha of our feris remanyt with me thar.

Al war thai fled full wery, left me alane;

Sum to the erd loppin from hie towris of stane,

Sum in the fyre thar irkit bodeis leit fall  

Thar was na ma bot I left of thame all;

Quhen in the tempil of Vesta the goddas,

Lurkand ful law intil a secrete place,

Tyndarus douchter, Queyn Helene, I espy  

The fyrys schane sa brycht as I went by

All thing was patent quhar so euer I went.

Scho dreding less the Troianys wald hir schent

And kast sum way for hir distructioun

Becauss al Troy for hir was thus bet doun,

Sayr punytioun of Grekis dred scho, als

Hir husbandis wroth, quham scho left and was fals,

And eik the common fatale fury of Troy,

Hir self scho hyd tharfor and held ful koy,

Besyde the altare sytting onethis seyn.

My spreit for ire brynt in propir teyn

And al in greif thocht cruel vengeans take

Of my cuntre for this myschews wrake,

With byttir panys to wreke our harmys smart.

Thocht I, sal scho pass to the realm of Spart

Hailskarth, and se Mycene hir natyve land,

And with triumphe follow hir fyrst husband?

Or lyke a queyn sal scho wend hame our see?

Hir frendis agane and childring sal scho se

Accumpanyit with mony Troiane maid

And Phrygiane seruandis in bondage with hir had  

Sen now by hir with swerd lyis Priam ded

And ryal Troy all brynt in flambis red,

Of Dardane eik the strandis and the flude

Sa oft hass bene waterit or bathit in blude?

Na, na, nocht swa, I wyss, that sal scho nocht;

And set it be nocht lovabill nor semly thocht

To punyss a woman, bot schameful hir to sla,

Na victory, bot lak, followyng alswa,

Ȝit netheless I aucht lovit tobe

Vengeans to tak on hir deservis to de.

It wil my mynd asswage fortobe wrokyn

On hir quhamby Troy brynt is and down brokyn,

And forto eik the myscheif of hir ded

Til our sorowis fyllit with assis red.

Syk thingis I thocht half wod and furyus

As owt of wit my mynd was cachit thus,

Quhen that my blissit moder, of sik bewte,

Apperit farer than euer I dyd hir se,

Schynyng ful cleir for al the dyrk nycht,

Confessyng hir tobe a goddess brycht

In sik form of quantite and estait

As scho is seyn with spretis deificait.

Me by the rycht hand hynt scho and held fast

And with hir rosy lippis thus said at last:

Son, quha sa gret and furyus cruelte

And hie ondantit ire has rasyt in the?

Quhy gois thou mad? Quhidder is went thus onkynd

Our ramembrance, or we forȝet of mynd?

Suld thou not first think quhar thou left but less

Thi wery fader, the agit Anchises?

Wenys thou or not Crevsa ȝit levand be

And Ascanyus thi ȝong son, quam al thre

The Grekis armyis walkis rownd about,

And bot my myght rasistit thame, sans dout

Thai hadbene brynt or this in flambis red,

And with thar fays swordis smyte to ded.

Not the bewte of Helene Laconya,

Quham thou hatis, nor Parys, quhilk alswa

Is blamyt oft, this rychess has ȝou reft;

Bot the wroth of the goddis has down beft

The city of Troy from top onto the grond.

Behald (for I, within a litil stound,

The clowd of dyrkness from thi sycht so cleir,

That on ȝour mortell eyn, quhill ȝe beyn heir,

Lyke to ane watry slowch standis dym about;

Thi moderis heist on na wyss nedis the dowt,

Na hir command refusyng to obey)

Quhar thir towris thou seys down fall and swey,

And stane fra stane down bet, and reyk vp ryss,

With stew, powder and duste myxt on this wyss,

Neptune the fundmentis of thir wallis hie,

With his gret mattok havand granys thre,

Vndermyndis rownd about the towne,

Furth of the grond holkand the barmkyn doun.

Maist cruel Iuno hass, or this, alsswa

Saysit with the fyrst the port clepit Sceya,

And from the schippis the ostis in scho callis,

Standing wod wraith enarmyt on the wallis.

The hie castellis and strenthis to and fra,

Behald, now Pallas of Tritonya

All occupyis, schynyng in weirlyke weid,

Fell Gorgones hed into hir scheild, tak heid.

The gret fader Iupiter strenth and mycht

Distributis happely to the Grekis in fyght,

And eik the goddis ire prouokis he

Aganys Troianys power in the melle.

Fle thou, my son, in haist away thou wend,

And of this laubour onprofitabil mak ane end;

I salbe with the soverly and ful koy,

Quhil to thi faderis ȝet I the convoy.

Thus sayand, scho hir hyd in the cloyss nycht.

Than terribil figuris apperis to my sycht

Of gret goddis, semand with Troy agrevit;

And tho beheld I al the cite myschevit,

Fayr Illion all fall in gledis down,

And, fra the soyll, gret Troy, Neptunus town,

Ourtumlyt to the grond  so as ȝhe se

The lauboreris into the montanys hie

With steil axsis byssely hak and hew

A mekil ayk that mony ȝeir thar grew;

The tre branglis bostyng to the fall,

With top trymlyng, and branchis schakand all;

Quhil finaly it get the lattyr straik,

Than with a rair down duschis the mekil aik,

And with his fard brekis down bewis about.

Furth of that sted I went, and throu the rowt

Of ennemyis and flambis I me sped

(The fyre and wapynnys gave me place) and fled.

So happely the goddes gydit me,

Quhil that within the portis and entre

Of my faderis lugyng am I cummyn;

My fader than, quham I schupe to haue nummyn

And caryit to the nerrest hillys hycht,

And hym tharto solist with al my mycht;

Bot he reffusys or euer to leif in ioy

Eftir the rewyne and distructioun of Troy  

To suffir exile he said that he ne couth.

O ȝe, quod he, in blude and florist ȝouth

That has ȝour strenth ȝit and ȝour forcy mycht,

Pass on ȝour way onone, and tak the flycht.

Gif goddis lykyt lenth my life langar space,

Thai wald haue salwyt to me this litil place.

It is eneuch, eneuch and mair, I weyn,

A distructioun of Troy that we haue seyn,

Remanyng alyve eftyr the cite tane.

So, so, hald on, leif this ded body alane;

Say the last quething word, adew, to me.

I sal my deth purchess thus, quod he:

Quhen our ennemyss seys me enarmyt stand,

Sum sal haue reuth and sla me with his brand

To get my spulȝe  quhat of the body na cure:

The corps is sone warpit in sepulture.

Hatit of the goddis, to all nedis onhabill,

Thir mony ȝeris I left inprofitabill,

Ay sen the fader of goddis and kyng of men

With thunderis blast me smate, as that ȝe ken,

And with his fyry levin me omberauch,

That we intill our langage clepe fyreflauch.

Rehersyng this, fermly he dyd remane

At his first purpos fixt, and we agane

Furthȝetting teris, and our spowss Crevsa,

Ascanyus ȝyng, and al our menȝe alswa

Besowth my fader to salue his wery banys,

And not be wilful to peryss all atanys,

And to escheif the chance as it was went:

Plat he reffusys, anherdyng to his entynt,

The fyrst sentence haldyng euer ane.

To start to harnes I am compeld agane,

And, as maste wrachit and miserabil catyve,

Ded I desyrit, and irkyt of my lyve;

For by na wysdome nor chance persave I mycht

We couth eschape, nor ȝit by forss in fyght.

O deir fader, quhat wenys thou for ded,

A fut, quod I, me to steir of this sted,

And leif the heir? O God! quha euer couth

Sik cryme to me be said of faderis mouth!

Bot gif it lykis to the goddis hie

Na thing be left of sa fayr a cite,

Or gyf thou hest in mynd decretit eik,

And weil lykis thi self and thine to eik

Onto the rewyne of Troy, and tobe schent,

Ded at our dur is reddy and patent.

From mekil blude schedding of Priamus

Hiddir, belyfe, sal cum cruell Pyrrus,

Quhilk brytnys the son befor the faderis face,

And gorris the fader at the altare but grace.

Is this the way, my haly moder, at thou

Suld kepe me, fays and fyris passand throu,

That I behald, within my chawmyr secrete,

Myne ennemyss, and se Ascanyus swete,

My deir fader, and Crevsa my wyfe,

Ahtir in otheris hait blude leyss thar lyfe?

Harness, seruandis, harnes bryng hydder sone!

The lattyr end, thus venquyst and ondone,

Callys ws agane to batale and assay;

Adone, cum on, this is our lattir day.

Rendir me to the Grekis, or suffir me

The bargane agane begun at I may se;

This day onwrokyn we sal neuer all be slane.

Abowt me than my swerd I belt agane,

And schot my left arme in my scheild al meit,

Bownyng me furth, quhen lo, abowt my feit

My spowss lappit fell down into the ȝet,

And litill Iulus forgane his fader vpset:

Gyf thou lyst pass, quod scho, thi self to spill,

Harl ws with the in all perrell quhar thou will;

Bot gif thou trastis, as expert in thi dedis,

Ony help by forss of armys, than the nedis

First to defend and kepe this howss, quod scho,

Quharin thi ȝong son and thi fader beyn, lo!

And I vmquhile that salbe clepit thi spowss;

Quham to sall we be left in this waist howss?

Quhou Eneas hys fader bayr away,

And how he lost Crevsa by the way.

Wyth skyrlys and with scrykis thus sche beris,

Fillyng the howss with murnyng and salt teris,

Quhen suddanly, a wonder thing to tell,

A feirful takyn betyd of gret marvell.

For lo! the top of litill Ascanyus hed,

Amang the duylfull armys wil of red

Of his parentis, from the sched of his crown,

Schane al of lycht onto the grond adown.

The leym of fyre and flambe, but ony skath,

In his haris, about his halffettis baith,

Kyndyllis vp brycht, and we than, al in weir,

Abasit, trymlyng for the dreidfull feir,

The blesand haris bet furth at brynt sa schyre,

And schupe with watir to sloyk the haly fyre.

Bot Anchises, my fader, blyth and glaid

Lyft eyn and handis to hevyn, and thusgatis said:

O thou almychty Iupiter, quod he,

With ony prayeris inclynyt gif thou may be,

Tak heid to ws, and gif we haue deseruyt

For our piete and rewth tobe conseruyt,

Haly fader, send ws thi help als ȝoir,

And conferm al thir takynnys seyn befor.

Scarsly the auld thir wordis had warpit owt,

Quhen sone the ayr begouth to rumbill and rowt

On our left hand, towart the north ful rycht,

And from the hevin fell, in the dyrk nycht,

A fayr brycht starn, rynnand with bemys cleir,

Quhilk on the top of our lugyng, but weir,

First saw we lycht, syne schynyng went awa

And hyd it in the forest of Ida,

Markand the way quhidder at we suld spur;

Thar followis a streym of fyre, or a lang fur,

Castand gret lycht about quhar that it schane,

Quhil al enveron rekit lyke bryntstane.

With that my fader venquyst start on fute,

And to the goddis carpis tobe our bute,

The haly starn adornyt he rycht thar:

Now, now, quod he, I tary na langar;

I follow, and quhidder ȝe gyde me sal I wend.

O natyve goddis, ȝour awyn kynrent defend,

Salwe ȝour nevo; ȝouris is this oracle,

In ȝour protectioun is Troy, for this myracle

I wil obey, and grantis onto ȝour will:

My deir son, quhidder euer thou wend will,

I sal na mair reffuss tobe thi feyr.

Thus sayd he, and be than, thar and heir,

Throw out the wallis the rerd of fyris grew

Ay mair and mair, and the heit nerrar drew.

Have done, quod I, fader, clym vp onone

And set the evyn abuf my nek bone;

Apon my schuldris I sal the beir, but weyr,

Nor this lawbour saldo to me na deir:

Quhat euer betyde, a weilfair and a skaith

Salbe common and equale to wss baith.

Lytil Iulus salbeir me cumpany,

My spowss ondreich eftyr our trayss sal hy.

And ȝe, my seruandis, tak heid quhat I say:

As ȝe pass furth of the cite this ilk way,

Thar is a mote, quhar ane ald tempil, but less,

Now standis desert of the goddess Ceress,

Besyde quham growis a sypir tre full auld,

With forfaderis feil ȝeris in wirschip hald;

In that place lat wss meit on athir syde.

Fader, sen that we may na langar byde,

Tak vp tha haly rellykis in thi hand,

And our penates or goddis of this land  

It war onleiffull and wykkitnes to me

From sa gret slauchter, blude schedding and melle

Newly departit, to twich thame, for the blude,

Quhil I be weschyn into sum rynnand flude.

And sayng thus, I spred my schulderis brayd,

Syne our my nek, abuf the wedis, laid

A ȝallow skyn was of a fers lyoun,

And tharapon gart set my fader down;

Lytil Iulus grippis me by the hand,

With onmeit payss his fader fast followand:

Neir at our bak Crevse my spowss ensewys:

We pass by secret wentis and quyet rewyss.

And me, quhan laitly na wapyn, nor dartis kast,

Nor press of Grekis rowtis maid agast,

Ilke swowch of wynd and euery quhispir now

And alkyn sterage affrayt, and causyt grow,

Baith for my byrdyng and my litil mait.

Quhen we war cummyn almaist to the ȝet,

And al danger we thocht eschapit neyr,

A fellon dyn belyve of feit we heir;

My fader than lukand furth throw the sky,

Cryis on me fast, Fle, son! fle, son, in hy,

Thai cum at hand! Behynd me I gat a sycht

Of lemand armour and schynand scheildis brycht.

Thar knaw I nocht quhat fremmyt god onkynd

So me astonyst, and reft fra me my mynd,

For throu the secrete stretis fast I ran

Befor the laif, as weil bekend man,

Allace to me catyve! I wait neuer quhydder

My spowss Crevse remanyt or we come thydder,

Or by sum fait of goddis was reft away,

Or gif scho errit, or irkit by the way,

For nevir syne with eyn saw I hyr eft,

Nor neuer abak, fra scho was lost or reft,

Blent I agane, nor perfyte mynd has nummyn,

Quhil to the mote of Ceres war we cummyn.

And fynaly, quhen we beyn gadderit thidder,

Fast by the haly tempil al togydder,

Scho was away, and betrumpit suythly

Hyr spowss, hir son and all the cumpany.

Than wod for wo, so was I quyte myscaryit

That nowder god nor man I left onwaryit:

For quhat mair hard myschance, quhen Troy down fell,

Apperit to me as that, or sa cruell?

Ascanyus tho and my fader Anchises,

And eik our Troiane goddis penates,

Onto my feris betauch I for to keip

And hyd thame darn within a valy deip.

To town agane I sped with al my mycht,

Claspit ful meit into fyne armour brycht,

Wilful al aventuris newlyngis to assay,

And forto serss Troy, euery streit and way,

And eik my hed agane in perrell set.

Bot first the wallis, the darn entre and ȝet,

Quharat we yschit furth, I seik agane,

Haldyng bakwart ilk futstep we had gane,

Lukand and sersand about me as I myght.

The vgsumnes and silens of the nycht

In euery place my spreit maid sayr agast.

Fra thyne ontil our lugyng hame I past

To spy perchance gif scho had thidder returnyt;

It was with Grekis beset and hail ourturnyt,

Alhail the howss with thame sa occupyit;

Belyve the fyre al waistand I espyit

Bless with the wynd; our the rufe, heir and thar,

The flambe vpsprang and hait low in the ayr.

Quhou Eneas socht hys sposs, al the cost,

And how to hym apperis hir gret gost.

To Priamus palyce eftyr socht I than,

And syne onto the tempil fast I ran,

Quhar at the porchis or clostir of Iuno,

Than al bot waist, thocht it was gyrth, stude tho

Phenix and dowr Vlixes, wardanys tway,

Forto observe and keip the spreth or pray.

Thydder in a hepe was gadderit precyus geir,

Richess of Troy, and other iowellis seyr

Reft from all partis; and of tempillis brynt

Of massy gold the veschel war furth hynt

From the goddis, and goldyn tabillis all,

With precyus vestmentis of spulȝe triumphall;

The ȝyng childring, effrayt matronys eik,

Stude al on raw, with mony petuus screik

Abowt the tresour quhymperand wondir sayr.

And I alsso my self sa bald wolx thair

That I durst schaw my voce in the dyrk nycht,

And clepe and cry fast throu the stretis on hycht

Ful dolorusly, Crevsa! Crevsa!

Agane, feil syss, invane I callit swa

Throu howsys and the cite quhar I ȝoyd,

But owder rest or resson, as I war woyd;

Quhil that the figur of Crevsa and gost,

Of far mair statur than ayr quhen scho was lost,

Befor me, catyve, hyr sekand, apperit thar.

Abasyt I wolx, and widdyrsyns start my hayr;

Speke mycht I not, the voce in my halss swa stak.

Than scho, belyfe, on this wyss to me spak,

With sik wordis my thochtis to asswage:

O my sweit spowss, into sa furyus rage

Quhat helpis thus thi selwyn to torment?

This chance is not but goddis willis went;

Nor it is nocht leifful thing, quod sche,

Fra hyne Crevse thou turss away with the,

Nor the hie governour of the hevin abufe is

Wil suffir it so tobe; bot the behuffis

From hens to wend ful far into exile

And our the braid sey sail furth mony a myle

Or thou cum to the land Hesperya,

Quhar wyth soft cowrss Tybris of Lydya

Rynnys throu the rych feldis of pepil stowt;

Thar is gret substans ordanyt the but dowt,

Thar salt thou have a realm, thar salt thou ryng

And wed to spowss the douchtir of a kyng.

Thy wepyng and thi teris do away

Quhilk thou makis for thi luffyt Crevsay,

For I, the neyce of mychty Dardanus

And gude douchtyr onto the blyssit Venus,

Of Myrmydonys the realm sal nevir behald

Nor ȝit the land of Dolopeis so bald,

Nor go to serve na matron Gregion,

Bot the gret modir of the goddis ilkon

In thir cuntreis withhaldis me for evyr.

Adew, fayr weil, for ay we mon dissevir.

Thou be gude frend, lufe weil and keip fra skath

Our a ȝong son is common til wss baith.

Quhen this was spokkyn, fra me away scho glaid,

Left me wepyng and feil wordis wald have said,

For sche sa lychtly vanysyt in the ayr

That with myne armys thryss I presyt thar

About the hals hir fortil haue belappit,

And thryss, al waist, my handis togiddir clappit:

The figur fled as lycht wynd or the son beym,

Or maist lykly a waverand swevyn or dreym.

Thus finaly, the nycht al passit and gane,

Onto my falloschip I return agane,

Quhar that I fand assemlyt al newly

So huge a rowt of our folkis that I

Wondryt the nowmyr, thai so mony weir

Of men and women gadderit al infeir

And ȝong pepil to pass in exile abill

And of commonys a sort sa miserabill

Fra euery part that flokkyng fast about,

Baith with gude wil and thar moblis, but doubt,

Reddy to wend in quhat cost or cuntre

That evir me list to cary thame our see.

Wyth this the day starn, Lucifer the brycht,

Abuf the top of Ida rayss on hycht,

Gydand the day hard at his bak followyng:

The Grekis than we se in the mornyng

Stand forto kepe the entreis of the portis,

And thus quhen na hope of reskew at schort is

My purposs I left, obeyand destanye,

And careit my fader to Ida hyll on hie.

Heir endis the secund buk of Eneados and begynnys the proloug of the thryd


BUKE III

[The Proloug of the Thryd Buke]

Hornyt Lady, pail Cynthia, not brycht,

Quhilk from thi broder borrowis al thi lycht,

Rewlare of passage and ways mony one,

Maistres of stremys, and glaidar of the nycht,

Schipmen and pilgrymys hallowis thi mycht,

Lemman to Pan, douchtir of Hyperion,

That slepand kyssit the hyrd Endymyon,

Thy strange wentis to write God grant me slycht,

Twiching the thryd buke of Eneadon.

The feirful stremys and costis wondyrfull

Now most I write, althocht my wyt be dull,

Wild aventuris, monstreis and quent effrays  

Of onkowth dangeris this nixt buke hail is full;

Nyce Laborynth, quhar Mynotawr the bull

Was kepte, had nevir sa feil cahuttis and ways.

I dreid men clepe thame fablis now on days;

Tharfor wald God I had thar erys to pull

Mysknawis the creid, and threpis otheris forvayis.

Incayss thai bark, I compt it nevir a myte;

Quha kan not hald thar peice ar fre to flyte;

Chide quhil thar hedis ryfe and hals worth hayss  

Weyn thai to murdryss me with thar dispyte?

Or is it Virgill quham thame list bakbyte?

His armour wald thai perss? Quhar is the place?

He dowtis na dynt of polax, swerd nor mace.

Quhat wenys thou, frend, the craw be worthyn quhite,

Supposs the holkis be all ourgrowyn thi face?

Deym as ȝhe lest that kan not demyng weill;

And gentill curtass redaris of gude ȝeill,

I ȝow beseik to gevin aduertenss;

This text is full of storys euery deill,

Realmys and landis, quharof I haue na feill

Bot as I follow Virgill in sentens;

Few knawis all thir costis sa far hens;

To pike thame vp perchance ȝour eyn suld reill  

Thus aucht thar nane blame me for smal offens.

By strange channellis, fronteris and forlandis,

Onkouth costis and mony wilsum strandis

Now goith our barge, for nowder howk nor craik

May heir bruke sail, for schald bankis and sandis.

From Harpyes fell and blynd Cyclopes handis

Be my laid star, virgyne moder but maik;

Thocht storm of temptatioun my schip oft schaik,

Fra swelth of Sylla and dyrk Caribdis bandis,

I meyn from hell, salue al go not to wraik.

Heir endys the proheme and begynnys the thrid buke

Quhou Eneas fra Troy has tane hys rayss,

And Polidorus graf has fund in Trace.

Eftyr that seyn and thocht expedient

Was by the goddys to dystroy and schent

Of Asya the empyre, and down to bryng,

But offens, Priamus pepil and ofspryng,

And prowd Ilion was brokyn and bet down,

And from the soyl al Troy, Neptunus town,

Ybrynt is smoke of flambis and in reik;

Syndry landis and cuntreis forto seik,

And wend exile in diuerss nationys,

Of the goddis by reuelacionys,

We war admonyst feil syth, as is said.

Schippis we graith and navy reddy maid

Bewtix Anthandros and the mont of Ida,

Oncertane quhidder the fatis wald we suld ga,

Or quhar we suld remane ȝit fynaly;

Our men togidder gadderit we in hy.

And skant begunnyn was the fresch veir,

Quhen that Anchises, myne awyn fader deir,

Bad ws mak saill and follow destany.

Than, weping sayr, my native cost left I,

The havynnys, and the feildis dissolait

Quhar Troys ryall cite stude of lait:

Furth sail I banyst throw the deip see,

With my ȝong son Ascanyus and our menȝe,

And with our frendly goddis, Penates hait,

And eik our gret goddis of mair estait.

Thar lyis a weirly cuntre weil far thens,

With large feildis lauborit ful of fens;

Of Trace the pepill ar thar inhabityng

Quhar that vmquhile strang Lycurgus was kyng  

Ane ancyant and ane tendir herbry place

To Troianys, quhil we stude in fortonys grace,

Our pepil togidder confederate and aly.

By schip thiddir our sey careit was I,

Quhar, at the bayand costis syde of the see,

Begouth I first set wallis of a cite,

Althocht my foundment was mysfortunat:

The toune I nemmyt efter myne estait

And fra my name it clepit Eneadas.

Onto my moder, of Dyona douchter was,

Sacrifice I maid, and to the goddis all

Quham for new warkis men happy helparis call;

And to the kyng of hevinly wightis that tyde

A quhite bull slew I by the costis syde.

On cace, thar stude a litil mote neirby,

Quhar hepthorn buskis on the top grew hie,

And evin saplynnys of myrthus, the tre funerale.

Thiddir I went, greyn bewis doune to haill,

Hard by the grond myne altare forto dycht

With burgyonys and with branchis al at rycht:

A grysly takyn, feirful to tell, I se.

As from the soyll vprent was the first tre

By the rutys, the blak droppis of blude

Distillit tharfra, that al the erth quhar it stude

Was spottit of the fylth and stenyt, allaik!

The cald dreid maid all my membris quaik,

And for effeir my blude togidder fresyt.

Ane other smal twyst of a tre I chesit

Forto brek down, the causys to assay

Of this mater, that war onknawyn alway;

And ȝit the blude followit on the sam maneir

Furth of the bark of that other, but weir.

Than in my mynd of mony thingis I musyt,

And to the goddessis of wildyrnes, as is vsyt,

Quhilk Hamadriades hait, I wirschip maid,

Onto Gradyus fader, that ryngnys glaid

Our all the land of Getya and Tarss

(Quhilk clepit is the god of armys, Marss),

Besekyng this avisioun worth happy,

And the oracle prosperite suld signyfy.

Bot efter that the thyrd syoun of treys,

Apon the sandis syttand on my kneys,

I schupe to haue vprevyn with mair press

(Quhidder sal I spek now, or hald my pess?),

Furth of the graif a duylful murnyng law

I hard, and to myne eris come this saw:

Ene, quhy rentis thou a wrechit creatur?

Haue reuth of hym now laid in sepultur,

And forto fyle thi deuote handis spair;

Of Troy I born am, to the na strangar:

This blude droppis nocht from that stok in thi hand.

Fle sone, allace, furth of this cursyt land,

Fle from this avarus kyngis cost in hy;

For lo! thus, Polidorus heir I ly,

Througyrd with dartis, and thyk steil hedis schote,

Apon sik wyss ourheildit on this mote;

The scharp lancis growis greyn and spredis owt.

Than wist I not quhat I suld do for dowt,

The feir affrayit my mynd estonyst als,

Vpstart my hayr, the word stak in my hals.

With a gret sold of gold fey Priamus

Secretly vmquhile send this Polidorus,

Quhilk was his son, to Polynestor, kyng

Of Trace, to kepe and haue in nurysyng,

Quhen first of Troiane defens begouth he dowt

And saw the town besegyt all abowt.

Bot this ilk kyng of Trace, seand how Troy

Lossyt his myghtis be forton turnyt from ioy,

The party chesis of Agamenon,

Anherdand to the victouris syde onon;

Al faith and frendschip brak he than in hy,

And Polydorus slane has cruelly,

And thus, be forss, the tresour he doith withhold.

O cursyt hungyr of this wrachit gold!

Quhat wikkytnes or myscheif may be do

At thou constrenys not mortale myndis tharto?

Eftir this effray was fra my banys went,

Of the goddis thir feirfull wordis quent

Onto the noblis and grettast of our men,

And to my fader fyrst, rehers I then,

And quhat thar purposs was, eik I inquir.

Thai war al of a will and a desyr

To pass furth of this wareit realm of Trace,

And for toleif that pollut herbry place,

And set our navy to the wynd but weir.

Tharfor, to Polidorus vp a beyr

We erekkit, and of erd a gret fluyr

Kest in a hepe abuf his sepultur;

Syne, in ramembrance of the sawlis went,

The dolorus altaris fast by war vpstent,

Crownyt with garlandis al of haw sey hewis,

And with the blaiknyt cypress dedly bewis.

The Troiane wemen stude with hayr down schaik,

About the beir weping with mony, Allake!

And on we kest of warm mylk mony a skul,

And of the blude of sacrifyce cowpis full.

The sawle we bery in sepultur on this wyss,

The lattir hailsyng syne lowd schowtit thryss,

Rowpand atanys, Adew! Quhen al is done,

Ilkane per ordour, the mon we follow sone.

Quhou Eneas socht answer at Apollyne,

And quhou he to the land of Crete is salyt syne.

Syne, quhen we se our tyme to sail maist habill,

The blastis mesit, and the fludis stabill,

The softe piping wynd callyng to see,

Thar schippis than furth settis our menȝe:

Ȝe mycht haue sene the costis and the strandis

Fillit with portage and pepil tharon standis.

Furth of the havin we salit al onone;

The sicht of land and cite sone is gone.

Amyd the sey yclepit Egeos

Ane haly iland lyis, that hait Delos,

Beluffit of Neptune and the moder alswa

Of the Nereydes, clepit Doryda;

Quham the cheritabil archer, Appollo,

Quhen it flet rollyng from costis to and fro,

Saisit and band betwix other ilis twa,

Quhilk clepit ar Mycone and Gyara,

Stablisyng so that it mycht lauborit be,

And comptis nowthir the wynd nor storm of see.

Thidder ar we careit, and in that plesand land

A sovir havyn ressavit ws at hand.

Al wery beyn we yschit furth of schip

The cite of Apollo to wirschip.

The kyng tharof, yclepit Anyvs,

Prince of the men and preste eik to Phebus,

With bendis baith and haly lawrer crown

Set on his hed, met ws withowt the town;

His agit frend Anchises knew this kyng.

Handis we schuke with hartly welcumyng,

And to his palyce al with hym we went,

Quhar that I wirschip, as wes myne entent,

The god Apollo, within his hallowit hald

Or tempil beldyt al of stanys ald.

O thou, quod I, Appollo Tymbreus,

Sum propir dwellyng place thou grant to ws:

We the beseik that schaw alsso thou wald

To ws irkit sum strenth and stalwart hald,

And at thou grant ws eik succession,

And for to dwel in a remanand town.

Salve ws, lattir wardis of Troy, that we ne spill,

Levyngis of Grekis and of the ferss Achill.

Geif ws thine answer quharon we sal depend;

Quhidder wilt thou, fader, at we now wend?

Quhar sall we set our lugyng to remane?

Condiscend in our myndis, and schaw this plane.

Scarss war thir wordis said quhen that I se

Al thingis trymmyl and schaik neir abowt me,

The durris and the lawrer tre but dowt,

And al the montane movit rownd about;

A murmur or a rumysyng hard we haue

Within the courtyng and the secret cave;

The quyet closettis oppynnyt with a rerd,

And, we plat law gruflyngis on the erd,

A voce com til our erys, sayand thus:

O ȝe dowr pepil discend from Dardanus,

The ilke grond, fra quham the first stok cam

Of ȝour lynnage, with blyth bosum the sam

Sal ȝou ressaue thiddir returnyng agane:

To seik ȝour ald moder mak ȝou bane.

Thar sal Eneas lynnage haue senȝeory

Our al realmys and landis vndir the sky,

And thar sonnys, and sonnys sonnys syne,

And al that evir succedis of thar lyne.

Thus said Phebus, and than, our folkis amang,

Mixt with blithnes a fellon dyn vpsprang:

Quhat place was this, euery ane fast gan frane,

Quhiddir callis Phebus? Byddis he ws turn agane?

My fader than, revoluyng in his mynd

The discens of forfaderis of our strynd,

Nobillis, quod he, harkis quhat I sal say,

And leyr at me ȝour weilfair, I ȝou pray.

The ile of Cret lyis amyd the see,

The native land of Iupiter maist hie;

Thar is the first hyll, yclepit Ida,

Thar our forbearis first in thar credlys lay;

The land maist plentevs of wyne, oyl and quhete,

Inhabyt with a hundreth citeis gret,

Quharfra thar com, gif I remembir rycht,

Our gret forfader Teucrus the wycht,

First to the cost of Rethea in Phrygy,

And for his cite chesit the set fast by  

For ȝit than was not Ilion vpbeld,

Nor the strang wallis of Troy, bot on the feld

Thai dwelt in lugys and mony litil cave.

The adornar eik of our realm we haue

From that land, the moder of goddis Cybele,

And blast of brasyn trumpettis, as ȝe se;

From thens com eik the wod of Idea,

And the traist serymonys of sacrifice alswa;

The fasson eik and gyss we lernyt thar

Quhou the lyonys suld draw the ladeis char.

Haue done onon, tharfor, and lat ws wend

Thiddir quhar the goddis oracle haith ws kend.

The wynd first lat ws meyss, or that we ga,

Syne seik the realm of Crete and Gnosia.

It is not thens lang cowrs nor vyage far;

Our navy salt, with help of Iupiter,

The thrid morow be at the cost of Crete.

This beand said, ganand offerandis ful mete

Befor the altaris he slew in sacrifyce;

A bul first to Neptune, as is the gyss,

A bull to brycht Appollo for his beheist,

And to the god of tempestis a blak beist,

And to the chancy wyndis ane mylk quhite.

The fame was than, of Crete the cost stude quyte

Dissolate, but prince; for Idomeneus the kyng

Was by the pepil expellit from his ryng,

The lugyngis voyd and reddy to thar fays,

The sete left waist til ony it vptais.

The porte tharwith, Ortygia, leif we,

And with swift cowrs flaw throu the salt see;

By the iland swepit we onon

With hillis ful of wynys, hait Naxon,

By Donysa quhar growis the marbill greyn,

And by Paron with his quhite marbill scheyn,

By Olearon, and mony ilis, but less,

Skatterit in the sey, yclepit Cyclades;

We slyde throu fludis endlang feil costis fayr.

The noys vpsprang of mony marynar

Byssy at thar wark, to takilling euery tow,

Thar feris exorting, with mony heys and how,

To speid tham fast towart the realm of Crete,

With thar forfaderis and progenitouris to mete.

The followand wynd blew strek in our tail,

Quhill finaly arrive we, with bent saill,

Apon the ancyant cost of Curetanys,

A kynd of pepill quhilk into Crete remanys.

And sone I me enfors with diligence

To byg a wallit cite of defens;

Pargamea I namyt it, but baid:

Our folkis than, that warryn blyth and glaid

Of this kowth surname of our new cite,

Exort I to graith howsis and leif in le,

And rayss on hycht the strenth and fortaless.

Our schippis or this ful weil we gart adress

And lay almaist apon the dry sand.

The ȝong men fortil laubour thar new land,

And in honour of wedlok, as is the gyss,

Makkis thar offerand and thar sacryfyss,

And I thar statutis and seyr lawis thame tawcht,

Assyngnand ilkane propir howsis and aucht,

Quhen suddanly a cruel pest and traik,

So that cornys and frutis goith to wraik,

Throu the corruppit ayr and cowrss of hevyn,

A dedly ȝeir, far wers than I kan nevin,

Fell on our membris with sik infectioun

Was na remeid, cure nor correctioun;

The sweit sawlis lefis the bodeis ded,

Or seik thai ly gaspand in euery sted.

And forthir eik, Syryvs, the frawart star,

Quhilk clepit is the syng canicular,

So brynt the feildis al was barrand maid;

Herbis wolx dry, wallowyng, and gan to faid;

The seik grond denyis hys fruyt and fudis.

My fader exortis ws turn agane our fludis

To Delos, and Apolloys answer speir,

Besekyng hym of succurs ws to leir,

Quhat end ontil our irksum panys he sendis,

And be quhat way we mycht assay amendis

Of this turbacioun, or quhidder and quhar that he

Wil at we seik or set our cowrss our see.

Quhou Troiane goddys apperis tyll Enee,

And how that he was stormstad on the see.

Cummyn is the nycht, that euery beist on grond

Desiris rest by kynd, and slepis sovnd;

Quhen that the figuris of our goddis blist,

And the Phrigiane Penates, or I wist,

Quhilkis from amyd the fyris of Troy I brocht

Thidder with me, quhar I lay and slepit nocht,

Gan to appeir standyng befor myne eyn:

With ful gret lycht graithly I haue thame seyn,

Quhar as the ful moyn schawing bemys brycht

Inthrou the tyrlyst wyndo schane by nycht.

Than said thai thus, with wordis to asswage

My thochtis and my hevy sad curage:

That thing, quod thai, quhilk Apollo wald sa

And thou war brocht onto Ortygia,

Heir he the schawis, and eik, as thou may se,

Onrequirit hes send ws hidder to the.

Quhen Troy was brynt, we followit thi prowes,

Vnder thi gward to schip we wss address,

Ourspannand mony swelland seys salt;

And to the starnys eik we sal exalt

The childryn for tocum of thine ofspryng;

Thi cite sal we geif empyre to ryng

Our al the erth. Tharfor to goddis grete

Begyn to graith gret wallis and ryal sete;

Leif not thi langsum lavbour, bot fle away;

This duelling place thou mon change, we the say:

Delyvs Apollo, certis, as thou thocht,

Tocum onto this cost perswadit nocht

Nor chargit neuer in Crete thou suld remane.

A land thar is, in Grekis langage plane

Hesperya clepit, a bald cuntre in weir,

A fructuus grond of corn and richess seir,

By Kyng Onotryvs inhabit first with wyne,

Bot in our days laitly, the fame is syne,

Eftir thar duke it is namyt Italy.

Thar beyn our propir setis and our herbry;

Tharof com Dardane and his brothir Iasyvs,

And from that ilk prince, Schir Dardanus,

Is the discens of our genealogy.

Get vp onone, tel thi ald fader blythly

Thir tythyngis, quhilk beyn trew and certan thing.

Seik to Coryte and Italy the ryng,

For the feildis in Crete neyr Dycteus

Iupiter denyis to granting onto ws.

Of this visioun estonyst quhar I lay,

And of tha wordis quhilkis the goddis gan say

(For this wes nowthir dreym nor fantasy;

Thar propir vissage befor me stand knew I,

With garlandis and thar cirkillettis on thar hair;

Thar figur saw I present to me thair  

The cald sweit our al my body ran),

Furth of my bed on fute son sprent I than,

And, strekand vp my handis towart hevyn,

Myne oryson I maid with devote stevyn;

A cleyn sacrifyce and offerand maid I syne,

Into the fyris ȝettand senss and wyne.

The serymoneis endit, blyth and glaid

To my fader per ordour al I said

As ȝe haue hard (quhat nedis tell agane?),

And of this mater maid hym ful certane.

Onone he knew our elderis dowtis ilk deill,

And of our clan the dowbill stok full weill:

He grantis the onkouth errour hym dissavit

Of ancyant placis, quhilk he not persavit.

Syne said he, Son, thou irkit art algatis

By the contrarius frawart Troiane fatis;

Now I remembir only quhou Cassandra

Ful oft maid mensioun of Hesperya

And oft als of the realm hait Italy,

Thir materis me declaring by and by.

That land now knaw I destinate to our kyn,

Bot quha wald haue belevit at euer within

The realm of Itail Teucrus blude suld cum?

Or quha wald than, mair than scho had bene dum,

Set by the prophetess wordis Cassandra?

Lat ws obey Phebus, and wend awa

As we bene monyst, follow our chance, but pleys.

Thus said he, and we glaid al hym obeys:

A few folkis thar left to kepe the town,

This sted alsso leif we, and sail maid bown;

In bowit bargis throu the large streym we slyde.

Quhen sycht of land was tynt on euery syde,

Sa that na cost apperis quhilk we mycht se,

Bot the schippis haldand the deip see,

The hevin abufe and fludis al abowt,

A watry clowd, blak and dyrk but dowt,

Gan tho appeir abone our hed ful rycht,

And down a tempest sent als myrk as nycht.

The streym apperis vgsum of the dym sky;

The wyndis weltris the sey continualy

That huge wallis boldynnys apon loft;

Skatterit widequhar our the fame ful oft

War our schippis, and the brythnes of day,

Inuolvit al with clowdis, hyd away.

The rayn and royk reft from ws sycht of hevin,

The brokkyn skyis rappis furth thunderis levin;

Forswiftit from our richt cowrss, gan we ar

Amang the blynd wallis waverand far.

For Palynurus him self maist expart,

For al his cunnyng of schip man craft and cart,

Amyd the sey forȝet the richt way,

Denyand als that the nycht from the day

He mycht discern be sycht of firmament.

Apon sik wyss oncertanly we went

Thre days wilsum throu the mysty streym,

And als mony nychtis but starnys leym,

That quhiddir was day or nycht oneith wist we.

Bot at the last, on the ferd day we se

On far the land appeir, and hillis ryss,

The smoky vapour vpcasting on thar gyss.

Down fallis salis, the aris sone we span;

But mair abaid, the marineris euery man

Egirly rollis our the fomy flude,

And the haw sey weltis vp as thai war woid.

Salve from the wallis at the costis of Strophe

With al our navy first arryvit we.

Quhou till Ene the harpyes dyd gret wo,

And of the drery prophete Celeno.

Strophades in Grew leid ar nemmyt so,

In the gret sey standing ilis two,

The quhilk sey clepit is Ionium;

And, in thir ilandis quhidder we ar becum,

Dwelt and inhabit the cruel Celeno,

With all the otheris harpyes mony mo,

Evir sen thai war expeld from the land

Of Arcad, quhar Kyng Phyneus was dwelland,

And for dreid at his tabil durst not remane.

Mair wikkit monstreis than thai kan be nane,

Nor nan mair cruel pestilens is fund,

Nor fury of goddis that cummys from hellis grund,

Furth of the flude of Stix that sory place.

Thir fowlis hes a virgynys wlt and face,

With handis like to bowland byrdis clewis,

Bot the vile belleis of thai cursit schrewis

Aboundis of fen maist abhomynabill,

And pail al tyme thar mowthis miserabill

For wod hungyr and gredy appetite.

At this ilke cost as we arryvit als tyte

And in the port entrit, lo! we se

Flokkis and herdis of oxin and of fe,

Fat and tydy, rakand our alquhar,

And trippis eik of gait, but ony kepar,

In the rank gyrss pasturyng on raw;

With wapynnys thame we brittyn, but dreid or aw:

To goddis syne and Iupiter we pray,

And thame distribut a party of our pray,

Syne eftir, endlang the sey costis bay,

Vp sonkis set, and desys dyd array.

To meit we sat with habundans of cheir,

Quhen suddanly, with horribill dyn and beir,

From the montanys the harpeis on vs fell

With huge fard of weyngis and mony a ȝell.

Our mesis and our mete thai reft away,

And with thar laithly twich al thing fyle thai;

Thar voce alsso was vgsum fortil heir,

With sa corruppit flewyr nane mycht byde neir.

From that place syne ontil a caif we went,

Vndir a hyngand hewch, in a dern went,

With treys closs bilappit rownd about,

And thik harsk granyt pikis standing owt:

Thar vp agane our tabillis haue we dicht

And on the altaris bet the fyris bricht.

Bot of the hevin agane from syndry artis,

Out of quyet hyrnys, the rowt vpstartis

Of thai birdis, with byr and mony a bray,

And in thar crukyt clawis grippis the pray:

Evir as thai fle about fra sete to sete,

With thar vyle mowthis infek thai al our mete.

Quhen I saw this, our feris command I than

Tak thar wapynnys, and bargane euery man

Agane tha cruell pepill or byrdis fell.

As I thame chargit, schortly fortotell,

Sone haue thai done, and, vnder the gerss al bair

Ful prevaly thar swerdis in thai stair,

And darnly eik thar targis al ourheildis,

So that, quhen the sey costis and the feildis

Resoundis at down come of thir harpeys,

Mysenus, the wait, on the hie garet seys,

And with his trumpet thame a takyn maid.

Our falloschip thir fowlys gan invayd,

And onkouth kynd of batail dyd assay,

With wapynnys forto bet and dryve away

Thir laithly sey byrdis of syk effeir.

Bot thar was na dynt mycht thar fedderis scheir,

Nor in thar bodeis wound ressave thai nane,

Bot suddanly away tha wysk ilkane

Furth of our sycht, heich vp in the sky;

The pray half etyn behynd thame lat thai ly,

With fut stedis vyle and laith to se.

Ane, on a rolkis pynnakill perkit hie,

Celeno clepit, a drery prophetess,

Furth of hir breist thir wordis warpis express:

Theyfage lynnage of fals Laomedon,

Address ȝe thus to mak bargane onon?

Becauss ȝe have our oxin reft and slane,

Brytnyt our styrkis and ȝong bestis mony ane,

Schaip ȝe, tharfor, harpeys expell and dyng,

But ony offens, furth of thar faderis ryng?

Ressave for that, and in ȝour brestis enprent

My wordis, quhilk I, gretast fury of torment,

Schawis ȝou, that thing quhilk Iupiter maist hie

Schew to Phebus, and brycht Phebus tald me.

I knaw ȝe set ȝour cowrss to Italy:

Ȝe cal eftir gude wyndis and prospir sky:

To Itale sal ȝe wend, and thar tak land.

Bot first, or wallis of the cite vpstand

Quhilk by the goddis is ȝou predestinate,

For strang hungir sal ȝe stand in sik state,

In wraik of our iniuris and bestis slane,

That with ȝour chaftis to gnaw ȝe salbe fane,

And runge ȝour tabillis al and burdis, quod sche,

And sone away in the thik wod gan fle.

The suddane dreid so stonyst our feris than,

Thar blude congelit and al togiddir ran;

Dolf wolx thar spretis, thar hie curage down fell,

No mair thame lykis assayng sik batell,

Bot, with offerandis and eik devot prayer,

Thai wald we suld perdoun and pace requer,

In cace gif thai war goddessis or fowlis,

Vengeabill wightis or ȝit laithly owlis.

Bot our fader, hevand vp his handis,

The gret goddis dyd call, and on the sandis

Hallowis thar mycht with detful reverens:

O hie goddis, forbyd syk violens,

Stanch this bost and ondo this myscheif,

Salve petuus folkis, ameyss ȝour wrath and greif,

Quod he, and tharwith chargit ankyrris haill,

Do lowss the rabandis, and lat down the saill.

The sowth wyndis stentis furth strait our schete;

Swiftly we slyde our bullyrand wallys grete,

And followit furth the sammyn went we have,

Quhar so the wynd and sterysman ws drave,

Quhil that amyd the fludis gan we se

The woddy ile Ȝacynth with mony tre;

Dulichium syne and Same we aspy,

And Neritos with his rochis hie;

By craggis and hewys of Itachia,

That was Laertes realm, we slyde alswa,

And fast we wary and cursyt oft, but less,

That land quhilk bred the cruel Vlixes.

Belyve the mysty toppys of mont Lewcas

Apperis, quharon Appollois tempil was,

That feirful is til euery maryner.

Al wery of our vayage thidder we steir,

And come onon afor the litil town,

And of our forschip ankyrris leit we down:

Endlang the costis syde our navy raid.

And thus at last brocht to land blyth and glaid,

Quhar as to have arryvit we not belevit,

We clenge ws first, less Iupiter war aggrevit,

Syne on the altaris kendillit sacrifyce,

And langgis the channel, eftir the Troiane gyss,

The active gemmys and sportis gart assay.

Our falloschip excerss palestral play,

As thai war wont at hame, with oyll envnte,

Nakyt wreslyng and struglyng at nyce punte.

Ioyvs thai war to haue eschapit at hand

Sa mony citeis of the Grekis land,

And to haue fled til salfte on this wyss

Throu the myd rowtis of thar ennemyss.

Eneas arryvis at Epyria,

And how he spak thar with Andromacha.

Be this the son had circulit his lang ȝer,

And frosty wyntir scharpit the watir cleir

With cald blastis of the northin art.

Quhen sesson come that tyme was to depart,

Apon a post in the tempyl I hang

A bowand scheild of plait, quhilk Abas strang

Bair vmquhile, and, the maner to reherss,

I notyfy and tytillis with this verss:

Eneas hec de Danais victoribus arma,

That is to say, Eneas festnyt thus

This armour of the Grekis victorius.

Syne, to depart of that havyn, I command

Syt down on hechis and span aris in hand.

Byssely our folkis gan to pyngil and stryve,

Swepand the flude with lang rowthys belyve,

And vp thai welt the stowr of fomy see,

Quhil sone the citeis of Corsyra tyne we

And vp we pyke the cost of Epyrus,

And landyt thar at port Chaonyus,

Syne to the hie town of Butrot ascendit,

Quhar tythingis, oncredibill to thame not kend it,

Come to our erys, schawyng that Helenus,

The lauchful son of the kyng Priamus,

Rang kyng our mony citeis in Greik land,

Berand tharof the ceptre and the wand

By resson of his spowss adionyt, but less,

Be Pyrrus vmquhil son of Achilles;

And that Andromacha wes wed agane

Onto ane other husband and man Troiane.

Heirof awondrit, with breist hait as fyre,

Be fervent luf kendillit in gret desyre

Our cuntre man to vissy and with hym talk,

To knaw thir strange casys, on I stalk

From the port, my navy left in the raid.

That ilke sesson, percace, as I furth glaid,

Befor the cite, in a schaw, I wys,

Besyde the fenȝeit flude of Symois,

Andromache maid anniuersar sacrifyce

And funerale servyce, on ful dolorus wyss,

To Hectoris puldir or hys assis brynt.

Oft wald scho clepe and call, and oneth stynt,

Apon the sawlis that onbodeit war,

Beside Hectoris voyd tumbe stannand thar,

Quhilk scho vpbeildit had of herbis greyn

With twa altaris, and oft with wepyng eyn

Bewalis scho that hard dissyverance.

And alssone as scho me aspyis perchance,

And Troiane armour and ensenȝeis with me saw,

Affrayit of the ferly, scho stude syk aw,

And at the fyrst blenk become so mait,

Naturale heyt left hir membris in sik stait

Quhil to the grond half mangit fel scho down,

And lay a lang tyme in a dedly swown

Or ony speche or word scho mycht furth bring,

Ȝit thus, at last, sayd eftir hir dwawmyng:

Is that thine awyn face, and suythfast thyng?

Schawis thou to me a verray sovir warnyng?

Levis thou ȝit, son of the goddes? quod sche.

Gif thou be ded, quhar is Hector?  tell me.

And with that word, scho bryst furth mony a teir,

And walit so that piete was to heir,

Quhil al about dynnys of hir womentyng.

A few wordis skars as I mycht furth bryng

For to confort that maist lamentabill wight,

With langsum speche said, quhispirand, as I mycht:

I leif forsuyth and ledis lyfe, as ȝe se,

In al hard chance of fortunys extremyte.

Be nocht agast, ȝe se bot suythfast thyng.

Allace, quhat aventur, in this onkouth ryng,

Is the betyd, and hess degradit, quod I,

Eftir thi husbandis deth, was maist douchty?

Or quhat fortune mycht sufficient happyn the,

Spowss to maist worthy Hector, Andromache?

Art thou, or na, to Pirrus ȝit bywed?

Hyr vissage down scho kest, for schame adred,

And, with a bass voce, thus said, as scho mycht:

O thou alane, befor al madynnys bricht,

Happy was, virgyne douchtir of Priam kyng,

Quhilk, vnder the wallis hie of Troys ryng,

Apon thine ennemeis grafe was maid to de;

Thou suffert no kut nor kavillys cast for the,

Nor in bondage away was thou nocht led,

Nor ȝit twichit na victour lordis bed.

Bot we, quhen that ybrynt war our kynd landis,

Careit our fremmyt seys and diuerss strandis,

The dortyness of Achillis ofspring,

In bondage, vndir the prowd Pyrrus ȝyng,

By forss sustenyt thraldome mony a day,

Quhil he at last ensewit ane othir may,

Hermyone, the douchtir of Helena,

In fey wedlok at Lachidemonya;

Than send he me, his seruand, hiddir thus,

Tobe spowsit with his seruand Helenus.

Bot Orestes, cachit in furyus rage

For cryme of his moderis slauchtir, and savage,

In lufe hait byrnyng for his spowss byreft,

Or he was war, set on this Pirrus eft,

And in Delphos (quhat nedis wordis mair?)

Smate of his hed befor his faderis altair.

Thus, by decess of Neoptolymus,

Of the realm a part fell to Helenus,

The quhilk boundis and feildis braid alsswa

He has to name clepit Chaonya

Eftir his brodir of Troy, Chaonyus,

And Troiane wallis heir has beild vp thus,

And on thir motis a strenth hait Ilion.

Bot quhat wyndis thi cowrss has hydder gone?

And quhat aventur has the hyddir dryve?

Or of the goddis quha maid the heir arrive

At our marchis, mysknawyng our estait?

Quhou faris the child Ascanyus now of lait,

Quham to the bayr Crevse, thi spouss and ioy,

That tyme enduryng the sege lay about Troy?

Levis he ȝit in helth and in weilfair?

Ha! how gret harm and skaith for euermar

That child has caucht throu lesyng of his moder!

O Lord! quhat ancyant vertuys, ane and othir,

And knychtly prowes in hym steris frendis befor,

Baith fader Eneas and hys vncle Hector!

Syk wordis scho spak, wepyng with petuus mayn

And with lang sobbis furthȝettand teris invayn,

Quhen that hir lord hym self cummys from the town,

Kyng Priamus son, Helenus of renown.

Neir he approchit with ful gret cumpany,

And hys awyn natyve frendis knew in hy,

And blithly to hys cite hes ws led:

Betwix ilk word feil bricht teris furth he sched.

We passit on, and litil Troy I knaw,

Lyke the gret cite contyrfait on raw,

With Ilion, and wallis lyke Pergama,

And a smal burn half gane dry alswa

Onto his surname clepit Exanthus.

At port Seya I entir, and eik with ws

Al our Troianys togiddir welcum war

Onto thar frendly cite famyliar.

In hys wyde palyce the kyng ressauyt thaim all,

And, in the myddis of the mekil hall,

Thai byrl the wyne in honour of Bachus  

Gret fest with ioy wes maid for luf of ws,

The mesis and the danteis thyk dyd stand,

And goldyn cowpis went fra hand to hand.

Quhou Helenus declaris tyll Ene

Quhat dangeris he suld thoill on land and see.

Thus drave we our in solace day be day,

Quhil at the weddir prouokis ws to assay

Our salis agane, for the sowth wyndis blast

Our piggeis and our pynsalis wavit fast.

Onto the prophet Helenus tho went I,

And with syk wordis besocht hym reuerently:

O gentil Troiane, dyvyne interpretur,

Quhilk the respons of Phebus hes in cur,

Quhilk knawist eik the reuelationys

Of god Apollois diuinationys,

Vndir hys trestis and burdis at Delphois schene,

And into Claryus vndir the lawrer grene,

That vnderstandis the cowrss of euery star

And chyrm of euery byrdis voce on far

And euery fowle on weyng fleyng in the sky,

Quhat thai betakyn and quhat thai signyfy;

Say me, I pray the, quhat dangeris principaly

In to my cowrss and vayage eschew sall I,

Or how I may, or be quhat meyn, eschaip

Sa gret aduersiteis quhilkis beyn to me schaip.

For as to me al devote godly wightis

Schew we suld haue a prospir rays at rychtis

And euery oracle of goddis admonyst eik

That we the realm of Italy suld seik,

Ensew tha landis quhilkis war for ws provyde

Alanerly newlyngis on that other syde;

Schame for to say the Harpye Celeno

Spays onto ws a feirful takyn of wo  

A vengeans from the goddis pronuncis sche,

With schameful hungir sal happyn our menȝe.

Helenus than, eftir the rytis and gyiss,

The ȝong bestis slew in sacryfyss,

Purchesyng favour of goddis to stanch thar fed,

And lowsit the garlandis of his haly hed;

Syne me, Phebus, he ledis by the hand

Onto thi tempil, on seyr materis musand,

Quhar this gret preist gan spekyn and declar

To me thir wordis of the goddis answar:

Son of the goddes, sen traist is manifest

That throu deip seys thi wayage is addrest,

And eik, of forton by the boundis hie,

The purviance dyvyne wil so it be  

The kyng of goddis so distributis the fatis,

Rollyng the chancis and turnyng thame thusgatis;

Of mony wordis, schortly, a quhoyn sall I

Declare, at thou mayr sovirly tharby

May seik out throu the strange stremys onkend,

And at a port of Itale arryve at end;

The remanent heirof, quhat evyr be it,

The Werd Systeris defendis that suld be wyt,

And eik the douchtir of auld Saturn, Iuno,

Forbyddis Helenus to speik it and cryis, Ho!

First say I the, that twichand Italy,

Quhilk thou trastis be at hand and fast by,

And the addressis ignorantly, but weyr,

To entyr sone in the port, as it war neir,

Lang wylsum ways and far landis alswa

A ful gret space dissyveris ȝou tharfra.

Ȝour aris fyrst into the Sycil see

Bedyit weill and bendit oft mon be,

And of Ausonya the salt stremys eik

Rownd about with ȝour schippis mon ȝe seik,

And Avernus, clepit the layk of hell,

And Aheie, the ile quhar Circes dwell,

Or euer thou may sovirly vpbeild

Thi cite in land of Italy or feild.

I sall the schaw takynnys tharof ful meit,

Quhilkis thou sal hald within thi mynd secreit.

Quhen thine alane musyng as thou sal ga,

By aventur, endlang a watir bra

And vndir ane aik fyndis in to that steid

A gret sow ferryit of grysis thretty hed,

Lyggyn on the grond, mylk quhite, al quhite brodmell

About hir pappis sowkyng, thar, I the tell,

Is the richt place and sted for ȝour cite,

And of ȝour travell ferm hald to rest in le.

Nor the nedis nocht to gruch in tyme tocum

The rungyng of ȝour tabillis euery crum:

Destany sal fynd tharfor a ganand way,

And Phebus sal ȝou help, quhen ȝe list pray.

Bot ombyschew this cost of Italy

Quhilk nixt onto our bordouris ȝhe se ly,

Bedyit with flowyng of our seys flude,

Sen al tha citeis with wykkit Grekis, not gude,

Inhabit ar; for the Naricyanys,

Othir wyss nemmyt Locry, thar remanys,

Quhilk come with Aiax Oylus to the fecht;

And, neir the hill that Salentynus hecht,

The feildis all ar occupyit full meit

Be Idomeneus the kyng expellit from Crete;

Thar is alsso the litil cite, but less,

Of the duke of Melyboy, Phyloctetes,

Clepit Petilya, closyt with a wall  

Eschew thir citeis and thyr costis all.

Forthir, quhen that beȝond the sey sall stand

All thi navy, and thar apon the strand

Settis vp ane altare this sacrifyce to ȝeild,

Thyne haris with a purpur vail ourheild,

Less than amyd the godly fyris, per cace,

Thi ennemeis mycht occur, and knaw thi face,

And so perturbyng all thi sacrifyce.

Thou cawss thi feris keip the sammyn gyss

In thar oblacionys, and this vsage condyng;

Observe, thi self and thi chaist ofspring,

Every serimony of our religioun.

And, fra the wynd haith set thi courss adoun

From Itale towart the cost of Sycilly,

And the strait sowndis of the mont Pelory

Vanysys away peyss and peyss, than the land

Strekis all tyme towart the left hand,

And the left syde lang salt thou but dowt

Cyrkil, and sail mony seis about;

On the richt syde the cost and wallis evaid,

For tha partis vmquhile, as it is sayd,

Be forss of storm war in sondir ryfe,

And a huge deip gat thar holkit belyfe.

Behald quhat change and sa onkouth a kast

May be mysknaw, throw tymys lang bipast;

For, quhen that baith tha landis war al ane,

The seys rage draif in, and maid thame twane,

And forss of streym from the syde of Itale

The ile of Sycill devydit hess alhaill;

Ane narow fyrth flowis, baith evyn and morn,

Betwix tha costis and citeis insondir schorn.

The rycht syde tharof with Scilla ombeset is,

And the left with insaciabil Carybdys,

Quhar, in hir bowkit bysme, that hellys belch,

The large fludis suppys thryss in a swelch,

And othir quhilis spowtis in the ayr agane,

Dryvand the stowr to the starnys, as it war rane.

Bot Scilla lurkand in darn hyddyllis lyis,

Within hir cave, spredand hyr mouth feil syiss

To sowk the schippys amang rowkis onsure  

Lyke to a woman hir ovyr portrature,

A fair virgynys body doun to hir scheir,

Bot hir hynd partis ar alss gret, weil neir,

As beyn a hydduus huddon or a quhaill,

Quharto beyn cuppillit mony meyrswyne taill,

With empty mawys of wolfis ravenus:

Eschew, tharfor, this passage dangerus,

For bettir is thou seik the cost about

Of Pachynnus in Scycill, than stand in dout,

And turn thi cowrss on bawburd, a weilfar way,

Than anys tobe into sa hard assay

As forto se the vgly monstre fell,

Scilla, and heir the craggis rowt and ȝell

For barking of sey doggis in hir wame.

And mair atour, gif owthir wit or fame

Or traist may be geif Helenus the prophete,

Or gif with verite Phebus inspiris hys sprete,

This a thing, son of the goddess, I the tech,

Abuf al othir, this a thyng I the prech,

And principaly repetis the sam agane,

And seir tymys monysis heir in plane;

First of Iuno thou wirschip the gret mycht

And glaidly hallow with sacrifice al at rycht

The power of Iuno, and that mychty pryncess

To pless lawly with offerandis the address:

And on sik wyss quhen thou hir favouris hes get,

And hest alsso thi courss from Sycil set

Towart the boundis of Italy our see,

Syne, quhen thou art careit to that cuntre,

And cummyn is to the cite of Cumas,

And by the lakys dedicate to goddis doith pas

Outthrou the soundand forest of Avern,

Vndir a roch, law within a cavern,

Thar salt thou fynd the godly prophetes,

Ful of the spreit dyvyne, that schawis express

The reuelationys and fatis fortocum,

In palm tre leiffis thame notand al and sum,

Writand vp euery word as sal betyde,

Direkking the leiffis per ordour furth on syde.

Quhat euer this virgyne discrive in hir endyte,

Without the cave closyt scho lays the write:

Tha leiffis remanys onsterit of thar place,

Ne partis not furth of rewle, quhil percace

The piping wynd blaw vp the dur on char,

And dryve the leiffis, and blaw thaim out of har

In at the entre of the cave agane,

That all hir fyrst laubour was invane;

Bot, fra the blast and ȝet pertrubbil thus

Tha thyn leiffis, scho is so dangerus,

Nevir eftyr denȝeing hir within the cave

To gaddir togiddir thame with the wynd bewave,

Ne forto put thame into rewle agane,

Nor ione hir writis as thai dyd first remane.

Thus oft the pepil but answer gays thar ways,

And wareis the set of Sybil al thar days.

Fail not, for loss of tyme that may betyde,

Bot thou pass to that prophetis, thocht the tyde

And prospir wyndis challance the to the saill,

Ȝa, thocht thi fallowys cry owt, Illyr haill!

On burd! a fair wynd blawis betwix twa schetis!

Beseik hir or thou wend thocht thine hart betis,

Oppynnand hir voce, scho plesit schaw the evyn

Thy destaneys, be hir awyn mowthis stevin.

Scho sal ryply declare to the in hy

The maneris of al pepill in Italy;

The batellis fortocum scho wil the schaw,

And on quhat wyss al dangeir thou sal withdraw,

Or how thou may al lauborus payn sustene.

Wirschip this haly religyus woman cleyn,

Scho sal the grant a prospir courss at hand.

This is the effect, schortly to vnderstand,

That I am levyt with my wordis the to charge:

Adew, pass on, and by thi fatis large

The fame of mekil Troy bair vp to hevyn!

Eftir at this prophet, with hys frendly stevyn,

Thir dyvyne answeris thus pronosticate,

Seyr weghty gyftis of massy goldyn plate

Onto our schippis chargit he beir onon,

And gret rychess of polyst eveir bone;

Our karvellis howys ladis and prymys he

With huge charge of syluer in quantite,

With caldronys and othir seir veschell ma

In Epyr land maid at Dodonea.

To me he gaif a thik clowyt habyrgeon,

A thrynfald hawbrik was al gold begone,

A rownd rich helm with creste and tymbrete fair,

The armour quhilum Neoptolemus bair:

Syne to my fader, effering to his age,

Rych rewardis he gaif of hie parage;

Tharto alsso he eikis and gaif ws then

Gentill horssis, pylotis and lodismen;

He ws suppleyt with rowaris and maryneris,

And armour plente atanys for al our feris.



C marginal note gnawing.



C marginal note rolkis.

Of Helenus and of Andromache

And how fra thame departing gan Ene.

In the meyn quhile Anchiss, my fader, in hy

Reddy forto saill chargis mak our navy,

Less than, percace, it mycht our courss delay,

Gif so the wynd blew fair that othir day:

Quhom till this wyss interpretour of Phebus,

Helenus, with gret honour carpys thus:

O thou Anchiss, that worthy was, quod he,

With fair Venus conionyt for tobe,

And twyss delyverit by purviance dyvyne,

And twyss eschapit of Troy the sayr rewyne,

Lo! ȝondir for the Ausonya or Itaill;

Onto ȝone cost syde ȝondir salt thou saill.

And netheleȝ, thocht it be necessar

Out our the sey to ȝondir grond ȝe fair,

That part of Itale is a far way hyne

Quhilk is previdyt ȝour kyn be Appollyne.

Wend on, says he, thou happy and fortunate

Of thi devote son by the godly estate.

Bot quharto suld I mak langar delay?

As I haue said, fayr weil, pass on ȝour way!

Quhat nedis with my speche ȝou tary mor

Or stop this fair wynd blawing evyn befor?

This not theless, Andromacha, wo begone,

The lattir tyme we suld depart onon,

Brocht to wss brusyt clathis and rych wedis

Figuryt and prynnyt all with goldyn thredis,

And to Ascanyus a prowd tawbart gave

Sik as was honorabill hym to weir and have;

Hym and his feris of hir nedyll wark

And wovyn dowreys furnyst, worth mony mark:

And thus scho said, My child, ressaue alswa

Thir remembrance wrocht with my handis twa,

In takyn lang tyme to thynkyng apon me,

Thyne vncle Hectouris wife, Andromache:

Tak thir with the as lattir presandis seir

Of thi kynd natyve frendis gudis and geir.

O leif is me! the lykast thing levyng,

And verray ymage of my Astianax ȝyng!

Syk eyn had he, and syk fair handis tway,

For all the warld syk mowth and face, perfay,

And gif he war on lyve quhil now infeir,

He hadbene evyneild with the, and hedy pair.

Quhat wil ȝe mair? quhen we behuffyt depart,

Terys brysting furth on forss, and with sair hart,

To thame I said: Deir frendis, weil ȝe be,

Weil mot ȝe leif in ȝour felicite,

Quhamtill the prospir forton is brocht till end;

Bot we, from werd to werd, and chance, mon wend.

Ȝour rest is fund, ȝou nedis sewch throw na seys,

Nor seik feildis of Itail, that evir ws fleys;

Symilytude of Exanthus and Troy ȝe se

Quhilk ȝour awyn warkis hes beldit vp on hie  

God grant in bettyr tyme thai be begunnyn,

And neuer eft with Grekis forss ourrunnyn!

Gif evir in Tybir to entyr me betydis,

And, on the feildis neirby Tybris sydis,

May behald wallis vpset for my menȝe,

Or may the frendly citeis sum tyme se,

Lat ws of Epyrus and of Italy,

Cummyn baith of Dardanus genealogy,

And quhamto eik the chance of fortoun is ane,

Mak bot a Troy of athir realmys twane,

And this sam lyge with our posterite

Sal evir remane in faith and vnyte.

Quhar fyrst Eneas Itale dyd aspy,

And mony strange wentis hes salyt by.

Furth on, with this, throu owt the sey we slyde,

By the forland Cerawnya fast beside,

Quhar fra, out our the fludis forto saill,

The schortast way and courss lyis to Itaill.

Down gois the son be than, and hillis hie

Wolx dyrknyt with schaddowis of the sky;

We sort our aris, and chesis rowaris ilke deill,

And at a sownd or cost we likit weill

We strike at nycht, and on the dry strandis

Dyd bawne and beyk our bodeys, feyt and handis.

Sone on our irkyt lymmys, lethis and banys

The naturale rest of sleip slaid al atanys,

And, or the speyre his howris rollit richt

Sa far about that it was scars mydnycht,

Not sweir, bot in hys dedis deligent,

Palynurus furth of his cowch vpsprent,

Lysnyng about, and harknyng our alquhar

With erys prest to kep the wynd or ayr.

Of euery starn the twynklyng notis he

That in the still hevyn move courss we se,

Arthuris Huyf, and Hyades betakynnand rayn,

Syne Watlyng Streit, the Horn and the Charle Wayn,

The fers Orion with hys goldyn glave,

And quhen he hes thame eueryane persaue

Into the cleir and serene firmament,

Furth of his eft schip a bekyn gart he stent:

We rayss and went on burd in our the waill,

Syne slakis down the schetis and maid sayll.

Be this the dawyng gan at morn walx red

And chasit away the starnys fra euery sted;

The dym hillis on far we dyd aspy,

And saw the law landis of Italy.

Italy! Italy! fyrst cryis Achates,

Syne al our feris of clamour mycht nocht cess,

Bot with a voce atanys cryis, Itaill!

And hailsyng gan the land with hey and haill.

Than my fader, ammyral of our flote,

A mekil tankart with wyne fild to the throte,

And tharon set a garland or a crown,

And to the goddis maid this orysoun,

Sittand in the hie eft castell of our schip,

With ful devote reverens and wirschip:

O ȝe quod he, goddis haldis in pouste

Weddir and stormys, the land eik and the se,

Grant our vayage ane esy and reddy wynd,

Inspyre ȝour favouris that prospir courss we fynd.

Scars this wes said quhen, evyn at our desyre,

The sessonabil ayr pipis vp fair and schyre;

The havyn apperis, and thiddir nerrar we draw,

And of Mynerva the strang tempill saw

Set in the castell apon ane hillis hycht.

Our fallowis fangis in thar salys tyght,

And towart the cost thar stevynnys dyd address.

A port thar is, quham the est fludis hess,

In maner of a bow, maid bowle or bay,

With rochys set forgane the streym ful stay,

To brek the salt fame of the seys stour.

On athir hand, als hie as ony towr,

The byg hewis strekis furth lyke a wall;

Within the hawyn goith lown, but wynd or wall,

And at the port the tempill may not be seyn.

Heir fyrst I saw apon the plesand greyn

A fatale takyn, fowr horssis quhite as snaw

Gnyppand gresys the large feildis on raw.

Ha! lugyn land, batale thou ws pretendis,

Quod my fader Anchiss, for as weil kend is,

Horssis ar dressit for the bargane feil syss;

Weir and debait thir stedis signyfyiss.

Bot, sen the sammyn four futtit bestis eik

Beyn oft vsyt, ful towartly and meik,

To draw the cart and thoil brydill and renȝe,

It is gude hope pace follow sal, says he.

Than wirschip we the godhed and gret mycht

Of Pallas, with clattering harnes ferss in fyght,

Quhilk heth ws first ressauyt glaid and gay:

Our hedis befor the altar we array

With valys brown, eftir the Troiane gyss,

And onto Iuno of Arge our sacryfyss

Maid reuerently, as Helenus vss bad,

Obseruyng weil, as he commandyt had,

The serymonys leill. Syne, but langar delay,

Fra that perfurnyst was our offerand day,

Onon the nokkis of our rays we writh;

Down fallys the schetis of the salys swith;

The Gregionys herbry and fronteris suspek

We left behynd, and efter, in effek,

Of Taurentum the fyrth we se but less

(Biggit, as thai say, by worthy Herculess),

And, our forgane the tother syde alsso,

Rayss vp Lacynya the tempill of Iuno,

Of Cawlon cite eik the wallys hie,

And Scyllacium quhar schipbrokyn mony be.

Syne, far of in the flude, we gan aspy

The byrnand Ethna into Sycilly,

And a fell rage rowting of the sey

Alang way thens, and on the rolkis hie

We hard the iawpys bete, and at the cost

A hydduus brayng of brokyn seys bost  

Apon schald bankis boldynnys hie the flude;

The stowr vpbullyrris sand as it war wode.

My fader than cryis, Howe! feris, help away,

Streke aris atanys with all the forss ȝe may!

No wondir this is the selkouth Caribdis;

Thir horribbill rolkis and craggis heir, I wyss,

Helenus the prophete ful weil dyd ws declare.

The sammyn wyss as thai commandyt ware

Thai dyd onon, and Pallynurus fyrst

Hard halys the schete on syde, and fast gan thryst

The forschip to the wallis and the tyde,

Saland on bawburd towart the left syde;

Towart the left, with mony heyss and haill,

Socht all our flot fast baith with rowth and saill.

The swelland swyrl vphesyt ws til hevyn;

Syne wald the waw swak ws doun ful evyn,

As it apperit, vnder the sey to hell.

Thryss the holkyt craggis hard we ȝell,

Quhar as the swelch had the rolkis thyrlyt;

And thryss the fame furth spowt, that so hie quhirlyt

It semyt watir the starnys, as we thocht.

Be this the son went to, and ws forwrocht

Left dissolat; the wyndis calmyt eik.

We, not bekend quhat rycht courss mycht we seik,

War warp to seywart by the outwart tyde

Of Ciclopes onto the costis syde.

The port quhamto we cappit wes ful large,

And fra al wyndis blast for schip or barge

Sovir al tyme, but netheless fast by

The grisly Ethna dyd rummyll, schudder and cry,

Sum tyme thrawing owt, heich in the skyis,

The blak laithly smoke that oft dyd ryss

As thunderis blast, and rekand as the pyk,

With gledis sparkand as the hail als thik.

Vpspring the blesis and fyry lumpis we se,

Quhilk semyt forto lik the starnys hie;

Sum tyme it rasyt gret rochys, and oft will

Furth bok the bowellis or entralis of the hyll,

And lowsyt stanys vpwarpys in the ayr

Rownd in a sop, with mony crak and rayr:

The stew of byrnand heyt law from the grond

Vpstrikis thar, that doith to hevyn rebound.

The rumour is doun thrung vndir this mont

Enchelades body with thundir lyis half bront,

And hydduus Ethna abufe his belly set.

Quhen he lyst gant or blaw, the fyre is bet,

And from that furnys the flambe doith brist or glide:

Quhou oft he turnys our hys irkit syde

All Sycil trymlys, quaking with a rerd,

And vgly stew ourquhelmys hevyn and erd.

That nycht, lurkand in woddis we remane,

Of feirfull monstris sufferand mekil pane;

Bot quhat causyt syk noyss na thing we saw,

For nowthir lycht of planetis mycht we knaw,

Nor the brycht poyll, nor in the ayr a starn,

Bot in dyrk clowdis the hevynnys warpit darn;

The moyn was vndir walk and gave na lycht,

Haldyn ful dym throu myrknes of the nycht.

Of the Greik clepit Achemenydes

Rehersyng Ene the natur of Ciclopes.

The secund day be this sprang fra the est,

Quhen Aurora the wak nycht dyd arest

And chayss fra hevyn with hir dym skyis donk;

Than suddanly, furth of the woddis ronk,

We se a strange man, of form onknaw  

A lenar wight na mayr pynyt I ne saw,

Nor ȝit sa wrachitly beseyn a wy;

Towart the cost, quhar that we stude in hy,

Hys handis furth he strekis askand supple.

We hym behald, and al hys corss gan se

Maist laithly ful of ordur, and hys berd

Rekand doun the lenth neir of a ȝerd,

Hys tawbart and array sewyt with breris,

Bot he was Greik be all hys othir feris,

And vmquhile was, as eftir weil we kend,

To Troy intil hys faderis armour send.

This ilk man, fra he beheld on far

Troiane habitis, and of our armys wes war,

At the first sicht he styntit and stude aw,

And fra hys payss begouth abak to draw,

Bot sone eftyr cummys rynnyng in a rayss

Down to the schoir, wepyng and askand grace:

O ȝhe Troianys, be all the planetis, quod he,

Be all the starnys and the goddis hie,

And be the hailsum spreit of hevynnys lycht,

I beseik tak me with ȝou, catyve wycht,

And leid me in quhat land at euer ȝe pless:

That may suffyss, thar war my hartis eyss.

I knaw me ane of the Grekis navy;

In weir to Troy cuntre, I grant, socht I;

For the quhilk deid, gyf that of our trespas

Sa gret the offence and the iniurys was,

Rent me in pecis, and in the fludis swak,

Or drown law vndir the large seys brak.

Gyf that I perych, it is ȝit sum comfort

That I of mennys handis deing at schort,

Quod he, and tharwith, grulyng on hys kneis,

He lappit me fast by baith the theys.

We hym exort to schaw quhat was his name,

Of quhat kynrent and blude cummyn at hame,

And syne to tell quhat forton had hym betyde.

My fader Anchiss na ma wordis wald byde,

Bot furthwith gaue that ȝong man his rycht hand,

And assurys hys spreit with that presand;

He at the last this dreid has done away,

And on this wyss begouth to carp and say:

Of the realm Itachia I am, but less,

And of the cumpany of fey Vlixes,

And Achemenydes onto name I hait,

Cummyn onto Troy with my fader of lait,

Bot a puyr wageour, clepyt Adamastus  

Wald God ȝit the same forton remanyt to wss!

My falloschip onwytting forȝet me heir,

Quhen tha thir cruel marchys left for feir,

And in the Ciclopes huge cave tynt me;

A gowsty hald within laithly to se,

Ful of vennom and mony bludy meyss.

Bustuus hie Poliphemus set a deyss

Thar remanys, that may the starnys schaik.

Ȝe goddis delyvir this erd from sik wraik,

For he is vgsum and grysly forto se,

Hutyt to speke of, and aucht not nemmyt be.

Thir wrachit mennys flesch, that is hys fude,

And drynkis worsum, and thar lappyrrit blude.

I saw my self quhen, gruflyngis amyd his cave,

Twa bodeys of our sort he tuke and rayf,

Intil hys hyddus hand thame thrymlyt and wrang,

And on the stanys owt thar harnys dang,

Quhil brayn and eyn and blude al poplit owt  

I saw that cruel fend eik thar but dowt

Thar lymmys ryfe and eyt, as he war woid,

The ȝoustir tharfra chirtand and blak blude,

And the hait flesch vndir his teith flykkerand.

Bot not onwrokyn, forsuyth, this feste he fand,

Nor Vlixes list not lang suffyr this,

Ne this kyng of Itachy hym self nor his

Myghtyn forȝet, into sa gret a plyght.

For sammyn as that horribyll fendlich wight

Had eyt his fyll, and drunk wyne he hym gave,

Sowpit in sleip, his nek furth of the cave

He straucht, fordronkyn, lyggyng in his dreym

Bokkis furth and ȝyskis of ȝowstyr mony streym,

Raw lumpys of flesch and blude blandyt with wyne.

We the gret goddys besocht and kavillys syne

Kastis quhat suld be euery mannys part,

Syne al atanys abowt and on hym start,

And with a scharpyt and brynt steyng of tre

Out dyd we boyr and pyke hys mekil e,

That lurkit alane vndyr hys thrawyn front large,

Als braid as is a Gregioun scheild or targe,

Or lyke onto the lantern of the moyn:

And thus at last haue we ravengit soyn

Blithly the gostis of our feris ded.

Bot ȝhe, onhappy men, fle from this sted,

Fle, fle this cost, and smyte the cabill in twane!

For quhou grysly and how gret I ȝou sayn

Lurkis Polyphemus, ȝymmand his beystis rouch,

And al thar pappis mylkis throuch and throuch,

Ane hundreth otheris, als huge of quantite,

Endlang this ilk costis syde of the se,

Gret Ciclopes inhabitis heir and thar,

And walkis in thir hie montanys our alquhar.

The moyn hess now fyllyt hir hornys thryss

With new lyght sen I haue on this wyss

My lyfe in woddis led, but syght of men,

In desert hyrnys and seyr wild beistis den,

And far out from my cavern dyd aspy

The grym Ciclopes, and oft thar grysly cry

And eik stamping of thar feyt maid me trymmyl.

My wrachit fude was berreis of the brymmyll,

And stanyt heppis, quhilk I on buskis fand,

With rutis of herbis I holkit furth of land;

And vyssyand al about, I se at last

This navy of ȝowris drawing hyddir fast,

Quhamto I me betaucht and gan avow,

Quhat flote at euer it was  for wayt ȝe quhou

It is enuch that I eschapyt haue

Ȝone cruel pepill, I set not of the lave;

For, rather ȝe or I fal in syk wraik,

Quhat deith ȝe pless, the lyfe fra me gar taik.

Of Poliphemus, and mony strange cost,

And how Ene hys fader in Sycill lost.

Skarss this wes sayd, quhen sone we gat a sycht

Apon ane hyll stalkand this hydduus wight,

Amang hys beystis, the hyrd Poliphemus,

Down to the costis bekend draw towartis wss,

A monstre horribyll, onmesurabill and myschaip,

Wanting hys syght, and gan to stab and graip

With hys burdon, that wes a gret fyr tre,

Fermand his steppis, becaus he mycht not se,

The wollyt scheip him followyng at the bak,

Quharin his plesour and delyte gan he tak.

About hys halss a quhissil hung had he,

Wes al his solace for tynsell of hyss e;

And, with his staf fra he the deip flude

Twichit, and cummyn at the seysyde stude,

Of hys e dolp the flowand blude and attir

He wysch away al with the salt wattir,

Grassilland his teith, and rummysand full hie.

He wadis furth throu myddis of the see,

And ȝit the watir wet not hys lang syde.

We, far from thens affrayt, durst not abyde,

Bot fled onon, and within burd hess brocht

That faithful Greik quhilk ws of succurss socht,

And prevyly we smyte the cabill in twane,

Syne, kempand with aris in al our mane,

Vpweltris watir of the salt sey flude.

He persauyt the sownd, quhar that he stude,

And towart the dyn movis hys payss onon,

Bot quhen he felt at we sa far war gone,

Sa that his handis wss areke ne mycht,

Nor the deip sey Ionium, for al hys hycht,

Ne mycht he waid equale ws to arest,

A fellon bray and huge schowt vp he kest,

Quharthrou the sey and al the fludis schuke;

The land alhail of Itail trymlyt and qwoyk,

And holl cavernys or furnys of Ethna rownd

Rummyst and lowyt, fordynnyt with the sound.

Bot than, furth of the woddis and hillys hie,

Walkynnyt with the cry, a huge pepill we se

Of Ciclopes cum hurland to the port,

And fillyt all the cost sydis at schort.

Tha elrych bredyr, with thar lukis thrawyn,

Thocht not avalyt, thar standyng haue we knawyn  

Ane horribil sort, with mony camscho beik

And hedis semand to the hevyn areik,

Syklyke as quhar that, with thar hie toppis,

The byg akis strekyng in the ayr thar croppys,

Or than thir cipressis berand heich thar bewys,

Growand in the woddis or hie vp on hewis,

In schawys ald, as men may se from far,

Hallowyt to Dyane or ȝit to Iupiter.

The scharp dreid maid ws so to cach haist,

Withdrawand fast, as thocht we had bene chaist,

And for toset our sail quhiddir we best mycht,

To follow the wynd, and hald na coursis rycht.

Aganys the counsale of Helenus, our feris

Perswadis to hald furth evyn the way that steris

Mydwart betwix Charibdis and Scylla,

A litil space fra ded by athir of twa,

For, bot we hald that courss, for owtyn fail,

Bakwartis, thai said, on Ciclopes mon we saill.

Bot lo! onon a fair wynd, or we wist,

Rayss of the north, blawing evyn as we lyst,

From the strait bay of Pelorus the mont

And sone we swepyt by, at the fyrst bront,

The mouth of flude Pantagyas ful of stanys,

The sownd Megarus, and Tapsum ile atanys.

The namys of thir costis Achemenydes,

The companȝeon of onhappy Vlixes,

Raknys to ws, as we past ane by ane,

For we return the sammyn went agane

Quhar thar navy had waverit by thar rayss.

Within the fyrth of Sycill, forgane the face

Of the flude Plemyrion ful of wallis,

Thar lyis ane iland, quhilk our elderis callis

Orthigia, quhar that the fame is so

That Alpheus, ane of the ryveris two

Of the cite of Elys in Archaid,

Vndir the sey gan thyddir flow and wayd

Throu secrete cundytis, and now eik, as thai say,

Arethusa, at thi mouth or ischay,

It entris rynnyng in the Sycill see.

The gret goddis of that place wirschip we

At command of my fader, and fra thyne

The fertill grond of Helory passyt syne,

Quhilk flude watyrris al the feild about.

Thar on the craggis our navy stude in dowt,

For on blynd stanys and rolkis hyrslit we,

Tumblit of Mont Pachynnus in the se;

And far from thens the loch Cameryna,

Quham the fatis forbyddis to do away,

Apperis to ws, and of Geloy the feildis,

Quhar that the gret cite Gela vpbeild is,

Havand the surname fra the flude fast by;

Syne heich Agragas far of we gan aspy,

A hyl and cite with large wallys of forss

Quhar vmquhile bred war the maist weirlyke horss;

And the alsso, Selynys, I left behynd,

For al thi palm treys, with the followand wynd.

The dangerus schaldis and cost vppykyt we,

With al hys blynd rolkis, of Lybibe.

Thar the port of Drepianon and the rayd,

Quham to remembir my hart may nevir be glaid,

Ressauyt me, quhar that, allace! allace!

I leyss my fader, al comfort and solace,

And al supple of our travell and pane;

Thar, thar, allaik! so feill dangeris bygane

And tempestis of the sey. O fader most deir,

Anchises, desolate quhy left thou me heir

Wery and irkyt in a fremmyt land?

O weilaway! for nocht wes all, I fand,

That thou eschapit samony perrellis huge.

Helenus the dyvyne, as we with hym gan luge,

Quhen horribill thingis seir he dyd aduert,

Schew not befor to me thir harmys smert,

Nor ȝit the fellon and akwart Celeno.

This wess extreme laubour of pane and wo,

Thys was the end of all hys lang vayage;

And hyddir syne, warpyt with seys rage,

Apon ȝour costis, as I fra thens was dryve,

Sum happy chance and God maid me arryve.

The prynce Eneas, on this wyss, alane

The fatis of goddys and rasys mony ane

Rehersyng schew, and syndry strange wentis,

The queyn and all the Tyrryanys takand tentis.

And at the last he cessyt and said no moir,

Endyng his tayll as ȝe haue hard befor.

Heir endys the thryd buke And begynnys the proloug of the ferd
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Wyth bemys scheyn thou bricht Cytherea,

Quhilk only schaddowist amang starris lyte,

And thi blyndyt weyngit son Cupyd, ȝe twa

Fosteraris of byrnyng carnail, hait delyte,

Ȝour ioly wo neidlyngis most I endyte,

Begynnyng with a fenȝeit faynt plesance,

Continewit in lust, and endyt with pennance.

In fragil flesch ȝour fykkil seyd is saw,

Rutyt in delyte, welth and fude delicate,

Nurist with sleuth and mony onsemly saw;

Quhar schame is lost, thar spredis ȝour burgeonys hait;

Oft to revolue ane onleful consait

Rypys ȝour peralus frutis and oncorn:

Of wikkyt grayn quhou sal gude schaif beschorn?

Quhat is ȝour forss bot feblyng of the strenth?

Ȝour curyus thochtis quhat but musardry?

Ȝour fremmyt glaidnes lestis not ane howris lenth;

Ȝour sport for schame ȝe dar not specify;

Ȝour frute is bot onfructuus fantasy;

Ȝour sary ioys beyn bot ianglyng and iapys,

And ȝour trew seruandis sylly goddis apys.

Ȝour sweit myrthis ar mixt with byttyrness;

Quhat is ȝour drery gemme? a myrry pane;

Ȝour wark onthrift, ȝour quyet is restles,

Ȝour lust lykyng in langour to remane,

Frendschip turment, ȝour traist is bot a trane.

O luf, quhiddir art thou ioy or fulychness,

That makis folk sa glaid of thar distress?

Salomonys wyt, Sampson thou rubbist hys forss,

And Dauid thou byreft hys prophecy;

Men says thou brydillyt Aristotyll as ane horss,

And crelyt vp the flour of poetry.

Quhat sal I of thi myghtis notyfy?

Fair weil, quhar that thy lusty dart assalis,

Wyt, strenth, ryches, na thyng bot grace avalis.

Thou cheyn of luf, ha benedicite,

Quhou hard strenys thi bandis euery wyght!

The God abuf, from his hie maieste,

With the ybond, law in a maid dyd lycht:

Thou venquyst the strang gyant of gret mycht;

Thou art mair forcy than the ded sa fell;

Thou plenyst paradyce and thou heryit hell.

Thou makist febill wight and lawyst the hie;

Thou knyttis frendschyp quhar thar beyn na parage;

Thou Ionathas confederat with Davy,

Thou dantyt Alexander for al his vassalage,

Thou festnyt Iacob fourteyn ȝheir in bondage,

Thou techit Hercules go lern to spyn,

Reke Dyomeir hys mayss and lyoun skyn.

For luf Narsysus perysyt at the well,

For luf thou stervyst most douchty Achill;

Thesyus, for luf, hys fallow socht to hell;

The snaw quhyte dow oft to the gray maik will.

Allace! for luf how mony thame self dyd spill!

Thy fury, luf, moderis taucht, for dispyte,

Fyle handis in blude of thar ȝong chyldering lyte.

O Lord, quhat writis myne author of thi forss

In hys Georgikis, quhou thyne ondantyt myght

Constrenys so sum tyme the stonyt horss

That, by the sent of a meyr far of syght,

He bradis brays onon, and takis the flyght;

Na brydill may hym dant nor bustuus dynt,

Nowthir bra, hie roch nor brayd fludis stynt.

The bustuus bullys oft, for the ȝong ky,

With horn to horn wyrkis othir mony a wound,

So rumysyng with hydduus lowand cry

The feildis all doith of thar rowstis resound:

The meyk hartis, in bellyng, oft ar fond

Mak ferss bargane, and rammys togyddir ryn;

Baris twyte thar tuskis and fret otheris skyn.

The reuthtfull smart and lamentabill cace

Quhilk thar he writis of Leander ȝyng,

Quhou for thi luf, Hero, allace, allace!

In fervent flambe of hait desyre byrnyng,

By nychtis tyde, the hevynnys lowd thundering,

And, all with storm trublyt, the seys flude

Bettand on the rolkis and rowtand as it war wod;

Set he hym not to swym our, wallaway!

The fyrth betwix Sestos and Abydane

(In Europe and in Asya citeis tway);

Hys fader and moder mycht hym not call agane.

O God, quhat harm! thar wes he drynt and slane,

And quhen his lufe saw this myscheif, atanys

Out our the wall scho lap, and brak hir banys.

Lo, quhou Venus kan hir seruandis acquyte!

Lo, quhou hir passionys onbridillis al thar wyt!

Lo, quhou thai tyne thame self for schort delyte!

Lo, from all grace quhou to myscheif thai flyte,

Fra weil to sturt, fra payn to ded, and ȝyt

Thar beyn bot few exempil takis of othir,

Bot wilfully fallys in the fyre, leif brothir.

Be nevir our set, myne author techis so,

With lust of wyne nor warkis veneryane;

Thai febill the strenth; revelys secrete bath two,

Stryfe and debait engendris and feil hess slane;

Honeste, prowes, dreid, schame and luk ar gane

Quhar thai habound; attempyr thame for thy.

Childir to engendir oyss Venus, and not invane;

Hant na surfat, drynk bot quhen thou art dry.

Quhat, is this lufe, nyss luffaris, at ȝe meyn,

Or fals dissait fair ladeys to begile?

Thame to defowle, and schent ȝour self betweyn,

Is al ȝour lykyng, with mony suttel wyle.

Is that trew lufe, gude faith and fame to fyle?

Gyf luf be vertu, than is it lefull thing;

Gif it be vyce, it is ȝour ondoyng.

Lust is na lufe, thocht ledis lyke it weill;

This furyus flambe of sensualite

Ar nane amouris bot fantasy ȝe feill;

Carnale plesance, but syght of honeste,

Hatis hym self forsuyth, and luffis nocht the.

Thare beyn twa luffis, perfyte and imperfyte,

That ane leful, the tother fowle delyte.

Lufe is a kyndly passioun, engendryt of heyt

Kyndlyt in the hart, ourspredyng al the corss,

And, as thou seys sum person waik in spreyt,

Sum hait byrnyng as ane onbridillyt horss  

Lyke as the pacient hes heyt of our gret forss,

And in ȝong babbys warmness insufficient,

And into agyt failȝeis, and is out quent,

Rycht so in lufe thou may be excessyve,

Inordinatly luffand ony creature;

This luf alsso it may be defectyve,

To luf thine awin and geif of otheris na cure.

But quhar that lufe is rewlyt by messure,

It may be lyknyt to ane hail manis estait,

In temperat warmness, nowthir to cald nor hait.

Than is thi lufe inordinat, say I,

Quhen ony creatur mair than God thou luffis,

Or ȝit luffis ony to that fyne, quharby

Thi self or thame thou frawartis God remufis:

Fortil attempir thine amouris the behuffis.

Lufe euery wyght for God, and to gude end,

Thame be na wyss to harm, bot to amend.

That is to knaw, lufe God for his gudness,

With hart, hail mynde, trew servyce, day and nycht;

Nixt luf thi self, eschewand wykkytnes;

Luf syne thi nychtburris, and wyrk thame nane onrycht,

Willyng at thou and thai may haue the sycht

Of hevynnys blyss, and tyste thame not tharfra,

For, and thou do, syk luf dowe nocht a stra.

Faynt lufe, but grace, for all thi fenȝeit layis,

Thy wantoun willis ar verray vanyte;

Grasless thou askis grace, and thus thou prayis:

Haue mercy, lady, haue reuth and sum piete!

And scho, reuthless, agane rewys on the:

Heir is na paramouris fund, bot all haitrent,

Quhar nowthir to weill nor resson tak thai tent.

Callys thou that reutht, quhilk of thar self ne rakkis?

Or is it grace to fall fra grace? nay, nay.

Thou sekis mercy, and tharof myscheif makkis:

Renown and honour quhy wald thou dryfe away?

A brutale appetyte makis ȝong fulys forvay,

Quhilk be resson lyst not thar heyt refreyn,

Haldand opynyon deyr of a boryt beyn.

Says nocht ȝour sentens thus, skant worth a fass,

Quhat honeste or renoun is tobe dram?

Or forto drowp lyke a fordullyt ass?

Lat ws in ryot leif, in sport and gam;

In Venus covrt, sen born tharto I am,

My tyme weil sal I spend. Wenys thou not so?

Bot al ȝour solace sal return in gram,

Syk thewless lustis in byttir pane and wo.

Thou auld hasard lichour, fy for schame,

That slotteris furth euermar in sluggardry.

Out on the, auld trat, agit wyfe, or dame,

Eschamys na tyme in rovste of syn to ly!

Thir Venus warkis in ȝouthed ar foly,

Bot into eild thai turn in fury rage;

And quha schameless dowblis thar syn, ha fy!

As doith thir vantouris owthir in ȝouth or age?

Quhat nedis avant ȝou of ȝour wykkytnes,

Ȝhe that beyn forcy alane in villans deid?

Quhy gloyr ȝe in ȝour awyn onthriftynes?

Eschame ȝhe not reherss and blaw on breid

Ȝour awyn diffame, havand of God na dreid

Nor ȝyt of hell, provokand otheris to syn,

Ȝhe that lyst of ȝour palȝardry nevir blyn?

Wald God ȝhe purchest bot ȝour awyn myschans,

And war na banareris forto perych mo!

God grant sum tyme ȝe turn ȝou to pennans,

Refrenyng lustis inordinate, and cry ho!

And thar affix ȝour luf and myndis so,

Quhar euer is verray ioy without offens,

That all syk beistly fury ȝhe lat go hens.

Of brokkaris and syk bawdry quhou suld I write,

Of quham the fylth stynkis in Godis neyss?

With Venus henwyffis quhat wyss may I flyte,

That strakis thir wenschis hedis thame to pless?

Douchtir, for thy lufe this man hes gret dyseyss,

Quod the bysmeyr with the slekyt speche,

Rew on hym, it is meryte hys pane to meyss.

Syk poyd makerellis for Lucifer beyn leche.

Eschame, ȝyng virgynys and fair damcyellis,

Furth of wedlok forto disteyn ȝour kellys;

Traist nocht al talis that wanton woweris tellis,

Ȝow to deflour purposyng, and nocht ellys;

Abhor syk pryce or prayer wirschip sellys.

Quhar schame is lost quyte schent is womanhed;

Quhat of bewte, quhar honeste lyis ded?

Rew on ȝour self, ladeys and madynnys ȝyng,

Grant na syk reuth for evir may causs ȝou rew:

Ȝhe fresch gallandis, in hait desyre byrnyng,

Refreyn ȝour curage syk paramouris to persew;

Grund ȝour amouris on charite al new;

Found ȝow on resson  quhat nedis mair to preche?

God grant ȝou grace in luf, as I ȝou tech.

Fy on dissait and fals dissymulans,

Contrar to kynd with fenȝeit cheir smylyng,

Vndyr the cloik of luffis obseruans,

The vennom of the serpent reddy to styng!

Bot al syk crymys in luffis causs I resyng

To the confessioun of morale Ihonne Gower,

For I mon follow the text of our mater.

Thy dowbill wound, Dido, to specify,

I meyn thyne amouris and thi funeral fait,

Quha may endyte, but teris, with eyn dry?

Augustyne confessis hym self wepit, God wait,

Redyng thy lamentabill end mysfortunat.

By the wil I repeyt this verss agane,

Temporal ioy endis wyth wo and pane.

Allace, thy dolorus cayss and hard myschance!

From blys to wo, fra sorow to fury rage,

Fra nobylnes, welth, prudens and temperance,

In brutell appetite fall, and wild dotage;

Danter of Affryk, queyn foundar of Cartage,

Vmquhil in rychess and schynyng gloyr ryngyng,

Throw fulych lust wrocht thine awyn ondoyng.

Lo! with quhat thocht, quhat byttyrnes and pane,

Lufe onsylly bredis in euery wight!

Quhou schort quhile doith hys fals plesance remane,

Hys restless blyss how sone takis the flicht!

Hys kyndnes alteris in wraith within a nycht:

Quhat is, bot turment, all hys langsum fayr,

Begun with feir, and endyt in dispayr?

Quhat sussy, cuyr and strange ymagynyng,

Quhat ways onlefull, hys purposs to atteyn,

Hess this fals lust at his first begynnyng,

Quhou subtell wylis, and mony quyet meyn,

Quhat slycht dissait quently to flat and feyn!  

Syne in a thraw kan not hym selvyn hyde,

Nor at his first estait no quhile abyde!

Thou swelch, devourar of tyme onrecoverabill,

O lust, infernal furnyss, inextingwybill,

Thy self consumyng worthis insaciabill,

Quent fendis net, to God and man odibill!

Of thi tryggettis quhat tong may tell the tribbill?

With the to wrasyll, thou walxis euer moir wyght;

Eschew thyne hant, and mynnys sall thi mycht.

Se, quhou blynd luffis inordinate desyre

Degradis honour, and resson doith exile!

Dido, of Cartage flour and lamp of Tyre,

Quhais hie renoun na strenth nor gift mycht fyle,

In hir faynt lust sa mait, within schort quhile,

That honeste baith and gude fame war adew,

Syne for disdeyn, allace! hir selvyn slew.

O, quhat avalit thi brute and gloryus name,

Thi moblys, tresour and werkis infinyte,

Thi citeis beilding and thi ryal hame,

Thy realmys, conquest, weilfar and delyte?

To stynt al thing salue thine awyn appetite

So wes in lufe thi frawart destane  

Allace the quhile thou knew the strange Ene!

And sen I suld thy tragedy endyte,

Heir nedis nane othir invocatioun:

Be the command I lusty ladeis quhyte,

Be war with strangeris of onkouth natioun

Wyrk na syk woundris to thar dampnatioun;

Bot til attayin wild amouris at the thai leir:

Thy lusty pane begouth on this maneir.

Heir endis the preambill and begynnys the ferd buke
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The thochtfull queyn, with mony amorus clawss

Till hir systir complenys in luffis cawss.

Be this the queyn, throw hevy thochtis onsound,

In euery vayn nurysys the greyn wound,

Smytyn so deip with the blynd fyre of lufe

Hir trublyt mynd gan fra all rest remufe.

Compasing the gret prowes of Ene,

The large wirschip feill syss remembris sche

Of his lynnage and folkis; for ay present

Deip in hir breist so was hys figur prent

And all hys wordis fixt, that, for bissy thocht,

Noyn eys hir membris nor quyet suffir mocht.

The nyxt day following, with hys lamp brycht

As Phebus dyd the grund or erth alycht,

Eftir the dawing heth the donk nychtis clowd

Chasyt from the sky and the ayr new schrowd,

Ful evil at eyss Queyn Dido on this kynd

Spak to hir systir, wes of the sammyn mynd:

My sistir An, quhat swevynnys beyn thir, quod sche,

Quhilk me affrays in sik proplexite?

Quhat be he, this gret new gest or stranger,

Onto our realm laitly is drevyn heir?

Quhou wyss in speche and in his commonyng

He schawys hym self! O God, quhat wondir thing!

Quhou stout in curage, in weir quhou vailȝeand!

I trow, sistir, and, as I vndirstand,

Myne opinion is nane oncertane thing,

Thai beyn sum lynnage of verray goddis ofspring,

For dreid always and schaymful kowardyss

Degeneryt wightis and bowbartis notyfyss.

Allace, quhat wondir fatale aventuris

Hess hym bywaif! quhat travel, pane and curis,

How huge batellis, be hym eschewit, tald he!

Now certis, war it not determyt with me

And fixit in my mynd onmovabilly

That to no wyght in wedlok me list I

Cuppil nor knyt, sen my first luf is gane,

By deth dissoverit, and left me alane;

War not alsso to me is displesant

Genyvs chalmyr or matrymone to hant;

Perchans I mycht be venquist in this rage,

Throu this a cryme of secund mariage.

Annes, I grant to the, sen the decess

Of my sory husband Syche, but less,

Quhar that our howss with brodyrris ded wes sprent,

Only this man hess movit myne entent,

And heth my mynd inducyt to forvay:

I knaw and felis the wemmys and the way

Of the ald fyre and flambe of luffis heit.

Bot rather I desyre baith corss and spreit

Of me the erth swelly law adown,

Or than almychty Iove with thundris sovn

Me smyte ful deip onto the schaddoys dern,

Amang pail gastis of hellis holl cavern,

In the profond pot of deth and dyrk nycht,

Or I becum so schamful wrachit wyght

That I myne honeste fyle or womanhed,

Or brek ȝour lawis  na, quhil I be ded!

He that me first to hym in wedlok knyt

My first flowr of amouris tuke, and ȝyt

For euermair with hym he sal thame haue,

And he most keip thame with hym in his grave.

Thus sayand, the brycht teris onon owtbrist

And fillyt all hir bosum or scho wist.

Annes answerd: O thou, sa mot I thryve,

To thi systir derrar than hir awyn lyve,

Quhiddir gif thou wilt alane, in wedowhed,

Evir murnand thus waist away thy ȝowthed,

Nowthir ȝyt the comfort of sweit childring thou knawis,

Nor the plesour felis of Venus lawys?

Quhat, wenys thou assys cald and gastis in grave

Of al syk walyng ony fest sal haue?

In cayss that in thi duyll afor thir days,

Thy lord new ded, the list inclyne na ways

Nowthir prynce nor duke to tak as for husband;

Supposs thou lychtlyit than, of Lyby land,

Hyarbas kyng, and othir heris all,

Quhilkis in the rich sulȝe triumphall

Of Aufrik boundis dwelling wydequhar;

Quhat, wilt thou als debatyng euer mar

Agane this lykand lufe, cummys of plesance?

Consideris thou not, and hess in remembrance,

Amyddis quhays grond heir thou remanys?

On this hand, citeis of Getulyanys,

A kynd of pepill invincibill in batell;

Heir the ondantit folk of Numyda dwell,

And on that other part ombyset, I wyss,

We ar with bustuus onfrendly Syrtis;

And ȝondir the desert region alsswa,

Ay ful of thyrst, in barrand Libya;

And wydquhar thens the wild pepil of Barchay.

The weris moving from Tyre quhat sal I say,

And the gret brag and mannans of our brothir?

Be dispositioun of goddis, I weyn, nane othir,

And by the purvyans of Iuno, to our supple,

Thir Troiane schippis by prospir wynd our see

Heth hyddir set thar coursys fortunate.

O systir myne, considir in quhat estait

Thys cite, quhilk thou beildis, sal vpryss!

Persaue quhou that this realm may, on syk wyss,

Beyn vpheyt throu sa nobil a mariage!

Behald quhou mekill the glory of Cartage

Salbe extollyt, and encress in euery thyng,

Throu help in armys of the Troianys ofspryng!

Quharfor the nedis beseik goddis of thar grace,

With sacrifyce, tobe favorabil in this cace.

Do set alhaill thi cure and diligence

To causyng hym mak with the residence,

And fenȝe causys to tary hym and wythhald,

So lang as thus, duryng the wyntir cald,

The sey ragis throu watry Orion,

And quhil the stormys be al our blawyn and gon;

And quhil hys schippis, with the tempest schaik,

Be bet, byd spair nowthir fyr, elm nor aik.

Dido enflambyt in the lusty heyt,

With amorus thochtis trublys al hir spreit.

Wyth thir wordys the spreit of Dido queyn,

The quhilk tofor in lufe wes kyndlyt grene,

Now al in fyre the flambe of lufe furth blesys;

Hir doutsum mynd with gude hope so scho esys

That al the schame and dreid wes blaw away;

And to the tempill furth held tha baith tway.

Eftir the serymonys of thar payane gyss,

Beneuolence and gude luk, syndry wyss,

Thai sekyng and thai serss at ilke altar;

And twyntris, walit for sacrifyce, heir and thar

Thai brytnyt; and sum in honour dyd address

Of the law ledar Ceres, the goddes,

To Phebus, and to Bachus part alsso,

Bot principaly onto the queyn Iuno,

Quhilk heth in cuyr the band of mariage.

Hir self, most gudly Queyn Dido of Cartage,

Held in hir richt hand a cowp full of wyne;

Betwix the hornys twa furthȝet it syne

Of ane ontamyt ȝong quy, quhite as snaw;

And othir quhilis wald scho raik on raw

Or payss tofor the altaris, wyth fat offerandis

Ay chargyt full, and oft with hir awyn handis

Renew and beyt the sacrifyce all day;

And rich gyftis geif Troianys; and wald ay

The beistis costis, as thai debowellit wer,

And thar entralis behald flekkyr and steir,

Accordyng the auld vsans to that effect,

Sum augury to persaue or gude aspect.

O wallaway! of spamen and dyvynys

The blynd myndis, quhilkis na way diffynys

The forss ne strenth of luf with hys hard bandis!

Quhat avalyt thir sacrifice and offerandis?

Quhat helpis to vyssy tempillis in luffis rage?

Behald onhappy Dido of Cartage

In this meyn sesson byrnyng hait as gleyd:

The secrete wound deip in hir mynd gan spreyd,

And of hoyt amouris the subtell quent fyre

Waistis and consumys merch, banys and lyre.

Our all the cite enragyt scho heir and thar

Wandris, as ane strykkyn hynd, quhom the stalkar,

Or scho persave, from far betis with hys flane

Amyd the woddis of Creyt, and lattis remane

The braid hed, onknaw the beste wass hyt;

Scho skypping furth, as to eschew the byt,

Gan throu the forest fast and gravys glyde,

Bot evir the dedly schaft stykkis in hir syde.

Sum tyme the queyn Ene with hir dyd leid

Throu owt the wallys onto euery steid,

The tresour al and richess of Sydony

Schawyng to hym, and offerit al reddy

The cite of Cartage at hys commandment:

Begyn scho wald to tell furth hir entent,

And in the myd word stop and hald hir styll.

And quhen the evyn come, it wes hir will

To seik ways hym to feste, as scho dyd ayr;

And, half myndles, agane scho langis sayr

For tyll enquyre and heir the sege of Troy,

And in a stair behaldis hym for ioy.

Eftir all wes voydyt, and the licht of day

Ay mair and mair the moyn quynchit away,

And the declynyng of the starris brycht

To sleip and rest persuadis euery wight,

Within hir chalmyr alane scho langis sayr,

And thocht al waist for lak of hir luffar.

Amyd a voyd bed scho hir laid adoun,

And of hym absent thinkis scho heris the sown;

Hys voce scho heris, and hym behaldis sche,

Thocht he, God wait, far from hir presens be:

And sum tyme wald scho Ascanyus, the page,

Caucht in the figur of hys faderis ymage,

And in hir bosum brace, gif scho tharby

The lufe ontellabill mycht swik or satisfy.

The wark and wallys begun ar not vpbrocht,

The ȝonkeris dedis of armys excersis nocht,

Nothir fortress nor turettis suyr of weir

Now graith tha mair, for al the wark, but weir,

Cessis and is stoppyt, baith of pynnakillis hie,

And byg towris, semyt to ryss in the skie.

Tyl Venus carpys Iuno the goddess,

And of thar spech and sermond, mar and less.

Alsswyth as Iuno, with syk maleyss ourtane,

Persauyt hir deir frend that remeid was nane,

Nothir fame ne honour the rage resyst mycht,

Saturnus douchtir with syk wordis on hyght

Begouth to carp onto Venus, I wyss:

A huge honour and lawd ȝe sal of this

Raport, and richt large spulȝe beir away,

Thou and thi child forsuyth, quod scho, bath tway:

O Lord, quhou gret power and notabil mycht,

Gif that, of twa hie goddis throu the slycht,

A sylly woman sal ourcummyn be!

Not so, I wyss, hes thou dissavyt me,

Bot that I knaw thou had in feir and dreid

Our cite, and held the lugyng suspek in deid

Of our renownyt hie burgh of Cartage.

Bot on quhat wyss sall sesyng al this rage?

Or now quhat nedis sa gret stryfe and contak?

Far rather perpetuell pess lat ws mak,

And knyt vp band of mariage thartill,

Sen thou hess gottin al thyne hartis will;

For Dido byrnys in hait lufe al atanys,

The brym fury glydis throu owt hir banys.

Lat ws thir pepill to ws common, for thy,

Be frendly favouris govern equaly;

So that it lesum be Dido remane

In spousage bund, and serve a lord Troiane,

And suffir Tirreanys, and al Lyby land,

Be geif in dowry to thi son in hand.

Than Venus (knawing hir spech of fenȝeit mynd,

To that effect scho mycht the Troiane kynd,

And werys tocum furth of Itail alsswa,

With hald and kepe from boundis of Lybia)

Answerd and sayd: Quhat wikkyt wyght wald euer

Refuyss syk proffyr, or ȝyt with the had levir

Contend in bataill or stand at debait,

Gif that, as thou rehersis, the deid algait

Als sovirly mycht follow fortunabill?

Bot I affeir me less the fatis onstabill

Nor Iupiter consent not ne aggre

That bot a cite to Tyryanys suld be

And eik to folkis from Troy in vayage cummyn,

Or list appreif thai pepillis all and summyn

Togiddir myddill, or ioyn in lyge or band.

Thou art hys spowss; til the to tak on hand

Is lefull with request hys mynd to assay.

Pass on befor, I follow the perfay.

Than Iuno queyn syk answer maid agane:

This laubour I tak on hand, al myne alane.

Bot on quhat wyss, sen tyme is convenabill,

The fasson quhou this stant to do maist habill,

Hark, at schort wordys that poynt I sal ȝou say.

Eneas and onsilly Dido, baith tway,

To forest grathis in huntyng furth to wend,

To morow, als fast as Titan doith ascend

And our the warld gan hys bemys spreid.

Quhen that the rangis and the faid on breid

Dynnys throu the gravys, sersyng the woddis wyde,

And setis set the glen on euery syde,

I sal apon thame a myrk schour down skaill

Of weit and wynd, mydlit with fellon haill,

And al the hevyn with thundyrris blast sa steir

That all thar falloschip sall withdraw for feir

Enclosyt with a myst als dyrk as nycht.

Dido and eik the Troiane duke full rycht,

Alanerly, bot be thame selvyn twane,

Togiddir sal entir in a cave of stane:

Thar sal I be reddy, and, but delay,

Gif thi mynd be ferm tharto the ilk day,

In sovir wedlok I sal conioyn hir thar,

Tobe his propir spouss for euermair:

Apon this wyss thar wedding salbe wrocht.

Affermys all hir wil, contrarying nocht,

Of Cetheron Venus the goddes brycht,

Lauchyng scho fund had so controvit a slycht.

Quhou that the queyn to huntyng raid at morow,

And of the first day of hir ioy and sorow.

Furth of the sey, with this, the dawyng spryngis.

As Phebus rayss, fast to the ȝettis thringis

The choss gallandis, and huntmen thame besyde,

With ralys and with nettys strang and wyde,

And huntyng sperys styf with hedis braid;

From Massilyne horsmen thik thiddir raid,

With rynnyng hundis, a full huge sort.

Nobillys of Cartage, hovand at the port,

The queyn awatys that lang in chawmyr dwellys;

Hyr ferss steyd stude stampyng, reddy ellys,

Rungeand the fomy goldyn byt gynglyng;

Of gold and pal wrocht hys rych harnasyng.

And scho at last of palyce yschit owt,

With huge menȝe walking hir abowt,

Lappyt in a brusyt mantill of Sydony,

With gold and perle the bordour al bewry,

Hyngand by hir syde the cayss with arowis grund;

Hir bricht tressis envolupyt war and wond

Intil a quayf of fyne gold wyrin threid;

The goldyn button claspyt hir purpour weid  

And furth scho passyt with all hir cumpany.

The Troiane pepill forgaderit by and by,

Ioly and glaid the fresch Ascanyus ȝyng,

Bot first of all, maist gudly, hym self thar kyng

Enee gan entir in falloschip, but dout,

And onto thame adionyt hys large rowt.

Lyke quhen Apollo list depart or ga

Furth of hys wyntring realm of Lysya,

And leif the flude Exanthus for a quhile,

To vissy Delos, his moderis land and ile,

Renewand ryngis and dansys, mony a rowt;

Mixt togiddir, hys altaris standing about,

The pepil of Creit, and thame of Driopes,

And eik the payntit folkis Agathirces,

Schowtand on thar gyss with clamour and vocis hie:

Apon thi top, mont Cynthus, walkis he,

Hys wavand haris, sum tyme, doyng doun thryng

With a soft garland of lawrer sweit smellyng,

And vmquhile thame gan balmyng and enoynt

And into gold address at full gude poynt,

Hys grundyn dartis clattering by hys syde  

Als fresch, als lusty dyd Eneas ryde,

With als gret bewte in hys lordly face.

And eftyr thai ar cummyn to the chace,

Amang the montanys in the wild forest,

The rynnyng hundis of cuppillys sone thai kest,

And our the clewys and the holtis, belyve,

The wild beistis doun to the dail thai dryve.

Lo! thar the rays, rynnyng swyft as fyre,

Drevyn from the hyghtis, brekkis out at the swyre;

Ane othir part, syne ȝondyr mycht thou se

The herd of hartis with thar hedis hie,

Ourspynnerand with swyft courss the plane vaill,

The hepe of duste vpstowryng at thar taill,

Fleand the hundis, levand the hie montanys.

And Ascanyus, the child, amyd the planys,

Ioyus and blith hys startling steid to assay,

Now makis hys rynk ȝondir, and now this way

Now prekis furth by thir and now by thame,

Langyng, amang faynt frayt beistis ontame,

The fomy bair, doun from the hyllis hycht,

Or the dun lyoun discend, recontyr he mycht.

In the meyn quhile, the hevynnys al about

With fellon noyss gan to rummyll and rowt.

A bub of weddir followyt in the tayll,

Thik schour of rayn myddillit ful of haill.

The Tyriane menȝe skalis wydequhar,

And al the gallandis of Troy fled heir and thar,

And eik with thame the ȝong Ascanyus,

Nevo to Kyng Dardan and to Venus.

For feir, to diuerss stedis throu the feildis,

Thai seik to haldis, howsis, hyrnys and beildis:

The ryveris rudly ruschit our hillis bedene.

Within a cave is entrit Dido queyn,

And eik the Troiane duke, al thame alane,

By aventur, as thai eschewyt the rane.

Erth, the first moder, maid a takyn of wo,

And eik of wedlok the pronuba Iuno,

And of thar cuplyng wittering schew the ayr:

The flambe of fyreslaucht lychtnyt heir and thar

And on the hillys hie toppis, but less,

Sat murnand nymphis, hait Oreades.

This wes the formaste day of hir glaidnes

And first morrow of hir wofull distress.

For nother the fasson nor the maner sche

Attendis now, nor fame ne honeste,

Ne from thens furthwart Dido ony mor

Musis on lufe secrete, as of befor,

But clepis it spousage, and with that fayr name

Clokyt and hyd hir cryme of oppyn schame.
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Of Fame that monstre, and Kyng Hyarbas fury

And how fra Iove wes send the god Mercury.

The fame heirof, belyve, gan walx and spreid

Throu cheif citeis of all Affrik on breid:

Fame is myscheif, quham na harm vndyr the lyft

In motioun nor sterage is mair swyft.

Movand scho growis, and, passand our alquhar,

Hir strenth encressis and walxis mair and mayr.

Lytil, for feir, the fyrst tyme semys sche,

Sone eftir rysys to the starnys on hie;

Apon the grond scho walkis fra sted to sted,

And vp amang the clowdis hydis hyr hed.

Throu greif of goddis commovyt, and nocht glaid,

Erth, the gret moder, bayr this child, as is said,

Last systir to Ceyos and Enchelades,

Ane huge, horribill and strange monstre, but less,

Spedy of fut, and on weyngis swyft as wynd.

Quhou mony fedderis bene on hir body fynd,

Als mony walkryfe eyn lurkis thar vndir,

Als feil tongis, that for totell is wondir,

With als feil mouthis carpis sche and beris,

Als mony hess scho prik vpstandand eris.

By nycht scho fleys amyd the hevyn throu owt,

Circuland the schaddow of the erth about

With huge fard, nother cuyr gevand nor keip

Hir eyn anys to rest nor tak a sleip;

Al day scho syttis, wachand byssely,

Apon the top of nobillis howsis, to spy,

Or on thir princis palyce with towris hie,

And with hir noyss gret citeis affrays sche  

Als weil ramembring fenȝeit and schrewit sawys

As scho the treuth and verite furth schawis.

Thys ilke wensch, that tyme, with mony a taill,

Glaidly this rumour gan throu the pepill skaill,

Telland the thing wrocht, and not wrocht, togiddir;

Quhou of the Troiane blude wes cummyn thiddir

Ene, with quham the fair Dido be wed

Dedenyt, and as husband go to bed;

And how the wyntir sesson betwix thame tway

Thai spend in lang reffell, lust and play,

Of thar realmys na thing remembring,

In fowle delyte ybond by Cupyd kyng.

Thys menskless goddes in euery mannys mouth

Skalys thir newis est, west, north and sowth.

Hir courss, onon, but langar tarying,

Addressys scho ontill Hyarbas kyng,

With hir sawis his mynd inflambyng as fyre,

Prouokand hym to wreth and fellon ire.

To Amon he wes son, beget alswa

Apon the maid revist Garamantida;

Within his large realmys huge braid

Ane hundreth tempillis to Iupiter he maid,

Ane hundreth altaris, quharon the walkryfe fyre

He dedicate, altymys byrnand schyre,

Set wachis in honour of goddis perpetuelly,

Of beistis blude the fat grond nevir dry,

Strowit with garlandis and flowris of diuerss kynd.

This ilke kyng, wod wroith, half owt of mynd,

And for thir schrewyt rumouris sor ammovit,

In presens of the goddis quhilk he luffit,

Befor the altar, to Iupiter, as thai say,

Hevand vp handis, devotly thus gan pray:

Almychty Iove, quod he, quhamto, feill syss,

On brusyt beddis hie fest and sacryfyss

Of Mawrusya the pepill hantis thus,

Offeryng to the the honour of Bachus,

Consideris thou this? or quhidder, fader, gif we

For nocht the dredis, quhen thou lattis thundir fle?

Or gif thi fyreslauch, the blynd clowdis within,

To fley our myndis, invane makis noys and dyn?

Ȝone woman, lait exile and vagabund

Com to our boundis, that by pryce bocht the grund

A litil village to byg, and quhamto we

For to manuyr gave the strand of the see,

Quhamto our lawis and statutis we gart mak,

Our mariage gan lychtly and forsaik,

And in hir ryng hess tane Ene for lord.

And now that secund Parys, of ane accord

With his onworthy sort, skant half men beyn,

Abufe his hed and halffettis, weil beseyn,

Set lyke a mytir the Troiane foly hat,

Hys hair enoynt weil prunȝeit vndir that,

By reif mantemys hir suld owris be  

Becauss onto thi templis dayly we

Bryngis offerand and invane hallowis thi name.

With syk wordis Kyng Hyarbas at hame

Makyng hys prayeris, and grippand the altar,

Him hard onon almychty Iupiter,

And hys eyn turnys towart the riall wallis

Of Cartage, and thir luffaris (quhilkis so fallis

At thai thar fame and gude renown forȝet),

Syne thus said to Mercuryus, but let,

And with sik maner charge gan hym direk:

Pass, son, inhaist, graith the wyndis in effek;

Slyde with thi feddyrame to ȝon Troiane prynce,

Quhilk now in Cartage makis residence,

Gevand no cuyr of citeis in Italy

To hym ygrant by fatale destany.

Do beir my message swyftly throw the skyis,

Sa to hym thus my wordis on syk wyss:

His derrest moder promist ws not that he

Of hys gydyng sa faynt a man suldbe,

Nor, for syk causys, hym delyverit twyss

Furth of the Grekis handis, hys ennemyss;

Bot at he suld haue beyn wyss, sage and grave,

Hie senȝeoreis and gret empyre to have,

And Itale dant, quhilk brandysis in battell,

And, by his dedis, declair and cleyrly tell

Hym cummyn of Teuceris hie genealogy,

And to subdew the warldis monarchy.

Of sa gret thingis thocht na wirschip hym steris,

Nor for hys honour list not laubour as efferis,

Ȝyt than, the fader aucht na wyss to envy

That Ascanyus bruke Romys senȝeory.

Speir quhat he beildis, or how that he dar dwell

Amang a pepill salbe hys ennemyss fell.

Hys lynnage tocum in Itale forȝettis he,

And gevis na compt of Lavyne the cuntre.

Byd hym mak saill. This is all in effek;

Thiddir on our message thus we the direk,

Said Iupiter, and Mercur but arest

Dressyt to obey hys gret faderis behest;

And first ontill hys feyt fast buklyt he

Hys goldyn weyngis, quharwith he doith fle,

Quhen so hym lyst, abuf the fludis on hyght,

Or on the erth, with gret fard and swyft flycht;

Syne tuke his wand, quharwith, as that thai tell,

The pail sawlis he cachis furth of hell,

And other sum tharwith gan schet full hoyt

Deip in the sorofull grisly hellys pote  

Quharwith he makis folk sleip, magre thar hed,

And revis fra othir al sleip, and to the ded

Closis thar eyn, and brekis the stryngis tway  

Throu help tharof he chasys the wyndis away,

And trubly clowdis dyvidis in a thraw.

Tho furth he fleys, till at the last he saw

The heich top and sydis braid onevyn

Of hard Atlas, baryng on his crown the hevyn,

The mysty clowdis cirkilland his hed about

(Quharon of fyrryn treis stant mony rowt,

With wynd and storm full oft to schaik and blaw),

Hys schulderis heildit with new fallyn snaw;

Furth of the chyn of this ilk hasard auld

Gret fludis ischis, and styf ise schokyllis cauld

Doun from his stern and grysly berd hyngis.

Heir first Mercur, with evynly schynand weyngis,

Gan hym arest, and with hail fard fra thens

Vnto the sey fludis maid hys discens.

Lyke till a fowle that, endlang the cost syde,

About the strandis, of fysch plentuus, and wyde,

Fleys by the watyr, skummand the fludis law;

Betwix the hevyn and erth, the sam wyss, flaw

Mercury, clepit the child Cyllenyus,

Discendyng from hys moder granscher thus,

The sandy costis and desertis of Lyby,

And eik the wyndis, persyng by and by.

And, with the weyngit solys of hys feyt,

As he of Cartage fyrst tred on the streyt,

Eneas foundand towris he gan aspy,

And garrand beild new lugyngis byssyly:

Belt he wes with a swerd of mettale brycht

Of quham the scawbart with brown iasp wes pight;

His rych array dyd our hys schuldris hyng,

Bet of a purpour claith of Tyre glittering,

Fettysly stykkit with prynnyt goldyn thredis;

Of mychty Didois gift wrocht all his wedis.

Mercur recontris hym and said onon:

Of Cartage now the prowd wallis of stone

Thou foundis, quod he, and biggis at al devyce

A cite, excersyt intill a wyfis seruyce,

Thyne awyn materis and realm forȝetting, allace!

Hiddir onto the, from his bricht hevynly place,

The governour of goddis heth me sent,

Quhilk rewlys at will erd, hevyn and elyment;

He bad me throw the skyis bair this charge:

Quhat beildis thou heir in Lyby or Cartage?

Or to quhat fyne or beleif takis on hand

To waist thi tyme into this fremmyt land?

Gif that na lavd ne honour move the list

Of sa hie thingis as ar to the promyst,

Nor thi selvyn thou wil not occupy

To purchess thine awyn renown ne glory,

Ȝyt than behald Ascanyus vpwalxing,

And the gret hope of his seid and ofspring,

Quhamtil the realm and kynryk of Itaill,

With Romys boundis, beyn destinate, sans faill.

On syk wyss thus carpys Mercuryus,

And in the myddis of his sermond, thus,

He vanyst far away, I wait nevir quhar,

Furth of this mortale syght, in the schyre ayr.

Quhou Eneas hym grathys to depart

To quhom Dido heir carpys with sayr hart.

Bot than Ene half mad and dum stude als,

Vpstart his hair, the voce stak in his hals.

Sayr he langis to fle and to depart;

And that sweit cuntre, on the tother part,

To leif ful laith wes hym, or go at large.

Astonyst he wes to syt sa hie a charge  

Or dysobey the gret godis beheste

(Allace! quhat suld he do? oneth he wist);

Or with quhat wordis suld he now assay

The amorus queyn forto requir and pray;

Or on quhat wyss hys taill he mycht begyn;

Baith to and fra compasyng, hys breist within,

Feill purpossys for euery part about.

And, at the last, thus as he stude in dout,

Thys resson hym semyt fynaly the best:

He callys to hym Mynestheus and Sergest

And strang Cloanthus, and bad thai suld in hy

Do graith hys schyppys and navyn secretly,

And gaddir hys folkis towart the cost togydder,

Armour and al thyng necessar bring thyddir,

And to dissymyll, gif ony axit quhy

Thai thus addressyt thar geyr sa suddanly.

Hym self, he said, the meyn quhile, suld assay

To purches leif to pass and go away,

And wait hys tyme to speke tharof maist habill,

Quhen that the queyn Dido, maist honorabil,

Suld not beleif sa sone he kouth depart,

Nor sa gret luf dissyvir mycht be na art.

At hys command thai al glaidly furth went

And bissely begouth speid hys entent.

Bot sone the queyn persavyt al the slycht  

Quhay may begile a luffer, day or nycht?

Thar departing at hand fyrst scho aspyis,

Dredyng all sovir thing, as is the gyss

Of euery luffar altyme to stand in feir.

This ilke cursyt Fame we spak of eyr

Bair to the amorus queyn noyss and gan rown,

The schippis ar grathand, to pass thai mak thaim boun.

Quharfor, inpacient and myndles in hir rage,

Scho wyskis wild throu the town of Cartage,

Syk wyss as quhen thir nunnys of Bachus

Ruschis and relis our bankis, brays and buss,

Quhen, euery thryd ȝeir, on thar payane gyss,

Thar goddis feist thai hallow with lowd cryis,

That, al the nycht, the mont of Cytheron

Resoundis of thar clamour, quhar thai gone.

And at the last, ȝit thus, of hir fre will,

Eftir lang musyng, scho spak Eneas tyll:

With dissymulance wenyt thou, onfaithfull wight,

Thou mycht haue hyd fra me sa fals a slycht,

And, myne onwyttyng, steill furth of my land?

That nothir our gret lufe, promys, nor rycht hand

Gevyn me vmquhile, may the heir withhald,

Nor cruel deth of Didois corss so cald!

Gif thou depart (and forthir quhat wald thou do,

In wyntir sesson press graith thi navy, lo!)

And the address to pass throu the wod see,

Myd tyme quhen stormys and wyndis blaw maist hie  

Art thou sa cruel? I put the cace, alsso,

That to nane onkouth landis the list go

Nother to fremmyt place, nor stedis will,

Bot that auld Troy war ȝyt vpstandand still;

Aucht thou, ȝit than, leif this weilfair and ioy,

And in sik perrell seik throu the sey to Troy?

Quhat! wilt thou fle from me? allace! allace!

Be all thir teris trygland our my face,

And be that rycht hand vmquhile thou me gave

(Sen to my self nocht ellis left I have,

Now wrachit catyve), be our treuth plychting eyk,

And be our spowsage begunnyn, I the beseik,

Gif euer ony thank I deservit towart the,

Or ocht of myne to the wes leif, quod sche,

Haue mercy of our lynnage reddy to spill;

Gif tyme remanys ȝyt thou heir prayeris will,

This fremmyt mynd, I pray ȝou, do away.

For the I haue beyn hatyt, this mony a day,

With all the pepill of Affrik, and with the kyng

That rewlys the land of Numyda and ryng;

For the myne awyn Tyrianys ar with me wraith;

For the is womanheid went and wirschip baith,

And my first fame, lavd and renownye,

Quharby I wes rasyt to the starnys hie.

Reddy to de and my selvyn to spill,

My sweit gest, quhamto thou me leif will?

My gest, ha God! quhou al thyng now invane is,

Quhen of my spowss nane othir name remanys!

Bot quharto suld I my ded langar delay?

Sal I abyde quhile thou be went away,

And quhil myne awyn brothir, Pigmaleon,

Bet down the wallis of my cite onon,

Or stern Hyarbas, kyng of Getule,

Led me away into captiuite?

Bot, at the leist, tofor thi wayfleyng,

Had I a child consavyt of thyne ofspryng,

Gif I had ony ȝong Eneas small,

Befor me forto play within my hall,

Quhilk representit by symylitude thi face,

Than semyt I nocht, thus wyss, allace! allace!

Aluterly dissauyt nor dissolate.

Thus said the queyn Dido, in febil estate.

Bot, apon Iovis message fermly he

Stude musyng so, he movit nocht ane e,

Refrenyt his will, hydand in hart his thocht,

And, at the last, thir few wordis hess furth brocht:

O gentil queyn, that sall I nevir deny,

Thy gude deid and desart is mair worthy

Than thou with wordis or tong may expreme;

Nor it sal nevir me irk, na ȝyt mysseym,

The worthy Dido to hald in fresch memory,

So lang as that my self remembir may I,

Or quhil the spreit of lyfe this body steris.

As the mater requiris, a litil heris:

I purposyt nocht forto hyde thyftuusly

My vayage, nor, as ȝe weyn, secretly

Away to steil; quhat nedis ȝou sa tofeyn?

For I pretendit nevir, be na meyn,

With ȝou to mak the band of mariage,

Nor in that ȝok, ne frendschip in Cartage,

Ȝyt come I nevir: bot gif the fatis, but pled,

At my plesour sufferit me lyfe to led,

At my fre wil my warkis to modyfy,

The cite of Troy than first agane suld I

Restore, and of our deir frendis remanys

Gaddir togiddir, and to the venquist Troianys

Raparal with my handis agane thar wallis,

And beild vp Priamus palyce at now fallis.

Bot sen Appollo, clepit Gryneus,

Gret Italy to seik commandis wss,

To Itale eik oraclys of Lycia

Admonyst ws, but mair delay, to ga;

Thar is my lust now and delyte at hand,

Thar is my cuntre and my natyve land.

Gif the, of Cartage the burgh and towris swa,

Quhilk art a woman of Phenycia,

And the aspect of citeis Affricane

Delytis, and withhaldis heir toremane,

Quhat wrang is it, causs of envy or schame,

Thocht Troianys seik to Itale for thar hame?

Or is it nocht als lesum and ganand

That fynaly we seik to onkouth land?

Als oft as day is gone, and the dyrk nycht

With hir donk schaddow hydis of the erth the sycht,

Als oft as schynyng starnys doith vpryss,

My faderis gost, Anchises, als feil syss

Into my sleip mannasis me tharto fast,

And oft his feirfull ymage doith me agast;

And in lyke wyss the child Ascanyus,

Quhais deir hed suffir iniurys is hard to ws,

Quham of the realm of Itail I defraud,

And fra the grond to hym promyst withhawd.

Be athir of our hedis this I sweir;

Now laitly eik of goddis the messynger,

From hie Iupiter in hasty message sent,

Down throu the ayr brocht the ilk commandment:

On fair day lycht, myne awyn self dyd I se

Mercur the god entyr in this cite,

And his wordis with thir sam eris hard I.

With thy complayntis ony langar, forthy,

Lat be to vex me, or thy self to spyll,

Sen I seik nocht to Itale with fre will.

Of the scharp wordys Queyn Dydo dyd say,

And how Eneas bownys fast away.

Dydo, aggrevit ay quhil he his tayl tald,

With acquart luke gan towart hym behald,

Rollyng vmquhile hir eyn, now heir, now thar,

With syght onstabil waverand our alquhar,

And all enragyt thir wordis gan furth braid:

Nothir wes a goddes thy moder, as is sayd,

Nor ȝyt Kyng Dardanus cheif stok of thi kyn,

Thou treuthless wyght, bot of a cald, hard quhyn

The clekkyt that horribill mont, Cawcasus hait  

Thou sowkyt nevir womanis breist, weil I wait,

Bot of sum cruel tygir of Araby

The pappis the fosterit in the wod Hyrcany.

To quhat effect suld I hym langar perswaid,

Or quhat bettir may beleve than he hess said?

Quhiddir gif he murnyt quhen we wepit and walyt?

Quhiddir gif he steryt his eyn, as ocht hym alyt?

Quhidder gif for rewth he furth ȝet anys a teyr

Or of hys lufe had piete? Na, not to ȝeir.

Quhou sal I begyn, quhat first, quhat last to say?

Now, now, nothir gretast Iuno, wallaway,

Nor Saturnys son, hie Iupiter, with iust eyn

Hess our querrell considerit, na ourseyn;

For no quhar now faith nor lawte is fund.

I ressavyt hym schypbrokkyn fra the sey grund,

Wilsum, and mystyrfull of al warldis thyng,

Syne, myndles, maid hym my fallow in this ryng:

Hys navy lost reparalyt I, but faill,

And hys feris fred from the deth alhaill.

Allace! enragyt or enchantit am I;

Quhen now Appollo, with hys sossery,

And quhilis, he says, the kavillys of Lycia,

And quhilis, fra Iupiter down sent alsswa,

The messynger of goddis bryngis throu the skyis

Sa feirful charge and command on this wyss:

Lyke as the goddis abufe nocht ellys rocht,

Bot on thi passage war al thar cuyr and thocht.

Nothir wil I hald the, nor thi wordis contrar:

Pass on thi way, towart Itale thou fair;

Seik throu the fludis with wyndis to that ryng.

Forsuyth, gif reuthfull goddis may ony thing,

Amyd thi way, I traist on rolkis blak

Thou sal deir by thy treuth thou to me brak,

And clep oft my richt name, Dido, Dido!

With fyre infernale, in thine absens alsso,

I sal the follow; and, fra the cald ded

Reif from my membris this sawle, in euery sted

My gost salbe present the to agryss;

Thou salt, onworthy wyght, apon this wyss

Be punyst weil; and tharof wald I heyr  

The fame tharof sal cum onto myne eyr,

Vndir the erth, amang the schaddowys law.

And this spokkyn, hir sermond with the ilk saw

Brak scho in twane, ful dolorus in hir thocht:

The lycht scho fled, and als fast as scho mocht

Turnys frawart hym, and wyskyt of hys sycht,

On seir materis leifand hym pensyve wight,

And purposyng to haue said mony thyngis.

The damycellis fast to thar lady thryngis,

That was in dedly swoun plat for dispar:

Vp thai hyr hynt, and to hyr chawmyr bayr,

Quhilk was of marbill wrocht, and in hir bed

Laid softly down apon rych carpettis spred.

Bot ȝyt, althocht the reuthful Eneas

The dolorus queyn to meyss ful bissy was,

To do hir comfort, and hir dyseyss asswage,

And with hys wordis return hir sad curage,

Bewalyng mekill hyr sorow and distress,

Proplexte in mynd by gret lufe; netheless,

The command of the goddis, by and by,

He execut, and vysseys hys navy.

Than byssely the Troianys fell to wark,

And mony gret schyp, ballyngar and bark

Langis the cost brocht in and bet full weill.

Now fletis the mekil holk with tallonyt keyll.

The burgionyt treys on burd thai bring for aris,

Weltis down in woddis gret mastis, and na thing sparis,

Saysyng half onwrocht, so ithand thai war fair bown.

Rynnand heir and thar and wendyng fast of town,

Ȝhe mycht haue seyn thame haist, lyke emmotis grete

Quhen thai depulȝe the mekill byng of quhete,

And in thar byke it careis, all and sum,

Providing for the cald wyntir tocum:

The blak swarm our the feildis walkis ȝarn,

Tursand throu the gerss thar pray to hydlys darn:

Sum on thar nek the gret cornys vpwrelis,

And our the furris bissely tharwith spelys;

Sum constrenyng the otheris fast to wirk,

And sum the sleuthful chasteis, that thocht irk

Of thar labour; quhil euery rod and went

Wolx of thar ithand wark hait, quhar thai went.

Quhou Dydo send hir systir Ene to pray,

And of the grysly syngnys dyd hir affray.

Quhat thocht thou now, Dydo, seand thir thingis?

Quhou mony sobbys gave thou and womentyngis

Quhen thou, out of thi castell from the hycht,

The large costis beheld thus at a sycht

Ourspred with Troianys, in fervent bissynes

Gan spedely for thar vayage addres,

And of thar clamour befor thine eyn dyd se

Dyn and resoundyng al the large see?

O wytles lufe! quhat may be thocht or do,

At thou constrenys nocht mortell myndis tharto?

Scho is compellit to fal agane to teris

And Eneas assay with new prayeris,

And condiscendyt hir provd hart to submyt

Onto the strenth of lufe thus anys ȝyt:

Less scho onwar, but causs, hir deth purvayt,

Hir list na thyng behynd leif onassayt.

Till hir scho gan hir systir call inhy:

Annes, quod scho, thou seys how byssely,

Our al the cost, for this vayage haist thai,

And now the wynd blawis weil to sail away:

The maryneris glaid lays thar schippis vndyr croys.

O systir! in tyme kouth I haue trowyt this loyss

And sa gret dolour, I had providyt, but weir,

That this displesour suld haue beyn eith to beir.

And netheless, for me, onhappy wight,

Do this a thing, Annes, with al thi mycht,

Sen ȝon ilk faithles man, deir systir, the

Was wont to cheryss and hald in gret dante

And als hys secretis onto the reveill  

Hys sweit entres sum tyme thou knew ful weill,

Nane bot thou only the tyme of hys cummyng.

Pass on, systir, in my name this a thyng

Say lawly to my provd fa and declair

That in the port Aulyda I neuer swair

With the Grekis the Troianys to distroy,

Nor I non navy send to sege Troy,

Nor ȝyt his fader Anchises graf schent  

I nothir the muldis nor banys tharof rent.

Quhy doith he reffuss my wordis and prayeris

To lat entir in his dul ontretabill eris?

Quhidder haistis he sa fast from hys behufe?

Beseik hym grant ontil his wrachyt lufe

This lattir reward, sen algatis he wil fle:

Tary quhil wynd blaw soft, and stabill see.

His ald promys na mair wil I hym crave,

Nor band of wedlok, quhilk he hes dissave,

Nor ȝyt him pray go not to Italy,

Ne leif fair realmys onto him destany:

A litil delay I ask, but othir eyss,

A space my furour to asswage and meyss,

Quhill that my frawart forton and estait

Of my beleve schaw me I am frustrait,

And tech me for to murn mair paciently.

This lattir gift only at hym ask I.

Haue mercy, systir, of thy systir deyr  

Quhilk seruyce quhen thou done hess, without weir,

I sal the recompens weil twentyfald,

And quhil my ded the sam in memor hald.

With syklyke wordis hir request scho maid,

Hir supplicatioun, with teris ful onglaid,

Reportis hir systir, and answer brocht agane

Quhou al hir prayeris and desyre was invane,

For al thar wepyng mycht not him anys steir;

Nane of thar wordis lykis hym to heir,

Thocht he of natur was tretabill and curtass.

The fatis war contrar thar desyre netheless,

And hys benyng eris the goddis dyttit,

That of thar askyng thar was nocht admittit.

And lyke as quhen the ancyant aik tre,

With hys byg schank, by north wynd oft we se

Is ombeset, to bet hym down and ourthraw,

Now heir, now thar, with the fell blastis blaw,

The swouchand byr quhisland amang the granys,

So that the hyast branchys, al atanys,

Thar croppys bowis towart the erth als tyte,

Quhen with the dynt the maister schank is smyte;

And, netheles, the ilk tre, fixit fast,

Stikkis to the rochis, not doun bet with the blast:

For quhy? als far as his crop heich on breid

Strekis in the ayr, als far hys rute doith spreid

Deip vndir erth, towart the hell adoun  

The sammyn wyss was this gentil baroun,

Now heir, now thar, with wordis ombeset,

And in his stout breist, ful of thochtis het,

Of reuth and amouris felt the perturbance.

Bot euer his mynd stude ferm, for ony chance

Onmovyt, quhar hys fyrst purposs was set,

That al for nocht the teris war furthȝet.

Than suythly, the fey Dydo, al affrayt,

Seand fatis contrar, eftir deth prayt:

Scho irkit of hir lyfe, or to tak tent

Forto behald the hevynnys firmament.

Tharfor, in takyn hir purposs to fulfill,

And leif the lycht of lyfe, as was hyr will,

As on the altaris byrnand ful of senss

The sacrifyce scho offerit, in hir presence,

A grisly thyng to tell, scho gan behald

In blak adyll the hallowyt watir cald

Changyt and altyr, and furthȝet wynys gude

Onon returnyt into laithly blude.

This visioun sche to nane reveil wald,

Nor ȝyt to An, hir deir systir, it tald.

In wirschip eik, within hir palyce ȝet,

Of hir first husband, was a tempil bet

Of marbill, and hald in ful gret reverens,

With snaw quhite bendis, carpettis and ensens,

And festuale burgeonys arrayt, on thar gyss;

Tharin was hard vocis, spech and cryis

Of hir said spouss, clepand hir ful lowd,

Evir quhen the dyrk nycht dyd the erth schrowd.

And oft with wild scryke the nycht owle,

Heich on the rufe, alane, was hard ȝowle

With langsum voce and a ful petuus beir.

And eik bygane the feirful sawis seyr

Of the dyvynys, with terribil monysyngis,

Affrayt hir by mony grysly syngis.

And in hir sleip, wod wroth, in euery place

Hir semyt cruel Eneas gan hir chace;

And evir, hir thocht, scho was left al alane,

And, but cumpany, mony far way had gane,

To seik hir folkis in a wilsum land  

Lyke Kyng Pentheus, in his wod rage dotand,

Thocht he beheld gret rowtis stand in staill

Of the Ewmenydes, fureys infernale,

And in the lyft twa sonnys schynand cleir,

The cite of Thebes gan dowbil to hym appeir;

Or lyke Orestes, son of Agamenon,

On theatreis, in farcis mony one,

Rowpyt and sung how he his moder fled,

With fyre brondis and blak serpentis ourcled,

And saw the furyis, and grisly goddis fed,

Sittand in the tempill port to wrek hir ded.

Quhou Dydo queyn, hir purposs to covert,

Of enchantment dyd contyrfait the art.

Thus quhen Dydo had caucht this frenasy,

Ourset with sorow and syk fantasy,

And determyt fermly that scho wald de,

The tyme quhen and maner quhou it suld be

Compasyng in hir breist, but mair abaid

Onto hir dolorus systir thus scho sayd,

Hir purposs by hir vissage dissymuland,

Schawand by hir cheir gude hope and glad sembland:

Systir germane, quod scho, away ȝour smart;

Beys of ȝour systeris weilfar glaid in hart.

I haue the way fundyn, quharby ȝone syre

Salbe to me rendryt at my desyre,

Or me delyvir from hys lufe al fre.

Neyr by the end of the gret occiane see,

Thar as the son declynys and goys doun,

At the far syde of Ethiope regioun,

A place thar is, quhar that the huge Atlas

On schuldyr rollys the round speir in cumpass,

Full of thir lemand starnys, as we se:

Thar dwellys, systir, as it is schaw to me,

Ane haly nun, a ful gret prophetess,

Born of the pepill of Massylyne, I gess,

And wardane of the ryal tempil, thai sa,

Set in the gardyngis hecht Hesperida,

And to the walkryfe dragon mete gave sche,

That kepyt the goldyn apyllis in the tre,

Strynkland to hym the wak hunny sweit,

And sleipryfe chesbow seyd, to quykkyn his spreit.

This woman hechtis, with hir enchantmentis,

From luffis bandis to lowss al thar ententis

Quham so hir lyst, and bynd other sum alsso

In langsum amouris vehement payn and wo.

The rynnand fludis thar watir stop kan scho mak,

And eik the starnys turn thar courss abak,

And on the nycht the ded gastis assemmyll:

Vndir thi feyt the erd rayr and trymmyll

Thou most se, throw hir incantatioun,

And from the hillys treys discendyng down.

To wytnes the gret goddis draw I heyr,

And thy sweit hed, myne awyn systir deir,

Agane my wil, ful sayr constrenyt am I

Art magyk to excers or sossary.

Richt secretly intil our innar closs,

Vndir the oppyn sky, to this purposs

Pass on, and of treys thou byg a byng

Tobe a fyre, and tharapon thou hyng

Ȝon mannys sword, quhilk that wikkyt wight

Left stykand in our chawmyr this hyndir nyght,

Hys cote armour, and othir clethyng all,

And eik that maist wrachit bed coniugall,

Quharin I perychit and wes schent, allace!

For so the religyus commandyt hass,

To omdo and distroy al maner thyng

Quhilk may ȝon wareit man to memor bring.

This sayd, scho held hir tong; and tharwithall

Hir vissage wolx als pail as ony wall.

Thocht Annes wenyt not hir systir wald

Graith sacryfice for hir ded body cald,

Nor that syk fury was in hyr breist consavyt;

For by na resson dred sche, nor persavyt

Now mor displesour or harmys apperand

Than for Sycheus ded, hir first husband:

Quharfor, scho hes hir command done ilk deill.

Bot quhen the gret byng was vpbeildit weill

Of ayk treys and fyrryn schydis dry,

Within the secrete closs, vndyr the sky,

The place with flowris and garlandis stentis the queyn,

And crownys about with funerale bewis greyn.

Abuf the mowe the forsaid bed was maid,

Quharin the figur of Ene scho layd,

Hys clethyng and hys sword at he had left,

Ramembring weill the thyng that followyt eft.

Feill altaris stude about the fyre funerale,

And the religyus nun, with hair down skaill,

Thre hundreth goddis with hir mouth rowpyt sche  

Herebus, the grysly of the deyp hellys see,

Chaos, confoundar of elymentis, alssua,

And the thrynfald goddes Proserpina,

The thre figuris of the virgyn Dyan.

And evir the watir strynklis scho onan,

Contyrfait tobe of Avernus the well,

Quhilk lowch is situate at the mouth of hell.

Spryngand herbys eftir the courss of the moyn

War socht, and with brasyn hukis cuttit soyn,

To get thar mylky sap and vennom blak.

Thai seik alsso, and owt gan rent and tak

The lump betwix the new born folys eyn,

And fra the moder byreft the lufe sa greyn,

The queyn hir self fast by the altar standis,

Haldand the meldyr in hir devote handis,

Hir ta fute bayr, and the bandis of threyd

Nocht festynnyt, bot hung by hyr lowyss weyd;

And, remembring scho was in poynt to de,

The goddis all onto wytnes drew sche,

The starnys and planetis, gydaris of fatis,

And gif thar ony deite be, that watis

Or persavys luffaris inequale of behest,

To have in memor hir iust causs and request.

Quhat sorow dreys Queyn Dydo all the nycht,

And how Mercur bad Ene tak the flycht.

The nycht followys, and euery wery wight

Throu owt the erth hath caucht, onon rycht,

The sownd plesand sleip thame lykit best.

Woddis and rageand seys war at rest;

As the starnys thar myd courss rollys doun,

All feildis still, but othir noyss or sown,

All beistis and byrdis of diuerss cullouris seir,

And quhatsumeuer in the braid lowys weir,

Or, amang buskis harsk, leyndis vndir the spray,

Throu nychtis sylence slepit quhar thai lay,

Mesyng thar bissy thocht and curis smart,

All irksum laubour forȝet and owt of hart.

Bot the onrestles fey spreit dyd not so

Of this onhappy Phenyssane Dydo,

For neuer mair may scho sleip a wynk,

Nor nychtis rest in eyn or breist lat synk.

The hevy thochtis multipleis euer on ane;

Strang luf begynnys to rage and ryss agane

And fellon stormys of ire gan hir to schaik.

Thus fynaly scho owt bradis, allaik!

Rollyng alane seir thyngis in hir thocht:

Ha! quhat do I? quod scho, all is for nocht.

Sall I thus mokkit, and to hething dryve,

My fyrst luffaris agane assay belyve?

Or sal I lawly sum lord Numydane

Pray and beseik of mariage now agane,

Quhom I sa oft lychtlyit to spowss or this?

Na, wyll I not! Quhat, sal I than, I wyss,

Follow the Troiane navy in strange landis,

And reddely obey al thar commandis?

I hope it sal profyte, na litill thyng,

My gret help done thame and suppowellyng;

For amang kynd folkis this is na dreid,

Weil is remembrit the ald thankful deid.

Bot thocht in cace to do this war my will,

Quha wald me suffir my purposs to fulfyll,

Or in thar prowd schippis me ressaue?

Thus drevyn to hethyng, and al thi grace bywave,

Tynt woman, allace! baris thou not ȝyt in mynd

The maynsweryng of fals Laomedonis kynd?

And maratour, quhat ettill I for todo?

A queyn alane to steil away thus, lo!

Accumpanyit bot with mery maryneris?

Or than with all my Tyrianys, as efferis,

And all my power assemblit me about,

On schipburd entyr with al that huge rowt

Quhilk furth of Sydon scarsly draw I mycht,

Sal I thame cach agane our seys lycht?

Byd thame mak saill onon, and a new rayss?

Na, rather de, as thou deservyt hass,

And with a swerd mak of this duyl ane end.

O systir germane, thou me fyrst taucht and kend,

Allace the quhile! and offerit me to my fo;

Thou with thir harmys ourchargit me alsso,

Quhen I fell fyrst into this rage, quod sche,

Bot so to do my teris constrenyt the.

Was it not lefull, allace! but cumpany,

To me but cryme in chawmyr alane to ly,

Or led my lyfe lyke to thir beistis wild,

And not beyn thus with thocht nor harmys fild?

Allace! onkepit is the trew cunnand

Hecht to Sycheus assys, my first husband.

Syk gret complayntis from hir breist bryst kan.

Bot Eneas, sovir to depart or than,

And al hys neidful thyngis grathit, by and by,

Heich in hys eft schyp sownd slepand kan ly;

Quhamto in visioun the sam god dyd appeir,

In syklyke figur as that he dyd eyr,

Onto Mercuryus lyke, in al fasson,

Baith cullour of vissage and of vocis sown,

In form of a ȝongker with membris fair,

Plesand of cheir, and ȝallow glitterand hair.

Hym thocht agane he monyst on this wyss:

Son of the goddes, quhou is this heir thou lyis?

Quhat, may thou vndir sa gret danger sleip,

And al forvayit takis nothir cuyr nor keyp

For tobehald quhat perrellys about the standis

Nor harknys the fair wynd blawys of landis?

Scho quham thou knawys, within hir breist ful hait

Sorowfull vengeans compasis and dissait,

And certanly determyt forto de,

In diuerss stowris of ire brandysys sche.

Quhy wilt thou not fle spedely be nycht,

Quhen forto haist thou hess laser and mycht?

Thou salt, onon, behald the seys large

All ombeset with toppyt schyp and barge.

The feirful brandis and blesys of hait fyre,

Reddy to byrn thi schippys, lemand schyre,

And al the cost belyve of flambys scald,

Gyf, quhil to morow, tary in this land thou wald.

Haue done, speid hand, and mak na mair delay,

Variabill and changeand thyngis beyn wemen ay.

And sayand this, into the dyrk nyght

He gan hym hyde, and vanyst out of sycht.

Eneas, of this hasty visioun affrayit,

Gan start on fut, and fast his feris assayit:

Awalk onon, get vp, my men, inhy,

Tyte to ȝour wardis, span aris bissely,

Schaik down the salys sone and lat ws wend.

From the hie hevyn the god agane is send,

Lo! spurrand ws to haist and fle away,

And byddis smyte the twyne cabyll in tway.

O blissyt wyght! quhat god at evir thou be,

We sal obey thi charge and follow the,

And thy command fulfyll agane blithly,

Besekyng the assist to ws frendly

Help and support, with prospir influens

The hevyn and starris dress our vayage hens.

And with that word, hys scherand sword als tyte

Hynt owt of scheith, the cabil in twa gan smyte.

The sam maner of haist caucht al the lave;

Thai hurl away, ankyrris vphynt and rave,

Left the costis desert on athir sydis.

The stabil sey vndir the schippis slydis;

The stour of fame vpwelt thai egyrly,

And swepis our the haw fludis inhy.



C marginal note lochis.

Quhou Queyn Dydo beheld Ene depart,

And quhat scho said with harmys at hir hart.

Be this Aurora, leifand the purpour bed

Of hir lord Titan, heth the erd ourspred

With new days licht, and quhen the queyn

The first grekyng of the day hes seyn

And fra hir hie wyndoys gan espy,

With bent sail furth caryand, the navy,

The costis and the schor al desolate

Behaldis eik but owthir schip or bate,

Hir fayr quhite breist, thar as scho dyd stand,

Feil tymys smate scho with hir awyn hand,

And ryvand hir bricht haris petuusly,

Iupiter, quod scho, sal he depart, ha, fy!

And leful tyll a vavengeour stranger

Me and my realm betrump on this maner?

Sal not my menȝe to harnes ryn in hy

Our al the town, and follow bissely?

Speid, tak ȝon schippys! on burd fast to the raid!

Haist sone, and kast on thame fyre blesis braid!

Schute dartis thik, and qwel thame with ȝour glavys . . .

Quhat said I or quhar am I? Now thou ravys;

Quhat wodness, fey Dydo, movis thi mynd?

Now art thou hyt with frawart werdis onkynd?

Sa til haue done than had bene mair ganand

Quhen thou hym gave the ceptour of thi land.

Ha! now behald hys gret prowes, quod sche,

Hys reuthful piete and faith! Is not ȝon he

Quham, as thai say, the goddis of hys land

In hys navy careis our sey and sand?

Is not ȝon he quhom on his schulderis, thai say,

For reuth his agit fader bair away?

Mycht I not caucht and rent in pecis his corss,

Syne swak the gobbettis in the sey by forss

Of hym and all hys fallowys? Weill I mocht!

And eik ȝone sam Ascanyus mycht I nocht

Haue trynschit with a sword, and maid a meyss

To his fader tharof to eyt at deyss?

Forsuyth, in cace the aventur of bataill

Had beyn doutsum, wald God it war assaill!

Quham sall I dreid, now reddy forto de?

Wald God I mycht, in ȝon navy I se,

The hait fyre brandis set, and euery boyr

Fyll all with flambys red, and forthirmor

Baith fader and son, with hail generacioun,

That I had brynt, distroyit and bryttnyt doun,

And thame abuf syne ded my self had laid!

O thou brycht son, that, with thi bemys glayd,

All erdly laubour clengis, circuland about;

And thou Iuno, mediatrix, but dout,

Of al thir hevy thochtis, and weill thame knawis;

And thou Proserpyne, quhilk, by our gentile lawys,

Art rowpit hie and ȝellyt lowd by nyght,

In forkyt ways, with mony mudy wight;

And ȝe infernale fureys, that wrekis al wrang;

And ȝe goddis eik, quham now amang

Dido standis reddy tocum in poynt to de;

Ressaue thir wordis quhilkis I sal say, quod sche,

Withdraw fra hyme ȝour gret mychtis, quharby

Schrewis aucht be punyst for thar cryme, and not I;

And thir our prayeris accept, we ȝou beseik.

Gyf it be necessar and determyt eik

Ȝon wikkit hed in portis of Itale

To entir and cum or to thai boundis saill,

And gyf the fatis and Iove wil it be so

And hess decreit he fynaly thyddir go,

Ȝit, at the lest, thar mot he be assail,

With hardy pepill ay trublyt in bataill,

By forss of armys expellyt hys boundis eik,

Far from Ascanyus help, constrenyt beseik

Ayd and supple, and als that he behald

Feil cayrfull corsys of hys folk ded and cald,

And quhen alsso hym self submyt hes he

Vndir payce and lawis of iniquite,

That he bruke nowthir realm, nor gude lyfe led,

Bot fal fey or his day, and sone be ded,

And ly onerdyt in myddis of the sandis.

Thys I beseik ȝou hevand vp my handis;

Thys is my lattir word at I conclude,

Furthȝettand it togiddir with my blude.

And forthirmor, O ȝe my Tyrianys,

Quhilk now in Affrik at Cartage remanys,

Ȝon clan, with thar successioun and kynrayd,

Persew with haitrent perpetual, and invaid;

Onto my assys grant this a gift, quod sche.

Nevir luf nor payce betwix thir pepill be.

Of our levingis sum revengar mot spryng,

With fyre and sword to persew and doun thryng

The lauboreris discend from Dardanus.

Now fra thyne furth, all that succedis til ws,

Quhen euer thai may fynd tyme, with strenth and mycht

Batail to batail mot thai debait in fyght;

Thir costis mot be to tharis contrar ay,

And to thar stremys our seys frawart, I pray,

Thar ofspring eik amang thame self mot debate.

Thus said scho, and with that word, God wate,

Hir faynt spreit in al partis writhis sche,

Sekand the way, alssone as it mycht be,

Forto bereif hir self the irksum lyve,

Tho callys scho to hyr Barcen belyve,

Nuryss vmquhile to Sychey hir husband,

For hir awyn nuryss in hir native land

Was beryit in to assis broun or than.

Deir nurys, quod scho, fech my sister An;

Byd hir in haist with watir of a flude

Hir body strynkil; the bestis, and the blude,

And clengyng graith scho knawis, with hir bring.

Se on this wyss scho cum, forȝet na thyng;

And thou thy self thine halffettis als array

With haly garland. My will is to assay

And now perform the sacryfyce in hy

That onto Pluto dewly begun haue I,

To mak end of my dolorus thochtis all,

And byrn ȝon Troiane statw in flamb funeral.

Thus said Dido, and the tother, with that,

Hychit on furth with slaw payss lyke a trat.

Heir followys of the famus Queyn Dydo

The fatale dynt of deth and mortale wo.

Bot now the hasty, egyr and wild Dydo,

Into hyr cruell purposs enragyt so,

The bludy eyn rollyng in hir hed,

Wan and ful paill for feir of the neir ded,

With chekis freklyt, and al of tychirris bysprent,

Quakyng throu dreid, ruschit furth, or scho wald stent,

Onto the innar wardis of hyr place,

As wod woman clam on the byng, allace!

And furth scho drew the Troiane swerd, fute hait,

A wapyn was neuer wrocht for syk a nate.

And sone as sche beheld Eneas clething,

And eik the bed bekend, a quhile wepyng,

Stude musyng in hir mynd, and syne, but baid,

Fel in the bed, and thir last wordis said:

O sweit habyte, and lykand bed, quod sche,

So lang as God lyst suffir and destane,

Ressaue my blude, and this sawle that on flocht is,

And me delyvir from thir hevy thochtis.

Thus lang I levyt haue, and now is spent

The term of lyfe that forton heth me lent;

For now my gret gost vndir erth mon go.

A richt fair cite haue I beild alsso,

Myne awyn wark and wallys behald haue I,

My spowss wrokyn of my brothir ennemy,

Fra hym byreft hys tressour, and quyt hym weill.

Happy, allace! our happy, and ful of seyll,

Had I beyn, only gyf that neuer nane

At our cost had arryvit schip Troiane.

And sayand this, hir mouth fast thristis sche

Doun in the bed: Onwrokyn sal we de?

De ws behufis, scho said, and quhou beheld!

And gan the scharp sword to hir breist vphald;

Ȝa, thus, thus lykis ws starve and to depart!

And with that word, rave hir self to the hart.

Now lat ȝon cruel Troiane swelly and se

This our fyre funerale from the deip see,

And of our deth turss with hym fra Cartage

Thys takyn of myscheif in hys vayage,

Quod scho; and tharwith gan hir seruandis behald

Hir fallyn and stekit on the irne cald,

The blude outbullyrand on the nakyt swerd,

Hir handis furthsprent. The clamour than and rerd

Went to the toppys of the large hallys;

The noyss ran wild out our the cite wallis,

Smate all the town with lamentabil murnyng.

Of greting, gowlyng and wyfly womentyng

The ruffis dyd resound, bray and rayr,

Quhil huge bewalyng al fordynnyt the air  

Nane other wyss than thocht takyn and doun bet

War al Cartage, and with ennemyss ourset,

Or than thar natyve cite the town of Tyre,

And furyus flambe, kendillit and byrnand schyre,

Spredyng fra thak to thak, baith but and ben,

Als weil our templis as howsis of othir men.

Hir systir An, spreitles almaist for dreid,

Herand sa feirful confluens thyddir speid,

With nalys ryvand reuthfully hir face,

And smytand with hir nevis hir breist, allace!

Fast ruschis throu the myddis of the rowt,

And on the throwand, with mony sprauch and schout,

Callys by name: Systir germane, quod scho,

Och! was this it thou fenȝeit the to do?

Hess thou attempyt me with syk dissait?

This byng of treys, thir altaris and fyris hait,

Is this the thyng thai haue onto me dycht?

Quhat sall I first compleyn, now dissolate wight?

O deir systir, quhen thou was reddy to de,

Ha! quhy hess thou sa far dyspysyt me

As to reffuss thi systir with the to wend?

Thou suld haue callyt me to the sammyn end,

That the ilk sorow, the sammyn swerd, bath tway,

And the self hour, mycht haue tane hyne away.

Thys funeral fyre with thir handis biggyt I,

And with my voce dyd on our goddis heir cry,

To that effect as, cruel, tobe absent,

Thou beand thus sa duylfully heir schent!

Sistir, allace! with my counsell haue I

The, and my self, and pepill of Sydony,

The heris all, and eik thi fayr cite,

Distroyt and ondeyn for ay, quod sche.

Fech hiddir sone the well watir lew warm,

To wesch hir woundis, and hald hir in myne arm;

Syne with my mowth at I may sowk, and se

Gyf spreit of lyve left in hir body be.

This sayand, the hie byng ascendis onane,

And gan enbrayss half ded hir systir germane,

Culȝeand in hir bosum, and murnand ay,

And with hir wympil wipyt the blude away.

And scho agane, Dydo, the dedly queyn,

Pressyt fortil vplift hir hevy eyn,

Bot tharof falys; for the grysly wound

Deip in hir breist gapis wyde and onsound.

Thryss scho hir self raxit vp to ryss;

Thryss on hir elbok lenys; and als feill syss

Scho fallys bakwart in the bed agane.

With eyn rollyng, and twynkland vp ful fane,

Assays scho to spy the hevynnys lyght,

Syne murmouris, quhen scho tharof gat a sycht.

Almychty Iuno havand reuth, by this,

Of hir lang sorow and tarysum ded, I wyss,

Hir mayd Irys from the hevyn hess send

The throwand sawle to lowyss, and mak ane end

Of al the iuncturis and lethis of hir corss;

Becauss that nothir of fatis throu the forss

Nor ȝit by natural ded peryschit sche,

Bot fey in hasty furour emflambyt hie

Befor hir day had hir self spilt,

Or that Proserpyne the ȝallow haris gilt

From hir fortop byreft, or dubbyt hir hed

Onto the Stygian hellis flude of ded.

Tharfor dewy Iris throu the hevyn

With hir safron weyngis flaw ful evin,

Drawand, quhar scho went, forgane the son cleir,

A thousand cullouris of diuerss hewys seir,

And abufe Dydoys hed arest kan:

I am commandyt, said scho, and I man

Omdo this hayr, to Pluto consecrate,

And lowis thi sawle out of this mortale stait.

Thys sayand, with rycht hand hess scho hynt

The hair, and cuttis in twa, or that scho stynt;

And tharwithall the natural heyt outquent,

And, with a puft of aynd, the lyfe furthwent.

Heyr endys the ferd buke of Eneados and begynnys the proloug of the fyft
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Gladys the grond the tendir florist greyn,

Byrdys the bewys and thir schawys scheyn,

The wery huntar to fynd hys happy pray,

The falconeyr rych ryver onto fleyn;

The clerk reiosys hys bukis our to seyn,

The luffar tobehald hys lady gay;

Ȝong folk thame schurtis with gam, solace and play;

Quhat maist delytyth or lykis euery wight,

Tharto steris thar curage day and nycht.

Knychtis delytis to assay sterand stedys,

Wantoun gallandis to trayl in sumptuus wedis;

Ladeys desyris to behald and be seyn;

Quha wald be thrifty courtyouris says few credis;

Sum plesance takis in romans that he redis,

And sum hess lust to that wes nevir seyn;

Quhou mony hedis als feil consatis beyn.

Twa appetitis oneth accordis with othir:

This lykis the, perchance, and not thi brothir.

Plesance and ioy richt hailsum and perfyte is,

So that the wyss tharof in proverb wrytis,

A blith spreit makis greyn and floryst age.

Myne author eyk in Bucolykis endytis,

The ȝong enfant fyrst with lauchtir delytis

To knaw hys moder, quhen he is litil page;

Quha lauchis not, quod he, in thar barnage,

Genyus the god delytyth not thar tabill,

Nor Iuno thame to kepe in bed is habill.

The hie wysdome and maist profund engyne

Of myne author Virgile, poete dyvyne,

To comprehend, makis me almaist forvay,

So crafty wrocht hys wark is, lyne by lyne.

Tharon aucht na man irk, compleyn nor quhryne.

For quhy? He altyrris hys style sa mony way,

Now dreid, now stryfe, now lufe, now wa, now play,

Langeir in murnyng, now in melody,

To satyfy ilk wightis fantasy;

Lyke as he had of euery thyng a feill,

And the willys of euery wight dyd feill.

And tharto eyk so wysly writis he

Twiching the proffyte of the common weill,

Hys sawys beyn full of sentencis, euery deill,

Of morale doctryne, that men suld vycis fle.

Bot gyf he be nocht ioyus now lat se,

For quha so lyst seyr glaidsum gemmys leyr,

Ful mony myrry abaytmentis followis heir.

Now harkis sportis, myrthis and myrry plays,

Ful gudly pastans on mony syndry ways,

Endyte by Virgil, and heir by me translate,

Quhilk William Caxton knew nevir al hys days,

For, as I sayd tofor, that man forvays;

Hys febil proyss beyn mank and mutulate,

Bot my propyne com from the press fute hait,

Onforlatit, not iawyn fra tun to tun,

In fresch sapour new from the berry run.

Bachus of glaidness, and funeral Proserpyne,

And goddes of triumphe, clepyt Victorie,

Sal I ȝou call as ȝour name war dyvyne?

Na, na, it suffysyt of ȝou ful smal memorie;

I byd nothir of ȝour turmentis nor ȝour glorie;

Bot he quhilk may ws glaid perpetualy,

To bryng ws tyll hys blyss on hym I cry.

Sen erdly plesour endis oft with sorow, we se,

As in this buke nane exemplys ȝe want,

Lord, our prottectour to all trastis in the,

Bot quham na thing is worthy nor pyssant,

To ws thy grace and als gret mercy grant,

So forto wend by temporal blythness

That our eternale ioy be nocht the less!

Heyr endys the proheym And begynnys the fifte buke

Ene fra Cartage salys, and quhou belyve

He with the tempest was in Sycill dryve.

In the meyn quhile tho gan Eneas hald

Sovirly hys courss throu the gray fludis cald,

Hys navy with north wynd scherand the seys.

Towart Cartage he gan behald, and seys

Be than the wallys lemand brycht and schyre

Of the onhappy Dydoys funeral fyre.

Quha had this gret fyre maid, and to quhat end,

Thai marvellyt, for the causys war onkend,

Bot by the sorofull takynnyng, not the less,

The Troianys in thar breistis tuke a gess

Quharfor it was, for weil wyst Eneas

In violait lufe quhat strenth of dolour was,

And knew alsso quhat thyngis mycht be controvyt

By women in fury rage that strangly luffyt.

Bot fra the schippys held the deyp see,

That now na mair sycht of the land thai se,

Salve hevyn abuse, and fludis all about,

A watry clowd, blak and dyrk but dout,

Gan our thar hedis tho appeir ful rycht,

And down a tempest sent als dyrk as nycht;

The streym wolx vgsum of the dym sky.

Palynurus, the maistir, gave a cry

From the eft castell heich, thar as he stude:

Quharfor, allace! samony clowdis onrude,

Quod he, bylappyt hess the hevynnys, lo?

Fader Neptune, quhat etlys thou to do?

This beyng said, commandis he euery feir

Do red thar takillis, and stand hard by thar geir,

And wightly als thar arys vp to hail;

Hym self infangis the le schete of the saill,

And eftir said: Maist curageus Ene,

Althocht our helpar, gret Iove, wald hecht it me,

I traist not with this weddir to wyn Itale.

The wynd is contrar, brayand in our bak saill,

Hard in our berd vpblawand wondir sayr,

And al with bubbys ombesett is the ayr;

Nor we may nocht stryve nor inforss sa fast

Agane the storm, bot stowtar is the blast.

And sen that forton masteris ws, tharfor

Lat ws follow tharon, and ryn befor,

Quhiddyr that the wyndis callys ws set saill.

Not far hens, as that I beleif, sans faill,

The frendfull, brothirly costis of Erycyss

And sovir portis of Sycill beyn, I wyss,

Gif I remembir the methys of starnys weill.

Tho quod reuthful Eneas, So haue I seyll,

I saw langsyne the wyndis ettyll that way,

And the invayn agane thame stryve perfay.

Tyte turn ȝour salys and set thyddyr ȝour went;

Thar is na land mair lykand to myne entent,

Nor quhar me lyst sa weil, and profitabill

Our wery folkis to restyng and estabill,

Than in that cuntre quharin doith remane,

Ful deir to me, Acestes of blude Troiane,

And in his boundis, derrest outour the lave,

My faderis banys enbrasys, layd in grave.

This beand sayd, towart the port thai stevyn,

The followand wynd blew strek thar saill furth evyn.

Fast our the wallys slydis the navy,

And in schort quhile arryvit ar blythly

At the strandis and costis weil bekend.

Bot, on the hie top of a hyll ascend,

Acestes gan behald, and had gret wondir,

And to the cost, als ferss as ony thundyr,

To meit hys frendis schippys dyd he speid,

A beyr skyn of Affryke abone hys weyd,

Ful grym of luke, with dartis keyn and rude

(Hys moder Troiane of Crinosus the flude

Consavit hym and bayr, as it is said).

Not forȝettyng hys ald kyn, blyth and glaid

Of thar return was he, and myrrely

Thame welcumand ressauyt by and by,

Gave thame of rural metis with glaid semlance,

And cherysyt thame with frendly purvyance.

Eneas in Sycill, but langar tary,

Maid for his fader the seruyce anniuersary.

The nixt morow, als sone as the brycht day,

The son vprysand, chasyt the starnys away,

Eneas gan fra euery cost about

Hys folkis all assembill in a rowt,

Syne spak thir wordis on a knollys hycht:

O ȝe my Troiane pepill, stowt and wyght,

Discend from worthy Dardanus the kyng,

And of the hie goddis ryall ofspryng,

The son hess run hys hail courss circular,

Hys monethis twelf, and the tyme anniuersar,

Sen that the reliqueis and bonys infeir

Of my dyvyne fader we erdyt heir,

And eyk the dolorus altaris consecrate.

Less than I be dissavyt, weil I wait

Thys is the day that euermor sall I

Meyn and regrait, and altyme reverently

In wirschip keip and with gret honour hald,

For so it plesith ȝou, goddis, and so ȝe wald.

Ȝa, thocht I war wilsum, and banyst this da

Amang sey sandis of Getulya,

Or ȝyt with storm ourset in the Greik see,

Or in the cite of Myce hapnyt tobe,

Netheless suld I seruyce anniuersar

And exequeys, with solemnyt pomp and fair,

Dewly perform, and with myne awyn handis

Adorn the altaris with thar iust offerandis.

Now, as I weyn, or we persavyt the chance,

Not but the myghtis of goddis and purvyance,

Onto the assis and the bonys deir

Of my sayd fader bene we caryit heir,

Entrit in frendly portis and arryve.

Tharfor haue done, and lat ws all belyve

Perform this honour blithly, as efferis;

Ask prosper wyndis, and beseyk euery ȝeris

That my fader wald eftir this ressaue

This sacrifyce, quhilk I begunnyn haue,

Within our cite that we mon beild, God wait,

In tha templys onto hym dedicate.

Acestes, cummyn of Troy, for hys wirschip,

Two oxin sal ȝou geif for euery schyp.

Our Penates and Troiane goddis, for thy,

Bryng furth hyddir onto the maniory.

Do fech me eyk tha goddis to this cost,

Quhilk wirschippit ar by Acestes, our host.

And forthirmar, gyf that the nynt day

Ryss fair and cleyr, with hys brycht morow gay,

And gan hys bemys our the erth spreid,

First sal I ordand for my Troianys, in deyd,

Quha hess the swyftast schippis of our navy,

With al thar forss to stryfe for the mastry;

And eik, quha best on fute kan ryn, lat se,

To preif hys picht, or wersyll, and bair the gre,

Or dartis kast, and best schute arrowis lycht;

Or lyke a douchty campioun into fyght

With bustuus baston darryn stryve, or mayss  

Lat euery man address hym to this place

And mak hym reddy agane the sammyn day

Fortil opteyn and bayr the pryce away.

Annerd heirto, ilk man, rycht favorabilly,

And hald ȝour payce, but owthir noys or cry,

And do ȝour hedis with fresch bewys array.

And sayand this, he gan hys templis twa

Covir with myrthus, that is his moderis tre.

The sam wyss dyd gret Helymus, perde,

Richt so hym self Kyng Acestes the ald,

Richt so the child Ascanyus so bald,

Quham followys al the laif in lyke maner.

The prynce Ene, from the counsale in feyr,

With mony thousandis walkand hym about,

Went to the tumbe amyd the thykkast rout,

Quhar fyrst, eftir thar payane ryte and gyss,

Twa flaconys ful of wyne in sacryfyss

Apon the erd he ȝet, and othir twane

Ful of new mylkyt mylk, and syne agane

Twa ful of hayt blude was of the offerandis,

And purpour flowris strowis with hys handis,

Syne said: Hail, haly fader! Hail agane,

Ȝe assys cald, ressauyt al invane,

Vmquhile contenyt my faderis sawle and gost.

Allace! was it not leful, thou onlost,

The boundis of Itale, with the, and fatale landis,

Forto haue socht, and eik onto the strandis

Of Tybir in Ausonya, quhar evir it be,

Arryvit sound, in falloschip with the?

Scars said he thus, quhen of the holl graf law

A gret eddir slydand gan furth thraw,

In sevyn lowpis lynkyt, and tymys sevyn

Circulyt the tumbe about sweitly and evyn,

And glydand syne amang the altaris onon;

Of freklit sprutlis al hir bak schone,

As goldyn mailȝeis hir skalys glytrand brycht,

Lyke to the rayn bow amang clowdis lycht,

Drawand always, forgane the son cleir,

A thousand cullouris of diuerss hewis seir.

Eneas of the syght abasyt sum deill,

Bot scho at last, with lang fard, fair and weill,

Crepis amang the veschell and cowpis all,

The drynk and eyk the offerandis gret and small

Snokis and lykkyt, syne full the altaris left

And but mair harm in the graf enterit eft.

Quharfor Ene begouth agane renew

Hys faderys hie sawle queith, for he not knew

Quhiddir this was Genyus, the god of that sted,

Or than the seruand of hys fader ded.

Fyve twyntyrris brytnyt he, as was the gyss,

And alsmony swyne, and tydy quyiss

With hydys blak, and into cowpys syne

In gret plente ȝet furth the hallowyt wyne,

Rowpand the sawle of gret Anchyses gone,

And hys gost fred from the flude Acheron.

Hys feris eik, euery man in thar degre,

Of syk thyng as thai mycht get plente,

Blithly thar offerandis addressis to inbryng,

Chargis the altaris, and brytnys styrkis ȝyng.

Sum othir per ordour caldronys gan vpset,

And, skatyrt endlang the greyn, the colis het

Vndir the spetis swakkis, to royst in threyt

The raw spaldis ordanyt for the mulde meyt.

Of the gemmys proclamyng, and the play,

Quhais fyrst dereyn four schippys dyd assay.

Cummyn be thys was the desyryt day;

The nynte morow vpspryngis fresch and gay,

And Pheyton gan hys faderis chayr furth dryve.

The fame of this triumphe gan spreid belyve,

That, for wirschip of Acestes, thar kyng,

All folkis enveron dyd to the costis thryng,

Glaidly occupyand al the strandis about,

Sum to behald Eneas cowrt and rowt,

And sum, alsso, to stryfe for the mastry.

At the begynnyng, the wageouris by and by,

And the rewardis, in myddys of the feild

Befor thar eyn war set, at all beheld:

The gilt trestis, and the greyn tre,

The lawrer crownys, for the pryce and gre,

With palmys scheyn in takyn of victory,

Fair armouris of triumphe and myche glory,

The robbys fyne of purpour richly dycht,

Seir talentis eik of gold and siluer brycht.

Tharwith, the trumpet blew, as beyn the gyss,

Apon ane hyght, declaris and notyfyiss

The gemmys tobe excersyt for that day.

With arys squair, the bargan gan assay

Four galeys fyrst, chosyn of al the flote.

The swyft Pystris witht spedy routht, fute hoyt,

Furth steris the stern Mynestheus onan,

Quhilk eftir bycam a lord Italian,

Of quhays ofspring and genealogy

The pepill ar discend, clepyt Memny.

The bustuus barge, yclepit Chimera,

Gyas, with fellon fard, furthbrocht alssua,

Sa huge of byrth a cite semyt sche,

Quham a gret nowmyr of ȝong Troiane menȝe,

In thrynfald ordour, causis furth toglyde;

The arys rays thre rawis on athir syde.

The thryd schip, yclepyt Centaurus,

Furth haldis, with hir patron Sergestus,

Quham fra the famyle come hait Sergia.

The sovir sey schip tho, namyt Scylla,

Cloanthus gydis, efter quham, ȝyt syne,

In Roym the pepill beyn callyt Cluenthyne.

Weil far from thens standis a roch in the see,

Forgane the fomy schor and costis hie,

Quhilk sumtyme, with the boldynnand wallis quhite,

Is by the iawpe of fludis coveryt quyte,

Quhen the southt est wynd, in the wynter tyde,

Gan with his stormy clowdis the starnys hyde;

And, in the calm or lowyn weddir, is seyn

Abufe the fludis hie, a fair plane greyn,

A standing place, quhar skarthis with thar bekis,

Forgane the son, glaidly thame pronȝe and bekis.

In this place stykkyt heth the prince Ene

A mark or wyttir of a greyn aik tre,

In term and takyn onto the maryneris,

Quhar, forto turn agane, as thame efferis,

And set about thar lang courss, thai mycht knaw.

By kuttis than, per ordour, al on raw,

Thar place thai cheysyt at the costis bay.

The patronys in eftcastellis, fresch and gay,

Stude, al in gold and purpour schynand brycht.

The remanent of the rowaris, euery wight,

In poppil tre branchis dyght at poynt,

With spaldis makyt, schayn of oyl enoynt;

Apon thar seyttis and thoftis all atanys

Thar placis hynt, arrayit for the nanys,

With armys reddy outour thar aris fald,

Abydis lysnand the takyn to behald,

Thar hartis onflocht, smytyn with schame sumdeill;

Bot glaid and ioly, in hope forto do weill,

Rasys in thar breistis desyre of hie renoun.

Syne, but delay, at the first trumpys sown,

From thar marchis atanys furth thai sprent.

Vpsprang the clamour, and the rerd furth went

Heich in the skyis, of mony maryner.

The fomy stowr of sey rayss thar and heir,

Throu ferss bak drauchtis of feil gardeys squair.

Thai sewch the fludis that, swouchand quhar thai fair,

In sondyr slydis; ourweltyt eyk with arys,

From thar forstammys the bullyr brays and raris.

Nevir sa fersly, in feild nor in barrer,

The dowbill ȝokkyt cartis in feir, of wer

Or for triumphe, furth of thar stabillys gan rusch;

Nor nevir sa thyk, with mony lasch and dusch,

The cartaris smate thar horssis fast in teyn,

With renȝeys slakkyt, and swete drepand bedeyn;

For, throu the gild and rerd of men so ȝeld,

The egyrness of thar frendis thame beheld,

Schowtand Row fast, all the woddis resoundis.

Endlang the costis the vocis and the sowndis

Rollys inclusyt, quhill the mekyll hyllys

Bemys agane, hyt with the brute so schil is.

Amyd the press, thus as the rerd vpwent,

Befor the laif Gyas schyp furth sprent,

Ourslydand wallys croppys byssely;

Quhom Cloanthus followys nixt inhy,

Mayr sle in rowth, thocht sum deil slaw was sche,

For that hir holl was of sa hevy tre.

And eftir thame, elyke, furth in evyn space,

Pistris and Centawr straif for the fyrst place.

And now hes Pistrys the fordell, and syne inhy

The byg Centawr hyr warris and slyppis by;

Now glyde tha bath togiddyr furth in front,

Sewchquhand salt fame with thar lang kelis blont.

Ȝyt quhou the schippys stryvys on the see,

Of thar nyce rayss, and quha that won the gre.

Wyth this thai gan towart the meyth approche,

And war almaist cummyn onto the roch,

Quhen that the patron Gyas, amyd the flude,

Wenying hym self victour, thar as he stude,

Callys on hys steris man, hayt Meneyt by name:

Quhiddyr goys thou so on steirburd? Fy forschame!

Frawart me thou haldis; set thi courss innarmor;

Seik hard on burd endlang fast by the schor

And suffir that the palmys of our arys

Hyrsyl on the crag almaist, ilk rowth, and waris  

Lat the othirris hald furth the deip sey large.

Quod Gyas. Bot Menetes, for hys barge

Of the hyd rolkis blynd sum deill afferyt,

Towart the deip fludis hyr stevin ay steryt.

Quhar, dysmall, wilt thou now? gan Gyas cry,

Hald to the crag agane, Meneyt, fast by.

And tharwith, lo, Cloanthus he dyd behald

Hard at hys taill, that gan the nar way hald,

For, rycht betwix the rolk and Gyas schyp,

On bawbord fast the innar way he leyt slyp,

And wan befor the formast schip inhy;

Now is he passyt the wittir, and rollys by

The roch, and haldis sovirly throu the see.

Bot than, God wait, quhat payn in hart gan dre

The ȝong Gyas  hym thocht al brynt hys banys!

The watir bryst from baith hys eyn atanys;

Forȝet was wirschip and hys honeste thar,

Forȝet was of hys falloschip the weilfair,

The ancyant treuth of Meneyt forȝettis he,

And swakkyt hym our schipburd in the see.

Hym self, as skyppar, hynt the steir in hand,

Hym self, as mastir, gan maryneris command,

And threw the ruddyr to the costis syde.

Be than the auld Meneyt our schipburd slyde,

Hevy, and al his weid sowpyt with seys,

Skars from the watir grond vpboltyt he is,

Syne swymmand held onto the craggis hycht,

Sat on the dry rolk, and hym self gan dycht.

The Troianys lauchys fast seand hym fall,

And, hym behaldand swym, thai keklyt all,

Bot mast, thai makyn gem and gret ryot,

To se hym spowt salt watir of hys throte.

Heir first gude hope arrayss to the twa last,

That is to knaw, Mynestheus and Sergest,

Gyas schyp thar by to ourcum wenyng,

That tareys sum deill for lak of gude steryng.

Tho Sergest gan the fyrst place occupy,

With schip approchand towart the roche inhy;

And, netheless, hail befor wan scho nocht,

Bot thrang hir forschip formast, as scho mocht,

So that Pistrys, hyr weryour, all the way,

Hyr forstam by hir mydschip haldys ay.

Than, rowmyng to and fra hys schyp our all,

Mynestheus gan hys feris exhort and call:

Now, now, ȝe vailliant feris of worthy Hector,

Hail stoutly vp ȝour arys; thynk on ȝour glor;

Thynk quhou, the lattir rewyne of Troy, ȝou I

Haue walyt, and brocht with me in cumpany.

Now schaw that strenth, now schaw that hie curage,

Quhilk on the schaldis of Affryk, in stormys rage,

Ȝhe dyd excerss, and the ilk forss, I wyss,

Ȝhe schew betwix Scylla and Carybdys,

Quhar that Ioneum clepyt is the see,

And als forgane the styth stremys of Malee.

As to the fyrst place, now byd I nocht craif it,

Althocht I be Mynestheus, wont til haue it;

Nor I byd not to stryve and wyn the gre,

Howbeyt, wald God, that war a gloir to se!

Do lat thame bruke the mastry and the pryce,

Quhamto Neptune lyst grant at hys devyce.

Bot gret lak war to return altharlast:

Deir frendis, defend ȝou fra that kankyrryt kast,

And do ourset sa schaymful hard myschance!

With al thar forss than at the vtyrance,

Thai pynglyt arys vptobend and haill,

With sa strang rowthis apon athir wail,

The mychty karvell schuddryt at euery straik,

Down swakand fludis vndir hyr brayd bilge of aik;

So clappys the braith in breistis with mony pant,

Quhil in thar dry throtis the aynd worth skant,

And swait down triglys in stremys our alquhar.

Betyd a chance that ilk tyme fell thame fair,

And grantyt thame that honour tha desyryt;

For as Serfest, with fers muyde half enfyryt,

Turnyt hys stevyn towart the rolk our neir,

Ontil a wykkyt place hys schip dyd steir,

Quhil on the blynd craggis, myschewsly,

Fast stykkis scho, choppand hard quhynnys inhy,

And on the scharp skelleis, to hir wanhap,

Smait with syk fard, the arys in flendris lap;

Hir forschip hang, and sum deil scoryt throu owt.

The maryneris start on fut with a schout,

Cryand, Byde, how, and with lang bolmys of tre

Pykyt with irne, and scharp roddis, he and he

Inforcis of to schowyn the schyp to save,

And brokkyn aris gadderyt on the streym thai haue.

Now quha was blith bot Mynestheus, ful ȝor,

Quhilk, for this chance, mair egyrly than befor,

With swyft fard of arys, and wynd at wyll,

The reddy way held our the fludis chyll,

And frakkis fast outthrow the oppyn see.

Als swyftly as the dow affrayit doith fle

Furth of hir hoyll, and richt darn wynnyng wayn,

Quhar hir sweit nest is holkyt in the stayn,

So fersly in the feildis furth scho spryngis,

Quhil of hir fard the howsys ryggyng ryngis;

And sone eftir, scherand the lownyt ayr,

Down from the hycht discendis soft and fair,

Not byssy weyngyt, bot planand esyly  

So slaid Mynestheus throu the sey in hy,

So followys Pistrys, was langeyr alltharlast,

With fellon fard furth swepand alsso fast.

And fyrst Sergest behynd sone left hess he,

Wreland on skelleys and ondepys of the see,

With brokkyn aris lerand to haist agane,

And cryand, Help! bot that was al invane.

Syne Gyas schyp, the fellon Chimera,

Persewys he fast, quhilk gave hym place allswa,

For scho was spulȝeyt of hir sterisman.

Thar restis na ma bot Cloanthus than,

Quham fynaly to persew he addrest,

And pynglys hir onto the vtyrmest.

The noyss and brute tho dowblys lowd on hycht,

For, on the costis syde, fast euery wight

Spurris the persewaris to roll bissely:

Set on hym now! Haue at hym thar, thai cry,

That huge clamour fordynnyt al the ayr.

The formast thocht thar awyn wirschip so fair,

And had disdeyn bot thai thar honour save,

To bruke it quhilk so hard wonnyn thai have,

Or thai thar lawd suld loyss or vassyllage,

Thai had far levir lay thar lyfe in wage.

The favorabill forton, and thar happy chance,

So gan the breistis of the otheris avance,

Thame thocht thai mocht thame wyn witht laubour lycht,

Becauss it semyt to thame at so thai mycht.

And peraventur, with equale stevynnys atanys,

The pryce thai suld haue baith caucht for the nanys,

War not Cloanthus in the fludis cauld

With devote prayeris baith his handis gan hald,

And on the goddis callys, and maid hys vow:

O ȝhe goddis, quhays fludis I ryn throw,

Vndir ȝour empyre rewlyng the large see,

I sal glaidly on this cost syde, quod he,

A quhite bull offir in ȝour sacryfyce,

So I my vow may bruke, and wyn the pryce;

The entralis eyk, far in the fludis brak,

In ȝour reuerens, sal I slyng and swak,

And ȝet tharin the sweit liquor of wyne.

And, be hys wordis warryn brocht to fyne,

Law fra the boddum of the seys deip

Hys prayeris war except  tharto tuke keip

The nymphis all, clepyt Nereydes,

And thai that followis Phorcus, all the press,

The maid alsso quhilk Panopea hait;

The fader of havynnys, Portunus, al the gait

With his byg hand schot the schip furth hir went,

That swyftar than the southt wynd on scho sprent,

Or as a fleand arrow to land glaid,

And in the deip port enterit but abaid.

Quhou Eneas onto the maryneris

Gaif euery man thar reward, as efferis.

Anchises son Eneas than, ful wyss,

Callys thame forrowth hym al, as wes the gyss,

And, with ane harraldis lowd voce, gan declare

Cloanthus victour was, and on hys hair

Gart set a crown, was of the lawrer greyn,

And bad onto thar schippis bair bedeyn

Thre ȝong oxin onto euery barge,

Presandis of wyne, and of siluer a charge.

Bot principaly to the capitanys he gave

Honorabill rewardis, as thame efferit to haue:

To the victour, a mantil brusyt with gold,

With purpour selvage writhyn mony fold,

And al byrunnyn and lowpyt lustely,

As rynnys the flude Meander in Thessaly;

Quharon was weyf, in suttel goldyn thredis,

Kyng Troyus son, the fair Ganymedys,

Vnder the thyk wod bewys of Ida

The swyft hartis chasand to and fra,

And with hys dartis baldly thame gan beyt  

He semyt porturyt pantand for the hete;

Quham, witht a surss, swyftly Iovys squyar

Caucht in hys clewis, and bair vp in the air;

The eldar huntaris, and hys keparis than,

Clappand thar lufis and thar handis, ilk man,

Sayr awondryt gan the starnys behald;

For hundis queste it semyt the lyft ryfe wald.

Onto hym, syne, Eneas gevyn hass,

That by hys vertew wan the secund place,

A habirgyon of byrnyst mailȝeis brycht,

With gold ourgilt clowit thrynfald ful tycht,

Quhilk he sum tyme, with his strang handis two,

Tyrvyt and rent of bald Demoleo,

Quham vndir Troys wallys venquyst he,

Quhar Symois rynnys swyftly in the see;

This wirschipful gift to Mynestheus he gave,

That was hys beild in armys hym to save;

Sa paysand was this cote that scarsly mycht

Phegeus and Sagaris, twa seruandis wight,

Bair it on thar nek chargyt mony fald,

Bot, tharwith cled, Demoleo ryn fast wald,

Chasand the Troianys skatterit far on breid.

The thryd gyft syne, Eneas gaif in deyd

Twa gret caldronys of brass forgyt hoyt;

Twa syluer coppis schapyn lyke a boyt,

Punsyt ful weil, and with fyguris ingrave:

And thus thar gyftis gottyn al thai haue.

Apon syk wyss, ful prowd of thar reward,

Ilkane of thame, furth pransand lyke a lard,

Arrayt weil the tymplis of thar hed

With purpour garlandis of the rosys red;

Quhen from the scharp rolk, scarsly, with gret slycht,

Sergestus gan vpwreil hys schyp evill dycht;

Of brokyn arys febilly with a raw,

Mokkyt and schent, scho cummys hame ful slaw.

Lyke as oft happynnys the eddyr amyd the way

Lurkand or glydand, in the hait symmyrris day,

Quham the hevy schod cart quheil doith ourtak,

Pressyng hir down, and ryvand hir tewch bak,

Or, with smart dynt or stane kast, half ded neir,

And kut in tway, leifis the travelleir;

Sche pressand fle, al for nocht, byssely,

Lang wrynklys makis oft with hir body;

The ta part ferss and fell, with byrnand eyn

Strekand hyr nek with hyssis lowd in teyn;

The tother part, lamyt, clynschis and makis hir byd,

In lowpis thrawyn and lynkis of hir hyde  

With syklyke routhe this schip slawly furth went,

Syne maid sail at the last, and tharwith bent,

Entyrris in the havyn. And Sergest Eneas

Rewardis weil, as that his promys was,

For glaid he was the schip was salue onlost,

And brocht hys ferys hailskarth to the cost.

To hym a servand woman, hayt Pholoa,

Was geyf, and, sowkand hyr, hir twynnys twa;

Of Creyt, as to hyr kynrent, born was sche,

And in the craft of Mynerve wondyr sle.
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Into this nixt cheptour followys heir

The fut mennys rynkis and rewardis seir.

Gentyll Ene, this sport endyt and done,

Ontyl a fayr plane greyn passyt sone,

Quhilk was enveronyt al with hyllys hie,

Schaddowyt with woddys rank, and mony a tre.

Amyd the vale, in maner of cyrkyl rownd,

A playng place was markyt on the grond,

Syk as that clepyt beyn a theatry.

Thiddir the heir with mony thousand gan hy,

And evyn amydwart in hys troyn grete,

For hym arayt, takyn hes hyss sete,

Quhar, with rewardis seir, he dyd provoke

The curage and myndis of ȝong foke,

Syk as lykyt swyftly on fute to ryn,

Cum bayr the pryce away, and wageour wyn.

On athir half than gadderis hym about

Of Troianys sammyn and Sycilyanys a rowt;

And first come Nysus and the fresch Evrille,

Ewrillyus in grene ȝouth and luf sylle,

Maist eligant of person, for quhays frendschip

And tendyrnes come Nisus in falloschip;

Quham followis nixt nobyl Dyores the gude,

Cummyn of the stok of myghty Priamus blude;

And eftir hym thar followys sone onon

Twa othirris sammyn, Salyus and Patron,

Of quham the tane born of Epyria,

And the tother was of Archadya,

Cummyn of the blude of Tegea that cite;

Twa othir ȝong men syne of Sycille,

Helymus and Panopes, baith feris

Onto the kyng Acestes ald of ȝeris,

Hantyt to ryn in woddis and in schawis;

Seir othir come eik quhais namys onknaw is,

For that thai war of law stait and degre.

Amyddis of thame all, thus sayd Ene:

Tak tent, frendis, remembir quhat I say,

Mark this in myndis glaidly, and bair away:

Neuer ane of al this falloschip, quod he,

Sal onrewardyt hyne depart fra me.

I sal ȝou geiffyn ilk man as efferis,

With brycht hedis, wrocht in Creyt, twa schort speris,

A syluerit ax alsso, to bair in hand;

For ȝou al equale salbe syk presand.

The thre formaste salbeir the pryce and gre,

Thar hedis crownyt with greyn olyve tre.

Quha cummys fyrst, and victour our the laif,

Ane horss with precyus harnessyng sal haif.

The secund, ane arow cayss of Amaȝon,

Ful of arowys of Trace, sal haue onon,

Hungyn by a braid tysche of gold ilke ioynt,

The bukkil claspyt with a iemmys poynt.

The thryd most go hys way, and stand content

Bot of this Gregion helm, lo, heir present.

Quhen this was said, thar placis haue thai tane,

And, fra thai hard the takyn, sone onane

Richt swyftly on thar rasys gan thai tak;

The stand thai leif, and flaw furth with a crak,

As wyndis blast, etland to the rynkis end.

Befor thame all furth bowtis with a bend

Nysus a far way, start mair spedely

Than thud of weddir, or thundyr in the sky.

Nyxt onto hym, bot nocht neir be far way,

Followys Salyus, and, a space eftir thame tway,

Ewrialus was the thryd, quham syne infeir

Followyt Helymus, quhamto held evir neir

Dyores, quhidderand at hys bak fute hait,

Hys tays choppand on hys heill al the gayt,

Writhand with hys schuldir to haue thrung hym by,

And, had he anys won mair rowm, tho inhy

He suld ful sone haue skyppyt furth befor,

And left in dowt quha come fyrst to the skoyr.

Be this thai wan neir to the rynkis end,

Irkyt sum deill befor the mark weil kend,

Quhen that Nysus fallys, onhappely,

Apon the glotnyt blude, quhar as fast by

The styrkis for the sacrifyce, per cace,

War newly brytnyt, quharof al the place

And the greyn gerss bedyit was and wet.

As this ȝongkeir heiron tred and fute set,

Ioly and blith, wenyng hym victour round,

He slaid and stumryt on the slydry grond,

And fell at erd gruflyngis amyd the fen,

Or beistis blude of sacrifyce; ȝyt then

Forȝettis he not Ewrialus luf, perfay,

Bot kest hym evyn ourthourtyr Salyus way,

Grulyng as he mycht apon the slydry grene,

Maid hym lycht wyndflaucht on the grond onclene.

Furth sprent Ewrialus formest, and, by supple

Of his frend Nysus, the first place wan he.

With rerd and favorabil hailsyngis furth he sprang,

As oft befallys, syk tymys, commonys amang.

Helymus nixt onto the stand is cummyn,

The thryd place now and gre Dyor has nummyn.

Tho Salyus fyllys al the court about

With lowd ramyngis, and with mony a schowt,

And gan, in presens of the nobillys, pray

Restor hys honour by dyssayt stollyn away.

The favour defendis Eurialus of hys ferys,

And of hys eyn brysting the seymly terys,

Sched for dysdeyn he suld swa leyss hys pryce  

The vertew, eyk, mair gracyus at all devyce

Was haldyn, at come of sa seymly person.

That helpyt mekyl, and Dyores evir onon

Chydis for hym fast, for alsmekill as he

The thryd place than had wonnyn and the gre;

Bot all for nocht may he the last pryce beleif,

Gyf that to Salyus the fyrst reward beys geyf.

Than the rewthfull Eneas spak and sayd:

Ȝour enterpryss, childeryng, beys blyth and glaid,

Remanys sovir to ȝou, for, owt of weir,

As fyrst was set the pryce, sal na man steir,

It moste be to me leful, rewth to haue

Of my frendis myschance, hys lak to save,

Quhilk in hys awyn defalt tynt not the gre.

And sayand thus, to Salyus gave he

A bustuus lyonys skyn of Getuly,

With goldyn clewys, lokkerit and weghty.

Ha! than quod Nysus, gyf syk reward salbe

Gevyn onto thame at fallys and tynys the gre,

Gif the lyst rew on syk, quhat gyft condyng

Wilt thou geif Nysus, ran swyft in a lyng,

And worthy was the fyrst croun tohaue caucht,

War nocht the sam mysforton me ourraucht

Quhilk Salyus betyd? And with that word,

Hys face he schew besmottyrit for a bourd,

And al hys membris in mud and dung bedoyf.

Than lewch that ryal prynce on hym to goyf,

And bad do fech a rych scheild, wrocht quently

Sum tyme by ane Dodymaon maist crafty,

And by the Grekis alsso doun was dyng

Of Neptunys tempyll post quhar it dyd hyng;

This worthy ȝong man with that gyft soverane

Rewardis he, of syk geyr as mycht gane.

Of the twa kempys suld stryfe in the press

The bustuus Entellus and Darhes.

Eftyr thir rasys done, and gyftys geif,

Now cummys heir, said Ene, quha lyst preif

To streke thar armys furth, and heys on hycht,

For mayss or burdon arrayit weil at rycht;

Quha hess tharto reddy bald spreit lat se.

For athir party the pryce ordanyt hess he:

For the victour a bul, and al hys hed

Of goldyn schakaris and royss garlandis red

Buskyt full weil; to hym venquyst, alssua,

A rych helm and a fyne sword, baith twa,

Set for hys solace. Than, but delay, Darhes

With buustuus forss schew hys face in the press.

As he vpstart, onon gret rumour rayss

Amang the commonys, sayand: Lo! quhar he gays,

Alane was wont agane Parys debait;

Ȝon sam is he quhilk, at the tumbe, fute hait,

Quhar beryit was Hector of maist renoun,

The campion Butes ourcum and bet doun,

Al flat hym speldyt on the dun sand,

In the dedthrawis; quhilk Butes, to vnderstand,

Fra Bebrycy com, of statur huge rude,

And hym avansyt of Kyng Amycus blude.

Thys ilk Darhes, berand hys hed on hie,

Reddy for batale, schew furth, at al mycht se,

Hys schulderis braid, and swakkis heir and thar

Hys armys strecht with gret flappys in the ayr.

Ane othir mache to hym was socht and speryt,

Bot thar was nane of al the rowt at steryt

Ne durst presume meyt that man on the land,

With mace nor burdon to debait hand for hand.

Ioly and glaid tharof, baith al and sum

Into bargane wenyng fortil ourcum,

Beforn Eneas feyt stad but delay,

The bul he grippys by ane of hornys tway

With hys left hand, and said apon this wyss;

Son of the goddes, gyf na man wil ryss,

Ne dar hym self aventur in batelle,

Quhy stand I thus? Quhou lang efferis me dwell?

Command me leid away the pryce al fre.

The Troianys with hym sammyn, he and he,

Murmuryt and bemyt on the ilke wyss;

Reyk to the man the pryce promyst, all cryiss.

Tho gan the grave Acest with wordis chyde

Entellus, sat on greyn sonk hym besyde:

Entell, quod he, vmquhile the forcyast

Of campionys clepyt, and the worthyast,

Invane that name thou beris, I dar say,

Gyf thou, sa thoilmude, sufferis leid away

Sa gret a pryce, but dereyn of batell.

Quhar is he now, gret Erix, as thai tell,

Our god renownyt, and mastir, al for nocht?

Quhar now that fame, our al Sycil onflocht

Quhilum dywlgate, is becummyn and gone?

Quhar beyn the spulȝe triumphal mony one,

Within thine howss hyngis on euery post?

The tother ansuerd: Nowthir for dreid ne bost

The luf of worschip nor honour went away is,

Bot certanly the dasyt blude, now on days,

Walxis dolf and dull throw myne onweldy age;

The cald body hess mynnyst my curage.

Bot war I now, as vmquhile it hess bene,

Ȝyng as ȝon wanton voustour, sa strang thai weyn,

Ȝa, had I now syk ȝouthed, traistis me,

But ony pryce, I suld al reddy be;

Na lusty bull me tyl induce suld neid,

For nothir I suld haue cravyt wage nor meyd.

Quhen this was said, he hess, but mair abaid,

Twa kempys burdonys brocht, and befor thame laid,

With al thar harness and braseris by and by,

Of weght ful huge, and schap onmesurly,

Quhar with, vmquhile, the stern Erix was wont

To feght in bargane, and geif mony dont,

In that hard bellan hys brawnys to enbrace.

All wolx estonyst beheld thame in that place:

So huge weght and so gret quantite

Thai war, that weil thame semyt fortobe

Of curbulle corvyn sevyn gret oxin hydis,

Styf as a burd that stude, on athir sydis

Stuffyt and cowchit ful of irne and leid.

Abuf al otheris, Darhes, in that sted,

Thame tobehald abasyt wolx grettumly,

Thar with to mel reffusyng aluterly,

Bot, ful of magnanymyte, Eneas

Pasys thar weght als lychtly as a fass,

Thar hydduus braseris swakand to and fro.

Syk wordis gan the auld rehersyng tho:

Quhat wald he haue said, that perchance had se

Hercules burdon and wapynnys heir, quod he,

And on this ilke cost the sorofull bargane?

Thir sammyn wapynnys Erix, thi broder germane,

Was wont to bair  behald thame smottyt quyte

Of his red blude, and harnys tharon owtsmyte.

With thir agane gret Hercules stude he;

With thir was I wont mach in the melle,

Quhil my fresch blude mair forss and strenth me lent,

Or that onfrendlych eild had thus bysprent

My hed and halffettis baith with canus hair.

Bot gyf that Troiane Darhes reffusys thair

With thir, our cuntre wapynnys, in feild to pass,

And eyk it lykis the curtas Eneas,

So that Acest my soverane that appreve

(Be not efferd, Darhes, na thing the greve),

Erix macis to the on syde lay I,

And thou thi Troiane burdon alsso do by;

With equale wapynnys lat ws go to sone.

And, with that word, of hys schulderis hess done

Hys dowbill habyt, and hys lymmys squair,

Baith byg bonys and brawnys, maid al bair,

Syne stythly in the sand vpstandis he,

Of hydduus statur and of quantite.

The bargane of the kempys curageus,

The ferss Darhes and stalwart Entellus.

The prynce Anchises son, Eneas, than

Twa evynly burdonys walyt, as cunnand man,

And equale armour, but dyversyte,

On schulderis and thar gardeys buklys he.

Than athir gan contrar othir styth stand,

With fyngeris fast faikand thar mace in hand,

Syne heich abufe thar hedis in the ayr

Onabasytly rasyt thar armys squair,

And from the straik thar nek drew far abak.

Now, hand to hand, the dynt lychtis with a swak;

Now bendis he vp hys burdon with a mynt,

On syde he bradis fortil eschew the dynt;

He etlys ȝondir hys avantage to tak,

He metis hym thar, and charris hym with a chak;

He watis to spy, and smytis in al hys mycht,

The tother keppys hym on hys burdon wycht;

Thai foyn at othir, and eggis to bargane.

Lychtar on fute and agil was the tane

And in hys lusty ȝouth sum deil ensuris;

The tother of lymmys byggar and corss mair stuyr is,

Bot hys faynt schankis gan for eild schaik;

Hys gowsty cost and membris, euery straik,

The febil braith gan to bete and blaw.

Thir hardy kempys, al in waist, leyt draw,

Athir at other, mony rowtis grete;

On holl sydis feill dowbill dyntis gan bete

And on thar breistis lychtis with huge sownd;

Oft in the ayr about thar hedis rownd

Thar handis waveryt, and the straik went myss;

Hard halffettis clappyt oft vndir the dynt, I wyss.

Entellus standis styf and grave of corss,

Not movyng from hys fyrst stand in a forss,

And, with hys body only and walkryfe e,

The strakis onfar enchewys and keppyt he.

Bot Darhes walkis about rycht craftely,

Of hys fyrst purposs frustrat, to espy

Sum avantage, with diuerss assaltis algait

Hym ombesetting sair and handland hait  

Lyke as by gret engynys quha sa wald

A strang cite assail or stalwart hald,

To wyn that strenth, or ȝyt by craftis sle

To mynde the castell on the rochys hie,

Lurkand in harness wachis round about;

Now this tocome, now by that way gan lowt,

Quhar best he may cum to hys purposs sone,

Avysand weil the place maist oportone.

Entellus raxit hym and hevis on hycht

Hys rycht hand for tosmyte in al hys mycht;

The tother, seand the dynt cum, gan provide

To eschew swyftly, and sone lap on syde,

That al hys forss Entellus gan apply

Into the ayr, so that hys grave body,

All hym alane, with huge weght and sayr,

Ruschyt flatlyngis to the grond with a rair  

So as, quhilum, the mekil kosch fyr tre,

On Erymanthus the mont of Archade,

Or in the wod of Ida, with a sownd

Vp by the rutis rent, ruschis to grond.

The ȝongkeris tho of Troy and Sycilly

Gan starting all on fut delyvirly;

The clamour rayss, quhil all the hevyn dyd ryng,

And fyrst to hym ran Acestes the kyng,

And for compassioun hess vphynt in feild

Hys frend Entellus, onto hym evyn eild.

Bot, nother estonyst nor abasyt heiron,

Mair egyrly the vaillyant campion

Agane to bargane went als hoyt as fyre.

Hys strenthys now encressis al of ire;

For schame, alsso, and for that weil he knew

Hys auld prowes, hys forss dowblyt and grew,

And ardently, with fury and mekil boist,

Gan Darhes kach and dryve our al the cost;

Now with the rycht hand, now with the left hand, he

Dowblys dyntis, and but abaid leyt fle,

That nother rest nor quyet may he tak.

Als fast as rayn schour rappys on the thak,

So thyk with strakis this campioun maist strang,

With athir hand, feil syss at Darhes dang,

And drave to and fra with mony rowt.

The prynce Eneas than, seand this dowt,

Na langar suffer wald sik wreth procede

Nor ferss Entellus mude thus rage and sprede,

Bot of the bargane maid end but delay,

And wery Darhes hess withdrawyn away.

With wordys hym to mesyng thus he said:

Onsylle wight, quhou dyd thi mynd invaid

Sa gret wodness? Felys thou not ȝyt, quod he,

Othir strenth and mannys forss hes delt with the?

Seys thou not weil thi self at thou art fey?

Tharfor to God thou ȝeild the and obey;

The power of goddys ar turnyt in thy contrar;

Obey to God. And with that word, but mair,

The bargane he dissolvyt. And than Darhess

Hys trew companȝeonys ledis of the press,

Harland hys wery lymmys dolf as led,

For sorow schakand to and fra hys hed,

And schaddis of blude furth spyttand throu hys lyppys,

With bludy gammys, led hym to thar schippys;

The helm and eik the sword with thame hess tane,

As thai commandyt war, and left alane

The bul ontil Entellus  sa was defynd.

He victour than, and abufe in hys mynd,

Prowd and reiosyt of this bull, gan say:

Son of the goddes, and Troianys, I ȝou pray,

Behald, and knaw by this takyn and syng,

Quhat strenth was in my corss quhen I was ȝyng.

Se fra quhat ded Darhes is savyt onslane,

Quod he, and standand the bullys face forgane,

Quhilk of thar dereyn was the pryce and gre,

Hys stern burdon behynd hys bak onhie

With hys rycht hand gan tayss and mesour swa,

It smait hym evyn betwix the hornys twa,

Persyt the harn pan, draif out the brayn inhy;

Down duschit the beist ded on the land gan ly,

Sprewland and flekkyrand in the ded thrawys.

And he abufe hym furth warpys syk sawys:

For Darhes ded, Erix, lo, this, quod he,

A far mair ganand sawle, I offer the;

And victour eyk my craft and wapynnys fair

Vprendris heir, for now and evir mair.

Into this nixt cheptour ȝe may espy

Nyse craft of schotyng and of archery.

Onon Eneas induce gan to the play,

With arowys forto schute quha wald assay;

The pryce tharfor ordanys; and syne, but let,

With forss of mennys handis vp hess set

Amyd the greyn Sergestus schippys mast;

Apon the top tharof gart fessyn fast

A fleand dow intil a cord, quharat

Thai suld thar arowys schuyt. The men with that

Conuenyt togiddir, and in a helm of steill

Thar kavillys haue thai castyn fair and weill.

And first of al, with frendly noyss and sound,

Hyppocaon the first place hys hess fond,

That was of kynrent cummyn from Hirtacus;

Quham nixt eftyr followys Mynestheus,

Victour afor amang the schip bargane  

The grene olyve about hys forhed schane.

The thryd kavill betyd Evricyus,

Thy brodir, O maist doughty Panderus,

Quhilk vmquhile, forto brek the trewis command,

On the Grekis fyrst set with speir in hand.

And of the helmys boddom al thar last

The ancyant kyng Acestes lot furth past,

Quhilk, for Eneas sayk, durst anys assay

With hys awyn hand ȝong mennys sport and play.

Than euery man, accordyng thar strenth ful meyt,

Thair byg bowys gan bend, and at thar feyt

Dyd schaik onone thar arowys of thar cayss.

Ȝong Hippocaon, quhilk had the first place,

A quhidderand arow leyt spang fra the stryng,

Towart the hevyn fast throu the ayr dyd thryng;

The mastis top it hyt, and tharin stak,

Quhil al the tre trymlyt with the swak;

The fowle affrayt flychtris on hir weyngis;

Of gret rumour than al the feildis ryngis.

Nixt scharp Mynestheus, war and avysye,

Onto the hed hess halyt vp on hie

Baith arow and eyn, etland at the mark.

Bot it was reuth, the fowle, for al hys wark,

Ne mycht he twich; and netheless ȝyt quyte

The bandis and lyamys in twa dyd he smyte,

Quharwith, by baith the feyt, thar fast was sche

Attachit at the mastis top onhie;

Sche in the ayr and dyrk skyis flaw onon.

With arow reddy nokkyt than Ewricion

Plukkis vp inhy hys bow, and maid hys vow

Onto hys brothir Pander; with that the dow

Heich in the lyft ful glaid he gan behald,

And with hir weyngis sorand monyfald;

Hys arow he threw vndir the clowdis blak,

And persyt hir quyte owtthrou the bak;

Hyr lyfe sche lost heich vp in the ayr,

Down fallys ded, and hass brocht with hir thar

The arow brochyt throu owt hir body.

Acestes now alane stude all reddy

To schute, quhen that the pryce was tynt and won;

And netheless to schuyt he hess begun,

And threw ane arow in the ayr on hycht,

Schawand hys craft, and hys byg bowys mycht,

That lowsyt of the takill with a spang.

And sone betyd and in thar sychtis sprang

A fellon grysly monstre and wondryng,

As weil was knaw syne at the endyng;

The feirfull spa men tharof pronosticate

Schrewyt chancis to betyde and bad estate.

For quhy, this schaft, fleand in the moyst ayr,

Brynt in a bless, and the randoun alquhar

With low and flambys gan do notyfy,

And al consumyt vanyst in the sky,

As doys oft starnschoit fallyng fra the hevyn,

Drawand thar eftyr a taill of fyry levin.

Estonyst in thar myndis, abasyt stude

The folk of Sycill and all the Troiane blude;

And netheless maist douchty Eneas

Reffusyt nocht the takyn, bot gan embrass

Acestes glaidly, and rych gyftis hym gave,

Syne said hym thus: Tak, fader myne, ressaue

Sik favorabill aspectis benevolent

As the gret kyng of hevyn heth to the sent,

That lyst with onkouth syngnys honour the.

Thou sal haue heir this reward and degre,

A cowp of gold engrave with figuris seir,

A presand vmquhile of my fader deir,

Ancyant Anchiss, quham Cysseus, of Trace kyng,

In remembrance hym gave and lufe takynnyng.

And sayand thus, hys tymplis al, but weir,

He gan involue and belt with grene lawrer,

And syne hess causyt, al the othiris befor,

Proclame Acestes and declair victor.

Nor gentill Euricion hys gloyr envyes nocht,

Quhoubeyt that he only the fowle down brocht,

And in the skyis smait hir ded, ȝyt than

The secund place he tuke as curtass man;

Nixt eftir quham, the wageour hess ressaue

He that the lysch and lyam in sondir drave;

And last rewardyt was he, that hys flycht

Into the mastis top festynnyt on hyght.
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Quhou that Ascanyus and ȝong childer gent

Assailȝeit othir, in maner of turnament.

Eneas syne, the derenys not al done,

Epytides to hym hes callyt sone,

Mastir and gydar of Ascanyus ȝong,

Quhais secrete haris warryn ȝyt onsprung,

And in hys trasty eyr thus prevaly

He rownys, sayand: Pass thi way inhy,

Se gyf Ascanyus hes now reddy dycht

Hys falloschip of childir and horssys lycht,

Arrayt for the rynkis and the play.

Byd hym bryng hyddir hys rowtis to turnay,

And do hys grandschir honour and renown,

In hys harness schaw hym self reddy bown,

Sayd Eneas, and tharwith gave comand

About the cowrt the pepil on rowm to stand,

That al the feild within suldbe patent.

Than sone the childir, arrayit fair and gent,

Enterit in the camp alsammyn, schynnand brycht,

On stedis pransand in thar faderis syght;

And, quhar thai went, al the gallandis of Troy

And Sycill wondyrris with gret brute and ioy.

Thar harys all war tukkyt vp on thar crown,

That baith with how and helm was thrystyt doun;

Twa iavillyng speris with blunt hedis sum bair,

Sum on thar schuldyr a cace with dartys fair;

The wryth of gold, or chane lowpyt in ryngis,

About thar halss down to thar breistis hyngis.

Thai war in nowmyr cumpaneys thre,

On horssis rydand; and for ilk menȝe

A capitane walkis rewland al hys rowt;

Twyss sax childir followys ilkane about

In thar parsmentis, arrayit in armour brycht;

The chiftanys warryn equale of a hycht.

A ward thar was of childir quham, ful ioyus,

Berand hys grandschiris name, ȝong Priamus

Led and rewlyt, quhilk thi genealogy,

O Polytes, plantyt in Italy;

Apon a horss of Trace dappil gray

He raid, quhays formest feyt bath tway

War mylk quhyte, and hys crest on hycht bair he,

With bawsand face, rynggyt the forthir e.

The secund, Atys, on a cursour bay,

Fra quham the Latyn lynnage to this day

Actii bene nemmyt; and this litill Atys

With child Ascanyus weilbelovyt is.

Lusty Iulus, in bewte dyd all exceid,

Come last montyt on a Sydon steyd

Of cullour quhyte, quham Dydo, the fair lady,

In hir remembrance hym gave and luf drowry.

The remanent of the falloschip, euery one,

Sycill horssis gan swyftly ryde apon,

That from the auld Acestes purchest wer.

With revell, blythness and a maner feir,

Troianys ressauys thame, and rycht glaidly

Thar vissage gan behald, and dyd aspy

The prent of faderis facis on childir ȝyng.

Eftyr thai had all cirkillyt in a ryng,

On horsbak, hail the place and feild abowt,

And ioyusly behaldyn all the rowt,

All reddy hufand thar coursys fortotak;

Epytides on far a syng gan mak,

Smait with a clap, and cryis, Go togidder!

Than ran thai sammyn in paris with a quhidder;

The rowtis thre brak; ilkane chesyt hys feir;

And, quhen thai by war runnyn, thar horsis thai steir,

And turnys agane incontinent at commandis

To preif thar forss with iavillyngis in thar handis;

Syne went abak in sondyr a far space,

Ilkane at othir rynnyng with a rayss.

Syndry coursys and returnyngis maid thai;

Fast athir sort gan othiris rowt cumray,

And gan excers, by semblance, vndir scheild

The symylitude of batell or a feild.

Sum tyme the bak thai turn, as thai wald fle;

Sum tyme at othir threw dartis, he and he;

And, sone eftyr, assemmyl wald with a crak,

Thar handis schak, and pess togyddir mak.

Swa, as tha say, vmquhile the howss in Creyt,

Hait Laborynthus, with mony went and streyt,

Had wrynkillyt wallys, a thousand slychtis wrocht,

Forto dissaue al onkouth tharin brocht,

To wavyr and er thar onreturnabilly,

The subtell throwgangis followand sa quently  

Nane othir ways, in coursys mony ane,

Quhirlys thar trayss thir ȝong childir Troiane.

Thai lowke togiddir, and countryfatis a chayss

In maner of bargane, makand mony a rayss

And seir derenȝeis in thar sport and play;

Als swyft as dalphyn fysch, swymmand away

In the wak sey of Egyp or Lyby,

Persand the wallys, that plays iolely.

Thir maner of rynkis and iupertyis of bataill

Ascanyus hantyt, and brocht fyrst in Itaill,

Quhen he with wallys closyt lang Albay,

And taucht the ald Latynys to hant syk play

The sammyn gyiss as he, a child, now wrocht,

And othir Troiane childir with hym brocht.

The Albanys taucht thar childir the sammyn way;

And mychty Roym, syne efter mony a day,

Syk oyss ressavyt hess, and gan vphald

In wirschip of thar antecessouris auld;

And now, childering hantyng syk gem and ioy

Beyn Troiane rowtis namyt, and weir of Troy.

Quhou Irys, send fra Iuno in gret ire,

Gart Troiane wemen set thar schippys in fyre.

Thus, hyddyrtyllys, warryn derenys seyr

Excersyt in wyrschip of hys fader deyr,

And in this tyme gan forton fyrst remove

Fra thame agane hir fykkill faith and lufe.

For, as Troianys dyd hallow on this wyss

By diuerss gemmys, as was tho the gyss,

Solemnytly, the seruyce anniuersar

Besyde Anchises graf, furth of the air

And hevynnys hie, Saturnus get, Iuno,

That gan of wreth and malyce nevir ho,

Not satisfyit of hir ald fury ne wrok,

Rollyng in mynd full mony kankyrryt blok,

Hess send adoun onto the Troiane navy

Irys, and, that scho suld go spedely,

The prospir wynd gan eftyr hir inspyre.

Thys virgyn sprent on swyftly as a vyre,

And throu the clowdis hir trace, quhar scho went,

Schupe lyke a bow of diuerss hewis ment.

Sone slaid sche doun, onseyn of ony wy,

Gret confluence of pepill dyd aspy;

Scho walkis about the costis of the see,

Havynnys and flote left dissolate fand sche,

And al the Troiane wemen dyd sche ken

Syttand on the schor, secret far fra men,

The gret loyss of Anchises regratyng sair,

And al togiddir gan to weip and rair,

Behaldand the deip seys sorowfully,

And, with a voce, sayand al halely:

Allace! behald, samony stremys gray,

And of thir salt fludis sa braid a way

Remanys ȝyt, fortyl ourslyde and sayll,

By ws wemen irkyt of lang travaill!

Thai al besocht God send thame sone, ilkane,

A cite or a town forto remane,

And tedyus thocht the seys laubour to bair.

Iris heirfor aspyis hir tyme best thair,

As scho that was in myscheif ful expart;

Amyddis of thame all in gan scho start,

Hir godly figur and hir weid laid by,

And bycame agyt Beroes inhy

In maner schap of symylitude and face

(That was Doryclus spowss, born of Trace,

Quhilk vmquhile was of hie genealogy,

Of gret renoun, and childir had mony),

And on syk wyss amang matronys Troiane

Transformyt entrys scho, and in is gane.

O woful wrachit wemen all, quod sche,

Quhilk to the deth, vndir the wallys hie

Of ȝour natyve cite and kynd landis,

War not in batell harlyt by Grekis handis!

O pepill onhappy, to quhat myschewss end

Forton reseruys ȝou of this warld to wend?

Lo! sen the fal of Troy and dolorus weir,

Byrunnyn is the sevynt symmyr and ȝeir,

Sen that samony seys, and alkyn landis,

Sa huge wilsum rolkis, and schawd sandis

And stormys gret, ourdrewyn and sufferyt haue we,

Lo, thus saland throw out the mekill see,

Quhar that we chayss Itale, that fleys ay,

And we ly warpyt on the wallys gray.

Heir beyn the bredyrly boundis of Erix stowt,

Our frend Acestes is our host but dowt:

Quha wil wss warn to beild vp wallys hie,

And to our citesanys set heir a cite?

O natyve land, and kynd goddis al invane

Reft from our fays, sal nevir nane agane

Troiane wallys be namyt nor vpbeild?

Sal I nevir se, allace! in all my eild,

Hectoriane fludis, Exanth and Symois?

Haue done tharfor, and now with me, I wyss,

Thir fey onhappy schippys al bedene

Lat ws go byrn, for in my sleip ȝistreyn,

The figur of Cassandra, prophetess,

Gave me byrnand fyre brandis and said express

Heir suld we rest, bad seyk Troy na forthar  

Heir was our dwellyng place for euermar.

Now is the tyme ganand our wark to speyd;

To tary ma fatale syngnys quhat suld neid?

Lo! ȝondir beyn four altaris byrnand schyre;

Neptune the god thir hait brandis of fyre

Distributis to ws, and alsso hardyment.

And sayand thus, to perform hir entent,

The peralus fyre first hynt scho forsably;

With flambys schynand on far thai mycht espy

Hir rycht hand rasyt, the blesys in tocast.

Of Troiane wemen the myndis worth agast,

And al thar hartis sum deil stupefak,

Quhen ane, the eldast amang thame al, spak,

Clepyt Pirgo, the quhilk had beyn, feil syss,

To mony of Kyng Priamus childir nuryss:

O matronys, ȝon was nevir Beroys, quod sche,

Born a Troiane, and Doryclus spouss, traist me.

Considir of hir bewte syngnys dyvyne:

Behald so brycht as baith hir eyn doith schyne,

Quhat sweit savour and smel from hir spryngis,

Quhatkyn vissage hess scho; quhou thynk ȝe ryngis

Hir vocis sown, or quhat payss goys scho now?

My self left Beroes, as I come hyyddir rycht now,

Lyand seyk at hame, and ful ennoyit wight,

That scho alane suld want this ryal syght,

And, as scho wald, mycht not mak sacryfyce

In Anchyss honour and funerale seruyce.

Thus said Pirgo, bot than the matronys all

Stude fyrst in dowt quhat thing tha do sall,

And with evil willy eyn the schippys behaldis,

On hovir betwix wrachyt desyre, thame haldis

Forto abyd within that present land,

And of the fatis, on the tother hand,

That onto othir realmys doith thame call;

Quhen lo, the goddes, in form celestiall,

With equale weyngis fleys vp to the hevyn,

And, in hir went, schup vndir the clowdis evyn

The figur of a raynbow huge grete.

Than pryncipaly begouth thar hartis bete;

Of syk wondris estonyst, thai al inhy

Cachit with wodnes begouth raym and cry,

And from the hallowyt ingill reft the fyre;

Part spulȝeis altaris of thar flambys schire,

And byrnand branchis, faggottis and fyre brandis

Into the schippys swak thai with thar handis;

The flambe vpkyndilling blesys braid at large

Throw hechis, ourloft, ayr and payntyt targe.

Of the fyre sloknyng, quhilk the navy derys,

And quhou in Sycill Ene hes left hys feris.

Ontyl Anchises graf and theatry

First brocht Ewmolus word, quhou the navy

Was al infyryt. Thai luke and gan behald

The fyre sparkis fleand vp thyk fald

In a blak sop of reik, and fyrst Ascanyus,

As he on horss playt with hys ferys ioyus,

Als swyft and fersly spurris hys steid fute hoyt,

And but delay socht to the trublyt flote.

Hys mastirys, half ded for affray and draid,

Mycht nocht withhald hym  thyddir gan he speid,

And cryit: Allace, O wrachit citesanys!

Quhat new wodness be this ȝou ourtane is?

Quhou now, quhou now, quhat meyn ȝe for to do?

Ȝour ennemyss floyt, nor Grekis schippys, lo,

Ȝe byrn not, bot al hope of ȝour weil fair!

Se, this is I, ȝour awyn Ascanyus, ayr

Onto my fader! And with that word his helm

Befor thar feyt al voyd doun dyd he quhelm,

Quharwith in the derenys cled was he

And contryfait the maner of a melle.

Eneas than and al the rowtis Troianys,

Fast as thai mycht, sped thame thiddir atanys.

Bot than the wemen al, for dreid and affray,

Fled heir and thair endlang the cost away,

Socht to woddys and cavys in euery rolk,

Eschamyt with thar deid, knew thar awyn folk,

Thar myndis changit, fled the lycht for dispyte,

Al Iunois rage smate from thar breistis quyte.

Bot not for this the flambys and byrnand bleyss

Dyd stanch thar forss ondantyt, ne appeyss.

The tuffyng kyndillys betwix the plankis wak,

Quharfra outthrawis the pykky smoke coil blak;

The hait fyre consumys fast the howe;

Our al the schip discendys the peralus lowe;

Thar was na strenth of vaillyant men to waill,

Nor large fludis on ȝet, that mycht avail.

Reuthful Ene than of hys schulderis tway

The claith hess rent, and gan the goddys pray,

Vp baith hys handis hevand in the sky:

Almychty Iove, quod he, aluterly

Gyf thou hess not al Troianys at haitrent,

Of gif thi reuthfull clemens takis tent,

As thou was wont, to mennys travel and pyne,

Now, haly fader, thi maieste inclyne;

Grant at our navy this fyre may eschaip,

And from distructioun delyvir and outscrape

Thir sobir trumpys, and meyn graith of Troianys;

Or, gif I haue deseruyt, with the remanys,

Smyte al togyddir ded with feirful thundir;

Lat thi rycht hand heir schaik wss al in sondir.

Scarss this wes sayd, quhen that a blak tempest

Brays but delay, and al the lyft ourkest;

A huge weyt gan down powre and tumbill;

Hillys and valys trymlyt of thundir rummyll;

The drumly schour ȝet furth our al the ayr

Als blak as pyk, in bubbys heir and thar,

Fyllys the schippys, quhil thai flet our the walys;

Wrayngis half brynt bedyit in watir salys;

That al the forss of fyre was slokyt owt,

And from the perrell salf and out of dowt

Was al the navy, outtake four schippys lost.

And, quhil he rowmys vp and doun the cost,

The fader Eneas, smyte with this smart cace,

Now heir, now thar, gan huge thyngis compace,

Rollyng in mynd quhiddir he suld or nay

Remane in Sycill, or thens pass away,

Or gif he suld seik ȝyt to Italy,

Lyke as he had forȝet hys destany.

Thus as he musyt, stad in sykkyn dowt,

Ane of the eldast herys stude abowt,

Clepyt Nawtes, quham the goddes Mynerve

Our al the layf instrukkyt hym to serve

And rendryt had ful scharp and rype of wyt,

Syk answer gave and plane declaris it,

Quhat pretendis this fellon goddes greif,

And eik, accordyng thar fatis, quhat was releif,

And comfortand Eneas, thus gan say:

Son of the goddes, lat wss follow that way,

Bakwart or fordwart, quhyddir our fatis dryve;

Quhat evir betyde, this is na bute to stryve;

All chance of forton tholand ourcummyn is.

Heir is thi tendir frend Troiane, I wyss,

Worthy Acestes, of dyvyne lynnage;

Cal hym to the in counsale, wyss and sage,

And weil willyng to thi purposs to apply.

Leif with hym all may nocht in thi navy

Be tursyt now, for lak of schippis lost;

Als syk as beyn ennoyt and irk almost

Of thi gret purposs, thi dedis and efferis;

And thai that beyn agyt passyt dait of ȝeris,

Or ald matronys wery of the see;

Wail out al thame beyn waik and onweilde,

Or ȝyt afferyt beyn in ilke affray  

Syk cummyrryt wightis suffir, I the say,

To haue ane hald and dwel heir in this land;

The cite salbe, as was first cunnand,

Acesta clepyt, eftir Acestes kyng.

With syk wordis and prudent sermonyng

Of hys wyss agit frend, than Eneas

On all sydis gan ithandly cumpass

Quhat was to do; and as the dirk nycht

Rollyt hys cart ourthourt the polys bricht,

Eftir that all was went to rest and pace,

The ymage of hys fader Anchises

Gan from the hevin appeir, and but abaid

Ontil Eneas heth thir wordis said:

O thou my child, derrer, so mot I thrive,

Quhil that I levit, than myne awin lyve;

O son, in Troiane fatis exercit sayrly;

Hiddir, at the command of Iove, cummyn am I,

Quhilk from thi navy stanchit the fyre, quod he,

And from hie hevin at last heth reuth on the.

Follow the counsale is maist ganand and heynd,

That agit Nautes gave the, thi trew frend,

And chose ȝong men of hart maste curagiouss

Turss in Itale with the, I tel the thus;

A dour pepill, and of conditioun fell,

The nedis in Latium ourcum in batell,

Bot first, of Pluto the infernale see,

And deip regioun of hell, behufis the se,

To cum and speke with me, myne awin son deir.

Be nocht agast, my child, and haue na feir,

For I am nocht withhald, I lat the wyt,

In Tartarus, the soroful hellys pyt,

Nor drery pottis deip of saulis paill,

Bot in the hailsum rowtis, furth of baill,

I dwel amyd the plane of Elyse.

The chaist virgyn Sibil wil convey the

The rycht way thidder, quhilk at thou sal tak

By blude offerit of mony bestis blak.

Thar sal thou lern all thi genolegy,

And quhat cite is to the destany.

Adew, as now na langar dwell I may.

The donk nycht is al maist rollyt away,

And the ferss Orient wil at I withdraw  

I feil the ayndyng of hys horssys blaw.

Thus hes he said, and with that word, but mair,

Vanyst away, as the reik in the ayr.

And quhen Eneas saw him pass, he said,

Quhidder bradis thou now sa fast, without abaid?

Quhidder hastis thou swa? Quhom fleys thou? . . . Me, allace?

Quhat is the let I may the nocht enbrace?

Thus sayand the assys and coverit fyre bet he;

To Troiane Ingil, and the cannos Veste,

Within hys secret closet maid reuerence,

With hallowyt flour, deuotely, and incence;

Syne sone assemlyt his feris all in press,

Bot first of al the ancyant Acestes;

The wil and plesour of Iove schew thame cleir,

And eik the charge brocht by hys fader deir,

And tald thame planely his mynd and desyre.

Thai tary nocht at counsale, for this syre,

Acestes, was al reddy at command.

Than al tha folk quhilk list bide in that land,

For this new cite titil thai and writis;

The matronys first, and sik as nocht delytis

Nor hess in cure desyre of hie renoun,

Thai deput, and thai ordand for this town.

Thar hechis and thar ourloftis syne thai beit,

Plankis and gestis gret, squair and meit,

Into thar schippis ionand with mony a dynt,

In sted of thame war with the flambys brynt;

Thar cabillis new, and thar hed towis reparis,

And gan to forge newly wrayngis and ayris.

In numbir war thai bot a few menȝe,

Bot thai war quyk and vailliant in melle.

In the meyn tyme, Eneas with a pleuch

The cite circulit, and merkit be a seuch;

By cavillys syne the tenementis dyd depart;

Heir ordanys Ilion, and, in ȝondir art,

Of Troy commandis beld othir memoriallis.

Of this new cite and thir frendly wallis

Glaid wolx Troiane Acestes, and, but mair,

Did mak proclame thar merkattis and thar fair,

And all the hedismen gadderis and set doun,

Stabillis thar lawys and statutis for that town.

Syne, on the top of Erix the montane,

Full neir the lift, thai found, of marbill stane,

A tempil to Venus of Idalia,

And about Anchiss sepultur alssua

Ane hallowit schaw on breid as sanctuar

Plantit thai haue and stabillit prestis thar.

Eneas gan depart, and quhou Venus

Maid for hir son request to Neptunus.

Be this hass al the pepil, euery hyne,

The feste continewit fully days nyne,

And on the altaris, as was tho the gyss,

Thar offerandis endit and hie sacrifice.

The stabil ayr hass calmyt weill the see,

And sowtht pipand wyndis fair on hie

Challancis to pass on burd and tak the deip.

Bot quhen thai moste depart, lord, quhou thai weip!

Quhat huge waling rayss all the costis bay!

Brasand and halshand thai dwel al nycht and day.

And now thai moderis and thai onweldy men,

Quhom til, vmquhile, forto behald and ken

The seys figur was abhominabill

And eyk the forss tharof intollerabill,

Now wald thai wend, for all the seys rage,

Reddy to thoill al travale in vayage;

Quhom curtas Eneas with wordis frendly

Comfortis, and syne, wepand full tendirly,

Betaucht ontil Acest his cousing deir.

Thre velys tho, as was the auld maneir,

In wirschip of Erix he bad down quell,

And a blak ȝowe to god of tempestis fell;

Syne chargit hail thar cabillis vp belyve.

Hys awin hed warpit with a snod olyve,

Heich in a schippis forcastell dyd stand,

Haldand a cowpe of gold intil hys hand,

The bestis entralis in the see can swak,

And ȝet the cleir wyne furth in fludis brak.

From the eft schip vprays onone the wynd

And followit fast the see fararis behynd;

Eyk al the flote smate fast with arys the flude,

Kempand to welt our wallys as thai war wode.

In the meyn sesson Venus, al onflocht,

Amyd hir breist reuoluand mony a thocht,

Spak to Neptune with sik petuus regrate:

Neptune, quod scho, the fel ire and consate

Of Queyn Iuno, with mynd insaciabill,

Constrenys me to condiscend thus stabill

In all maner of request and prayeris;

The quhilk Iuno nowdir lang days nor ȝeris,

Nor na divyne sacrifice, may appless;

Scho restis nevir, nor may scho leif at eyss,

Albeit the power and charge of Iupiter

Resistis scho wait, and fatis ar hir contrar.

Scho thinkis it nocht eneuch and sufficient

By wikkit malice to downbet and schent

And for euer put to distructioun

Master of the pepil of Frigia, Troys town,

And fortobe wrokin, be alkin panys,

Apon thar sary levingis and remanys;

Bot euer in ane ȝit stil persewis sche

The ded banys and cald assys to spulȝe

Of silly Troy, quhilk is to rewyne brocht.

A wondyr quhou scho may, intil hir thocht,

Of sa gret furour half the causys consaue!

Thi self is witnes quhou, laitly, our the laif,

Sa masterful storm amyd the Libiane see

Scho rasit sone, quhil vp to hevynnys hie

The fludis kachit war, and sair opprest,

Throu help of Eolus wyndis and tempest  

Sa gret wrang in thi realme durst scho excerss!

O this detestabil wikkitnes to reherss!

Lo, hes scho nocht, newlingis, sa schamefully,

The Troiane matronys maid byrn thar navy,

By hir wod rage? and ar, for falt of schippis,

In onkouth land left from thar falloschippis?

In tyme cummyng, I the beseik, quod sche,

Schaw thi mychtis, that salfly throu the see

It may be leifful thai thar salys set:

Grant at thai may alsso atteyn, but let,

The flude Tybir, throu Lawrent feildis slydis,

Admyt myne askyn, gif so the fatis gydis,

Or gif that my desyre may grantit be,

Or ȝit werd sisteris list geif thame that cuntre.

Saturnus son Neptunus tho, I wyss,

That of the deip see fludis dantar is,

Ansuerit and said: Citherea the fair,

It is resson, and ganand euermair,

Thou be assurit to rest at thi lyking

In my boundis and throw out al my ryng,

Quharfra thou hess thi first original,

As thi kynd grund and cuntre natural.

In othir placis als, furth of my land,

I haue deseruit thankis at thi hand,

And oft tyme hess sa gret curage, thou knawis,

Dantit baith of see and bustuus wynd at blawis.

To witnes draw I of this at I say,

Exanth and Symois, Troiane fludis tway,

That I na less cuyr tuke of thine Ene,

To salue him on the land, than on the see.

For quhen the ferss Achil persewit sair,

Chasand affrayt Troianys heir and thar,

The gret rowtis to the wallis thrymland,

Tofor his face half ded for feir trymland,

And mony thousandis on the grund layd ded,

The ryveris dittit with ded corpsys wolx rede,

Vndir bodeis bullyrrand; for sik multitude

Of slauchtir he maid, quhil Exanthus the flude

Mycht fynd na way to ryn onto the see;

Than, apon cace, with Achillis Ene

Matchit in fecht, nowdir of strenth or mycht

Equale be far, nor ȝit sa weil at rycht

Favorit of the goddis as Achillis, perfay,

By a dyrk clowd I staw thi son away;

Quhoubeit, the ilk tyme, my desyre was set

Law fra the grond al Troy forto down bet,

Tha maynsworn wallis biggit with my handis.

As twichand Ene, quhou evir the chance standis,

The sammyn wyss ȝit perseueris my mynd:

Haue thou na dreid, I salbe ȝit als kynd.

Onto tha havynnys he sal cum sovirly,

As thou desyris, and furthir him eyk sal I

Ontil Avern, clepit the louch of hell.

Ane sal alanerly be loste, I the tell,

Quham thou sal seik amang the fludis, dede;

For help of mony thar salbe gevin a hede.

Eftir that with sik wordis Neptunus

Had mesit the mude of the goddes Venus,

Tho kan this fader of the see, but mair,

Hys horssis ȝok to draw his cart or chair,

With fomy bridill danting tha ferss bestis;

Thar renȝeis and thetys, at thame arestis,

With hys awin handys leit do slyp and slakkis,

And lichtly our the fludis croppis frakkis

Hys watry chair, furth fleand with a sownd,

Quhil al the wallis dowkis to the grownd;

Vndir the brayand quhelis and assiltre

The fludis strekis plane our al the see;

The bubbis and wyndy clowdis, heir and thar,

Gan fle onon furth of the large ayr.

Than of his court apperit figuris seir;

The hydduus quhalys, and al the rowtis in feir

Of agit Glaucus with his cannos hair,

And Palemon, Inoes son and ayr,

The swift Tritones with trump playand thar spryng,

Phorcus with al his falloschip and ofspryng,

And on hys left hand furth haldis Thetis,

With al the Nymphis hait Nereidis,

Sik as Melite, Spyo, Penopea,

Cymodoce, Nyse and Thalia.

Throu owt the flude merely salys Ene,

And Palynurus drownys in the see.

Glaidnes and comfort than, in to sum part,

Begouth to kittil Eneas thochtful hart.

Heyss heich the cross, he bad, al mak thaim bown,

And fessyn bonnettis beneith the mayn sail down.

Than al sammyn, with handis, feit and kneis,

Dyd heyss thar sail, and trossyt down thar teys;

Now the le schete, and now the luf, thai slak,

Set in a fang, and threw the ra abak;

Baith to and fra al dyd thar nokkis wry;

Prosper blastis furth careis the navy.

Befor the laif, as lodis man and lard,

And al his salis vp with fellon fard,

Went Palynure; and hail the remanent

Was chargit hald the sammyn courss and went.

Be than the donk nycht had run almaist evin

His myd courss or methis in the hevin,

And euery maryner, but langar kepe,

Thar bodeis restis with the plesand sleip,

Endlang the hechis lyand heir and thar is,

Or in thar hard settis lenand on ayris;

Quhen that the swift god of sleip gan slide

Furth of the starnyt hevin, by nychtis tide,

And dyd away the dirknes of the ayr,

Removing schadowit skyis maid al fair;

Onto the, Palynurus, hess he socht,

And the, al innocent, soroful slepis brocht.

Heich in the eftschip dyd this god appeir,

In figur of Phorbantus, a maryneir,

And frendfully gan warp sik wordis owt:

Iasyus son, Palynur, luke about;

The sobir seys beris sownd our navy;

The wyndis blawis ful evin and rycht makly;

Thou may sovirly tak the ane howris rest,

Leyn doun thi hede and sleip, for that is best

Thi wery eyn thou prevely withdraw

From langsum laubour, and sleip a litil thraw,

And I my self sal glaidly in thi place

Beir thyne office, and steir a litil space.

To quhom Palynur, skars liftand his eyn,

Ansuerd and said: Quhat thing wald thou meyn?

Byddis thou me be sa nyce I suld mysknaw

This calm salt watir, or stabil fludis haw?

Wilt thou I traste this monstre perellus?

Or quhat in wyndis sa dissaitful til ws,

And this cleir hevin sa oft hes trumpit me,

Wald thou I lippynnyt the maist nobil Ene?

Sik wordis he said, grippand the helmstok fast,

Lenand tharon, and by na way nor cast

Wald part tharfra, haldand his eyn ful evin

Ay tobehald the starnys in the hevyn;

Quhen lo! this god smate bath his tymplis twane

With a ful sleipry and bedyit grane,

Wet in the myndles flude of hell, Lythe,

And sowpit in Stix, the forcy hellys see;

Hys glotnyt and fordovirrit eyn two

He closyt hes, and sound gart sleip alsso.

Bot scarsly gan the first rest of sleip,

Or he was war, thus on his membris creip,

Quhen on him lenys this god, and tho he kneld,

And with a swak, as that the schip gan helde,

Ourburd him kest amyd the flowand see,

Richt al togidder with the helmstok of tre;

Than al for nocht apon his feris he cryis.

This god flaw vp lyke a bird in the skyis.

And nocht the less the schip held furth hir went,

As scho did ayr, throw the calm seys sprent,

But ony harm, and al the navy sone,

By the promyss of the fader Neptune.

With this almaste thai careit ar infeir

Onto the rochis and skelleis weill neir

Of Syrene, that we Marmadynnys clepe,

Dangerus vmquhile, for a mekil hepe

Of dede banys lay tharon ful quhite;

So gan the salt iawpis ythandly smyte

The holl rolkis, maid a sownd ful hayss.

Quhen Prince Ene persauyt, by his rayss,

Quhou that the schip dyd rok and tailȝeve

For lak of a gude sterisman on the see,

Him self hess than sone hynt the rudyr in hand

And throu the fludis steris the schip to land,

Bewaland gretly in his mynde pensyfe,

For that his frend was fal and lost the lyfe.

Allace! our mekil thou lippynnyt hess, quod he,

Into the stabillit hevin and calmyt see:

Bair and onerdit, in ane onkouth land,

Palynurus, sal thou ly on the sand.

Thus wepand said, and leyt his flote go large,

Quhill at the last, baith ballyngar and barge

Apon the cost that hait Ewboica

Arryvit neir the cite of Cuma.

Than to the streme thai turnyt thar forschip,

Kest down thar bewchit ankyrris, ferm of grip,

Into the raid, endlang the costis bay

Thar eft castellis gan mustyr in array.

And al the ȝongkeris spedis hastely

Onto the schore of Hisperia fast by.

Sum smytis fyre furth of the hard flynt stane;

Sum spedely to the thik wod ar gane,

In dern dennys, quharin wild bestis dwellis;

And sum dyd schaw the new fund springand wellis;

To beit thar mystir al bissy for the nanys,

Sum to this turn, sum to that, start atanys.



Heyr endis the fyft buke of Virgil in Eneados and begynnys sum preambleis in the sext buke tharof and first twiching the opinionys that the poetis and ald philosophouris had of hell and placis tharof


BUKE VI

The Proloug of the Saxt Buke

Pluto, thou patron of the deip Achiron,

Fader of tormentis in thyne infernal see,

Amyd the fludis, Stix and Flagiton,

Lethie, Cochite, the watyris of oblivie,

With dolorus quhirling of furyus sistyris thre,

Thyne now salbe my muse and drery sang:

To follow Virgil in this dyrk poyse

Convoy me, Sibil, that I ga nocht wrang.

Quhat wenys fulys this saxt buke be bot iapis,

Al ful of leys or ald ydolatryis?

O hald ȝour pace, ȝe verray goddis apis!

Reid, reid agane, this volume, mair than twyss:

Considir quhat hyd sentence tharin lyis;

Be war to lak, less than ȝe knew weil quhat;

And gif ȝou list not wirk eftir the wiss,

Heich on ȝour hede set vp the foly hat.

“All is bot gaistis and elrich fantasyis,

Of browneis and of bogillis ful this buke:

Owt on thir wandrand speritis, wow!” thou cryis;

“It semys a man war mangit, tharon list luke,

Lyke dremys or dotage in the monys cruke,

Vayn superstitionys aganyst our richt beleve;

Quhat of thir fureis, or Pluto that plukkit duke,

Or cal on Sibil, deir of a revyn sleif?”

Wald thou I suld this buke to the declare,

Quhilk war impossibil til expreme at schort?

Virgil is ful of sentence our all quhare,

Bot heirintil, as Seruius gan proport,

Hys hie knawlage he schawis, that euery sort

Of his clausys comprehend sik sentence,

Thar bene tharof, set thou think this bot sport,

Maid gret ragmentis of hie intelligence.

In all his warkis Virgil doith discrive

The stait of man, gif thou list vnderstand,

Baith lif and ded in thir fyrst bukis fyve;

And now, intil this saxt, we haue on hand,

Eftir thar deth, in quhat plyte saulis sal stand.

He writis lyke a philosophour naturall;

Twichand our faith mony clausis he fand

Quhilk beyn conform, or than collaterall.

Schawis he nocht heir the synnys capital?

Schawis he nocht wikkit folk in endless pane,

And purgatory for synnys venyall,

And vertuus pepil into the plesand plane?

Ar al sik sawis fantasy and invane?

He schawis the way, evir patent, down to hell,

And rycht difficil the gait to hevin agane,

With ma gude wordis than thou or I kan tell.

Heir tretand vertu, taxis he pane for vyce,

Feil woful turmentis of wrachit catyvis sary,

Notabil histories, and diuerss proverbis wyce,

Quhilkis to reherss war our prolixt a tary;

Al thocht he, as a gentile, sum tyme vary,

Ful perfitely he writis seir misteris fell,

As quhou thir heithin childir thar werdis wary,

Wepand and waland at the first port of hell.

And, thocht our faith neid nane authorising

Of gentiles bukis, nor by sik heithin sparkis,

Ȝit Virgil writis mony iust clauss conding,

Strenthing our beleve, to confound payan warkis.

Quhou oft rehersis Austyne, cheif of clarkis,

In his gret volume of the Cite of God,

Hundreth versis of Virgil, quhilk he markis

Agane Romanys, til vertu thame to brod!

And of this saxt buke walis he mony a scor,

Not but gude resson, for, thocht Criste grund our faith,

Virgil sawis ar worth to put in stor.

Thay aucht not be hald vagabund nor waith — 

Ful riche tresour thai bene and precius graith:

For oft by Sibilys sawis he tonys his stevyn;

Thus faithfully in his Bucolykis he saith,

The maide cummyth bringis new lynnage fra hevyn.

As twiching hym writis Ascencyus,

Feil of his wordis bene like the appostilis sawis;

He is ane hie theolog sentencyus,

And maste profound philosophour he him schawis,

Thocht sum his writis frawart our faith part drawis.

Na wondir! he was na Cristyn man, per De,

He was a gentile, and levit on payane lawis,

And ȝit he puttis a God Fader maste hie.

We trow a God, regnand in personys thre,

And ȝit angellis hevinly spiretis we call;

And of the hevinly wightis oft carpis he,

Thocht he belevit thai war not angellis all.

Quhil Cristis passioun, of Adam from the fall,

All went to hell, thocht all war nocht in pane:

Or Criste he wrait this buke, quhar reid ȝe sall

Distinit in hell specialy placis twane,

And principaly the sted of fell tormentis,

With seyr departingis in that laithly hald,

Ane other place quhilk purgator representis,

And, dar I say, the Lymbe of faderis ald,

With Lymbus puerorum, as I haue tald — 

Schawis he not eik, by werkis meritory,

Quhou iust pepil, in welthis monyfald,

Raiosys, syngand sangis of hevynly glory?

And, as he twichis greys seyr in payn,

In blys, elike wyss, syndry stagis puttis he.

Quhat sal I of his wondir warkis sayn?

For al the plesance of the Camp Elyse,

Octauian, in his Georgikis, ȝe may se;

He consalis nevir lordschip in hell desyre,

Bot evir in hevin, intil sum his degre,

To cheyss his place, and not amang the fyre.

Quhat Cristyn clerk kouth hym haue consalit bettir?

Al thocht he was neuer Catholyk wight,

He hess writtin ful mony attentik lettir.

In that ilk buke he techis ws ful richt,

The warld begouth in veyr, baith day and nycht;

In veir he says that God als formyt man,

The son, the mone and all the starnys bright:

We grant in veir that first the warld began.

“Happy war he knew the causs of all thingis,

And settis on syde all dreid and cuyr,” quod he,

“Vndir his feyt at treddis, and down thryngis,

Chancis ontretabill of fatis and destane,

All feir of ded, and eik of hellis see.”

Happy he callys sik wightis, and sa do I.

Quhar may we swa optene felicite?

Neuer bot in hevin empire abone the sky.

Tyll write ȝou all hys tryit and notabil verss

Almaist impossibil war, and half invane,

For me behuffyt repeting and reherss

In seir placis the sammyn wordis agane.

This may suffice, I wil no mor sane:

Ane movar, ane begynnar puttis he,

Sustenys all thing, and doyth in all remane,

And, be our faith, the sammyn thing grant we.

I say nocht all hys warkis beyn perfyte,

Nor that sawlys turnys in othir bodeys agane,

Thocht we traste, and may preif be haly write,

Our sawle and body sal anys togiddir remane.

At thar bene mony goddis I wil not sane,

Thocht haly scriptur iust men “goddis” clepe.

Quhom cal I Pluto and Sibilla Cumane,

Hark; for I wil na fals goddis wirschepe.

Sibilla, til interpret propirly,

Is clepit a maid of goddis secret preve,

That hes the spiret divyne of prophecy.

Quha bettir may Sibilla namyt be

Than may the gloryus moder and madyn fre,

Quhilk of hir natur consavit Criste, and buyr

All haill the mysteris of the Trinite,

And maist excellent wark had vnder cure?

Thow art our Sibill, Crystis moder deir,

Prechit by prophetis and Sibilla Cumane;

Thou brocht the hevynly lynage in erd heir,

Moder of God, ay virgyne doith remane,

Restoring wss the goldin warld agane.

Sathan the clepe I, Pluto infernall,

Prynce in that dolorus den of wo and pane,

Nocht god tharof, bot gretast wrech of all.

To name the God, that war a manifest le;

Is bot a God, makar of euery thing — 

I favour nocht the errour of Manache.

Set thou to Wlcane haue ful gret resembling,

And art sum tyme the minister of thundring,

Or sum blynd Ciclopes of thy laithly wra,

Thou art bot Iovys smytht, in the fyre blawing,

And dyrk fornace of perpetuall Ethna.

Thou wrocht na thyng, bot maid thi self a devill,

And that was not to mak, bot rather failȝe,

For Austyne says syn, myscheif or evill

Is nocht at all. For quhy? Thai nocht availȝe.

The dym dongeoun of Ditis till assailȝe,

Or in the lyknes this mysty poetry,

Help me, Mare; for certis, vail que vailȝe,

War at Pluto, I sal hym hunt of sty.

Heir endis the proloug and begynnys the saxt buke of Eneados

 

Ene aspyis Dedalus wark express,

And with Sibilla spak, the prophetess.

Qwil on this wyss ilk man occupyit was,

Reuthful Eneas bownys him to pas

Onone to serss the strenth and tempil tho

Dedicat ontil the myghty Apollo,

That feirfull gowsty cave far from the way,

And secret hald of Sibilla the may,

Quhais hait memor and resson oft infyrit

Delyus, the prophet divyne, and so inspirit

That scho the secretis fortocum did knaw.

With this thai entrit in the hallowit schaw

Of the thrynfald passynger Dyane,

And howss of brycht Apollo gold bigane.

The fame is so, that Dedalus, the wright,

Furth of King Mynos realm takand his flycht,

Sa bald was with swift fedrame, and happy

To aventur hym self heich in the sky,

And by a quent onvsyt way to knaw,

Towart the frosty poil artik he flaw;

Bot, at the last, softly he gan alicht

Of Chalcydonys apon the castell hicht;

And rendrit fyrst into thir landis, he

Offerit and hallowit, Phebus, onto the,

The fard and flycht of baith hys weyngis two,

And thar grathit a fair tempil alsso.

Apon the portis dyd he carve and grave

Androgyus slauchtir, falsly brocht to grave,

And for hys deth the vengeance and the wrake;

Quhou of Athenes commandit war, alake,

Twyss sevyn childir onto Creyt be send,

Perpetualy ilk ȝeir, a sair presand;

The dedly vrn stand porturat mycht thai knaw,

Owt of the quhilk the lottis warrin draw.

Forgane Athenes, a litil our the see,

The ile of Crete he wrocht, musterand ful hie

(The kingis cite thar hecht Gnosya),

Quharin he porturit als ful, wallowa!

The lufe abhominabill of Queyn Pasyphe,

Quhou pryvely with the bul forlane was sche;

The blandit kynd, and birth of formys twane,

The monstruus Mynotawr, doith thar remane,

Ane horribill takin of schrewit Venus wark.

Thar was alsso craftely schape and mark

That namekouth howss, quhilk Laborynthus hait,

Ful of wrynkkillit onreturnabil dissait.

Bot, netheless, Dedalus, cawcht piete

Of the gret luf of fayr Ariadne,

That was the kyngis douchtir, tawght ful rycht

Of this quent howss fortil omdo the slycht — 

Quhou by a threid the subtell wentis ilkane

Thai myghtin hald, and turn that way agane.

And thou alsso, the ȝong child Icharus,

Quhilk son was onto this ilk Dedalus,

A gret part of this wark suld haue beyn thyne,

Gyf that the dolour and the huge pyne

Had sufferit hym to kyth his craft on the:

In gold to grave thi fall twyss etlyt he,

And twyss, for rewth, failȝeis the faderis handis.

Eneas tho, and al at with hym standis,

This sculptur al espyit had on breid,

Ne war Achates, quhilk befor him ȝeid,

Be than returnyt was, and with him brocht

The religyus woman quham thai socht,

Baith consecrate to Dyane and Phebus,

Hait Deiphobe, the douchtir of Glawcus,

Quhilk to the king sone spak apon this wyss:

“This tyme,” quod scho, “to stair and to devyss,

Govand on figuris, is not necessary.

Mair neidfull now it war, but langar tary,

Sevin ȝong stottis, that ȝok bur nevir nane,

Brocht from the bow, in offerand brittin ilkane,

And alsmony twyntyrris, as is the gyss,

Chosyn and ganand for the sacrifyss.”

On this wyss till Eneas spak Sibill,

And Troianys tareis nocht forto fulfill

Hir commandment, that, but langar delay,

The sacryfyis and offerand done haue thai;

And syne the nun to the hie tempill thame brocht,

Quhilk in maner of ane gret cave was wrocht,

Of Cuma holkit in the hillis side.

Ane hundreth entreis had it, large and wyde,

Ane hundreth durris tharon stekit closs,

Out at the quhilkis ruschit alsmony a voce,

Gevand responss onto this Sibilla.

Tho to the dur threswald cummyn ar tha,

Quhen that this virgyn said: “To ask answeris

Now is the tyme; lo, lo, the god me steris!”

And as scho gan sik wordis say and cry,

Without the entre standand, suddanly

Nowdir vissage nor cullour, as thai war air,

Remanys than, nor hir weil dressit hair,

Bot fast hir breist the breth dyd clap and bete;

Hir fers hart boldynnys vp ful grete,

Enragit of the sprete divyne alsso,

That of mair statur gan scho semyng tho;

Hir voce ne sovndis lyke a mortale wight;

For, with the goddis maieste and myght

Twichit and smyte, that drew hir mynde ful neir,

Hir hart pipis gan to flekkir and steir.

“Blyn nocht, blyn nocht, thou gret Troiane Ene,

Of thi bedis nor thi prayeris,” quod sche,

“For, bot thou do, thir gret durris, but dreid,

And grisly ȝettis, sal nevir warp on breid.”

And, with that word, scho cessit and no mor said.

The cald dreid gan tho Troianys invaid,

Thirland throu owt hard banys at euery part;

The king hym self than inkirly from his hart

Maid this oryson, and devotly said:

“O bright Phebus, that evir reuth has had

On Troys hard aduersite and wo,

Thow quhilk direkkit the Troiane dartis so

In Achillis body, schot by Parys hand;

This see, at goys about mony gret land,

Thou beand my gidar, entrit haue I,

And eyk the wilsum desert land Masylly,

Quhar the schald sandys strekis endlang the schor;

Now at the last, that fled ws evir mor,

The forther cost of Ital haue we kaucht,

Thocht, hiddertillis, hard fortoun hass omberaucht

The Troianys, and persewit onfrendfully.

Now all ȝe goddis and goddessis, quham by

Vmquhile was thocht gret Ilion ful of ioy,

And the schynand gloryus town of Troy

Semyng resist and gaynstand ȝour godhede,

Lesum it is to desist of ȝour fede,

And now to spair the puyr pepil Troiane.

O thou maist haly prophetess souerane,

Quhat is to cum hess knawlage of all thingis,

Grant at Tewcranys may dwel in Ital ringis,

For I ne ask na land, nor realm algatis,

Bot quhilk is grantit to ws by our fatis — 

Schaw and declar for our goddis errand,

That cachit bene our mony see and sand,

Quhar sal thar resting place be to remane,

So eftir that to Phebus and Diane

Of sownd marbill tempillis beld may I,

And festual days for Appollo gar cry.

To the alsso, within our realmys, salbe

Mony secrete closet and revestre,

Quharin thi warkis and fatale destaneis,

Thi secret sawis, and thi propheceis,

Endite of my kyn and genolegy,

I sal gar kepe and obserue reuerendly;

And, O thou blissit woman, onto the

Wyss walit men sal dedicate and sacre;

So that thou write nocht on the levis thi wordis

For dreid al turn bot til a mok or bourdis,

Gif that the wynd thame skattir and blaw away.

Pronunce it with thyne awin mowth, I the pray.”

Tharwith he held hys pace and said no mor.

Bot than Sibill the prophetes, ful ȝor

Within the cave, as half enragit wight,

Kouth nocht contene of Phebus the gret mycht;

And evir the mair scho hyr enforcys ay

The gret god from hir breist dryve away,

The mor he gan invaid hir and infest,

Hir rageand mowth and fers hart, as him lest,

Danting at wil, and forgeand hir sayngis;

Scho was constrenyt to schaw al suthfast thingis.

The answeris and the wordys to and fra

Betwix Eneas and this Sibilla.

The hundreth gret durris of that howss, with this,

At thar awin willis warpit wide, I wys,

And brocht the prophetis ansuer to thar erys:

“O Eneas, that, eftir mony ȝheris,

Now finaly hess dryve to end,” quod sche,

“Sa mony huge gret dangeris of the see!

Bot on the land, I tel ȝou al and sum,

Far grettar perellis remanys forto cum.

The Troiane pepill to the realm of Lavyne

Sal cum (that is determyt be goddis dyvyne;

Out of thi mynde sik dowtis do away),

Bot forthirmor, I wil onto the say,

Quhen thai the grond of Italy haue nummyn,

Thai sal desyre neuer thiddir to haue cummyn.

Batalis, horribil batalis, to conclude,

I now behald, and Tibris, the gret flude,

For gret habundance of blude on spait walx reid.

Nowdyr Exanth nor Symois in that sted

Sal thou myss, nor ȝit the Grekis army.

Thou sal befor the fynd in Italy

Ane othir Achil, born als of a goddes,

Nor Iuno, Troianys persewar expres,

Sal neuer mair failȝe in ȝour contrary.

And quhen thou art thar, as thou waldbe cary,

Of succurss and of help al desolate,

Quhat pepill, and quhat citeis than, God wait,

In Ital salt thou beseik of supple!

Few sal remane onrequerit, trast me.

The causys of al this myscheif and pane,

Ane othir woman, a fremmyt gest agane

For the Troianys, is tobe spowss and wed,

A strange bride, or scho be brocht to bed.

Withdraw the from na perellis, nor hard thrist,

Bot evir inforss mair strangly to resist

Agane dangeris, than fortune sufferis the.

Ȝour first reskew of succurss and supple

Furth of a Gregioun cite salbe schaw,

Quhilk thou leste wenys, a wondir thing to knaw.”

Furth of hir secret closet, thus onane,

Sik sawis warpis this Sibilla Cwmane,

Horribil answeris, ful dowtsum to consave,

Quhar as scho sat rumysand in hir cave,

In subtel wordis of obscurite

Involupand the trewth and verite;

For on sik wyss Apollo hir refrenys,

Bridillis hir sprete, and, as him list, constrenys,

From hir hart pipis his fers brod withdrawing.

As the divyne fury gan first sessing,

And eik hir ragiand mowth begouth to rest,

Godly Eneas begynnys als prest,

And said: “Virgyn, na kynd of pane may ryss

Onknaw to me, of new that may me gryss;

Or now I am warnyt of al sik chance,

And hess thame rollit in my remembrance.

Bot a thing I beseik the and requeir;

Sen the entress and port, thai sai, bene heir,

Of the infernal king, and the layk dyrk

Of Acheron, gorgeit with fludis myrk,

Thocht it be rycht difficil, ȝit grant me

Thai quent realmys I may behald and se,

And cum onto my deir faderis sight;

Thiddir the passage, and al ways rycht,

Do teche me, and tha secret portis onschet.

I hym delyuerit amyd from flambis het,

And on thir schulderis careit him away,

A thousand speris followand to assay,

From myd ennymeis brocht him to salfte;

In my vayage, accumpaneit with me,

He went throu owt al seys and strange strandis,

All maner perrellis of fludis, stremys, and sandis,

And stormys of the hevin, thocht he was waik;

He sufferit and sustenyt, for my saik,

Ful huge pane, as he had beyn a page,

Abufe the strenth and common curss of age.

And forthir he me chargit and gan beseik

To the, lady, I reuerently suld seik,

And pass hiddir to thi sted and dwelling place.

Haue reuth now, haly woman, schaw sum grace

Baith to the son and fader, I requeir,

For thou may do all thing, I wait, but weir — 

Ne not but gude resson, ful weil I knaw,

Beside Avernus, our hir hallowit schaw,

Proserpyn maid the patron and mastres.

Gif Orpheus mycht reduce agane, I gess,

From hell his spousis gost with his sweit stringis,

Playand on his harp of Trace sa plesand springis;

Or gif Pollux redemyt his broder Castor,

As he that was immortal get and boyr,

Partyng with him his immortalite,

Athir for other sufferand forto de,

That ych of thame, by coursis alternate,

Sa oft gais and returnys that gait;

Is it nocht anys lesum I pass that way?

Of Thesyus quhat nedis mair to say,

Or of the strang maste dowchty Hercules,

Quhilk thiddir went with sa gret forss and press?

Am I nocht eik discend from Iupiter?”

Sik prayer maid he, grippand the altar,

Quhil thus begouth the prophetess speke agane:

“Of goddis blude, Anchises son Troiane,

It is richt facil and eith gait, I the tell,

Forto discend and pass on down to hell;

The blak ȝettis of Pluto and that dirk way

Standis evir oppin and patent nycht and day:

Bot tharfra to return agane on hyght,

And heir abufe recovir this aris licht,

That is difficil wark, thar lawbour lyis.

Ful few thar bene, quhom heich aboue the skyis

Thar ardent vertu hass rasit and vphyeit,

Or ȝit quhom equal Iupiter deifyit,

Thai quhilk bene gendrit of goddis, may thidder attayn.

Al the myd way is wildirnes onplayn,

Or wilsum forest, and the laithly flude

Cochytus, with his drery bosum onrude,

Flowis enveroin rownd about that place.

Bot gif sa gret desyre and luf thou hass

Twyss til our sayll of Stix the dedly layk,

And twyss behald blak hellis pyt of wraik,

Or sa huge laubour delytis the,” quod scho,

“Harkyn quhat first behuffis the to do.

Amyd a rank tre lurkis a goldin bewch,

With aurial levis, and flexibill twystis tewch,

Onto Iuno infernal consecrate,

That standis lowkit abowt and obumbrate

With dirk schaddowis of the thik wod schaw.

Bot it is na wyss lesum, I the schaw,

Thir secret ways vndir the erd to went,

Quhil of the tre this goldin grayn be rent;

Fair Proserpyn hess institut and command

To offer hir this, hir awin propir presand.

Ane other goldin grane, to the ilk effect,

Thou sal nocht myss, thocht the first be down brek;

Incontinent evir of the sammyn mettall

Sik a lyke branch sal burgion furth withall.

The nedis, tharfor, to hald thine eyn on hight,

It forto serss and seik; syne all at right,

Quhen it is fund, thou hynt it in thi hand.

For, gif it list, esely that sammyn wand,

Of the awin will, sal follow thi grip fut hait,

Gif so the fatis wil thou pass that gait;

Or ellis be na strenth thou sal it ryve,

Nor kut in twa with wapyn, sword or knyve.

And mair atour, beforn the in the place,

At thou ne wait, of thi deyr frend, allace!

Onerdyt lyis of new the ded body,

That with hys corps infekkis al thi navy,

The self tyme slane thow askand our answer

And in this place remanys with ws heir.

First se that hym to hys lang hame thou haue,

And, as efferis, gar bery law in grave.

Til his funeral entyre, or sacrifyss,

Do bring the blak bestis, as is the gyss;

Lat tha be ȝour first expiationys,

And clenging graith, eftir ȝour serymonys.

So at the last, of Stix the cayrful schaw,

And realmys wilsum for levand men to knaw,

Thou salbehald,” quod scho, and tho gan sess,

Hir mowth clappit to giddir, and held hir pess.

Of Mysenus entyrment at was slane,

And quhou Eneas fand the goldin grane.

Ene, with drery cheir and eyn down cast,

Levand the cave, furth on his way is past,

And in his breste gan rollyng all on raw

Thir onkouth chancis, wondir strange to knaw.

Achates, hys traste frend, furth by hym went,

Ilk step and payss musyng the sammyn entent,

Ful mony diuerss sermondis betwix thame two

Talkand and carpand oft quhar as tha go,

Dowtsum quhilk of thar feris this mycht be

The prophetes thame tald was done to de,

Or quhat corps was this scho thame bad bery.

And, as thai come apon the strandis dry,

Thai gan behald, ligging in the ilk sted,

Mysenus new slane be onworthy ded,

Mysenus, Eolus son, nane mair cunnand

Ostis to assembill with brasyn trump in hand,

That with his sovnd and weirly blastis oftsyss

The martial curage maid in brestis ryss.

Sum tyme he was ane of gret Hectoris feris;

About Hector evir hantit he the werys,

Now blawing with hys trump maste craftely,

Now with a speir ionand hys mastir by.

Eftir Achil reft him the lyfe in wer,

Til dowchty Ene this forcy chyvaler

Adionyt hess him self in falloschip,

A man of na less prowes nor wirschip.

Bot now, percace, with his boyss trump as he

Went onprovisitly blawand by the see,

To stryfe prouoking the goddis with his springis,

Gif it be lesum to trast sa schameful thingis,

Triton the god, havand tharat dispite,

Or he was war, hym hyntis and dyd smyte

Amang the fomy rolkis law adown,

And in the salt wallys the man gan drown.

Quharfor about his corps with gret clamour

The Troianys stude murnand, and maid dolour;

Bot principaly the rewthfull Eneas.

Sibillais heste, as he commandit was,

Tho sped in haist forto perform weping;

For the sepulcre funerale fyre or byng,

Ane hepe of treis thai press onone to dycht,

And vp onto the hevynnys rayss on hight.

Ontil ane ancyent forest socht thai then,

Entrand in mony dern wild bestis den;

Ful of roset down bet is the fyr tre,

Smyte with the ax dyd rayr the akis hie,

Gret eschin stokkis tumlys to the grond,

With weggeis schydit gan the byrkis sovnd,

The felloun elmys weltis down the hillys.

Ene him self alsso, with ful gude willys

Into sik warkis, with the first, al day

For tobe bissy gan hys feris pray,

With lwme in hand fast wirkand lyke the laif;

And in hys breste gan to and fra consaif,

Ful hevely, thir materis war betyde,

Behaldand the large wod on athir syde,

Thar as he stude thus makand hys prayer:

“Wald God ȝon goldyn branch list now appeir,

And kyth the self to ws in this forest!

Sen lo, al thing the prophetes exprest

Of the, Mysenus, ar our trew, allace!”

Skars war thir wordis said, quhen, in that place,

A payr of dowis fra hevin come with a flycht,

And richt forgane the mannys face dyd lycht,

And on the grene sward thar place tuke law.

This rial prynce, alssone as he thame saw,

His moderis byrdis knew, and blithly than

Hys orison hess maid, and thus began:

“O haly fowlys, gif the way may be went,

Be ȝe my gydis to compleit myne entent.

Address ȝour courss throu owt the ayr in hy

Onto that haly schaw, with soyl myghty,

Quhar as that rych branch the grond ourheildis.

And ȝe, my blissit moder, that our beild is

Into this dowtsum cace, be nocht away:

I ȝou beseik be favorabill to our way.”

And prayand thus, efter the spamen werd,

He prentit baith his futsteppis in the erd,

Behaldand redly quhat syngnys thai schaw,

Or quhidder thai mark, etand, pasyng on raw.

Thai at the last gan flychtir furth a space,

Half stalkand on the grond a soft pace,

Sa fer befor Achates and Ene

As thai mycht weil behald thame with thar e.

And alssone as thai come to the entre

Of Avernus, that stynkand hellys see,

Vprayss thai swyftly, and in the moste ayr

Flaw furth, and syne gan alycht and repair

Apon thar segyss, quhar thame list tobe,

Of diuerss naturis perkit on the tre,

Throw quhais branchis, of seir hewis mony ane,

The brycht glittyrrand goldin cullour schane.

Lyke as ful oft, in chil wyntiris tyde,

The gum or glew, amyd the woddis wide,

Is wont to seym ȝallow on the grane new,

Quhilk nevir of that treis substance grew,

With saffron hewit frute doyng furth sprowt,

Circulis and wymplis rownd bewis abowt — 

Siklyke was of this gold the figur brycht,

That burgionyt fayr on the rank akis hycht.

Evir as the branch for pypand wynd reboundit,

The goldin schakeris ratlis and resoundit.

Eneas smertly hynt the grayn at schone,

And but delay hess rent it dovn anone;

Desyrus to compleit hys way alssua,

Bair it onto the hald of Sibilla.

And netheless Troianys, this ilk tyde,

Mysenus deth bewalit at the cost syde,

Onto the dolorus onsilly body

Funeral seruyce completand by and by.

At the begynnyng first vp hie thai beild

A huge munge or byng amyd the feild,

Of dry ayk schydis and fat roset treys;

Al sydis tharof, als fer as ony seys,

Was dek and coverit with thir dedly bewis,

And wild cipress, the tre of mortall hewys;

The top abufe arrayt was at richt,

And adornyt with schynand armour bricht.

Sum spedis to graith hait watir bissely

In caldronys playand on the fyre fast by;

The cald ded corps is weschin and invnct,

Enbalmyt with rich gummys euery iunct.

Thai schowting, gowling and clamour abowt him maid;

The body syne bewalit haue thai laid

In a soft bed, and thar abuf was spred

Purpour robbis, quharwith he wont was cled.

Sum on thar schulderis the gret beir vpbair,

A dulful office, with mony sob and rayr,

And, as the maner of tendir frendis is,

For sorow thar facis writhis away, I wys,

Puttand the kyndling in with hait fyre brand.

Gret hepis of censs vpblesit fra hand to hand;

Cowpis and goblettis, warpit in the fyre,

Ful of oyl dolyve, brynt vp brycht and schire.

Efter all was fallin in puldir and in ass,

And the gret heit of flambis quynchit was,

The reliqueis and the dry ammeris syne

Thai sloknyt, and gan weschin with sweit wyne.

The banys, walit by and naitly chosit,

Choryneus in a brassyn twn hess closit;

And this ilk man his feris al, but dowt,

With cleyn watir clengit thryss abowt,

Strinkland a litil dewing, as was the gyss,

With the branch of a happy olyve thryss;

He purgit and aspergit weil the men,

The lattir word, “Al in done!” said he then.

Eneas tho gart vp erekkit be

A sepultur, of ful huge quantite,
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