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THE 

ILIA D. 

BOOK XVII. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The feventh Battle for the Body of Patroclus : The ABi 
of Menelaus. 

M E N E L A U S, upon the death of Patroclus, de- 

fends bis body from the enemy : Euphorbus, who 

attempts it, is flain. Hedlor advancing, Meneiaus 
retires ; but foon returns with Ajax, and drives him 

off. This Glaucus objefts to Heeler as a flight, who 

thereupon puts on the armour he had won from Pa- 

troclus, and renews the battle. The Greeks give 
way, till Ajax rallies them : iEneas fuflains the 

Trojans, iffineas and Keftor attempt the chariot of 
Achilles, which is borne olFby Automedon. The 

liorfes of Achilles deplore the death of Patroclus: 

Jupiter covers his body with a thick darknefs: The 

noble prayer of Ajax on that occafion. Menelaus 

fends Antilochus to Achilles with the news of Pa- 

troclus’s death : Then returns to the fight, where, 

though attacked with the utmoft fury, he and Me~ 
riones, affifted by the Ajaxes, bear off the body to the 

fhips. 

The time is the evening of the eight and twentieth 

day. The feene lies in the fields before Troy. 
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BOOK xvn; 

N the cold earth divine Patroclus fpread, 
Ides pierc’d with wounds among the vulgar 

dead. 

Great Menelaus, touch'd with gen’rous wo. 

Springs to the front, and guards him from the foe : 
Thus round her new-fall’n young the heifer moves, 

Fruit of her throes, and firft-born of her loves; 
And anxious, (helplefs as he lies, and bare), 

Turns, and re-turns her, with a mother’s care. 
Oppos’d to each that near the carcafe came. 
His broad (hitld glimmers, and his lances flame. 

The fon of Panthus, fldll’d the dart to fend. 

Eyes the dead hero, and infults the friend. 
This hand, Atrides, laid Patroclus low ; 

Warrior ! defifl, nor tempt an equal blow : 

To me the fpoils my prowefs won, refign : 

Depart with life, and leave the glory mine. 

The d rojan thus: The Spartan monarch hurn’d 
With gen’rous anguifh, and in fcorn return’d. 

Eaugh’ft thou not, Jove! from thy fnperior throne, 

When mortals boaff of proweft not their own ? 
Not thus the lion glories in his might, 

Nor panther braves his fpotted foe in fight; 
Nor thus the boar, (thofe terrors of the plain); 

Man only vaunts his force, and vaunts in vain. 

But far the vaineft of the boaftful kind, 

Thefe Ions of Panthus’ vent their haughty-mind. 

A 4 
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Yet ’tv/as but Lite, beneath my conqu’ring fteel, 
This boafter’s brother, Hyperenor, fell; 
Againft our arm, which rafhly he defy’d. 

Vain was his vigour, and as vain his pride : 
Thefe eyes beheld him on the duff expire, 

No more to cheer his fpoufe, or glad his fire. 
Prefumptuous youth! like his ihall be thy doom. 

Go, wait thy brother to the Stygian gloom ; 
Or, while thou may’ll, avoid the threaten’d fate ; 
Pools tlay to feel it, and are wife too late. 

Unmov’d, Euphorbus thus: That action known, 

Come, for my brother’s blood, repay thy own. 

His weeping father claims thy deftin’d head. 

And fpoufe, a widow in her bridal bed. 

On thefe thy conquer’d fpoils I Ihall bellow. 

To footh a confort’s and a parent’s woe. 

No longer then defer the glorious ftrife, 

Let heav’n decide our fortune, fame, and life. 

Swift as the word the miflive lance he flings. 
The welbaim’d weapon on the buckler rings ; 

But, blunted by the brafs, innoxious falls. 

On Jove the father, great Atrides calls ; 
Nor flies the jav’lin from his arm in vain, 

It pierc’d his throat, and bent him to the plain : 

Wide through the neck appears the grifly wound, 
Prone finks the warrior, and his arms refound. 

The fhining circlets of bis golden hair, 
Which ev’n the Graces might be proud to wear, 

Inflarr’d with gems and gold, beftrow the fhore. 
With dull dilhonour’d, and deform’d with gore. 

As the young olive, in fome lylvan feene, 

Crown’d by frefh fountains with eternal green. 
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Lifts the gay head, in fnowy flo•v’rets fair, 

And [/lays and dances to the gentle air ; 
When loi a whirlwind from high heav’n invades 

The tender plant, and withers all its fhades : 
It lies uprooted from its genial bed, 
A lovely ruin, now defac’d and dead. 

Thus young, thus beautiful, Euphorbus lay. 

While the fierce Spartan tore his arms away. 

Proud of his deed, and glorious in the prize, 

Affrighted Troy the tow’ring victor dies: 

Fiies, as before tome mountain-lion’s ire 

The village-curs, and trembling f'wains retire ; 

When o’er the (laughter’d bull they hear him roar, 

And fee his jaws diftil with fmoking gore ; 

All pale with fear, at diftance'fcatter’d round, 

They (bout incefiant, and the vales refound. 
Meanwhile Apollo view’d with envious eyes. 

And urg’d great Heftor to difpute the prize, 
(In Mentes’ fhape, beneath whofe martial care 
The rough Ciconians learn’d the trade of war) : 

Forbear (he cry'd) with fruitlefs fpeed to chace 
Achilles’ courfers, of aetheria! race ; 
They (loop not thefe to mortal man’s command. 

Or (loop to none but great Achilles’ hand. 
Too long amus’d with a purfuit fo vain, 

Turn, and behold the brave Euphorbus Ilain 1 

By Sparta (lain ! for ever now fuppreft 

The fire which burn’d in that undaunted bread! 
Thus having fpoke, Apollo wing’d his flight, 

And mix’d with mortals in the toils of fight: 
His words infix’d unutterable care 

JDeep in great Heftor’s foul : Through all the war 
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He darts his anxious eye; and inllant view’d 

The breathlefs hero in his blood embru’d, 

(Forth welling from the wound, as prone he lay), 
And in the vigor’s hands the fhining prey. 
Sheath’d in bright arms, through cleaving ranks he 

flies, 
And fends his voice in thunder to the Ikies : 
Fierce as a flood of flame by Vulcan fent. 
It flew, and fir’d the nations as it went. 
Atrides from the voice the ftorm divin’d, 
And thus explor’d his own unconquer’d mind. 

Then Ihall I quit Patroclus on the plain, 
Slain in my caule, and for my honour (lain ? 

Defert the arms, the reliques of my friend ? 

Or, fingly, Hciftor and his troops attend? 

Sure where fuch partial favour heav’n beftow’J, 

To brave the hero, were to brave the god : 

Forgive me, Greece, if once 1 quit the field ; 

’Tis not to Htflor, but to heav’n I yield. 
Yet, not the god, nor heav’n ihould give me fear, 

Did but the voice of Ajax reach my ear: 
Still would we turn, ftil! battle on the plains, 
And give Achilles all that yet remains 

Of his and our Patroclu?—This, no more 
Ti e time allow’d : Troy thicken’d on the Ihore, 
A fable feene! The Terrors He ft or led. 
Slow he recedes, and, fighing, quits the dead. 

So from the fold th’ unwilling lion parts, 

Forc’d by loud clamours, and a ftorm of darts; 

He flies indeed, but threatens as he flies. 
With heart indignant and retorted eyes. 
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Now enter’d in the Spartan ranks, he turn’d 
His manly bread, and with new fury burn’d. 

O’er all the black battalions fent his view, 
And through the cloud the godlike Ajax knew; 
Where lab’ring on the left the warrior Hood, 

All grim in arms, and cover’d o’er with blood. 
There breathing courage, where the god of day 
Had funk each heart with terror and difmay. 

To him the king. Oh Ajax, oh my friend! 

Hade, and Patroclus’ lov’d remains defend : 

The body to Achilles to redore 
Demands our care; alas, we can no more ! 

For naked now, delpoil’d of arms he lies, 
And Heftor glories in the dazzling prize. 
Fie faid, and touch’d his heart. The raging pair 
Pierce the thick battle, and provoke the war. 

Already had dern Hedtor feiz'd his head, 
And doom’d to Trojan dogs th’ unhappy dead ; 
But foon (as Ajax rear’d his tow’r-like (hield) 

Sprung to his car, and meafur’d back the field; 
His train to Troy the radiant armour bear, 
To dand a trophy of his fame in war. 

Meanwhile great Ajax (his broad (hield difplay’d) 
, Guards the dead hero with the dreadful (hade; 
' And now before, and now behind he dood : 

i Thus in the center of fome gloomy wood, 

With many a dep the lionefs lurrounds 

Her tawny young, befet by men and hounds; 

Elate her heart, and roufing all her pow’rs, 

■ Dark o’er the fiery balls each 

low’rs. 

hanging eye- 
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part by his fide the gen’rous Spartan glows 
With great revenge, and feeds his inward woes. 

But Glaucus, leader of the Lycian aids. 
On He£for frowning, thus his flight upbraids. 

Where now in Hedtor (hall we Hedlor find ! 

A manly form, without a manly mind. 
Is this, O chief, a hero’s boafled fame ? 
How vain, without the merit, is the name ? 
Since battle is renounc’d, thy thoughts employ 
What other methods may preferve thy Troy : 
' I’is time to try if llion’s date can Hand 

By thee alone, nor alk a foreign hand ; 
Mean, empty boaft ! but (hall the Lycians flake 

Their lives for you ? thofe Lycians y'ou forfake l 
What from thy thanklefs arms can we expect ? 
Thy friend Sarpedon proves thy bale negledf: 
Say, (hail our flaughter’d bodies guard your walls, 
While unreveng’d the great Sarpedon falls? 
Tv’n where he dy’d for Troy, you left him there, 

A fcafts for dogs, and all the fowls of air. 

On my command if any Lycian wait, 
Hence let him march, and give up Troy to fate. 

Did fuel) a fpirit as the gods impart 
Impel one Trojan hand, or Trojan heart: 
(Such, as fhould burn in ev’ry foul, that draws 
The fword for giory, and his country’s caufe) ; 

Lv’n yet our mutual arms we might employ. 
And drag yon carcafe to the walls of Troy. 
0 ! were Patroclus ours, we might obtain 

’rpedon’s arms, and honour’d corle again ! 
ecce with Achilles’ friend fhould be repaid, 
T thus due honours purchas’d to his (hade. 
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But words are vain Let Ajax once appear. 
And Heitor trembles and recedes with fear; 
Thou dar’ft not meet the terrors of his eye; 
And lo! already thou prepar’It to fly. 

The Trojan chief with fix’d refentment ey’d 
The Lycian leader, and fedate reply’d. 

bay, is it juft (my friend) that Heitor’s ear 

From fuch a warrior fuch a 1’peech fhould hear ? 

I deem’d thee once the wifeft of thy kind, 

But ill this infult fuits a prudent mind. 
I fhun great Ajax! I defert my train ! 

’Tis mine to prove the ralh affertion vain ; 
I joy to mingle where the battle bleeds, 

And hear the thunder of the founding deeds. 
But Jove’s high will is ever uncontroll’d, 

The drong he withers, and confounds the bold ; 
Now crowns with fame the mighty man, and now 

Strikes the frefh garland from the viftor’s brow ! 
Come, thro’ yon fquadrons let us hew the way, 

And thou be witnefs, if I fear to-day ; 
If yet a Greek the fight of Heilor dread. 

Or yet their hero dare defend the dead. 

Then turning to the martial hods, he cries. 

Ye Trojans, Dardans, Lycians, and allies! 
Be men (my friends) in aifion as in name, 

And yet be mindful of your ancient fame. 

He£tor in proud Achilles’ arms fhall fhine, 
Torn from his friend, by right of conqued mine. 

He drode along the field as thus he faid : 
(The fable plumage nodded o’er his head): 

Swift thro’ the fpacious plain he fent a look; 

One inftant faw, one' infUnt overtook 
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The cliftant band, that on the Tandy fhore 

The radiant fpoils to facred Ilion bote. 

There bis own mail unbrac’d the field beflrow’d ; 
His train to Troy convey’d the maffy load. 

Now blazing in th’ immortal arms he (lands, 

The work and prefent of celcfrial hands ; 
By aged Pelats to Achilles giv’n, 

As firfl to Peleus by the court of heav’n : 
His father’s arms not long Achilles wears, 

Forbid by fate to reach his father’s years. 
Him, proud in triumph, glitt’ring from afar, 

The god whofe thunder rends the troubled air, 

Beheld with pity ; as apart he fat, 
And conlcious, look’d thro’ all the fcene of fate. 
He (hook the facred honours of bis head ; 

Olympus trembled, and the godhead faid: 

Ah ! wretched man ! unmindful of thy end ! 
A moment’s glory ! and what fates attend ? 
In heav’nly panoply divinely bright 

Thou Hand’d, and armies tremble at tby fight, 

As at Achilles’ ifelf! beneath thy dart 
Lies (lain the great Achilles’ dearer part : 
Thou from the mighty dead thofe arms had torn, 
Which once the greated of mankind had worn. 

Yet live ! I give thee one illudrious day, 
A blaze of glory ere thou fad’d away. 
For ah ! no more Andromache (hall come. 
With joyful rears to welcome Heftor home ; 
No more officious, with endearing charms. 
From thy tir’d limbs unbrace Pelides’ arms! 

Then with his fable brow he gave the nod. 
That feals his word; the fanftion of the god. 
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■The Itubborn arms (by Jove’s command difpos’d) 
(: Conform’d fpontaneous, and around him clos’d ; 

Fill’d with the god, enlarg’d his members grew, 
Through all his veins a fudden vigour flew, 
The blood in briiker tides began to roll, 

. And Mars bimfelf came rufhing on his foul. 
Exhorting loud through all the field he ftrode, 
And look’d, and mov’d, Achilles, or a God. 
Now Mefthles, Glaucus, Medon, he infpires, 
Now Phorcys, Chromius, and Hyppothous fires ; 

, The great Therfilochus like fury found, , 
Afteropaeus kindled at the found, < 
And Ennomus in augury renown’d. 
Hear all ye holts, and hear unnumber’d bands 
Of neighb’ring nations, or of diflant lands! 
Twas not-for (late we fummon’d you fo far, 

- To boail our numbers, and the pomp of war; 
Ye came to fight; a valiant foe to chafe, 
To fave our prefent, and our.future race. 
For this our wealth, our produfts, you enjoy, 

j And glean the reliques of exhaufted Troy. 
Now then to conquer or to die prepare, 
To die or conquer, are the terms of war. 
Whatever hand lhall win Patroclus flain, 

t) Whoe’er fhall drag him to the Trojan train, 
With Heftor’s felf fhall equal honours claim ; 

' With Heitor part the fpoil, and (hare the fame; 
Fir’d by his words, the troops difmifs their fears, 

They join, they thicken, they protend their fpears ; 
Full on the Greeks they drive in firm array, 

(Jknd each from Ajax hopes the glorious prey : 
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Vain hope ! what numbers fhall the field o’erfpread, 
What viftims perilh. round the mighty dead ? 

Great Ajax mark’d the growing Itorm from far, 
And thus bel'poke his brother of the War : 
Our fatal day, alas ! is come, (my friend,) 
And all our wars and glories at an end ! 
’Tis not this corfe alone we guard in vain, 
Condemn’d to vultures on the Trojan plain ; 
We too muft yield; the fame fad fate mud fall 
On thee, on me, perhaps (my friend) on all. 
See what a temped direful Heflor fpreads. 
And lo ! it burds, it thunders on our heads! 
Call on our Greeks, if any hear the call, 
The braved Greeks : This hour demands them all. 
The warrior rais’d his voice, and wide around 
The field re-echo’d the didrefsfui found. 
Oh chiefs! oh princes ! to whofe hand is giv’n 
The rule of men ; whofe glory is from heav’n ! 
Whom with due honours both Atrides grace ; 
Ye guides and guardians of our Argive race ! 
All, whom this well known voice lhall reach from far. 
All, whom 1 fee not through this cloud of war; 
Come all! let gen’rous rage your arms employ. 
And fave Patroclus from the dogs of Troy. 

Oilean Ajax fird the voice obey’d. 
Swift was his pace, and ready was his aid; 
Next him Jdomeneus, more fiow with age, 
And Merion, burning with a hero’s rage. 
The long fucceeding numbers who can name ? 
But all were Greeks, and eager all for fame. 

Fierce to the charge great Heflor led the throng ; 
Whole Troy embodied; rulh’d with fliouts along. 
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Thus when a mountain-billow foams and raves, 
f Where fome fwoln river difembogues bis waves, 
. Full in the mouth is flopp’d the rufhinj tide, 

The boiling ocean works from fide to fide, 
The river trembles to its utmofl fhore, 
And diilant rocks rebellow to the roar. 

Nor lefs refolv’d, the firm Achaian band 
With brazen fhiclds in horrid circle Hand : 

: Jove, pouring darknefs o’er the mingled fight, 
jj Conceals the warriors fhining helms in night: 
1 To him, the chief for whom the hods contend, 

Had liv’d not hateful, for he liv’d a friend : 
Dead he protects him with fuperior care, 
Nor dooms his carcafe to the birds of air. 

The firfl attack the Grecians fcarce fuftain, 
Repuls’d, they yield, the Trojans feize the (lain : 

i Then fierce they rally, to revenge led on 
By the fwift rage of Ajax Telamon ; 

I ( Ajax to Peleus’ fon the fecond name, 
In graceful flature next, and next in fame.) 

| With headlong force the foremofl ranks he tore; - - 
| So through the thicket burfts the mountain-boar, 

And rudely fcatters, far to diftant round, 
The frighted hunter, and the baying hound, 

t The fon of Lethus, brave Pelafgus’ heir, 
Hippothous, dragg’d the carcafe through the war ; 
The finewy ankles bor’d, the feet he bound 
With thongs, inferted through the double wound ; 

; Inevitable fate o’ertakes the deed ; 
Doom’d by great Ajax’ vengeful lance to bleed;' 

•J It cleft the helmet’s brazen cheeks in twain; 
1 The fhatter’d creft, and horfe hair ftrow the plain 3 

Vox. VII. B 
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With nerves relax'd he tumbles to the ground : 
The brain comes gulhing from the ghaftly wound: 
He drops Patroclus foot, and o’er him fpread 
Now lies, a fad companion of the dead : 
Far from Larifla lies, his native air, 
And ill requites his parents tender care. 
Lamented youth 1 in life’s firfl bloom he fell. 
Sent by great Ajax to the (hades of hell. 

Once more at Ajax, Heftor’s jav'Iin flies ; 
The Grecian marking as it cut the (kies, 
Shunn’d the defeending death ; which hiding on, 
Stretch’d in the du(t the great fphytus’ fon, 
Schedius the brave, of all the Phocian kind 
The bolded warrior, and the noblefl mind : 
In little Panope for drength renown’d, 
He held his feat, and rul’d the realms around. 
Plung’d in his throat, the weapon drank his blood, 
And deep tranfpiercing, through the (houlder dood ; 
In clanging arms the hero fell, and all 
The fields refounded with his weighty fall. 
Phorcys, as (lain Hippothous he defends. 
The Telamonian lance his belly rends; 
The hollow armour burd before the droke. 
And through the wound the rulhing entrails broke. 
In drong convulfions panting on the fands 
He lies, and grafps the dud with dying hands. 

Struck at the fight, recede the Trojan train : 
The (houting Argives drip the heroes flain. 
And now had Troy, by Greece compell’d to yield. 
Fled to her ramparts, and refign’d the field : 
Greece in her native fortitude elate. 
With Jove averfe had turn’d the fade of fate: 
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. But Phoebus urg’d iEneas to the fight: 
' He feem’d like aged Periphas to fight: 

(A herald in Anchifes’ love grown old, 
Rever’d for prudence, and with prudence, bold). 

Thus he—What methods yet, oh chief! remain. 
To fave your Troy, though heav’n its fall ordain ? 
There have been heroes, who by virtuous care, 
By valour, numbers, and by arts of war, 
Have forc’d the pow’rs to fipare a finking Hate, 
And gain’d at length the glorious odds of fate. 
But you, when fortune fmiles, when Tove declares 
His partial favour, and affifts your wars, 
Your fbameful efforts ’gainft yourfelves employ, 
And force th’ unwilling god to ruin Troy. 

TEneas through the form aflum’d defcries 
The pow’r conceal’d, and thus to Hedtor cries. 
Oh lading fhame ! to our own fears a prey, 
We feek our ramparts, and defert the day. 
A god (nor is he lefs) my bofom warms. 
And tells me, Jove aflerts the Trojan arms. 

He fpoke, and foremoft to the combat flew : 
The bold example all his hofls purfue. 
Then firfl, Leocritus beneath him bled, 

1 In vain belov’d by valiant Lycomede ; 
Who view’d his fall, and grieving at the chance, 

■ Swift to revenge it, fent his angry lance : 
The whirling lance, with vig’rous force addred, 
Defcends, and pants in Apifaon’s bread : 
From rich Paeonia’s vales the warrior came, 

i Next thee, Aderopaeus ! in place and fame. 
Aderopaeus with grief beheld the flain. 
And rulh’d to combat, but he rufh’d in vain : 

B t 
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IndiiTolubly firm, around the dead, 
Rank within rank, on buckler buckler fpread, 
And hemm’d with bridled fpears, the Grecians dooc 
A brazen bulwark, and an iron wood. 
Great Ajax eyes them with mediant care, 
And in an orb contrafts the crouded war, 
Clofe in the ranks, commands to fight or fall, 
And Hands the centre and the foul of all : 
Fix’d on the fpot they war, and wounded, wound; 
A fangnine torrent deeps the recking ground ; 
On heaps the Greeks, on heaps the Trojans bled. 
And thick’ning round them, rife the hills of dead- 

Greece, in clofe order, and colleffed might, 
Yet fullers lead, and fways the wav’ring fight; 
Fierce as conflidting fires, the combat burns, 
And now it rifes, now it finks by turns. 
In one thick darknefs all the fight was lod ; 
The fun, the moon, and all th’ aetherial hod 
Seem’d as extinft: Day ravilh’d from their eyes. 
And all heav’ns fplendours blotted from the Ikies. 
Such o’er Patroclus’ body hung the night, 
The red in fun-fhine fought, and open light : 
Unclouded there, th’ aerial azure fpread. 
No vapour reded on the mountain’s head. 
The golden fun pour’d forth a dronger ray, 
And all the broad expanfion flam’d with day. 
Difpers’d around the plain, by fits they fight, 
And here, and there, their fcatter’d arrows light : 
But death and darknefs o'er the carcafe fpread, 
There burn’d the war, and there the mighty bled. 

Meanwhile thefbns of Nedor, in the rear, 
(Their fellows routed), tofs the didant fpear, 
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■And (kirmifh wide : So Neftor gave command. 
When from the (hips he fcnt the Pylian band. 
The youthful brothers thus for fame contend, 
Nor knew the fortune of Achilles’ friend ; 
In thought they view’d him Hill, with martial joy. 
Glorious in arms, and dealing deaths to Troy. 

But round the corfe, the heroes pant for breath, 
And thick and heavy grows the work of death : 
O’erlabour’d now, with dull, and fweat, and gore, 
Their knees, their legs, their feet are cover’d o’er ; 

' Drops follow drops, the clouds on clouds arife, 
And’carnage clogs their hands, and darknefs fills their 

eyes. 
As when a flaughter’d bull’s yet reeking hide, 

'Strain’d with full force, and tugg’d from fide to fide, 
The brawny curriers ftretch, and labour o’er 
Th’ extended furface, drunk with fat and gore ; 
So tugging round the corfe both armies flood ; 
The mangled body bath’d in fweat and blood : 
While Greeks and Ilians equal flrength employ, 
Now to the (hips to force it, now to Troy. 
Not Pallas’ felf, her bread when fury warms, 
Nor he, whofe anger fets the world in arms. 
Could blame this feene ; fuch rage, fueh horror reign’d 

’ Such, Jove to honour the great deed ordain’d. 
, Achilles in his (hips at didance lay, 
Nor knew the fatal fortune of the day ; 

. He, yet unconfcious of Patroclus’ fall, 
In dud extended under llion’s wall, 

• Expefts him glorious from the conquer’d plain, 
,'And for his wilh’d return prepares in vain 5 

BS 
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Though well he knew, to make proud Ilion bend. 
Was more than heav’n had defin'd to his friend, 
Perhaps to him : This Thetis had reveal’d ; 
The relt, in pity to her fon, conceal’d. 

Still rag’d the conflict round the hero dead. 
And heaps on heaps, by mutual wounds they bled. 
Curs’d be the man (even private Greeks would fay) 
Who dares defert this Weli-difputed day! 
Firft may the cleaving earth before our eyes 
Gape wide, and drink our blood for facrifice ! 
Firfl perilh all, ere haughty Troy (hall boalt 
We loft Patroclus, and our glory loft. 

Thus they. While with one voice the Trojan faid 
Grant this day, Jove! or heap us on the dead! 
Then clalh their founding arms : The clangours rife. 
And fhake the brazen concave of the (kies. 

Meantime, at diftance from the fcene of blood, 
The penfive (feeds of great Achilles flood; 
Their godlike mafter (lain before their eyes, 
They wept, and (har’d in human miferies. 
In vain Automedon now (hakes the rein, 
Now plies' the la(h, and fooths and threats in vairr;; 

Nor to the fight, nor Hellefpont they go, 
Reftive they flood, and obftinate in wo : 
Still as a tomb-ftone, never to be mov’d, 
On fome good man, or woman unrcprov’d, 
Lays its eternal weight; or fix’d, as ftands 
A marble courfer by the fculptor’s hands. 
Plac’d on the hero’s grave. Along their face. 
The big round drops cours’d down with fiient pace,. 
Conglobing on the duft. Their manes, that late 
Circled their arched necks, and wav’d in flats. 
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i . Trail’d on the dud beneath the yoke were fpread, 
I And prone to earth was hung their languid head ; 

Nor Jove difdain’d to cart a pitying look, 
While thus relenting to the Heeds he i'poke. 

Unhappy couriers of immortal drain ! 
Exempt from age, and deathlefs now in vain ; 
Did we your race on mortal man bedow, 
Only, alas ! to (hare in mortal wo ? 

; For ah ! what is there, of inferior birth. 
That breathes or creeps upon the dud of earth ^ 

, What wretched creature of what wretched kind-. 
Than man more weak, calamitous, and blind ? 
A mherable race ! but ceafe to mourn : 
For not by you (hall Priam’s fon be borne 
High on the Iplendid car : One glorious prize 
He raihly beads ; the red our will denies. 
Ourfelf will fwiftnefs to your nerves impart, 
Ourfelf with riling fpirits iwell your heart. 
Automedon your rapid flight (hall hear 
Sate to the navy through the dorm of war. 
For yet, ’tis giv’n to Troy to ravage o’er 
The field, and ipread her (laughters to the (hore ; 
The fun (hall fee her conquer, till his fall 
With facred darknefs (hades the face oi all. 

1 He faid ; and breathing in th’ immortal horde 
Exceffive fpirit, urg’d them to the courfe 

‘ From their high manes they lhake the dud, and beat 
The kindling chariot through the parted war : 
So flies a vulture through the clam’rous train 
Of geefe, that feream, and fcatter round the plain, 

• From danger now with fwifted fpeed they flew, 
And now to conqued with like fpeed purfue ; 
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Sole in the feat the charioteer remains, 
Now plies the jav’lin, now tlirefts the reins : 
Him brave Alcimedon beheld dirtreft, 
Approach’d the chariot, and the chief addrell. 

What god provokes thee, rafhly thus to dare, 
Alone, unaided, in the thickeft war ? 
Alas ! thy friend is Haiti, and Heftor wields 
Achilles’ arms triumphant in the fields. 

In happy time (the charioteer replies) 
The bold Alcimedon now greets my eyes ; 
No Greek like him, the heav’nly deeds redrains, 
Or holds their fury in fufpended reins : 
Patroclus, while he liv’d, their rage could tame, 
But now Patroclus is an empty name ! 
To thee I yield the feat, to thee refign 
The ruling charge : The talk of fight be mine; 

He faid. Alcimedon, with aftive heat, 
Snatches the reins, and vaults into the feat. 
His friend defeends. The chief of Troy defery’d. 
And call’d ./Eneas fighting near his fide. 
Lo, to my fight, beyond our hope redor’d, 
Achilles’ car, defected of its lord 1 
The glorious deeds our ready arms invite, 
Scarce their weak drivers guide them thro’ the fight. 
Can fuch opponents dand, when we adail! 
Unite thy force, my friend, and we prevail. 

The fon of Venus to the counfel yields ; 
Then o’er their backs they fpread their folid Ihields 
With brafs refulgent the broad furface (hin’d, 
And thick bull-hides the fpacious concave lin’d. 
Then Chromius follows, Aretus fucceeds. 
Each hopes the conqued of the lofty deeds ; 
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, In vain, brave youths, with glorious hopes ye burn, 
'!;In vain advance ! not fated to return. 

Unmov’d, Automedon attends the-fight, 
Implores th’ Eternal, and collects his might. 
Then turning to his friend, with dauntlefs mind ; 

I O keep the foaming courfers dole behind! 
Full on my Ihoulders let their noftrils blow, 
For hard the fight, determin’d is the foe; 
’Tis Fleftor comes; and, when he feeks the prize. 
War knows no mean ; He wins it, or he dies. 

, Then through the field he fends his voice aloud. 
And calls th’ Ajaces from the warring croud, 
•With great Atrides. blither turn, (he faid). 
Turn, where diftref; demands immediate aid; 
The dead, encircled by his friends, forego, 
And fave the living from a fiercer foe. 
Unhtlp’d we Hand, unequal to engage 
The force of Heftor, and iEneas’ rage ; 
Yet mighty as they are, my force to prove 
Is only mine : Th’ event belongs to Jove. 

He fpoke, and high the founding jav’lin dung, 
Which pafs’d the Ihield of Aretus the young ; 
It pierc’d his belt, embofs’d with curious art. 
Then in the lower belly fluck the dart. 
As when a pond’rous axe, defeending full, 
Cleaves the broad forehead of fome brawny bull; 

' Struck ’twixt the horns, he fprings with many a bounds 
Then tumbling, rolls enormous on the ground ; 
Thus fell the youth ; the air his foul receiv’d, 
And the fpear trembled as his intrails heav’d. 

1 Now at Automedon the Trojan foe 
Difcharg’d his lance ; the meditated blow 
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Stooping, he ihunn’d: the jav’lin idly fled. 
And hils’d innoxious o’er the hero’s head : 
Deep rooted in the ground, the forceful fpear 
In long vibrations (pent its fury there. 
With clafhing fauichions now the chiefs had clos’d. 
But each brave Ajax heard, and interpos’d. 
Nor longer Heftor with his Trojans flood, 
But left their flain companion in his blood : 
Hit arms Automedon diverts, and cries, 
Accept, Patroclus, this mean facrifice. 
Thus have 1 footh’d my griefs, and thus have paid. 
Poor as it is, fome off’ring to thy fliade. 

So looks a lion o’er the mangled boar, 
All grim with rage, and horrible with gore; 
High on the chariot at one bound he fprung, 
And o’er his feat the bloody trophies hung. 

And now Minerva, from the realms of air 
Defcends impetuous, and renews the war; 
For, pleas’d at length the Grecian arms to aid. 
The lord of thunders fent the blue-ey’d maid. 
As when high Jove, denouncing future woe, 
O’er the dark clouds extends his purple bow, 
(In fign of tempefts from the troubled air, 
Or, from the rage of man, dertruftive war), 
The drooping cattle dread th’ impending (kies. 
And from the half-tili’d field the lab’rer flies. 
In fuch a form the goddefs round her drew 
A livid cloud, and to the battle flew. 
Afluming Phoenix’ lhape, on earth (he falls, 
And in his well-known voice to Sparta calls: 
And lies Achilles’ friend, belov’d by all, 
A prey to dogs beneath the Trojan wall 2 
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What fhatne to Greece for future times to tell,. 
To thee the greateft, in whofe caufe he fell! 

O chief! oh father! (Atreus’fon replies), 
Oh full of days ! by long experience wife ! 
What more defires my foul, than here unmov’d 
To guard the body of the man I lov’d ! 
Ah would Minerva fend me flrength to rear 
This weary’d arm, and ward the ftorm of war ! 
But Heftor, like the rage of fire, we dread, 
And Jove’s own glories blaze around his head. 

Pleas’d to be firll of all the pow’rs addreft, 
She breathes new vigour in her hero’s bread, 
And fills with keen revenge, and fell dcfpight,. 
Defire of blood, and rage, and lull of fight. 
So burns the vengeful hornet, (foul all o’er), 
Repuls’d in vain, and thirity ftiil of gore; 
(Bold fon of Air and Heat, on angry wings 
Untam’d, untir’d, he turns, attacks, and dings). 
Fir’d with like ardour fierce Atrides flew. 
And fent his foul with ev’ry lance he threw. 

There flood a Trojan, not unknown to fame, 
Eetion’s fon, and Podes was his name ; 
With riches honour’d, and with courage bleft, 
By Heftor lov’d, his comerade, and his gueft ; 
Through his broad belt the fpear a pallage found. 
And, pond’rous as he falls, his arms refound. 
Sudden at Heftor’s fide Apollo flood, 
Like Phaenops, Afius’ fon, appear d the god; 
(Alius the great, who held his wealthy reign 
In fair Abydos, by the rolling main). 

Oh prince, (he cry’d), oh foremoft once in fame 
What Grecian now lhall tremble at thy name l 
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Dofl: thou at length to Menelaus yield, 
A chief once thought no terror of the field ? 
Yet fingly, now, the long-difputed prize 
He bears vietotious, while our army flies. 
By the fame arm illuflrious Podes bled ; 
The friend of Heftor, unreveng’d, is dead! 
This heard, o’er Hedtor fpreads a cloud of woe, 
Rage lifts his lance, and drives him on the foe. 

But now th’ Eternal flrook his fable fhield. 
That (haded Ide, andall thefubjeft field 
Beneath its ample verge. A rolling cloud 
Involv’d the mount; the thunder roar’d aloud; 
Th’ affrighted hills from their foundations nod. 
And blaze beneath the lightnings of the god : 
At one regard of his all-feeing eye, 
The vanquilh’d triumph, and the vidlors fly. 

Then trembled Greece : The flight Peneleus led 
For as the brave Boeotian turn’d his head 
To face the foe, Polydamas drew near. 
And raz’d his (houlder with a (horten’d fpear : 
By Heftor wounded, Leitus quits the plain. 
Pierc’d thro’ the wrift; and, raging with the pain, 
Grafps his once formidable lance in vain. 

As Hefdor follow’d, Idomen addreft 
The flaming jav’lin to his manly bread; 
The brittle point before his cors’let yields ; 
Exulting Troy with clamour fills the fields : 
High on his chariot as the Cretan flood, 
The fon of Priam whirl’d the miffive wood ; 
But erring from its aim, th’ impetuous fpear 
Struck to the dud the fquire and charioteer 
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Of martial Merion ; Goeranus his nam«, 
Who left fair Lyftos for the fields of fame : 
On foot bold Merion fought ; and now laid low,. 
Had grac’d the triumphs of his Trojan foe ; 
Hut the brave fquire the ready courfers brought,, 
And with his life his mafter’s fafety bought. 
Between his cheek and ear the weapon went; 
The teeth it fhatter’d, and the tongue it rent. 
Prone from the feat he tumbles to the plain ; 
His dying hand forgets the falling rein : 
This Merion reaches, bending from the car, 
And urges to defert the hopelefs war ; 
idomeneus confents ; the lafh applies;- 
And the fwift chariot to the navy flies. 

Nor Ajax lefs the will of heav’n defcry’d. 
And conqueft (hifting to the Trojan fide. 
Turn’d by the hand of Jove., Then>thus begun, 
To Atreus’ feed, the godlike Telamon.- 
Alas! who fees not Jove’s almighty hand 
Transfers the glory to the Trojan band ? 
Whether the weak or ftrong difcharge the dart, 
He guides each arrow to a Grecian heart : 
Not fo our fpears : Inceffant though they rain. 
He fuffers ev’ry lance to fall in vain. 
Deferted of the god, yet let us try 
What human ftrength and prudence can fupply; 
If yet this honour’d corfe, in triumph born, 
May glad the fleets that hope not our return ; 
Who tremble yet, fcarce refcu’d from their fates, 
And flill hear He£k>r thund’ring at their gates. 
Some hero too mud be difpatch’d to bear 
The mournful mcfTage to Pelides’ ear; 
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■For fare he knows not, diftant on the fhore, 
His friend, his lov’d Patroclus, is no more. 
But fuch a-chief l fpy not through the hod : 
The men, the deeds, the armies all arc loft 
In gen’ra’i darknefs—Lordof earth and air! 
Oh King! Oh Father ! hear my humble pray’r; 
Hifpd this cloud, the light of heav’n reftore; 
Give me to fee, and Ajax alks no more : 
If Greece mud perilh, we thy will obey, 
But let us ptrilh in the face of day ! 

With tears the hero fpoke, and, at his pray’r. 
The god relenting, clear'd the clouded air; 
Forth burd the fun with all-enlightning ray ; 
The blaze of armour fKlh’d againd the day. 
Now, now, Atrides! cad around thy fight; 
If yet Antilochus furvives the fight, 
Let him to great Achilles’ ear convey 
The fatal news—Atrrdes hades away. 

So turns the lion from the nightly fold. 
Though high in .courage, and with hunger bold, 
Long gall’d by herdfmen, and long vex’d by hounds. 
Stiff with fatigue, and fretted fore with wounds ; 
The darts fly round him from an hundred hands, 
And the red terrors of the blazing brands : 
Till late, reluflant, at the dawn of day 
Sour he departs, and quits th’ untaded prey. 
So mov’d Atrides from his dang’rous place, 
With wcary’d limbs, but with unwilling pace ; 
The foe, he fear’d, might yet Patroclus gain. 
And much admonilh’d, much adjur’d his train. 

Oh guard thefe rcliques, to your charge confign’d, 
And bear the merits of the dead in mind ; 
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How (kill'd he was in each obliging art ; 
The mildeft manners, and the gentled heart : 
He was, alas! but fate decreed his end. 
In death a hero, as in life a friend ! 

So parts the chief; from rank to rank he flew, 
And round on all fides lent his piercing view. 
As the bold bird, endu’d with (harped eye 
Of all that wing the mid aerial (ky, 
The facred eagle, from his walks above 

■Looks down, and fees the diflant thicket move; 
Then floops, and foufing on the quiv’ring hare, 
Snatches his life amid the clouds of air. 
Not with lefs quicknefs, his exerted light 
Pafs’d this and that way through the ranks of fight : 
Till on the left the chief he fought he found, 
Cheering his men, and fpreadtng deaths around. 

To him the king Belov’d of Jove ! draw near, 
For fadder tidings never touch’d thy ear; 
Thy eyes have witnefs’d, what a fatal turn ! 
How llion triumphs, and th’ A’chaians mourn. 
This is not ail; PatrOclus, on the (hore 
Now pale and dead, (hall fuccour Greece no more. 
Fly to the fleet; this infiant fly, and tell 
The fad Achilles, how his lov’d one fell : 
He too may hafte the naked corfe to gain ; 
The arms are Heflor’s, who defpoil’d the (lain. 

•i The youthful warrior heard with filent woe ; 
From his fair eyes the tears began to flow; 
Big with the mighty grief, he drove to fay 
What forrow diflates, but no words found way. 

j, To brave Laodocus his arms he flung, 
Who near him wheeling drove his deeds along; 
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Tlien ran, thi mournful mefTagn to impart, 
With tearful eyes, and with dejefted heart. 

Swift fled the youth : Nor Men elans Hands 
(Though fore diflrefs’d) to aid the Pylian bands ; 
But bids bold Thrafymede thofe trooias fuftain ; 
Himfelf returns to his Patroclus flain. 
Gone is Antilochus (the hero faid) 
But hope not, warriors, for Achilles’ aid : 
Though fierce his rage, unbounded be his wo, 
Unarm’d he fights not with the Trojan foe. 
’Pis in our hands alone our hopes remain ; 
’Bis our own vigour mufi the dead regain, 
And fave ourfelves, while with impetuous heat 
Troy pours along, and this way rolls our fate. 

’Pis well (faid Ajax) be it then thy care, 
With Merlon’s aid, the weighty corfe to rear; 
Myfelf and my bold brother will fuflain 
The fnock of Heflor and his charging train : 
Nor fear we armies, fighting fide by fide : 
What Troy can dare, we have already try’d. 
Have try’d it, and have flood. The hero laid ; 
High from the ground the warriors heave the dead. 
A gen’ral clamour rifes at the fight : 
Loud fhout the Trojans, and renew the fight. 
Not fiercer rulh along the gloomy wood, 
With rage infatiate, and with third of blood. 
Voracious hounds, that .many a length before 
Their furious hunters, drive the wounded boar;: 
But if the favage turns his glaring eye. 
They howl aloof, and round the fored fly. 
Thus on retreating Greece the Trojans pour, 
Wave their thick faulchions, and their jav’lins (how’rs 
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1 But Ajax tiirning, to their fears they yield, 
j All pale they tremble, and forfake the field. 

While thus alolt the hero’s corfe they bear, 
Behind them rages ail the dorm of war; 

•i Confulion, tumult, horror o’er the throng 
I Of men, deeds, chariots, urg’d the rout along : 

Lefs fierce the winds with rifing flames confpire. 
To whelm fome city under waves of fire; 

■ Now fink in gloomy clouds the proud abodes; 
■ Now crack the blazing temples of the gods; 

The rumbling torrent through the ruin rolls, 
j And (beets of fmoke mount heavy to the poles. 

The heroes fweat beneath their honour’d load : 
jj As when two mules, along the rugged road, 
'j From the deep mountain with exerted drength 
‘ Drag fome vad beam, or mad’s unwieldy length ; 

Inly they groan, big drops of fweat didil, 
Th’ inormous timber lumb’ring down the hill,: 

\ So thefe—Behind, the bulk of Ajax bands. 
And breaks the torrent of the rulhing bands. 

, Thus when a river, dwell'd with fudden rains, 
; Spreads his broad waters o’er the level plains ; 
? Some interpofing hill the dream divides, 
<! And breaks its force, and turns the winding tides. 
(' Still clofe they follow, clofe the rear engage ; 
' ./Eneas dorms, and Hedtor foams with rage : 
i While Greece a heavy, thick retreat maintains, 
i Wedg’d in one body, like a flight of cranes, 
I That Ihiiek incedanf, while the faulcon, hung 
| High on pois’d pinions, threats their callow young 1 So from the Trojan chiefs the Grecians fly ; 
j Such the wild terror, and the mingled cry : 

Vol. VII. C 
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Within, without the trench, and all the way, 
Strow’d in bright heaps, their arms and armour lay 
Such horror Jove imprefs’d ! yet ftill proceeds 
The work of death, and ftill the battle bleeds. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

I The grief of Achilles, and new armour made him ly 
Vulcan. 

’ THE news of the death of Patroclus is brought to A- 
chilles by Antilochus. Thetis hearing his lamen- 
tations, comes with all her fea-uymphs to comfort 
him. The fpeeches of the mother and fon on this 
occafion. Iris appears to Achilles by the command 
of Juno, and orders him to fhow liimleif at the head 
of the entrenchments. The fight of him turns the 

1 fortune of the day, and the body of Patroclus is 
carried off by the Greeks. The Trojans call a 
council, where Hettor and Polydamas difagree in 
their opinions; but the advice of the former pre- 
vails, to remain incamped in the field : The grief 

, of Achilles over the body of Patroclus. 
- Thetis goes to the paiace of Vulcan to obtain new 
i arms for her fon. The defeription of the wonder- 

ful works of Vulcan ; and laftly, that noble one of 
the fhield of Achilles. 

’ The latter part of the nine and twentieth day, and the 
'j night enfuing, take up this book. The feene is at 

Achilles’s tent on the fea-fhore, from whence if 
changes to the palace of Vulcan. 
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^pHUS like the rage of lire the combat burns, 
And now it rifes, now it finks by turns. 

Meanwhile, where Hellefpont’s broad waters flow, 
Stood Neftor’s fon, the meffenger of wo ; 
There fat Achilles, thaded by his fails, 
On hoifled yards extended to the gales; 
Penfive he fat; for all that fate delign’d 
Rofe in fad profpeft to his boding mind. 
Thus to his foul he faid. Ah what conflrains 
The Greeks, late viftors, now to quit the plains? 
Is this the day, which heav’n fo long ago 
Ordain’d, to fink me with the weight of wo ? 
(So Thetis warn’d), when, by a Trojan hand, 
The braveft of the Myrmidonian band 
Should lofe the light ? Fulfill’d is that decree; 
Fall’n is the warrior, and Patroclus he ! 
In vain I charg’d him foon to quit the plain. 
And warn’d to (bun Heftorean force in vain! 

Thus while he thinks, Antilochus appears, 
And tells the melancholy tale with tears. 
Sad tidings, fon of Peleus! thou mull hear; 
And wretched I, th’ unwilling meffenger ! 
Dead is Patroclus! for his corfe they fight; 
His naked corfe; his arms are Heftor’s right. 

A fudden horror fhot through all the chief, 
And wrapt his fenfes in the cloud of grief; 
Caft on the ground, with furious hands he fpread 
The fcorching afhes o’er his graceful head ; 

Ci 
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His purple garments, and his golden hairs, 
Thofe he deforms with dull, and thefe he tears: 
On the hard foil his groaning bread he threw. 
And roll’d and grovell’d, as to earth he grew. 
The virgin captives, with diforder’d charms, 
(Won by his own, or by Patroclus’ arms), 
Rulh’d from the tents with cries; and gath’ring round. 
Beat their white breads, and fainted on the ground ; 
While Nedor’s fon fudains a manlier part, 
And mourns the warrior with a warrior’s heart; 
Hangs on bis.arms, amidd his frantic wo. 
And oft prevents the medkated-blow. 

Far in the deep abyfles of the main, 
With hoary Kerens, and the wat’ry train, 
The mother-goddefs from her crydal throne 
Heard his loud cries, and anfwer’d groan for groan. 
The circling Nereids with their midrefs weep. 
And all the lea-green fiders of the deep. 
Thalia, Glance, ev’ry wat’ry name, 
Ncfaea mild, and diver Spio came : 
Cymothoe and Cymodoce were nigh, 
And the blue languilh of foft Alla’s eye. 
Their locks Adtaea and Limnoria rear. 
Then Proto, Doris, Panope appear, 
Thoa, Phemfa, Doto, Melita; 
Agave gentle, and Amphithoe gay : 
Next Callianira, Callianada fhow 
Their dder looks : Dexamene the flow'. 
And fwift Dynamene, now cut the tides : 
laera now the verdant wave divides : 
F)emeries with Afpeudes lifts the head, 
iBiight Galatea quits her pearly bed : 
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"Thefe Orythia, Clymene, attend, 
Maera, Amphinome, the train extend; 
And black Janira, and JanaiTa fair. 
And Amatheia with her amber hair. 
All thefe, and all that deep in ocean held 
Their facred feats, the glimm’ring grotto fill’d ; 
Each beat her iv’ry bread with filent wo, 
Till Thetis’ forrows thus began to flow. 

Hear me, and judge, ye fillers of the main ! 
How jud a caufe has Thetis to complain ? 
How wretched, were I mortal, were my fate ! 
How more than wretched in th’ immortal date! 
Sprung from my bed, a godlike hero came, 
The braved far that ever bore the name; 
Like fome fair olive, by my careful hand 
He grew, he flourilh’d, and adorn’d the land; 
To Troy 1 fent him ; but the fates ordain 
He never, never mud return again. 
So Ibort a fpace the light of heav’n to view. 
So Ihort alas ! and fill’d with anguilh too. 
Hear how his forrows echo through the ihore! 
I cannot eafe them, but I mud deplore ; 
I go at lead to bear a tender part, 
And mourn my lov’d one with a mother’s heart. 

She laid, and left the caverns of the main. 
All bath’d in tears; the melancholy train 
Attend her way. Wide-opening part the tides. 
While the long pomp the filver wave divides. 
Approaching now, they touch’d the Trojan landj 
Then, two by two, afcended up the drand. 
Th’ immortal mother danding clofe befide 
jlcr mournful offspring, to his fighs reply’d; 

C 4 
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Along the coaft their mingled clamours ran, 
And thus the Elver-footed dame began. 

Why mourns my fon ? thy late preferr’d requelt 
The god ha; granted, and the Greeks diftrefs’d: 
Why mourns my Ton ? Thy anguilh let me fnarej 
Reveal the caufe, and trull a parent’s care. 

He, deeply groaning To this curelefs grief 
Not ev’n the Thund’rer’s favour brings relief. 
Patroclus Ah ! fay, Goddefs, can I boafl 
A pleafure now ? revenge itfeif is loft; 
1’atroclus, lov’d of all my martial train, 
ileyond mankind, beyond myfelf, is flain! 
Loft are thole arms the gods themfelves bellow’d 
On Pelens; Hedtor bears the glorious load. 
Curs’d be that day, when all the povv’rs above 
Thy charms fubmkted to a mortal love: 
Oh hadft thou ftill, a filler of the main, 
Purfu’d the-pleafures of the vvat’ry reign, 
And happier Peleus, lefs ambitious, led 
A mortal beauty to his equal bed! 
Ere the fad fruit of thy unhappy womb 
Had caus’d fuch forrows paft, and woes to come. 
For foon, alas! that wretched offspring /lain. 
New woes, new forrows fhall create again. 
’Tis not in fate th’ alternate now to give ; 
Patroclus dead, Achilles hates to live. 
Let me revenge it on proud Heftor’s heart, 
Let his laft fpirit fmoke upon my dart; 
On thefe conditions will I breathe: Till then, 
1 blulh to walk among the race of men. 

A flood of tears, at this, the goddefs died -, 
Ah then, I fee thee dying, fee thee dead! 



HOME R’s ILIAD. XVIII. 125. 41 

When Heitor falls, thou dy’ft. Let Heitor die, 
And let me fall! (Achilles made reply.) 
Tar lies Patroclus from his native plain ! 
He fell, and falling, wifh’d my aid in vain. 
Ah then, finee from this miferable day 
I call all hope of my return away ; 
Since unreveng’d, a hundred ghofts demand 
The fate of Heitor from Achilles’ hand ; 
Since here, for brutal courage far renown’d, 
I live an idle burden to the ground, 
(Others in council fam'd for nobler (kill, 
More ufeful to preferve, than I to kill), 
Let me—But oh! ye gracious pow’rs above! 
Wrath and revenge from men and gods remove : 
Far, far too dear to ev’ry mortal breaft, 
Sweet to the foul, as honey to the fade; 

■Gath’ring like vapours of a noxious kind 
From fiery blood, and dark’ning all the mind. 
Me Agamemnon urg’d to deadly hate; 
’Tis pad 1 quell it: I refign to fate. 
Yes—I will meet the murd’rer of my friend; 
Or (if the gods ordain it) meet my end. 
The ftroke of fate the braved cannot dnm : 
The great Alcides, Jove’s unequall’d fon, 
To Juno’s hate at length refign’d his breath. 
And funk the viilim of all conqu’ring death. 
So fhall Achilles fall! dretch’d pale and dead. 
No more the Grecian hope, or Trojan dread. 
Let me, this indant, ruth into the fields, 
And reap what glory life’s Ihort harved yields. 
Shall I not force fome widow'd dame to tear 
With frantic hands her long dilhevell’d hair ? 
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Shall I not force her bread to heave with fighs, 
And the foft tears to trickle from her eyes! 
Yes, I ihall give the fair thofe mournful charms— 
In vain you hold me—Hence! my arms, my arms'! 
Soon (hall the fanguine torrent fpread fo wide, 
That all (hall know, Achilles fwells the tide. 

My fon, (Coerulean Thetis made reply. 
To fate fubmitting with a fecret figh), 
The hod to fuccour, and thy friends to have, 
Is worthy thee ; the duty of the brave. 
But cand thou, naked, iflue to the plains ? 
Thy radiant arms the Trojan foe detains. 
Infultin-g Heitor bears the (polls on high, 
But vainly glories, for his fate is nigh. 
Yet, yet a while, thy gen’rous ardour day ; 
Affur’d, I meet thee at the dawn of day, 

•Charg’d with refulgent arms, (a glorious load), 
Vulcanian arms, the labour of a god. 

Then turning to the daughters of the main. 
The goddefs thus difmifs’d her azure train. 

Ye llder Nereids ! to your deeps deicend ; 
Halle, and our father’s facred feat attend; 
I go to find the architect divine. 
Where vad Olympus’ darry fummits (hine: 

.So tell our hoary fire This charge (lie gave 
The fea-green fiders plunge beneath the wave : 
Thetis once more afeends the blefs’d abodes. 
And treads the brazen threfhoid of the gods. 

And now the Greeks from furious Heitor’s force, : 

Urge to broad Hcllefpont their headlong courfe : 
Nor yet their chiefs Patroclus’ body bore 

eSafe through the temped to the tented fliore. 
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ITlie horfe, the foot, with equal fury join’d, 
Pour’d on the rear, and thunder’d clofe behind; 
.And like a flame through fields of ripen’d corn, 
The rage of Hedtor o’er the ranks was borne. 
Thrice the flain hero by the foot he drew; 
Thrice to the Ikies the Trojan clamours flew : 
As oft th’ Ajaceshis affault iuftain; 
But check’d, he turns; repuls’d, attacks again. 
With fiercer Ihouts his ling’ring troops he fires, 
;Nor yields a ftep, nor from his poll retires; 
[So watchful Ihepherds drive to force, in vain. 
The hungry lion from a carcafe Ilain. 
Ev’n yet Patroclus had he borne away, 
And ail the glories of the extended day, 
i t.ui not high Juno, from the realms of air. 
Secret, difpatch’d her trufty meflenger. 
The various goddefs of the ihow’ry bow, 
Shotdn a whirlwind to the Ihore below ; 
To great Achilles at his Ihips (he came. 
And thus began the many-colour’d dame, 
j Rife, fon of Pcleus! rife divinely brave! 
Affift the combat, and Patroclus fave : 
Tor him the daughter to the fleet they fpread, 
iAnd fall by mutual wounds around the dead. 
t^To drag .him back to Troy the foe contends : 
!Xor with his death the rage of Heftor ends; 
A prey to dogs he dooms the corfe to lie, 
And marks the place to fix his head on high, 
Sfife, and prevent (if yet you think of fame) 
Thy friend’s difgrace, thy own eternal fhame ! 

1 Who fends thee, goddefs ! from th’ aetherial Ikies ? 
Achilles thus. And Iris thus replies. 
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I come, Pelides! from the queen of Jove, 
Th’ immortal emprefs of the realms above ; 
Unknown to him who fits remote on high, 
Unknown to all the fynod of the Iky. 
Thou corn’ll in vain, he cries, (with fury warm’d) 
Arms I have none, and can 1 fight unarm’d ? 
Unwilling as I am, of force I (lay. 
Till Thetis bring me, at the dawn of day, 
Vulcanian arms; what other (hould I wield, 
Except the mighty Telamonian (hield ? 
That, in my friend’s defence, has Ajax fpread, 
While his flrong lance around him heaps the dead 
The gallant chief defends Mcnoetius’ fon, 
And does, what his Achilles (hould have done. 

Thy want of arms (laid Iris) well we know'. 
But though unarm’d, yet clad in terrors, go! 
Let but Achilles o’er yon trench appear ; 
Proud Troy (hall tremble, and confent to fear; 
Greece, from one glance of that tremendous eye, 
Shall take new courage, and difdain to fly. 

She (poke, and pafs’d in air. The hero rofe ; 
Her aegis Pallas o’er his fhoulder throws ; 
Around his brow's a golden cloud (he fpread; 
A dream of glory flam’d above his head. 
As when from feme beleaguer’d town arife 
The fmokes, high curling to the (haded (kies; 
(Seen from fome ifland, o’er the main afar, 
When men diflrefs’d hang out the fign of war); 
Soon as the fun in ocean hides his rays, 
Thick on the hills the flaming beacons blaze ; 
With long-projefted beams thefeas are bright, 
And heav’n’s high aich reflefls the ruddy light: 
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So from Achilles’ head the fplendors rife, 
ijkefiefting blaze on blaze again!! the flues. 
Forth march’d the chief, and diftant from the croud,, 
High on the rampart rais’d his voice aloud ; 

' jWith her own (hout Minerva fwells the found ; 
Troy ftarts aftonifh’d, and the fhores rebound. 
As the loud trumpet’s brazen mouth from far 
With Ihrilling clangour founds th’ alarm of war, 
Struck from the walls, the echoes float on high, 
And the round bulwarks and thick tow’rs reply ; 
So high his brazen voice the hero rear’d : 
Holds drop their arms, and trembled as they heard;. 
And back the chariots roll, and courfers bound. 
And (feeds and men lie mingled on the ground. 
Aghaft they fee the living lightnings play, 
And turn their eye-balls from the flalhing ray. 
Thrice from the trench his dreadful voice he rais’d^ 
And thrice they fled, confounded and amaz’d. 
Twelve in the tumult wedg’d, untimely rufh’d 
On their own fpears, by their own chariots crufh’d i 

I While (hielded from the darts, the Greeks obtain 
The long-contended carcafe of the (lain. 

A lofty bier the breathlefs warrior bears ; 
, Around, his fad companions melt in tears. 

But chief Achilles, bending down his head, 
Pours unavailing forrow s o’er the dead, 
Whom late triumphant with his (feeds and car, 
He fent refulgent to the field of war; 
(Unhappy change !) now fenfelefs, pale, he found 

, Stretch’d forth, and gafh’d with many a gaping wound’. 
Meantime, unweary’d with his heav’nly way. 

In ocean’s waves th’ unwilling light of day 
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Qnench’d his red orb, at Juno’s high command. 
And from their labours eas'd th’ Achaian band. 
The frighted Trojans (panting from the war 
Their (feeds unharnefs’d from the weary car) 
A fudden council call’d : Each chief appear’d 
In haffe, and (landing ; for to fit they fear’d. 
’Tis now no feafon for prolong’d debate ; 
They faw Achilles, and in him their fate. 
Silent they (food : Polydamas at lad, 
Skill’d to difcern the future by the pad, 
The (bn of Panthus, thus exprefs’d his fears, 
(The friend of Hector, a.id of equal years : 
The felf fame night to both a being gave, 
One wife in council, one in affion brave.) 

In free debate, my friends, your fentence fpeak; 
For me, I move, before the morning break, 
To raife our camp : Too dang’rous here our pod. 
Far from Troy walls, and on a naked coad. 
I deem’d not Greece fo dreadful, while engag’d 
In mutual feuds, her king and hero rag’d; 
Then, while we hop’d our armies might prevail. 
We boldly camp’d befide a thoufand fail. 
I dread Pelides now : His rage of mind 
Not long continues to the (hores confin’d. 
Nor to the fields, where long in equal fray 
Contending nations won and lod the day. 
For Troy, for Troy (hall henceforth be the drife, 
And the hard conted not for fame, but life. 
Hade then to llion, while the fav’ring night 
Detains thofe terrors, keeps that arm from fight;. 
If but the morrow’s fun behold us here, 
That arm, thofe terrors, we (hall feel, not fear; 
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•And hearts that now difdain, (hall leap with joy, 
If heav’n permits them then to enter Troy. 
Let not my fatal prophecy he true, 
Nor what I tremble but to think enfue. 
Whatever be our fate, yet let us try 
What force of thought and reafon can fupply. 
Let us on counfel for our guard depend; 
The town, her gates and bulwarks (hall defend. 
When morning dawns, our well-appointed pow’rs. 
Array’d in arms, (hall line the lofty tow’rs. 
Let the fierce hero then, when fury calls, 
Vent his mad vengeance on our rocky walls, 
Or fetch a thoufand circles round the plain, 
Till his (pent courfers (eek the fieet again ; 

1 So may his rage be tir’d, and labour’d down ; 
And dogs (hall tear him ere he hack the town. 

Return ! (faid Heftor, fir’d with ftern difdain) j 
What, coop whole armies in our walls again ? 
Was’t not enough, ye valiant warriors, fay, 
Nine years imprifon’d in thofe tow'rs ye lay 1 
Wide o’er the world was Ilion fam’d of old 
For brafs exhaudlefs, and for mines of gold ; 
But while inglorious in her walls we (laid, 

|j. Sunk were her treafures, and her (lores decay’d; 1 The Phrygians now her fcatter’d fpoils enjoy, 
; And proud Maeonia wades the fruits of Troy. 

Great Jove at length my arms to conqueft calls,. 
And (huts the Grecians in their wooden walls. 
Dar’d thou difpirit whom the gods incite ? 
Flies any Trojan ? I (hall dop his flight. 
To better counfel then attention lend; 
Take due refrelhment, and the watch attend. 
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If there be one whofe riches cod: him care, 
Forth let him bring them for the troops to lhare. 
’Fis better gen’roufly bellow’d on thoie, 
Than left the plunder of our country’s foes. 
Soon as the morn the purple orient warms, 
Fierce on yon navy will we pour our arms. 
If great Achilles rife in all his might, 
Fiis be the danger : 1 Ihall Hand the fight. 
Flonour, ye gods ! or let me gain or give ; 
And live he glorious, whofo’er fhall live! 
Mars is our common lord, alike to all; 
And oft the viflor triumphs, but to fall. 

The ihouting hold in loud applanfes join’d : 
So Pallas robb’d the many of their mind ; 
To their own fenfe condemn’d, and left to chufe 
The word advice, the better to refule. 

While the long Night extends her fable reign, 
Around Patroclus mourn’d the Grecian train. 
Stern in fuperior grief PeliJes dood ; 
Thofe daught’ring arms, fo us’d to bathe in blood. 
Now clafp his clay-cold limbs; Then gufhing dart 
The tears, and fighs burll from his dwelling heart. 
The lion thus, with dreadful anguifh dung, 
Roars through the defert, and demands his young : 
When the grim favage, to his rifled den 
Too late returning, fnuiFs the track of men, 
And o’er the vales, and o’er the fored bounds; 
His clam’roas grief the bellowing wood redounds. 
So grieves Achilles ; and, impetuous, vents 
To all his Myrmidons, his loud laments. 

In what vain promife, gods! did I engage, 
When, to condole Menoctius’ feeble age, 
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I vow’d his much-lov’d offspiing to reftore, 
Charg’d with rich fpoiis, to fair Opuntia’s Ihore f 
But mighty Jove cuts Ihort, with juft difdain. 
The long, long view s of poor designing man ! 
One fate the warrior and the friend ihail ftrike, 
And Troy’s black lands muft drink our blood alike ; 
Me too a wretched mother tha'.l deplore ! 
An aged father never fie me more ! 
Yet, my Patroclus! yet a fpace 1 ftay. 
Then fwift puriue thee on the dcrk'bme way. 
Ere thy dear rciiques in the grave *re laid. 
Shall Keftor's head be offer’d to thy (hade ; 
That, with his arms, fhall hang before thy (brine,. 
And twelve the nobleft of the i rojan line, 
Sacred to vengeance, by this hand expire ; 
Their lives effus’d around thy flaming pyre. 
Thus let me lie till theu ! thus, clofely preft, 
Bathe thy cold face, and fob upon thy bread ! 
While Trojan captives here thy mourners ftay, 
Weep all the night, and murmur all the day : 
Spoils of my arms and thine, w>hen, wafting wide, 
Our fwords kept time, and conquer’d fide by fide. 

Hefpoke; and bid the fad attendants round 
Cleanfe the pale corfe, a-nd walh each honour’d wound., 

jj A mafly caldron, of ftupendous frame, 
. They brought, and plac’d it o’er the rifing Same; 
4 Then heap the lighted wood ; the flame divides 

Beneath the vafe, and climbs around the fides : 
In its wide womb they pour the milling ft ream ; 
The boiling water bubbles to the brim. 

■ The body then they bathe with pious toil, 
Embalm the wounds, anoint the limbs with oil, 

Vol.VIU D 
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High on a bed of Hate extended laid, 
And -decent cover’d with a linen (hade ; 
Laft o’er the dead the nailk-white veil they threw ; 
That done, their forrows and their fighs renew. 

Meanwhile to Jnno, in the realms above, 
His wife and fifter, fnoke almighty Jove. 
At laft thy will prevails : Great Peleus’ fon 
Rifes in arms: Such grace thy Greeks have won. 
Say (for I know not) is their race divine, 
And thou the mother of that martial line ? 

What words are thele ?.(th’ imperial dame replies, 
While anger fiafh’d from her majeftic eyes). 
Succour like this a mortal arm might lend. 
And fuch fuccefs- mere human wit attend : 
And (hall not I, the fecond pow’r above. 
Heaven’s queen, and confort of the thund’ring Jove, 
Say, (hall not I one nation’s fate command. 
Nor wreck my vengeance on one guilty land ? 

So they. Meanwhile the filver-footed dame 
Reach'd the Vulcanian dome, eternal frame! 
High-eminent above the works divine, 
Where heaven’s far-beaming brazen manfions (hine» 
There the lame architeft the goddefs found, 
Obfcure in fmoke, his forges flaming round ; 
While bath’d in fweat from fire to fire he flew. 
And, pulling loud, the roaring bellows blew. 
That day no common talk his labour claim’d: 
Full twenty tripods for his hall he fram’d, 
That, plac’d on living wheels of mafly gold, 
(Wondrous to tell), inftinft with fpirit roll’d 
From place to place, around the blefs’d abodes; 
Self-mov’d, obedient to the beck of gods: 
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For their fair handles now, o’erwrought with flow’rs, 
In moulds prepar’d, the glowing ore he pours. 
Juft as refponlive to his thought the frame 
Stood prompt to mPve, the azure goddefs came ; 
Charis, his fpoufe, a grace divinely fair, 
(With purple fillets round her braided hair), 
Obferv’d her cnt’ring ; her foft hand (he prefs’d, 
And, fmiling, thus the wat’ry queen addrefs’d. 

What, goddefs ! this unufual favour draws ? 
All hail, and welcome! whatfoe’er the caufe: 
Till now a ftranger, in a happy hour. 
Approach, and tafte the dainties of the bow’r. 

High on a throne, with ftars of filver grac’d. 
And various artifice, the queen (he plac’d; 
A footftool at her feet: Then calling, faid, 
Vulcan, draw near, ’tis Thetis a(ks your aid. 
Thetis (reply’d the god) our pow’rs may claim, 
An ever-dear, an ever-honour’d name! 
When my proud mother hurl’d me from the fky, 
(My awkward form, it feems, difpleas’d her eye). 
She and -Eurynome my griefs redreft, 
And foft receiv’d me on their filver bread. 
Ev’n then thefe arts employ’d my infant thought: 
Chains, bracelets, pendants, all their toys I wrought. 
Nine years kept fccret in the dark abode. 
Secure I lay, conceal’d from man and god : 
Deep in a cavern’d rock my days were led ; 
The rufhing ocean murmur’d o’er my head. 
Now fince her prefence glads our manfion, fay, 
For fuch defert what fervice can I pay ? 
Vouchfafe, O Thetis! at our board to (hare 
The genial rites and hofpitable fare; 

Da 
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While I my labours of the forge forego, 
And bid the roaring bellows ceafe to blow. 

Then from his anvil the lame artift rofej 
Wide with diftorted legs oblique he goes. 
And Hills the bellows, and (in order laid) 
Locks in their cherts his inftruments of trade. 
Then with a fponge the Iboty workman drell 
His brawny arms imbrown’d, and hairy breaft. 
With his huge fceptre grac’d, and red attire, 
Came halting forth the Ibv’reign of the fire : 
The monarch’s rteps two female forms uphold 
That mov’d and breath’d in animated gold : 
To whom was voice, and feni'e, and fcience giv’n, 
Of works divine (fuch wonders are in heav’n 1) 
On thefe fupported, with unequal gait, 
He reach’d the throne where pen five Thetis fat; 
There plac’d befide her on the fbining frame, 
He thus addrefs’d the filver-footed dame. 

Thee welcome, goddefs 1 what occafion calls 
(So long a rtranger) to thefe honour’d walls ? 
’ fis thine, fair Thetis, the command to lay, 
And Vulcan’s joy and duty to obey. 

To whom the mournful mother thus replies, 
(The cryrtal drops flood trembling in her eyes). 
O Vulcan ! fay, was ever breaft divine 
So pierc’d with forrows, fo o’erwhelm’d as mine ? 
Of all the goddefles, did Jove prepare 
For Thetis only fuch a weight of care 1 
I, only I, of all the wat’ry race, 
Fy force fubjefted to a man’s embrace, 
Who, finking now with age and forrow, pays 
The mighty fine impos’d on length of days. 
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. Sprung from my bed a godlike hero came, 
The braved fure that ever bore the name; 
Like fome fair plant, beneath my careful hand 
He grew, he flourifh’d, and he grac’d the land : 
To Troy 1 fent him, but his native (bore 
Never, ah..never (hall receive him more ; 
(Ev’n while he lives, he wades with fecret wo) ; 
Nor I, a goddefs, can retard the blow! 
Robb’d of the prize the Grecian fuffrage gave. 
The king of nations forc’d his royal Have : 

, For this he griev’d, and till the Greeks, opprefs’d. 
Requir’d his arm, he borrow’d unredrefs’d. 
Large gifts they promife, and their elders fend ; 
In vain—he arms not, but permits his friend 
His arms, his deeds, his forces to employ; 
He marches, combats, aimed conquers Troy : 
Then dain by Phoebus, (Heflor had the name), 
At once refigns his armour, life, and fame. 
But thou, in pity, by my pray’r be won : 
Grace with immortal arms this (hort-liv’d fon. 
And to the field in martial pomp redore, 
To (h'me with glory, till he Ihincs no more. 

To her the artid-god. Thy griefs refigu, 
Secure, what Vulcan can, is ever thine. 

'' O could I hide him from the fates as well, 
, Or with thefe hands the cruel droke repel. 
As I lhall forge mod envy’d arms, the gaze 
Of wond’ring ages, and the world’s amaze! 

Thus having faid, the father of the fires 
To the black labours of his forge retires. 

* Soon as he bade them blow, the bellows turn’d 
Their iron mouths; and, where the furnace burn’d, 

D 3 
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Refounding breath’d : At once the Waft expire*. 
And twenty forges catch at once the fires: 
Juft as the god direfts, now loud, now low. 
They ratfe a tempeft, or they gently blow. 
In hilling Haines huge filver bars are roll’d, 
And ftubborn brafs, and tin, and folid gold : 
Before, deep fix’d, th’ eternal anvils Hand ; 
The pond’rous hammer loads his better hand ; 
His left with tongs turns the vex’d metal round, 
And thick, ftrong ftfokes, the doubling, vaults 

bound. 
Then firft he form’d th’ immenfe and folid fliield ; 
Rich, various artifice emblaz’d the field; 
Its utmoft verge a threefold circle bound ; 
A filver chain fufpends the mafly round ; 
Five ample plates the broad expanfe compofe, 
And godlike labours on the furface rofe. 
There (hone the image of the mafter-mind ; 
There earth, there heav’n, there ocean be defign’d 
Th’ unweary’d fun, the moon completely round ; 
The ftarry lights that heav’n’s high convex crown’ 
The Pleiads, Hyads, with the northern Team ; 
And great Orion’s more refulgent beam ; 
To which, around the axle of the Iky, 
The Bear revolving, points his golden eye, 
Still Ihines exalted on th’ aetherial plain, 
Nor bends his blazing forehead to the main. 

Two cities radiant on the (hield appear. 
The image one of Peace, and one of War. 
Here facred pomp, and genial feaft delight, 
And folemn dance, and Hymeneal rite ; 
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Along the flreet the new-made brides are led, 

, With torches flaming, to the nuptial-bed : 
The youthful dancers, in a circle bound 
To the fot't flute and cittern’s fllver found: 
Through the fair flreets, the matrons, in a row, - 
Stand in their porches, and enjoy the fhow. 

There, in the forum {warm a num’rous train : 
The fubjefl of debate, a townfman flain : ■ 
One pleads the fine difeharg’d, which one deny’d, 
And bade the public and the laws decide; 
The witntls is produc’d on either hand ; 
For this, or that, the partial people Hand : 
Th’ appointed heralds (till the noily bands. 
And torm a ring, with feeptres in their hands; 
On feats of ftone, within the facred place, 
The rev’rend elders nodded o’er the cafe ; 
Alternate, each th’ attelling feeptre took, 
And, rifing folemn, each his fentence fpoke. 
Two golden talents lay amidft, in fight. 
The prize of him who bell adjudg’d the right 

Another part, (a profpeft diff’ring far), 
Glow’d with refulgent arms, and horrid war. 
Two mighty holls a leaguer’d town embrace, 

I And one would pillage, one would burn the place, 
I* Meantime the townfmen, arm’d with filent care, 
j A fecret ambufl) on the foe prepare : 
‘ Their wives, their children, and the watchful band 

Of trembling parents, on the turrets Hand. 
They march; by Pallas and by Mars made bold s 
Gold were the gods, their radiant garments gold, 

* And gold their armour : Thefe the fquadron led, 
Augull, divine, fuperior by the head! 

D 4 
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A place for ambufh fit they found, and flood 
Cover’d with (liieldf, befide a filver flood. 
Two fpies at diftance lurk, and watchful lectn 
If ihcep or oxen feek the winding dream. 
Soon the white flocks proceeded o'er the plains, 
And deers flow-moving, and two fhepherd-fwains; 
Behind them, piping on their reeds, they go. 
Nor fear an ambufh, nor fufpeft a foe. 
In arms the glitt’ring Iquadron riling round, 
Rufh fudden ; hills of daughter heap the ground, 
Whole flocks and herds lie bleeding on the plains, 
And, all amidfl them, dead, the fliepherd-fwains i 
The bellowing oxen the befiegers hear; 
They rife, take horfe, approach, and meet the war; 
They fight, they fall, befide the filver flood ; 
The waving filvcr ftem’d to blufh with blood. 
There Tumult, there Contention flood confeft ; 
One rear’d a dagger at a captive’s breaft ; 
One held a living foe that frefhly bled 
With new-made wounds; another dragg’d a dead ; 
Now here, now there, the carcafes they tore : 
Fate ftalk’d amidft them, grim with human gore. 
And the whole war came out, and met the eye ; 
And each bold figure feem’d to live or die. 

A field deep furrow’d next the god defign’d, 
The third time labour’d by the fweating hind; 
The Ihining lhares full many ploughmen guide, 
And turn their crooked yokes on ev’ry fide. 
Still as at either end they wheel around, 
The mafter meets them with his goblet crown’d; 
The hearty draught rewards, renews their toil. 
Then back the turning ploughfliares cleave the foil: 
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Behind, the rifmg earth, in ridges, roll’d ; 
And fable look’d, tho’ form’d of molten gold. 
Another field rofe high with waving grain : 
With bending fickies Hand the reaper-train; 
Here ftretch’d in ranks the levell’d fwarths are found ; 
Sheaves heap’d on (heaves, here thicken up the ground. 
With (weeping ftroke the mowers firow the lands; 
The gath’rers follow, and coilcff in bands : 
And laft the children, in whofe arms are born 
(Too (hort to gripe them) the brown (heaves of corn. 
The ruftic monarch of the field defcries 
With filent glee, the heaps around him rife. 
A ready banquet on the turf is laid. 
Beneath an ample oak’s expanded (hade. 
The viftim-ox the llurdy youth prepare ; 
The reapers due repaft, the womens care. 

Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard lliines. 
Bent with the pond’rous harveft of its vines; 
A deeper dye the dangling clufters (how, 
And curl’d on filver props, in order glow : 
A darker metal mix’d, intrench’d the place ; 
And pales of glitt’ring tin th’ inclofure grace. 
To this one path-way gently winding leads. 
Where march a train with bafkets on their heads, 
(Fair maids and blooming youths), that fmiling bear 
The purple produft of th’ autumnal year. 
To thefe a youth awakes the warbling firings, 
Whofe tender lay the fate of Linus fmgs; 
In meafur’d dance behind him move the train, 
Tune foft the voice, and anfwer to the drain. 

Here, herds of oxen march, ereft and bold, 
Rear high their horns, and leetn to low in gold, 
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And fpetd to meadows on uhofe founding fiiorej 
A rapid torrent tliro’ the ruflies roars : 
Four golden herdfmen as their guardians (land. 
And nine four dogs complete the ruftic band. 
Two lions ruihing from the wood appear’d, 
And feiz’d a bull, the mafter of the herd: 
He roar’d: In vain the dogs, the men withflood; 
They tore his flelh, and drank the fable blood. 
The dogs (oft cheer’d in vain) dcfert the prey. 
Dread the grim terrors, and at difiance bay. 

Next this, the eye the art of Vulcan leads 
Deep through fair forefis, and a length of meads ; 
And flails, and folds, and fcatter’d cots between; - 
And fleecy flocks that whiten all the fcene. 
A figur’d dance fucceeds; fuch once was feen 
In lofty Gnofl'us, for the Cretan queen, 
Form’d by Daedalean art: A comely band 
Of youths and maidens, bounding hand in hand *, 
The maids in foft fimars of linen died; 
The youths all graceful in the gloffy vefl: 
Of thofe the locks with fiow’ry wreaths inroll’d ; 
Of thefe the fides adorn’d with fwords of gold, 
That glitt’ring gay from filver belts depend. 
Now all at once they rife, at once defeend, 
With w’ell-taught feet ; Now fhape in oblique ways, 
Confus’dly regular, the moving-maze; 
Now forth at once, too fwift for fight they fpring, 
And undiflinguifh’d blend the flying ring : 
So whirls a wheel in giddy circle toft, 
And, rapid as it runs, the Angle fpokes are loft.' 
The gazing multitudes admire around : 
Two a£live tumblers in the centre bound; 
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Nov; high, now low, their pliant limbs they bend ; 
And gen’ral fongs the fprightly revel end. 

Thus the broad ftiield complete the artift crown’d 
With his laft hand, and pour’d the ocean round: 
In living filver feem’d the waves to roll, 
And beat the buckler’s verge, and bound the whole. 

This done, whate’er a warrior’s ufe requires, 
He forg’d ; the cuirafs that outlhone the fires. 
The greaves of duflile tin, the helm imprefl 
With various fculpture, and the golden creft. 
At Thetis’ feet the finifh’d labour lay; 
She, as a falcon, cuts th’ aerial way, 
Swift from Olympus fnowy fummit flies, 
And bears the blazing prefent thro’ the Ikies. 
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BOOK XIX. 

THE ARGUMENT. 
The reconciliation of Achilles and Agamemnon. a THETIS brings to her fon the armour made by 

Vulcan. She preferves the body of his friend from 
corruption, and commands him to affemble the ar- 
my, to declare his refentment at an end. Agamem- 
non and Achilles are folemnly reconciled : The 
fpeeches, prefcnts, and ceremonies on that occafion. 
Achilles is with great difficulty perfuaded to refrain 
from the battle till the troops have refreffied tbem- 
felves, by the advice of Ulylles. The prefents are 

I conveyed to the tent of Achilles ; where Brifeis la- 
ments over the body of Patroclus. The hero obfli- 
nately refufes all repaft, and gives himfelf up to la- 
mentations for his friend. Minerva defcends to 

t* flrengtben him, by the order of Jupiter. He arms 
for the fight : His appearance defcribed. He ad- 

I dreffes himfelf to his horfes, and reproaches them 
with the death of Patroclus, One of them is mi- 
raculoully endued with voice, and infpired to pro- 
phefy his fate; but the hero, not aftonifhed by that 

t prodigy, ruffies with fury to the combat. 
; The thirtieth day. The fcene is on the fea-lhore. 
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CQOON as Aurora heav’d her orient head 
^ Above the waves, that blulh’d with early red, 
(With iifc.v-b »rn day to gladden mortal frght. 
And gild the courts of heav’n with facred light), 
TV immortal arms the goddefs mother bears 
Swift to her fon : Her fon (lie finds in tears 
Stretch’d o’er Patroclus’ corfe; while all the reft 
Their fov’reign’s forrows in their own expreft. 
A ray divine her heav’nly prefence (bed, 
And thus, his hand (bft-touching, Thetis faid. 

Supprefs (my (bn) this rage of grief, and know 
It was not man, but heav’n, that gave the blow ; 
Behold what arms by Vulcan are beftow’d, 
Arms worthy thee, or fit to grace a god. 

Then drops the radiant burden on the ground : 
Clang the ftrong arms, and ring the (bores around: 
Back (brink the Myrmidons w ith dread furprife. 
And from the broad effulgence turn their eyes. 
Unmov’d, the hero kindles at the (how, 
And feels with rage divine his bolbm glow ; 
From his fierce eye-balls living flames expire, 
And fia(h inceffant like a dream of fire : 
He turns the radiant gift, and feeds his mind 
On ail th’ immortal artift had defign’d. 

Goddefs! (he cry’d), thefe glorious arms that (hine 
With matchlefs art, confefs the hand divine. 
Now to the bloody battle let me bend : 
But ah ! the reliques of my flaughter’d friend! 
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In thofe wide wounds thro’ which his fpirit fled,. 
Shall flies and worms obfcene pollute the dead ? 

That unavailing care be laid afide, 
(The azure goddefs to her fon reply’d) ; 
Whole years untouch’d, uninjur’d, lhall remain, 
Frefh as in life, the carcafe of the flain. 
But go, Achilles, (as affairs require), 
Before the Grecian peers renounce thine ire : 
Then vmcontroul’d in boundlefs war engage, 
And heav’n with flrength fuppiy the mighty rage 

Then in the noftrils of the flain fhe pour’d 
Nedtareous drops, and rich ambrofia fhower’d 
O’er all the corfe. The flies forbid their prey, 
Untouch’d it reffs, and facred from decay. 
Achilles to the ftrand obedient went: 
The fhores refounded with the voice he fent. 
The heroes heard, and all the naval train 
That tend the fhips, or guide them o’er the main, 
Alarm’d, tranfported, at the well-known found, 
Frequent and full, the great affembly crown’d ; 
Studious to fee that terror of the plain. 
Long loll to battle fhine in arms again. 
Tydides and Ulyfies firft appear, 
Lame with their wounds, and leaning on the fpea 
Thefe on the facred feats of council plac’d 
The king of men, Atrides, came the luff : 
He too fore w'ounded by Agenor’s fon. 
Achilles (riling in the midff) begun. 

6 monarch ! better far had been the fate 
Of thee, of me, of all the Grecian Hate, 
If (ere the day when by mad paffion fway’d, 

j Rafh we contended for the black-ey’d. maid), 
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Preventing Dian had difpatch’d her dart, 
, And Ihot the (hining mifchief to the heart! 

Then many a hero had not prefs’d the (hore, 
Nor Troy’s glad fields been fatten’d with our gore : 
Long, long fhall Greece the woes we caus’d bewail. 
And fad pofterity repeat the tale. 
But this, no more the fubjeft of debate. 
Is part, forgotten, and refign’d to fate; 
Why ihould, alas ! a mortal man, as I, 
Burn with a fury that can never die ? 
Here then my anger ends : Let wars fucceed. 
And ev’n as Greece has bled, let Ilion bleed. 
Now call the hods, and try, if in our fight, 

; Troy yet (hall dare to camp a fecond night; 
I deem their mightieft, when this arm he knows, 
Shall Tcape with tranfport, and with joy repofe. 

He faid : His fin idl’d wrath with loud acclaim 
The Greeks accept, and fhout Pelides’ name. 
When thus, not rifing from his lofty throne, 
In date unmov’d, the king of men begun. 

Hear me, ye fons of Greece! with filence hear ’ 
And grant your monarch an impartial ear; 
A while your loud untimely joy fufpend, 
And let your rath, injurious clamours end : 

1 Unruly murmurs, or ill-tim’d applaufe, 
Wrong the bed fpeaker, and the juded caufe. 
Nor charge on me, ye Greeks, the dire debate : 
Know, angry Jove, and all-compelling fate. 
With fell Erinnys, urg’d my wrath that day 
When from Achilles’ arms I forc’d the prey. 

' What then could I, againd the will of heay’a 2 
Not by myfelf, but vengeful At? driv’n; 

VOL, YU, E 
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She, Jove’s dread daughter, fated to infeft 
The race of mortals, enter’d in my breafh 
Not on the ground that haughty fury treads,. 
But prints her lofty footfreps on-the heads 
Of mighty men : Inflicting as the goes 
Long feft’ring wounds, inextricable woes! 
Of old, (he ftalk’d amid the bright abodes; 
And Jove himfelf, the fire of men and gods. 
The world’s great ruler, felt her venom’d dart; 
Deceiv’d by Juno’s, wiles, and female art. 
Bor, when Alcmena’s nine long, months were rue,. 
And Jove expected his immortal fon ; 
To gods and goddefles th’ unruly joy 
He (bow’d, and vaunted of his matchlefs boy : 
from us (he faid) this day an infant i'prings, 
Fated to rule, and born a king of kings. 
Saturnia alk’d an oath, to vouch the truth, 
And fix dominion on the favour’d youth. 
The thund’rer, unliifpkious of the fraud. 
Pronounc’d thofe folemn words that bind a god. 
The joyful goddtfs, from Olympus height. 
Swift to Achaiaa Argos bent her flight: 
Scarce fev’h moons gone, lay Sthenelus’s wife ; 
She pulh’dlher ling’ring infant into life : 
Her charms Alcmena’s coming labours flay. 
And flop the babe, juft itliiing to the day ; 
Then bids Saturnius bear his oath in mind; 
“ A youth (faid fhe) of Jove’s immortal kini 
“ Is this day born : From Stheneius he fpring.s, 
“ And claims thy promife to be king of kings.!’ 
Grief feiz’d the Thund’rer, by his oath engag’d £ 
Stung to the foiilj he furrow'd, and he-rae’.d. 
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Front In's ambrcfial head, where perch’d Ihe faf, 
He fnatch’d the fnry-goddefs cf debate, 
The dread, th’ irrevocable oath he fwore, 
Th’ immortal feats (hould ne’er behold her more,; 
And whirl’d her headlong down, for ever driv’n 
From bright Olympus and the (harry heav’n ; 
Thence on the nether world the'fury fell; 
Ordain’d with man’s contentious race to dwelt. 
Fulf oft the god his (bn’s bard toils bemoan’d. 
Curs’d the dire fury, and in fecret groan’d. 

' Ev’n thus, like Jove himfelf, was I milled. 
While raging Heftor heap’d our camps with dead. 
What can the errors of my rage atone r 
My martial troops, my treafures are thy own : 
This inftant from the navy fhall be fent 
Whate’er UlytTes promis’d at thy tent; 
But thou ! appeas’d, propitious to our pray’r. 
Refume thy arms, arid (bine again in war. 

O king of nations I whofe fuperior fway 
(Returns Achilles) all our hods obey ! 
To keep or fend the prefents, be thy care ; 
To us, ’tis equal: All we afk is war. 
While yet we talk, or but an inftant (hurt 
The fight, our glorious work remains undone, 

’ Let ev’ry Greek, who lees my fpear confound 
The Trojan ranks, and deal deltruftion round. 
With emulation, what I a£l, lurvey, 
And learn from thence the bus’nels of the day. 

The fon of Peleus thus : And thus replies 
The great in councils, Ithacus the wife. 
Tho’ godlike thou art by no toils oppreft. 
At lead cmr armies claim repad and reft , 

D i 
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Long and laborious muft the combat be. 
When by the gods infpir’d, and led by thee. 
Strength is deriv’d from fpirits and from blood, 
And thofe augment by gen’roUs wine and food; 
What boaftful {bn of war, without that (lay, 
Can laft a hero thro’ a Angle day ? 
Courage may prompt; but, ebbing out his ftrength, 
Mere unfupported man muft yield at length; 
Shrunk with dry famine, and with toils declin’d, 
The drooping body will defert the mind : 
But built anew with ftrength-conferring fare. 
With limbs and foul untam’d, he tires a war. 
Difmifs the people then, and give command. 
With ftrong repaft to hearten ev’ry band; 
But let the prefents to Achilles made. 
In full aflembly of all Greece be laid. 
The king of men fliall rife in public fight. 
And folemn fwear, (obfervant of the rite). 
That fpotlefs as fhe came, the maid removes. 
Pure from his arms, and guiltlefs of his loves. 
That done, a fumptuous banquet {hall be made. 
And the full price of injur’d honour paid. 
Stretch not henceforth, Q prince ! thy fov’reign might 
Beyond the bounds of reafon and of right: 
’Tis the chief praife that e’er to kings belong’d. 
To right with juftice whom wdh pow’r they wrong’d. 

To him the monarch : Juft is thy decree. 
Thy words give joy, and wifdom breathes in thee. 
Each due atonement gladly I prepare; 
And heav’n regard me as I juftly fwear! 
Here then a while let Greece affembled ftay. 
Nor great AehiUes grudge this Ihort delay; 
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Till from the fleet our prefents be convey’d, 
And, Jove attefting, the firm compaft made. 
A train of noble youth the charge Ihall bear; 
Thefe to feledt, Ulyffes, be thy care : 
In order rank’d let all our gifts appear. 
And the fair train of captives clofe the rear : 
falthybius (hall the vi£Hm boar convey, 
Sacred to Jove, and yon bright orb of day. 

For this (the fiern JEacides replies) 
Some lefs important feafon may fuffice, 
When the ftern fury of the war is o’er, 
And wrath extinguifh’d burns my bread no more. 
Hy Hedfor (lain, their faces to the Iky, 
All grim with gaping wounds our heroes lie : 
Thole call to warl and might my voice incite, 
'Now, now, this inflant, Ihould commence the fight. 
Then, when the day’s complete, let gen’rotts bowls, 
And copious banquets, glad your weary fouls. 
Let not my palate know the tafle of food. 
Till my infatiate rage be cloy’d with blood : 
Pale lies my friend, with wounds disfigur’d o’er, 
And his cold feet are pointed to the door. 
(Revenge is all my foul! no meaner care, 
Int’red, or thought, has room to harbour there ; 
.peflruction be my feafl, and mortal wounds, 
And feenes of blood, and agonizing founds. 
1 O fird of Greeks, (Ulyffes thus rejoin’d). 
The bed and braved of the warrior-kind! 
:Thy praife it is in dreadful camps to fhine. 
But old experience and calm wifdom mine. r'Tlien hear my counfel, and to reafon yield4 

;The brayed ioon are fa'.iate of the field y 
£3 
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TLo* vad the heaps that ftrow the crimfon plain, 
The bloody hal ved brings but little gain : 
The fcale of conqued ever wav’ring lies. 
Great Jove but turns it, and the victor dies! 
The great, the bold, by thoufands daily fall, 
And endlefs were the grief, to weep for all. 
Eternal forrows what avails to (bed ? 
Greece honours not with fblemn falls the dead : 
.Enough, when death demands the brave, to pay 
The tribute of a melancholy day. 
One chief with patience to the grave refign’d, 
Our care devolves on others left behind. 
I.et gen’rous food fupplies of ftrength produce, 
Let riling fpirits flow from fprightly juice. 
Let their warm heads with feenes of battle glow, 
And pour new furies on the feebler foe; 
Yet .a fiiort interval, and none fhall dare 
Expert a lecond fummons to the war ; 
Who waits for that, the dire efferts (hail find., 
If trembling in the (hips he lags behind. 
Embodied, to the battle let us bend, 
And all at once on haughty Troy defeend. 

And now the delegates Ulyfles fent. 
To bear the prefents from the royal tent. 
The fons of Neftor, Phyleus’ valiant heir, 
Thias and Merion, thunderbolts of war. 
With Lycomedes of Creiontian (Train, 
And Melanippus, form’d the choien train. 
Swift as the word was giv’n, the youths obey’d, 
Twice ten bright vafes in the midft they laid ; 
A row of fix fair tripods then fucceeds; 
And twice the ntimber of high-bounding (Tesdst 
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' "Sev’n captives next a lovely line Compofe; 
‘ The eight ilrifeis, like the bluoming tore, 

Clos’d the bright band : Great Ith'acus, before, 
f irft of the train, the golden talents bore; 
The rdl ki public view the chiefs difpofe, 
A fpL-ndid feene ? then Agamemnon reft : 
The boar 'I althybius held : The Grecian lord 

< JJrew the broad cutlace fheath’d befide his fword ; 
The llubborn bridles from the viilim’s brow 
He crops, and off’ring meditates his vow. 
His bands uplifted to th’ attefling fleies, 
On heav’u’s broad marble roof were fix’d his eyes .; 
The folemn words a deep attention draw, 
And Greece around fat thrill'd with faeved awe. 

Witnefs thou firft! thou greateft pow’r above ! 
All-good, all-wife, and all-fnrveying Jove! 
And mother-Earth, and heav’n’s revolving Light, 
And ye, fell Furies of the realms of night, 
‘Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 

> For perjur’d kings, and all who falfely fwear ! 
The black-ey’d maid inviolate removes. 
Pure and unconfcious of my manly loves. 
If this be falfe, heav’n ail its vengeance (lied, 
And levell’d thunder (Irike my guilty head! 

,j With that, his weapon deep infiifts the wound; 
- The bleeding favage tumbles to the ground. 

1 The facred herald rolls the victim flain 
(A fenft for fifh) into the foaming main. 

Then thus Achilles. Hear, ye Greeks! and know 
Whate’er we feel, ’tis Jove inflicts the wo: 

j Not elfe Atrides could our rage inflame, 
Nor from my arms, unwilling, force the dame, 

F. 4 
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’Twas Jove’s high will alone o’er-ruling all. 
That doom’d our flrife, and doom’d the Greeks to fall. 
Go then, ye chiefs ! indulge the genial rite; 
Achilles waits ye, and experts the fight. 

The fpeedy council at his word adjourn’d : 
To their black veffels all the Greeks return’d. 
Achilles fought his tent. His train before 
March’d onward, bending with the gifts they bore. 
Thofe in the tents the fquires induftrious fpread : 
The foaming courfers to the flails they led; 
To their new feats the female captives move : 
Erifeis, radiant as the queen of love, 
Slow as (he pafs’d, beheld with fad furvey 
Where galh’d with cruel wounds, Patroclus lay; 
Prone on the body fell the heav’nly fair. 
Beat her fad breaff, and tore her golden hair; 
All beautiful in grief, her humid eyes, 
Shining with tears, Ihe lifts, and thus (he cries. 

Ah youth, for ever dear, for ever kind. 
Once tender friend of my diftradled mind! 
I left thee frefh in life, in beauty gay : 
Now find thee cold, inanimated clay ! 
What foes my wretched race of life attend ? 
Sorrows on forrows, never doom’d to end ! 
The firft lov'd confort of my virgin bed 
Before thefe eyes in fatal battle bled ; 
My three brave brothers, in one mournful day. 
All trod the dark, irremeable way ! 
Thy friendly hand uprear’d me from the plain, 
And dry’d my forrows for a hufband (lain ; 
Achilles’ care you promis’d I (hould prove, 
The firft, the deareft partner of his love; 
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That rites divine fhould ratify the band, 
> And make me emprefs in his native land. 
Accept thefe grateful tears! for thee they flow, 
Tor thee, that ever felt another’s wo ! 

Her fifter-captives echo'd groan for groan ; 
Nor mourn’d Patroclus’ fortunes, but their own. 
The leaders prefs’d the chief on ev’ry fide; 
Unmov’d he heard them, and with fighs deny’d. 
If yet Achilles have a friend, whofe care 
Is bent to pleafe him, this requeft forbear ; 

( Till yonder fon defcend, ah let me pay 
To grief and anguifli one abftemious day ! 

He fpoke; and from the warriors turn’d his face; 
Yet flill the brother-kings of Atreus’ race, 
Neftor, Idomeneus, Ulyfles fage, 
And Phoenix, Ilrive to calm his grief and rage : 
His rage they calm not, nor his grief control; 
He groans, he raves, he forrows from his foul. 
Thou too Patroclus ! (thus his heart he vents), 
Once fpread th’ inviting banquet in our tents ; 
Thy fweet fociety, thy winning care, 
Oft flay’d Achilles, rufhing to the war. 
But now, alas! to death’s cold arms refign’d. 
What banquet, but revenge, can glad my mind ? 

1 What greater forrow could afflift my bread. 
What more, if hoary Peleus were deceaft ? 
Who now, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to hear 
His fon’s fad fate, and drops a tender tear. 
What more, (hould Neoptolemus the brave 
(My only offspring) fink into the grave ? 

<i If yet that offspring lives, (I diftant far, 
Of all negleflfu), wage a hateful war). 
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5 could not this, this cruel ftroke attend ; 
Tate claim’d Achilles, but might Ipare his friend. 
J hop’d Patroclus might furvive, to rear 
My tender orphan with a parent’s care, 
From Scyros ifle conduft him o’er the main, 
And glad his eyes with his paternal reign, 
The lofty- palace, and the large domain. 
For Peleus breathes no more the vital air; 
Or drags a-wretched life of age and care, 
But till the news of my fad fate invades 
His haft’ning foul, and finks him to the Ihades. 

Sighing he faid: His grief the heroes join'd, 
.Each Hole a tear for what he left behind. 
Their mingled grief the fire of heav’n furvey’d, 
And thus with -pity to his blue-ey’d maid. 

Is then Achilles now no more thy care; 
And doll thou thus defert the great in war ? 
I.o, where yon fails their canvas wings extend, 
All comfortlefs he fits, and wails his friend : 
Ere third and want his forces have opprefl, 
Hade, and inf rife ambrofia in his bread. 

He fpoke; and fudden, as the word of Jove, 
Shot the defeending goddefs from above. 
.So fwift through aether the (brill harpy fprings. 
The wide air floating to her ample wings. 
To great Achilles (he her flight addred, 
And pour’d divine ambrofia in his bread, 
With ne£Ur fweet, (refeflion of the gods !) 
Then, fwift afeending, fought the bright abodes. 

Now idu’d from tbe (hips the warrior train, 
And like a deluge pour’d upon the plain. 
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!As when tS'.e piercing biafts of Boreas blow, 
And fcatter o’er the fields the driving fnow ; 
from dufky clouds the fleecy winter flies, 
Whofe dazzling luftre whitens all the ikies : 
So helms fucceeding helms, fo ihitlds from fliields 
Catch the quick beams, and brighten all the fields.; 
Broad glittering brcaft-platcs, Ipears with pointed rays 
Mix in one Bream, refleding blaze on blaze; 
Thick beats the centre as the courfers bound, 
With fplendor flame the ikies, and laugh the fields a- 

round. 
■' Full in the mldil, bigh-tow’ring o’er the reft, 

His limbs in arms divine Achilles dreft ; 
Arms which the father of the fire beftow’d, 

■Forg’d on th’ eternal anvils of the god. 
Grief and revenge his furious heart infpire, 
His glowing eye-balls roll with living fire; 
He grinds his teeth, and, furious with delay, 
O’erlooks th’embattled hoftjand hopes the bloody day. 

The filver cuifhes firft his thighs infold: 
Then o’er his breaft was brac’d the hollow gold : 
The brazen {word a various baldric ty’d, 
That, ftarr'd with gems, hung glilt’ring at his fide; 
And, like the moon, the broad refulgent (liield 

1' Blaz’d with long rays, and gleam’d athwart the field. 
So to night-wand’ring failors, pale with fears, 

‘ Wide o’er the wat’ry wafte a light appears, 
Which on the far-feen mountain, blazing high, 

■ Streams from fonie lonely watch-tow’r to the (ky: 
- With mournful eyes they gaze, and gaze again ; 
; Houd howls the ftorm, and drives them o’er the main. 
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Next, his high head the helmet grac’d ; behind 

The fweepy creft hung floating in the wind : 
Like the red ftar, that from his flaming hair 
Shakes down difeafes, peftilence, and war; 
So ftream’d the golden honours from his head, 
Trembled the fparkling plumes, and the loofe glories 

fhed. 
The chief beholds himfelf with wond’ring eyes ; 

His arms he poifes, and his motions tries ; 
Buoy’d by fome inward force he feems to fwim. 
And feels a pinion lifting ev’ry limb. 

And now he lhakes his great paternal fpear, 
Pond’rous and huge ! which not a Greek could rear. 
From Pelion’s cloudy top an alh entire 
Old Chiron fell’d, and fhap’d it for his fire; 
A fpear which {tern Achilles only wields. 
The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 

Automcdon and Alcimus prepare 
Th’ immortal couriers, and the radiant car, 
(The filver traces fweeping at their fide) ; 
Their fiery mouths refplendent bridles ty’d ; 
The iv’ry-ftudded reins, return’d behind. 
Wav'd o’er their backs, and to the chariot join’d. 
The charioteer then whirl’d the lalh around, 
And fwift afeended at one aftive bound. 
All bright in heav’nly arms, above his fquire 
Achilles mounts, and fets the field on fire; 
Not brighter Phoebus in the aetherial way. 
Flames from his chariot, and reftores the day. 
High o’er the holt all terrible he Hands, 
And thunders to his Heeds thefe dread commands. 
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Xanthus and Dalius ! of Podarges’ ftrain, 
(Unlefs ye boaft that hcav’nly race in vain), 
Be fwift, be mindful of the load ye bear. 
And learn to make your mailer more your care : 
Thro’ falling fquadrons bear my llaught’ring fword, 
Nor, as you left Patroclus, leave your lord. 

The gen’rous Xanthus, as the words he faid. 
Seem’d fenfible of woe, and droop’d his head : 
Trembling he flood before the golden wain. 
And bow’d to dull the honours of his mane; 

< When, llrange to tell! (fo Juno will’d), he broke 
Eternal filence, and portentous fpokc. 
Achilles ! yes 1 this day at lead we bear 
Thy rage in lafety through the files of war: 
But come it will, the fatal time mull come. 
Nor ours the fault, but God decrees thy doom. 
Not through our crime, or flownefs in the courfe. 
Fell thy Patroclus, but by heav’nly force; 
The bright far-lhooting god who gilds the day, 
(Confefs’d W'e faw him), tore his arms away. 
No—could our fwiftnefs o’er the winds prevail. 
Or beat the pinions of the wellern gale. 
All were in vain—the fates thy death demand, 
Due to a mortal and immortal hand. 

v Then ceas’d for ever, by the furies ty’d, 
. His fateful voice. Th’ intrepid chief reply’d 

With unabated rage—So let it be ! 
Portents and prodigies are loft to me. 
I know my fates; to die, to fee no more 
My much-lov’d parents, and my native fhore— 1 Enough—when heav’n ordains I fink in night; 
Now perilh Troy! he faid, and rulll’d to fight. 
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THE ARGUMENT, 

Ttfe Battle of the Gods, and the A8s of Aehilhs, 
JUPITER, upon Achilles’s return to the battle, 

calls a council of the gods, and permits them to 
alfift either party. The terrors of the combat de- 
feribed, when the deities are engaged, Apollo en- 
courages vEneas to meet Achilles. After a long: 
converfation, thefe two heroes encounter ; but 

! JEneas is preferved by the alfiflance of Neptune.. 
Achilles falls upon the reft of the Trojans, and is 
Upon the point of killing Heftor ; but Apollo con-- 
veys him away in a cloud,- Achilles purfues the. 
Trojans with a great flaughter. 

iThe lame day continues. Thefcene is in the field be= 
fore Troy, 
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BOOK XX. 

p-pHUS round Pelides, breathing war and blood, 
I- -L Greece (heath’d in arms, befide her vefTels ftood; 

i While near impencing from a neighb’ring height, 
Troy’s black battalions wait the (hock of fight. 
Then Jove to Themis gives command, to call 
T ie gods to council in the Harry hall: 
jigwift o’er Olympus’ hundred hills (he flies, 
.And fummons all the lenate of the (kies. 
'Thefe (hining on, in long procefiion come 

fTo Jove’s eternal adamantine dome. 
TJot one was abfent, not a rural pow’r 
That haunts the verdant gloom or rofy bow’r, 
tEach fair-hair’d Dryad of the (hady wood. 
Each azure After of the fiiver flood : 
iAli but old Ocean, hoary fire! who keeps 
His ancient feat beneath the facred deeps. 
On marble thrones with lucid columns crown’d, 
(The work of Vulcan), fat the powers around, 
Ev’n * he whofe trident fways the wat’ry reign, 
Heard the loud fummons, and forfook the main, 
Aflum’d his throne amid the bright abodes, 
And qneftion’d thus the fire of men and gods. 

What moves the god who heav’n and earth com- 
> mands, 

i 'And grafps the thunder in his awful hands, 

* Neptune. 
Vol, Vli. F 
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Thus to convene the whole aetherial (late ? 
Is Greece and Troy the fubjeft in debate ? 
Already met, the louring hods appear, 
And death dands ardent on the edge of war. 

’Tis true, (the cloud-compelling pow’r replies). 
This day, we call the council of the ihies 
In care of human race; ev’n Jove’s own eye 
Sees with regret unhappy mortals die. 
Far on Olympus’ top in fecret date, 
Ourfelf will fit, and fee the hand of fate 
Work out our will. Celedial pow’rs ! defeend, 
And, as your minds diredt, your fuccour lend 
To either hod. Troy foon mud lie o’erthrown 
If uncontroll’d Achilles fights alone : 
Their troops but lately durd not meet his eyes; 
What can they now, if in his rage he rife ? 
Aflid them, Gods! or llion’s facred wall 
May fall this day, though fate forbids the fall. 

He faid, and fir’d their beav’nly breads with rage 
On adverfe parts the warring gods engage. 
Heav’n’s awful queen ; and he whofe azure round 
Girds the vad globe ; the maid in arms renown’d; 
Hermes, of profitable arts the fire; 
And Vulcan, the black fov’reign of the fire ; 
Thefe to the fleet repair with indant flight; 
The veflels tremble as the gods alight. 
In aid of Troy, Latona, Phoebus came. 
Mars fiery-helm’d, the laughter-loving dame, ■ 
Xanthus whofe dreams in golden currents flow. 
And the chade huntrefs of the filver bow. 
Ere yet the gods their various aid employ. 
Each Argivc Hfom fwell’d with manly joy, 
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While great Achilles, (terror of the plain), 
Long loft to battle, fhone in arms again. 
Dreadful he ftood in front of all his hoft ; 
^ale Troy beheld, and feem’d already loft; 
der braveft heroes pant with inward fear, 
Ind trembling fee another god of war. 

Bnt when the pow’rs defeending fwelPd the fight, 
'hen tumult rofe ; fierce rage and pale affright 
'ary’d each face ; then difeord founds alarms, 

| iarth echoes, and the nations rufti to arms, 
dow through the trembling (hores Minerva calls, 

jknd now (he thunders from the Grecian walls, 
flats hov’ring o’er his Troy, his terror (hrouds 
| in gloomy tempefts, and a night of clouds : 
low through each Trojan heart he fury pours, 
ifith voice divine, from Ilion’s topmoft tow’rs; 
■row (houts to Simois, from her beauteous hill ; 
he mountain (hook, the rapid ftream ftood fk!L 
hove, the fire of gods his thunder rolls, 
nd peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. 
■neath, ftern Neptune (hakes the (olid ground; 
he forefts wave, the mountains nod around; 
hrough all their fummits tremble Ida’s woods, 
jnd from their fources boil her hundred floods. 
«>y’s turrets totter on the rocking plain ; 
md the tofs’d navies beat the heaving main, 
eep in the difmal regions of the dead, 
T infernal monarch rear’d his horrid head, 
ap’d from his throne, left Neptune’s arms (hoUid 
r lay 
is dark dominions open to the day, 

F i 
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And pour in light on Pluto’s drear abodes, 
Abhorr’d by men, and dreadful ev’n to gods. 

Such war th’ immortals wage : Such horrors rend 
The world’s vaft concave, when the gods contend. 
Firfl fdver-fhafted Phoebus took the plain 
Againft blue Neptune, monarch of the main : 
The god of arms his giant-bulk difplay’d, 
Oppos’d to Pallas, war’s triumphant maid. 
Againft Latona march’d the fon of May : 
The quiver’d Dian lifter of the day, 
(Her golden arrows founding at her fide), 
Saturnia, Majefty of heav’n, defy’d. 
With fiery Vulcan laft in battle (lands 
The facred flood that rolls on golden fands; 
Xanthus his name with thole of heav’nly birth, 
But call’d Scamander by the fons of earth. 

While thus the gods in various league engage, 
Achilles glow’d with more than mortal rage: 
Heitor he fought; in fearch of Heitor turn’d 
His eyes around, for Heitor only burn’d; 
And burft like light’ning through the ranks, and vow’d 
To glut the god of battles with his blood. 

Aineas was the firft who dar’d to ftay ; 
Apollo wedg’d him in the warrior’s way, 
But fwelfd his bofom with undaunted might, 
Half-forc’d, and half-perfuaded to the fight. 
Like young Lycaon, of the royal line, 
In voice and afpeit, feem’d the pow’r divine; 
And bade the chief refleit, how late with fcorn- 
In diftant threats he brav’d the goddefs-born. 
Then thus the hero of Anchifes’ ftrain, 
To meet Pelides you perfuade in vain s 
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Already have I met, nor void of fear 
Obferv’d the fury of his flying fpear ; 
From Ida’s woods he chas’d us to the field, 
Our force he fcatter’d, and our herds he kill’d ; 
Lyrneffiis, Pedafus in allies lay ; 
But (Jove affifling) I furviv’d the day. 
Elle had I funk opprefs’d in fatal fight, 
By fierce Achilles and Minerva’s might. 
Where-e’er he mov’d, the goddcfs (hone before, 
And bath’d his brazen lance in hoflile gore. 
What mortal man Achilles can fuflain ? _ 
Th’ immortals guard him thro’ the dreadful plain> C 
And fufler not his dart to fall in vain. j 
Were God my aid, this arm Ihould check his pow’r, 
Though firong in battle as a brazen tow’r. 

To whom the fon of Jove : That god implore, 
And be what great Achilles was before. 
From heav’nly Venus thou deriv’d thy drain. 
And he but from a fifler of the main; 
An aged fea-god, father of his line, 
But Jove himfelf the facred fource of thine. 
Then lift thy weapon for a noble blow, 
Nor fear the vaunting of a mortal foe. 

. This faid, ind fpirit breath’d into his bread, 
Thro’ the thick troops the embolden’d hero pred : 
His vcnt’rous aft the white arm’d queen furvey’d. 
And thus, aflembling all the pow’rs, (he faid, 

Behold an aftion, gods! that claims your care, 
Lo great jEneas rulhing to the war! 
Againd Pelides he direfts his courfe; 
Phoebus impels, and Phoebus gives him force. 

F 3 
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Reftrain his hold career ; at lead, t’ attend 
Our favour’d hero, let feme pow’r defeend. 
To guard his life, and add to his renown, 
We, the great armament of heav’n came down. 
Hereafter let him fall, as fates defign, 
That fpun fo fhort his life’s iliutlrious line : 
But, left fome adverfe god now crofs his way, 
Give him to know, what pow’rs affift this day: 
For how fhall mortal ftand the dire alarms, 
When heav’n’s refulgent hoft appear in arms ? 

Thus /he; and thus the god whole fore* can make 
The folid globe's eternal bafts (hake. 
Again/! the might of man, ib leeble known, 
W’hy /hould celeftial pow’rs exert their own ? 
Suffice, from yonder mount to view the feene ; 
And leave to war the fates of mortal men. 
But if th’ Armipotent, or god of light, 
Ob/lruO Achilles, or commence the fight, 
Thence on the gods of Troy we fwift defeend : 
Fullfoon, I doubt not, /hall the conflift end. 
And thefe, in ruin and confufion hurl’d. 
Yield to our conqu’ring arms the lower world. 

Thus having fakl, the tyrant of the fea, 
Caerulean Neptune, rofe, and led the way. 
Advanc’d upon the field there flood a mound 
Of earth congefted, wall’d, and trench’d around ; 
In elder times to guard Alcides made, 
(The Work of Trojans, with Minerva’s aid), 
What time a vengeful monfterof the main 
Swept the wide fhore, arid drove him to the plain. 

Here Neptune and the gods of Greece repair, 
W’ith clouds encompafs’d, and a veil of air: 
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The adverfe povv’rs, around Apollo laid, 
Crown the fair hills that (liver Simois (hade. 
In circle clofe each heav’nly party fat, 
Intent to form the future fcheme of fate ; 
But mix not yet in fight, though Jove on high 
Gives the loud hgnal, and the heaV’n’s reply. 

Mean while the rufhing armies hide the ground; 
The trampled centre yields a hollow (bund : 
Steeds cas’d in mail, and chiefs in armour bright. 
The gleamy champaign glows with brazen light. 
Amid both hods (a dreadful fpace !) appear 
There, great Achilles ; bold jEneas, here. 
With tow’ring (Irides ALneas firfi advanc’d; 
The nodding plumage on his helmet danc’d. 
Spread o’er his bread, the fencing (bieid he bore. 
And, as he mov’d, his jav’lin flam’d before. 
Not fo Pelides ; furious to engage. 
He rufh’d impetuous. Such the iion’s rage. 
Who viewing fird his foes with fcornful eyes, 
Though all in arms the peopled city rife, 
Stalks cardefs on, with unregarding pride : 
fili at the length, by fome brave youth defy’d. 
To his boidfpear the favage turns alone. 
He murmurs fury with an hollow groan ; 
He grins, he foams, he rolls his eyes around ; 
Laih d by his tail his heaving fides refound ; 
He calls tip all his rage; he grinds his teeth, 
Refolv’d bn vengeance, or refolv’d on death. 
So fierce Achilles on yEneas flies; 
So (lands fEneas, and his force defies. 
Ere yet the Acrn encounter join'd begun 
The feed of Thetis thus to Venus’ fon, 

E 4 
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Why comes iEneas through the ranks fo far? 
Seeks he to meet Achilles’ arm in war, 
In hope the realms of Priam to enjoy. 
And prove his merits to the throne of Troy ? 
Grant that beneath thy lance Achilles dies. 
The partial monarch may refufe the prize : 
Sons he has many : Thofe thy pride may quell; 
And ’tis his fault to love thofe fons too well. 
Or, in reward of thy vidtorious hand, 
Has Troy propos’d Lome Ipacious tra£! of land; 
An ample foreft, or a fair domain, 
Of hills for vines, and arable for grain ? 
Ev’n this, perhaps, will hardly prove thy lot. 
But can Achilles be fo foon forgot ? 
Once (as I think) you faw this brandilh’d fpear, 
And then the great iEneas feem’d to fear. 
With hearty hade from Ida’s mount he fled, 
Nor, till he reach’d Lyrneflus, turn’d his head. 
Her lofty walls not long our progrefs (laid; 
Thofe Pallas, Jove, and we, in ruins laid : 
In Grecian chains her captive race were cad; 
’Tis true, the great LEneas fled too fad. 
Defrauded of my conqued once before. 
What then I lod, the gods this day redore. 
Go; while thou may’d, avoid the threaten’d fate 
Fools day to feel it, and are wife too late. 

To this Anchifes’ fon. Such words employ 
To one that fears thee, fome unwarlike boy; 
Such we difdain; the bed may be defy’d 
With mean reproaches, and unmanly pride ; 
Unworthy the high race from which we came, 
Proclaim’d fo loudly by the voice of fame ; 
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lach from illuftrious fathers draws his line ; 
Each goddefs born ; half human, half divine. 
Thetis’ this day:, or Venus’ offspring dies, 
And tears (hall trickle from celeftial eyes; 
For when two heroes thus deriv’d, contend, 
’Tis not in words the glorious ftrife can end. 
If yet you farther feek to learn rny birth, 
(A tale refounded through the fpacious earth), 
Hear how the glorious origin we prove 
From ancient Dardanus, the firft from Jove: 
Dardania’s walls he rais’d ; for llion, then, 
(The city fmee of many-ianguag’d men). 
Was not. The natives were content to till 
The (Lady foot of Ida’s fount-full hill. 
From Dardanus, great Erichthonius fprings, 
The richeft, once, of Afia’s wealthy kings; 
Three thoufand marcs his fpacious paflures bred, 
Three thoufand foals befide their mothers fed. 
Boreas, enamour’d of the fprigbtly train, 
Conceal’d his godhead in a flowing main, 
With voice diffembled to his loves he neigh’d, 
And cours’d the dappled beauties o’er the mead : 
Hence fprung twelve others of unrival’d kind, 
Swift as their mother-mares, and father Wind. 
Thefe lightly fkimming, when they fweep the plain. 
Nor ply’d the grafs, nor bent the tender grain ; 
And when along the level feas they flew, 
Scarce on the furface curl’d the briny dew. 
Such Erichthonius was : From him there came 
The facred Tros, of whom the Trojan name. 
Three fons renown’d adorn’d his nuptial-bed, 
Ilus, Affaracus, and Ganymed : 
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The matchlefs Ganymed, divinely fair, 
Whom heav’n, enamour’d, fnatch’d to upper air 
To bear the cup of Jove, (aetherial gucft. 
The grace and glory of th’ ambrofial feaft). 
The two remaining tons the line divide : 
Firft rofe Laotr.edon from Hut’ fide; 
From hirn Tythonus, now in cares grown old, 
And Priam, (blefs’d with Heftor, brave and bold): 
Clytius and Lampus, ever-honour’d pair ; 
And Hicetaon, thunderbolt of war. 
From great Aflaracus fprung Capys, he 
Begat Anchifes, and Anchifes me. 
Such is our race : Tis fortune gives us birth. 
But Jove alone endues the foul with worth : 
He, fource of pow’r and might! with boundlefs fway. 
All human courage gives, or takes away. 
Long in the field of words we may contend; 
Reproach is infinite, and knows no end; 
Arm’d or with truth or falfehood, right or wrong; 
So voluble a weapon is the tongue ; 
Wounded, we wound; and neither fide can fail. 
For ev’ry man has equal firength to rail : 
Women alone, when in the flreets they jar, 
Perhaps excel us in this wordy war ; 
Like us they (land, encompafs’d with the croud. 
And vent their anger impotent and loud. 
Ceafe then—Our bus’nefs in the field of fight 
Is not to queftion, but to prove our might. 
To all thole infults thou haft offer’d here 
Receive this anfwer : ’Tis my flying fpear. 

He fpoke. With all his force the jav’lin flung 
Fix'd deep, and loudly in the buckler rung. 
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Far on his outfhstch’cl arm, Pelides held 
(To meet the thund’ring lance) his dreadful Ihield, 
That trembled as it ftuck ; nsr void of fear 
Saw, ere it fell, th’ immeafurable fpear. 
His fears were vain ; impenetrable charms 
Secur’d the temper of th’ aetherial arms. 
Through two flrong plates the point its paflage held, 
But flopp’d, and refled, by the third repell’d. 
Five plates of various metal, various mould, 
Compos’d the (hield ; of brafs each outward fold, 
Of tin each inward, and the middle gold : 
There fluck the lance. Then, rifing ere he threw, 
The forceful fpear of great Achilles flew. 
And pierc’d the Dardan fhield’s extremeft bound, 
Where the flirill brafs return’d a fharper found : 
Through the thin verge the Pelean weapon glideSj 
And the flight cov’ring of expanded hides. 
Aineas his contrafted body bends, 
And o'er him high the riven targe extends, 
Sees, through its parting plates, the upper air, 
And at his back perceives the quiv’ring fpear: 
A fate fo hear him, chills his foul with fright, 
And fvvims before his eyes the many-colour’d light 
Achilles, rufhing in with dreadful cries, 

j) Draws his broad blade, and at TEneas flies : 
Aineas, roufing as the foe came on, 

' (With force collefled), heaves a mighty ftone: 
A mafs enormous! which, in modern days, 
Not two of earth’s degen’rate fons could raife, 
But ocean’s god, whofe earthquakes rock the ground 

, Saw the diflrefs, aud mov’d the pow’rs around. 
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Lo! on the brink of fate TEneas (lands, 
An inftant vidlim to Achilles’ hands: 
By Phoebus urg’d ; but Phoebus has bellow’d 
His aid in vain ; the man o’erpow’rs the god. 
And can ye fee this righteous chief atone. 
With guiltlefs blood, for vices not hisowa? 
To all the gods his conflant vows were paid : 
Sure, though he wars for Troy, he claims our aid. 
Fate wills not this; nor thus can Jove refign 
The future father of the Dardan line : 
The firft great anceftor obtain’d his grace. 
And (till his love defeends on all the race. 
For Priam now, and Priam’s faithlefs kind. 
At length are odious to th’ all-feting mind ; 
On great ./Eneas (hall devolve the reign, 
And fons fucceeding fons the lading line fudain. 
The great earth-(haker thus: To whom replies 
Th’ imperial goddefs with the radiant eyes. 
Good as he is, to immolate or fpare 
The Dardan prince, O Neptune! be thy care; 
Pallas and 1, by all that gods can bind, 
Have fworn dedruflion to the Trojan kind; 
Not even an indant to protradl their fate. 
Or fave one member of the finking date; 
Till her lad flame be quench’d with her lad gore, 
And cv’n her crumbling ruins are no more. 

The king of ocean to the fight defeends, 
Through all the whidling darts his courfe he bends» 
Swift interpos’d between the warriors flies, 
And cads thick darknefs o’er Achilles’ eyes. 
From great ./Eneas’ (hield the fpear he drew. 
And at its mader’s feet the weapon threw. 
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'I'hat done, with force divine he fnatch’d on high 
The Cardan prince, and bore him thro’ the fky, 
Smooth-gliding without Hep, above the heads 
Of warring heroes, and of bounding deeds : 
Till at the battle’s utmoft verge they light, 
Where the flow Caucons clofe the rear of fight. 
The godhead there (his heav’nly form confels’d). 
With words like thefe the panting chief addrefs’d. 

What pow’r, O prince ! with force inferior far 
Urg’d thee to meet Achilles’ arm in w ar ? 
Henceforth beware, nor antedate thy doom. 
Defrauding fate of all thy fame to come. 
But when the day decreed (for come it mufl) 
Shall lay this dreadful hero in the dull, 
Let then the furies of that arm be known. 
Secure, no Grecian force tranfcends thy own. 

With that he left him, wond’ring as he lay. 
Then from Achilles chas’d the mill away : 
Sudden, returning with the dream of light. 
The fcene of war came rulhing on his fight. 
Then thus, amaz’d ! What wonders ftrike my mind ! 
My fpear, that parted on the wings of wind, 
Laid here before me! and the Cardan lord 
That fell this indant, vanilh’d from my fword ! 
1 thought alone with mortals to contend, 
But pow’rs celedial fure this foe defend. 
Great a? he is, our arm he fcarce will try. 
Content for once, with all his gods, to fly. 
Now then let others bleed—This faid, aloud 
He vents his fury, and inflames the croud : 
O Greeks! (he cries, and ev’ry rank alarms). 
Join battle, man to man, and arms to arms 1 
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’Tis not in me, though favour’d by the fky, 
To mow whole troops, and make whole armies fly:: 
No god can fingly fuch a hoA engage. 
Not Mars himfelf, nor great Minerva’s rage. 
But whatfoe’er Achilles can infpire, 
Whate’er of active force, or afting fire ; 
Whate’er this heart can prompt, or hand obey ; 
AH, all Acnilles, Greeks ! is your’s tc-day. 
Through yon wide hofi: this arm ftiall fcatter fear. 
And thin the fquadrons with my fingle fpear. 

He laid : Nor lefs elate with martial joy, 
The godlike Heftor warm’d the troops of Troy. 
Trojans, to war ! think Hctflor leads you on ; 
Nor dread the vaunts of Peleus’ haughty fon. 
Deeds muft decide our fate. Ev’n thofe with words 
Infult the brave, who tremble at their fwords : 
The weakeft atheift-wretch all heav’n defies, 
But (brinks and fnudders when the thunder flies. 
Nor from yon boafter fhall your chief retire. 
Not though his heart were fteel, his hands were fire; 
That fire, that fleel, your Heftor fhould with (land, 
And brave that vengeful heart, that dreadful hand. 

Thus (breathing rage through all) the hero faid 
A wood of lances rifes round his head, 
Clamours on clamours temped all the atr; 
They join, they throng, they thicken to the war. 
But Phoebus warns him from high heav’n to (huti 
The fingle fight with Thetis’ godlike fon ; 
More fafe to combat in the mingled band, 
Nor tempt too near the terrors of his hand. 
He hears, obedient to the god of light, 
And, plung’d within the ranks, awaits the fight. 
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; Then fierce Achilles, fiiouting to the fldes, 
Ja Troy’s whole force with boundlefs fury flies, 
hrft falls Iphytion, at his army’s head; 
have was the chief, and braye the hofl he led ; 
'rom great Otrynteus he deriv’d his blood, 
flis molher was a Nais of the flood; 
leneath the lhades of Tmolus, crown’d with fnow, 
'rom Hyde’s wails he rul’d the lands below. 
•ierce as he fprings, the fword his head divides; 
fhe parted vifage falls on equal Tides: 
iVith loud-refounding arms he ftrikes the plain ; 
IViiile thus Achilles glories o’er the flain. 

Lie there, Otryntides ! the Trojan earth 
Receives thee dead, though Gygae boafl thy birth; 
Thofe beauteous fields where Hylus’ waves are roll’d, 
\nd plenteous Hermes fvvells with tides of gold, 
Are thine no more—Th’ infulting hero faid, 
And left him deeping in eternal (hade. 
File rolling wheels of Greece the body tore, 
And dalh’d their axles with no vulgar gore. 

Demoleon next, Antenor’s offspring, laid 
Breathlcfs in duff, the price of ralhnefs paid. 
Th’ impatient fteel, with full defcending fway 
Forc’d through his brazen helm its furious way, 
Refiftlefs drove the batter’d fcnil before, 
And dalh’d and mingled all the brains with gore. 
This fees Hippodamas, and feiz’d with fright, 
DeTerts his chariot for a fwifter flight. 
The lance arrefls him : An ignoble wound 
The panting Trojan rivets to the ground. 
He groans away his foul: Not louder roars. 
At Neptune’s flirinc, on Helice’s high fhores, 
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The victim bull; the rocks rebellow round, 
And Ocean liftens to the grateful found. 

Then fell on Polydore his vengeful rage. 
The youngeft hope of Priam’s (looping age, 
( Whofe feet for fwiftnef. in the race furpaft), 
Of all his Tons the dearefl, and the lad. 
To the forbidden field betakes his flight, 
In the firft volley of a youthful knight; 
To vaunt his fwiftnefs, wheels around the plain, 
But vaunts not long, with all his fwiftnefs (lain. 
Struck where the croffing belts unite behind, 
And golden rings the double back-plate join’d : 
Forth through the navel burd the thrilling deel; 
And on his knees with piercing (kricks he fell ; 
The rufhing entrails pour’d upon the ground 
His hands colleft ; and darknefs wraps him round- 
When Keflor view’d, all ghadly in his gore 
Thus fadly (lain, th’ unhappy Polydore; 
A cloud of forrow overcad his fight, 
His foul no longer brook’d the diflant fight. 
Full in Achilles’ dreadful front he came, 
And (hook his jav’lin like a waving flame. 
The fon of Peleus fees, with joy poded ; 
His heart high-bounding in his rifing bread r 
And, lo ! the man, on whom black fates attend. 
The man, that flew Achilles, in his friend ! 
Ho more (hall Heftor’s and Pelides’ fpear 
Turn from each other in the walks of war— 
Then with revengeful eyes he fcann’d him o’er : 
Come, and receive thy fate ! he fpeaks no more. 

He<dor, undaunted, thus : Such words employ 
To one that dreads thee, fome unwarlike boy : 
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Such we could give, (kfj'ing and clefy’d, 
Mean intercourfe of obloquy an,d,pride ! 
I know thy force to mine fuperior far; 
But heav’n alone confers fuccefs in war : 
Mean as I am, the gods may guide my dart, 
And jive it entrance in a braver heart. 

Then parts the lance : But Pallas’ heav’nly breath 
Far from Achilles wafts the winged death ; 
The bidden dart again to Hedtor flies, 
And at the feet of its great mafter lies. 
Achilles clofes with his hated foe, 
liis heart and eyes with flaming lury glow : 
But prefent to his aid, Apollo ihrouds 
The favour’d hero in a veil of clouds. 
Thrice flruck Pelides with indignant heart, 
Thrice in impaffive air he plung’d the dart ; 
The fpear a fourth time bury’d in the cloud. 
He foams with fury, and exclaims aloud. 

Wretch ! thou haft Ycap’d again ; once more thy 
flight 

Has lav’d thee, and the partial god of light ; 
But long thou lhalt not thy juft fate withftand, 
If any pow’r affift Achilles’ hand. 
Fly then inglorious ! but thy flight this day 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghofts Ihall pay. 

With that, he gluts his rage on numbers (lain : 
Then Dryops tumbled to th’ enfanguin’d plain, 
Pierc’d through the neck : He left him panting there. 
And flopp’d Demuchus, great Philetor’s heir, 
Gigantic chief! deep galh’d th’ enormous blade. 
And for th^ foul an ample paflage made. 

Vol. VII, G 
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Laogonus and Dardanus expire, 
The valiant Ions of an unhappy fire ; 
Both in one inftant from the chariot hurl’d. 
Sunk in one inftanfto the nether world ; 
This difT’rence only their fad fates afford, 
That one the fpear deflroy’d and one the fword. 

Nor lefs unpity’d young Alaftor bleeds : 
In vain his youth, in vain his beauty pleads: 
In vain he begs thee, with a fuppliant’s moan, 
To fpare a form and age fo like thy own ! 
Unhappy boy! no pray’r, no moving art. 
E’er bent that fierce, inexorable heart ! 
While yet he trembled at his knees, and cry’d, 
The ruthlefs fatilchion op’d his tender fide; 
The panting liver pours a Hood of gore 
That drowms his bofom til! he pants no more. 
Thro’ MuKus’ head then drove th’ impetuous fpear. 
The warrior falls, transfix’d from ear to ear. 
Thy life, Echeclns ! next the fword bereaves; 
Deep thro’ the front the pond’rous faulchion cleaves 
Warm’d in the brain the fmoking weapon lies, 
The purple death comes floating o’er his eyes. 
Then brave Deucalion dy’d : The dart was flung 
Where the knit nerves the pliant elbow ftrung ; 
He dropt bis arm, an unaffifting weight. 
And flood all impotent, expedting fate : 
Full on his neck the falling faulchion fped, 
From Ids broad (boulders hew’d his crefted head : 
Forth from the bone the fpinal marrow flies, 
And funk in dud, the corpfe extended lies. 
Rhigmus, whole race from fruitful Thracia came, 
(The fon of Pireus, an illudrious name), 



[ HOMER’s ILIAD. XX. SSj. o<> 

Succeeds to fate: The fpear his belly rends; 
Prone from his car the thund’ring chief defcends: 
The fquire, who faw expiring on the ground 
His proflrate mafler, rein’d the deeds around : 
His back fcarce turn’d, the Pelian jav’lin gor’d ; 
And dretch’d the fervant o’er his dying lord. 
As when a flame the winding valley fills, 
And runs on crackling (hrubs between the hills; 
Then o’er the dubble up the mountain flies. 
Fires the high woods, and blazes to the Ikies; 
This way and that the fpreading torrent roars : 
So fweeps the hero through the waded fhores; 
Around him wide, immenfe dedrudtion pours, 
And earth is delug’d with the fanguine fhow’rs. 
As with autumnal harveds cover’d o’er. 
And thick beflrown, lies Ceres’ facred floor. 
When round and round, with never-weary’d pain. 
The trampling deers beat out th’ unnumber’d grain : 
So the fierce conifers, as the chariot rolls. 
Tread down whole ranks, and crufh out heroes fouls. 
Dafh’d from their hoofs, while o’er the dead they fly, 
Black, bloody drops the fmoking chariot dye : 
The fpiky wheels through heaps of carnage tore; 

' And thick the groaning axles dropp’d with gore. 
High o’er the fcene of death Achilles dood, 

‘ All grim with dud, all horrible in blood : 
Yet dill infatiate, dill with rage on flame ; 
Such is the hid of never-dying fame ! 
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BOOK XXL 

THE ARGUMENT. 
The bailie in the river Scamander. 

The Trojans fly before Achilles, fome towards the 
town, others to the river Scamander : He falls tip- 
on the latter with great {laughter, takes twelve cap- 
tives alive, to facrifice to the (hade of 1’atroclns; 
and kills Lycaon and Afteropaeus. Scamander at- 
tacks him with all his waves; Neptune and Pallas 
affill the hero ; Simois joins Scamander; at length 
Vulcan, by the infligation of Juno, almoft dries up 
the river. This combat ended, the other gods en- 
gage each other. Meanwhile Achilles continues 
the Daughter, drives the reft into Troy : Agenor on- 
ly makes a (land, and is conveyed away’ in a cloud 
by Apollo; who (to delude Achilles) takes upon 
him Agenor’s fhape, and, while he purfues him in 
that dnguife, gives the Trojans an opportunity of 
retiring into their city. 

The fame day continues. The feene is on the banks 
and in the ftream of Scamander. 
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A ND now to Xanthus’ gliding dream they drove, 
Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove. 

The rirer here divides the flying train, 
Part to the town fly diverfe o’er the plain, 
Where late their troops triumphant bore the fight, 
Now chas’d, and trembling in ignoble flight: 
(Thefe with a gather’d mid Saturnia (hrouds. 
And rolls behind the rout a heap of clouds) : 
Part plunge into the dream : Old Xanthus roars; 
The flalhing billows beat the whiten’d (bores : 
With cries promifcuous all the banks refound : -* 
And here and there in eddies whirling round, C 
The flouncing deeds and (hrieking warriors drown’d. J 
As the fcorch’d locufls from their fields retire, 
While fad behind them runs the blaze of fire; 
Driv’n from the land before the fmoaky cloud. 
The clud’ring legions ru(h into the flood ; 
So plung’d in Xanthus by Achilles force, 
Roars the refounding furge with men and horfe. 
His bloody lance the hero cads afide, 
(Which fpreading tam’rifks on the margin hide), 
Then, like a god, the rapid billow braves, 
Arm’d with his fword, high brandifli’d o’er the waves 
Now down he plunges, now he whirls it round, 
Deep groan’d the waters with the dying found; 
Repeated wounds the redd’ning river dy’d, 
And the warm purple circled on the tide. 

G 4 
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Swift thro’ the foamy flood the Trojans fly, 
And clofe in rocks'or winding cavejns lie. 
So the huge dolphin tempefling the main, 
In fhoals before him fly the fcaly train, 
Confus’dly heap’d they feek their inmofl caves, 
Or pant and heave beneath the floating waves. 
Now tir'd with daughter, from the Trojan hand 
Twelve chofen youths he drags alive to land ; 
With their rich belts their captive arms conflrains, 
(Late their proud ornaments, but now their chains) 
Thefe his attendants to the (hips convey’d, 
Sad victims! deflin’d to Patroclus’ fhade. 

Then, as once more he plung’d amid the flood, 
The young Lycaon in his pafiage flood ; 
The fon of Priam, whom the hero’s hand 
Tilt late made captive in his father’s land, 
(As from a fycamore his founding fled 
Lopp’d the green arms to fpoke a chaiiot-wheel), 
To Lemnos ille he fold the royal flaw, 
Where Jafon’s fon the price demanded gave ; 
Put kind Eetion, touching on the fhore, 
The ranfom’d prince to fair Arifbe boie. 
Ten days were part, fince in his father’s reign 
He felt the fweets of liberty again ; 
The next, that god whom men in vain withfland, 
Gives the fame youth to the fame conqu’ring hand ; 
Now never to return 1 and doom’d to go 
A fadder journey to the fhades below. 
His well-known face when great Achilles ey’d, 
(The heim and vifor he had caft afide 
With wild affright, and dropp’d upon the field 
His ufdefs lance and unavailing fhield). 
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As trembling, panting, fropn the ft ream he Red, 
. And ; nock'd his fault’ring knees, the hero faid. 

Ye mighty gods! what wonders ilrike my view ! 
Is it in vain our conqn’ring arms fubdoe? 
Sure 1 fliall fee yon heaps of Trojans kill’d, 
Rife from the fliades, and brave me on the field : 
As now the captive, whom fo late I hound 
And fold to Lemnos, flalks on Trojan ground ! 
Not him the feas unnteafnr’d deeps detain, 
That bar fuch numbers from their native plain : 
Lo ! he returns. Try, then, my flying fpear! 
Try, if the grave can hold the wanderer; 
If earth at length this aftivc prince cad ferze, 

• Earth, whofe flrong grafp has held down Hercules. 
Thus while he fpake, the Trojan, pule with fears, 

Approach’d, and fought his knees with fuppfiaiit tears 
Loth as he was to yield fits youthful breath, 
And his foul fliiv’ring at th’ approach of death. 
Achilles rais’d the fpear, prepar’d to wound ; 
He kifs’d his feet, extended on the ground : 
And while, above, the fpeaf fufpended (food, 
Longing to dip its thirfty point in blood, 
One hand embrac’d them clofe, otic ftopt the dart; 
While tints thefe melting words attempt his heart. 

Thy well-known captive, great Achilles ! fee, 
Or.ce more Lycaon trembles at thy knee. 
Some pity to a fuppiiant’s name afford, 
Who fhar’d the gifts of Ceres at thy board ; 
Whom late thy conqu’ring arm to Lemnos bore, 
Far from his father, friends, aad native fhore : 
A hundred oxer, were his price that day, 
Now fums immenfe thy mercy fliall repay. 
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Scarce relpited from woes I yet appear, 
And icarce twelve morning-funs have feen me here;. 
Lo ! Jove again fubmits me to thy hands; 
Again her vitHm cruel fate demands! 
I fprung from Priam and Laothoe fair, 
(Old Alte’s daughter, and Lelegia’s heir; 
Who held in.Pedafus his fam’d abode, 
And rul’d the fields where filver Satnio flow’d). 
Two Tons (alas ! unhappy fons) fhe bore ; 
For ah ! one fpear fhall drink each brother’s gore, 
And 1 fucceed to flaughter’d Polydore. 
How from that arm of terror Ihall I fly ? 
Some daemon urges! ’tis my doom to die! 
If ever yet foft pity touch’d thy mind, 
Ah ! think not me too much of Heftor’s kind! 
Not the fame mother gave thy fuppliant breath, 
With his who wrought thy lov’d Patroclus’ death. 

Thefe words, attended with a fhow’r of tears, 
The youth addrefs’d to unrelenting ears. 
Talk not of life, or ranfom, (he replies), 
Patroclus dead, whoever meets me, dies : 
In vain a fingle Trojan fues for grace; 
But lead the fons of Priam’s hateful race. 
Die then; my friend, what boots it to deplore ? 
The great, the good Patroclus, is no more ! 
He, far thy better, was foredoom’d to die, 
“ And thou, doft thou bewail mortality !” 
Seed thou not me, whom nature’s gifts adorn. 
Sprung from a hero, by a goddefs born ; 
The day fhall come (which nothing can avert) 
When by the fpear, the arrow, or the dart, 
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By night, or day, by force, or by defign, 
^Impending death and certain fate are mine. 
Die then—he faid : And as the word he fpoke, 
The fainting (Iripling funk before the ftroke : 
His hand forgot its grafp, and left the fpear ; 

■ While all his trembling frame confefs’d his fear. 
Sudden Achilles his broad fword difplay’d, 
And bury’d in his neck the reeking blade. 
Prone fell the youth ; and, panting on the land. 
The gufhing purple dy’d the thirfly fand: 
The viftor to the ftream the carcafe gave. 
And thus infults him, floating on the wave. 
Lie there, Lycaon ! let the filh furround 
Thy bloated corfe, and fuck thy gory wound : 
There no fad mother (ball thy fun’rals weep. 
But fwift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 
Whofe ev’ry wave fome wat’ry monfler brings. 
To feafl unpunilh’d on the fat of kings. 
So perilh Troy, and all the Trojan line! 
Such ruin theirs, and fuch compalflon mine. 
What boots ye now Scamander’s worlhipp’d dream, 
His earthly honours, and immortal name ! 
In vain your immolated bulls are (lain, 
Your living courfers glut his gulfs in vain : 
Thus he rewards you with this bitter fate; 
Thus, till the Grecian vengeance is complete; 
Thus is aton’d Patroclus honour’d (hade, 
And the fhort abfence of Achilles paid. 

Thefe boaftful words provoke the raging god ; 
With fury fwells the violated flood. 
What means divine may yet the pow’r employ, 
To check Achilles, and to refcue Troy ? 
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Meanwhile the hero fprings in arms; to dare 
Tlie great Afleropaeus to mortal war; 
The foa ol t'tlagon, whole lofty line 
Flows from the fomce of Axius, dream divine ! 
(Fair Pciibaea’s love the god had crown’d. 
With all his refluent waters circled round). 
On him Achilles mill'd: He fearlefs dood, 
And Ihook two fpears, advancing from the flood; 
The flood imped'd him, on Pelides’ head 
T’ avenge his waters, chok’d with heaps of dead. 
Near as they drew, Achilles thus began. 

What art thou, bolded of the race of man ? 
Who, or from whence ? Unhappy is the fire, 
Whole ion encounters our refiftlefs ire. 

O fon of Helen's ! what avails to-trace 
(Reply’d the warrior) our illndrious race ? 
From rich Paeonla’s valleys I command, 
Arm’d with protended fpears, my native band. 
Now (bines the tenth bright morning fince 1 came. 
In aid of Ihon, to the fields of fame. 
Axius, who dwells with all the netghb’ring rills, 
And wide around the floated region fills, 
Begot my fire, whofe fpear fuch glory won : 
Now lift thy arm, and try that hero’s fon! 

Th.reat’ning he faid : The hoflile chiefs advance : 
At once-Afieropaeus difeharg’d each lance, 
(For both his dext’rous hands the lance could wield) 
One firuck, but pierc’d not the Vulcanian (Held; 
One raz’d Achilles’ hand ; the fpouting blood 
Sprung forth ; in earth the fatten'd weapon flood. 
Like lightning next the Pelian jav’lin flics: 
Its erring fury hifs’d along the (kies: 
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Deep in the fweliing bank was driv’n the fpear, 
!Ev’n to the middle earth’d ; and quiver’d there. 
Then from his fide the fword Pelides drew, 
And on his foe with doubled fury flew. 
•The foe thrice tugg’d, and fhook the rooted wood ; 
Repulfive of his might the weapon Hood : 
The fourth, he tries to break the fpear, in vain : 
Bent as he Hands, he tumbles to the plain ; 
His belly open’d with a ghaltly wound; 
The reeking intrails pour upon the ground. 
Beneath the hero’s feet he panting lies, 
And his eye darkens, and his fpirit flies '• 
While the proud viftor thus triumphing faid, 
His radiant armour tearing from the dead : 

So ends thy glory ! fuch the fate they prove 
Who Hrive prefumptuous with the fons of Jove. 
Sprung from a river, didfi thou boafi thy line ? 
But great Saturnius is the fource of mine. 
How durfi thou vaunt thy wat’ry progeny ? 
Of Pcleus, /Eacus, and Jove, am I; 
The race of thefe fuperior far to thofe, 
As he that thunders, to the Hream that flows. 
What rivers can, Scamander might have fhown 5 
But Jove he dreads, nor wars againfi his fon. 
Ev’n Achelous might contend in vain, 
And all the roaring billows of the main. 
Th’ eternal Ocean, from whofe fountains flow 
The feas, the rivers, and the fprings below, 
The thund’ring voice of Jove abhors to hear. 
And in his deep ahyfles lhakes with fear. 

He faid ; then from the bank his jav’lin tore, 
And left the breathlefs warrior in his gore. 
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The floating tides the bloody carcafe lave 
And beat again!! it, wave fucceeding wave ; 
Till roll’d between the banks, it lies the food 
Of curling eels, and fifties of the flood. 
All fcatter’d round the ffream (their mightief! flain) 
Th1 amaz’d Paeonians fcour along the plain : 
He vents his fury on the flying crew, 
Thrafius, Aflypylus, and Mnifus flew; 
Rlydon, Therfilocbus, with yEnius fell ; 
And numbers more his lance had plung’d to hell; 
But from the bottom of his gulfs profound 
Scamander fpoke ;-the fliores return’d the found : 

O firft of mortals! (for the gods are thine), 
In valour matchlefs, and in force divine ! 
If Jove has giv’n thee ev’ry 1’rojan head, 
’Tis not on me thy rage fliould heap the dead. 
See! my choak’d flreams no more their courfe ca-u 

keep, 
Nor roll their wonted tribute to the deep. 
Turn then, impetuous ! from our injur’d flood ; 
Content, thy flanghters could amaze a god. 

In human form, confefs’d before his eyes. 
The river thus; and thus the chief replies. 
O facred dream ! thy word we fhall obey, 
But not till Troy the deflin’d vengeance pay; 
Not till within her tow’rs the perjur’d train 
Shall pant and tremble at our arms again ; 
Not till proud Heffor, guardian of her wall, 
Or flain this lance, or fee Achilles fall. 

He faid ; and drove with fury on the foe. 
Then to the godhead of the filver bow 
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• ’The yellow flood began : O fon of Jove ! 
»Was tiot the :riatidate of the fire above 
.'Full and exprtR, that Phoebus fhould employ 
Plis facred avrons In defence of Troy, 

„ And ira-ke ber conquer, til! Hyperion’s fall 
In awful darknefs hide the face of all ? > 

He fpoke in vain—the chief without difmay 
Plows through the boiling furge his defp’rate way. 
Then riling in his rage above the fhores, 
From ail his deep the bellowing river roars, 

, Huge heaps of flain difgorges on the coafl, 
And round the banks the ghaftly dead are toll; 
While all before the billows rang’d on high 
(A wat’ry bulwark) fereen the bands who fly. 
Now hurtling on his head with thund’ring found, 
The falling deluge whelms the hero round : 
His loaded Ihield bends to the rufhing tide ; 
His feet, upborn, fcarce the ftrong flood divide, 
biidd’ring and flagg’ring. On the border flood 
A fpreading helm, that overhung the flood : 
He feiz’d a -bending bow, his fleps to (lay ; 
The plant uprooted to his weight gave way, 
Heaving the bank, and undermining all; 
Loud flalh the waters to the rufhing fall 
Of the thick foliage. The large trunk difplay’d 
Bridg’d the rough flood acrofs : The hero flay’d 
On this his weight, and, rais’d upon his hand, 
Leap’d from the channel, and regain’d the land. 
Then blacken’d the wild waves ; the murmur rofe; 
The god purfues, a huger billow throws, 
And burfls the bank, ambitious to deftroy 
The man whofe fury is the fate of Troy. 
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He, like the warlike eagle, fpeecis 'as pice, 
(Swifteft and drongelt of the aerial race) ; 
Far as a fpear can fly, Achilles fprings 
At ev’ry bound; his clanging armour rings : 
Now here, now there, he turns on ev’ry fide, 
And winds his courfe before the following tide ; 
The waves flow after wherefoe’er he wheels, 
And gather fall, and murmur at his heels. 
So when a pealant to his garden brings 
Soft rills of water from t'ne bubbling fprings, 
And calls the floods from high to blefs his bow’rs, 
And feed with pregnant llreams the plants and flow’rs 
Soon as he clears whate’er their paffage (laid, 
And marks the future current with his fpade, 
Swift o’er the rolling pebbles, down the hills 
.Louder and louder purl the falling rills; 
Before him fcatt’ring, they prevent his pains, 
And (hine in mazy wanderings o’er the plains. 

Still flies Achilles; but before his eyes 
Still fwift Scamander rolls where’er he flies : 
Not all his fpeed efcapes the rapid floods ; 
The firll of men, but not a match for gods. 
Oft as he turn’d the torrent to oppofe. 
And bravely try if all the pow’rs were foes; 
So oft the furge, in wat’ry mountains fpread, 
Beat on his back, or burlls upon his head. 
Yet dauntlefs (till the adverfe flood he braves, 
And (till indignant bounds above the waves. 
Tir’d by the tides, his knees relax with toil; 
Wafli’d from beneath him Hides the (limy foil; 
When thus (his eyes on heav’n’s expanfion thrown) 
Forth buvfts the hero with an angry groan. 
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:! Is there no god Achilles to befriend, 
iNo pow’r t’ avert hi: miferable end ? 
.Prevent, oh Jove ! this ignominious date, 
And make aij future life the fport of fate. 
Of all heav’n’s crack's believ’d in vain.. 
But rnofl of Thetis, muft her Ion complain ; 
By Phoebus’ darts ihe prophefy’d try fall, 
In glorious arms before the Trojan wall. 

: Oh ! bad I dy’d in fields of battle warm, 
Stretch’d like a hero, by a hero’s arm ! 
Might Heftor’s fpear this dauntlefs bofom rend, 
And my fwift foul o’ertake my llanghter’d friend ! 
Ah no ! Achilles meets a fhameful fate, 
Oh how unworthy of the brave and great! 

5 Like fame vile fwain, whom, on a rainy day, 
Crofiing a ford, the torrent fweeps away, 
An unregarded carcafe, to the lea. 

Neptune and Pallas hafte to his relief, 
And thus in human form addrefs the chief: 
The pow’r of ocean firlt : Forbear thy fear, 

p Oh fon of Peleus : Lo, thy gods appear ! 
Behold ! from Jove defeending to thy aid, 

J Propitious Neptune, and the blue-ey’d maid, 
(t Stay, and the furious flood lhal! ceafe to rave : 

. ’ Fis not thy fate to glut his angry wave. 
1 But thou the counfel heav’n fuggefts attend ! 

Nor breathe from combat, nor thy word fufpend, 
I Til! Troy receive her flying fons, till all 

Her routed fquadrons pant behind their wail: 
( Hettor alone (hall (land his fatal chance, 

And Heftor’s blood lhall fmoke upon thy lance. 
Vox., vir, h 
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Thine is the glory doom’d. Thus Ipake the gods: 
Then fwift afeended to the brigl. abodes 

Stung with new ardour, thus by heav’n impell’d, 
He fprings impetuous, and invades the field : 
O’er all th’ expanded plain the waters fpread; 
Heav’d on the bounding billows danc’d the dead, 
bloating ’midft fcatter’d arms : While calks of gold 
And turn’d up bucklers glitter’d as they roll’d. 
High o’er the furging tide, by leaps and bounds, 
He wades, and mounts ; the parted wave refounds. 
Not a whole river flops the heroes courfe. 
While Pallas fills him with immortal force. 
With equal rage indignant Xanthus roars, 
And lifts his billows, and o’erwhelms his fhores. 

Then thus to Simois : Hafte, my brother flood : 
And check this mortal that controls a god : 
Our braveft heroes elfe fhall quit the fight, 
And llion tumble from her tow’ry height. 
Call then thy fubjeft ftreams, and bid them roar; 
From all thy fountains fwell thy watry ftore; 
With broken rocks, and with a load of dead 
Charge the black furge, and pour it on his head. 
Mark how refiftlefs through the floods he goes, 
And boldly bids the w’arring gods be foes! 
But nor that force, nor form divine to fight 
Shall aught avail him, if our rage unite : 
Whelm’d under our dark gulfs thofe arms fhall lie. 
That blaze fo dreadful in each Trojan eye; 
And deep beneath a fandy mountain hurl’d, 
Immers’d remain this terror of the w’orld. 
Such pond’rous ruin fhall confound the place, 
No Greek (hall e’er his perifc’d reliques grace; 
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No hand his bones (hall gather or inhume ; 
Thefe his cold rites, and this his wat’ry tomb. 

He faid ; and on the chief defcends amain, 
Increas’d with gore, and fwelling with the flain. 
Then murm’ring from his beds, he boils, he raves : 
And a foam whitens on the purple waves: 
At cv’ry flep, before Achilles flood 
The crimfon furge, and delug’d him with blood. 
Fear touch’d the queen of heav’n : She faw difmay’d, 
She call’d aloud, and fummon’d Vulcan’s aid. 

Rife to the war! th’ infulting flood requires 
Thy wafleful arm ; aflemble all thy fires! 
"While to their aid, by Our command injoin’d, 
Rulh the fwift eaftern and the weftern wind : 
Thefe from old ocean at my word (hall blow, 
Pour the red torrent on the wat’ry foe, 
Corfes and arms to one bright ruin turn, 
And hiding rivers to their bottoms burn. 
Go, mighty in thy rage! difplay thy pow’r. 
Drink the whole flood, the crackling trees devour ; 
Scorch all the banks! and (till our voice reclaim) 
Exert th’ unweary’d furies of the flame! 

The pow’r ignipotent her word obeys : 
Wide o’er the plain he pours the boundlefs blaze ; 
At once confumes the dead, and dries the foil; 
And the Ihrunk waters in their channel boil. 
As when autumnal Boreas fweeps the fky. 
And inflant blows the water’d garden dry : 
So look’d the field, fo whiten’d was the ground, 
While Vulcan breath’d the fiery blaft around. 
Swift on the fedgy reeds the ruin preys ; 
Along the margin winds the running blaze; 

Hz 
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The trees in flaming rows to afhes turn, 
The flow’ry lotos, and the tam’rilk burn. 
Broad elm, and cyprefs riling in a fpire ; 
The wat’ry willows hifs before the fire. 
Now glow the waves, the filhes pant for breath, 
The eels lie twilling in the pangs of death : 
Now flounce aloft, now dive the fcaly fry, 
Or gafping turn their bellies to the Iky. 
At length the River rear’d his languid head, 
And thus, fhort-panting, to the god he faid. 

Oh, Vulcan, oh ! what pow’r refifls thy might ? 
I faint, I fink, unequal to the fight — 
1 yield Let Ilion fall; if fate decree  
Ah bend no more thy fiery arms on me ! 

He ceas’d; wide conflagration blazing round; 
The bubbling waters yield a hilling found. 
As when the flames beneath a caldron rife, 
To melt the fat of fome rich facrifice. 
Amid the fierce embrace of circling fires 
The waters foam, the heavy fmoke afpires ; 
So boils th’ imprifon’d flood, forbid to flow, 
And chok’d with vapours, feels his bottom glow„- 
To Juno then, imperial queen of air, 
The burning river fends his earned pray’r. 

Ah why, Saturnia! mud thy fon engage 
Me, only me, with all his wadeful rage ? 
On other gods his dreadful arm employ, 
For mightier gods affert the caufe of Troy. 
Submilfive 1 defid, if thou command : 
But, ah! withdraw this all-deflroying hand 
Hear then my folemn oath, to yield to fate 
Unaided Ilion, and her dedin’d date, 
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Till Greece fhall gird her with deftruftive flame, 
And in one ruin fink the Trojan name. 

His warm entreaty touch’d Saturnia’s ear : 
She bade th’ ignipotent his rage forbear, 
Recall the flame, nor in a mortal caufe 
Infeft a god : The obedient flame withdraws. 
Again the branching ftreams begin to fpread. 
And foft remurmur in their wonted bed. 

While thefe by Juno’s will the ftrife refign. 
The warring gods in fierce contention join : 
Rekindling rage each heav’nly breaft alarms ; 
With horrid clangour (hock’d th’ aetherial arms'; 
Heav’n in loud thunder bids the trumpet found ; 
And wide beneath them groans the rending ground. 
Jove, as his fport, the dreadful feene deferies, 
And views contending gods with carelefs eyes. 
The pow’r of battles lifts his brazen fpear. 
And firlt aflaults the radiant queen of war. 

What mov’d thy madnefs, thus to difunite 
iEtherial minds, and mix all heav’n in fight ? 
What wonder this, when in thy frantic mood 
Thou drov’fl: a mortal to infult a god ? 
Thy impious hand Tydides’ jav’lin bore. 
And madly bath’d it in celellial gore. 

He fpoke, and fmote the loud-refounding (hield. 
Which bears Jove’s thunder on its dreadful field ; 
The adamantine aegis of her fire, 
That turns the glancing bolt, and forked fire. 
Then heav’d the goddefs in her mighty hand 
A flone, the limit of the neighb’ring land, 
There fix’d from elded times ; black, craggy, vaft : 
This at the heav’nly homicide die cad, 

H 3 
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Thund’ring he falls; a mafs of monlfrous llze. 
And fev’n broad acres covers as he lies. 
The ftunning ftroke his fluhborn nerves unbound ; 
Loud o’er the fields his ringing arms refound; 
The fcornful dame her conqueft views with fmiles. 
And glorying thus the proftrate god reviles. 

Haft thou not yet, infatiate fury ! known 
How far Minerva’s force tranfcends thy own ? 
Juno, whom thou rebellious dar’ft withftand, 
Correifts thy folly thus by Pallas’ hand ; 
Thus meets thy broken faith with juft difgrace. 
And partial aid to Troy’s perfidious race. 

The goddefs fpoke, and turn’d her eyes away, 
That beaming round, dilTus’d ctleftial day. 
Jove’s Cyprian daughter, (looping on the land. 
Lent to the wounded God her tender hand : 
Slowly he rifes, fcarcely breathes with pain. 
And propt on her fair arm, forfakes the plain. 
This the bright eroprefs of the heav’ns furvey’d,- 
And fcoffing thus, to war’s vidtorious maid. 

Lo ! what an aid on Mars’s fide is feen ! 
The Smiles and Loves unconquerable queen ! 
Mark w ith what infolence, in open view. 
She moves : Let Pallas, if Ihe dares, purfue. 

Minerva imiling beard, the pair o’ertook, 
And flightly on her breaft the wanton ftrook; 
She, unrefifting, fell, (Her fpirits fled) ; 
On earth together lay the lovers fpread. 
And like thefe heroes, be the fate of all 
(Minerva cries) who guard the Trojan w'all! 
To Grecian gods Inch let the Phrygian be* 
So dread, fo fierce, 35 Venus is to me ; 
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Then from the lowed done fliall Troy be mov’d   
Thus Ihe, and Juno with a fmile approv’d. 

Meantime to mix in more than mortal fight, 
The god of ocean dares the god of light. 
What doth hath feiz’d us, when the fields around 
Ring with confliOing pow’rs, and heav’n returns the 

found ? 
Shall, ignominious, we with (hame retire, 
No deed perform’d to our Olympian fire ? 
Come, prove thy arm ! for fird the war to wage, 
Suits not my greatnefs, or fuperior age. 
Rath as thou art to prop the Trojan throne, T 
(Forgetful of my wrongs, and of thy own), r 
And guard the race of proud Laomedon ! J 
Had thou forgot, how, at the monarch’s pray’r. 
We (har’d the lengthen’d labours of a year ? 
Troy walls I rais’d, (for fuch were Jove’s commands), 
And yon proud bulwarks grew beneath my hands : 
Thy talk it was to feed the bellowing droves 
Along fair Ida’s vales, and pendent groves. 
But when the circling feafons in their train 
Brought back the grateful day that crown’d our pain ; 
With menace dern the fraudful king defy’d 
Our latent godhead, and the prize deny’d : 
Mad as he was, he threaten’d fervile bands, 
And doom’d us exiles far in barb’rous lands. 
Incens’d, we heav’nward fied with fwifted wing, 
And dedin’d vengeance on the perjur’d king. 
Dod thou, for this, afford proud Ilion grace, 
And not, like us, infed the faithlefs race ? 
Like us, their prefent, future fons dedroy, 
And from its deep foundations heave their Troy l 

K4 
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Apollo thus. To combat for mankind 
111 fuits the vvifdom of celeftial mind : 
For what is man ? Calamitous by birth, 
They owe their life and nourilhment to earth ; 
Like yearly leaves, that now, with beauty crown’d, 
Smile on the fun ; now, wither on the ground. 
To their own hands commit the frantic fcene. 
Nor mix immortals in a caufe fo mean. 

Then turns his face, far-beaming heav’nly fires, 
And from the fenior pow’r, fubmifs retires. 
Him, thus retreating Artemis upbraids, 
The quiver’d huntrefs of the filvau lliades. 

And is it thus the youthful Phoebus flies. 
And yields to ocean’s hoary fire the prize ? 
How vain that martial pomp, and dreadful (how 
Of pointed arrows, and the filver bow : 
Now boaft no more, in yon celeftial bow’r, 
Thy force can match the great earth-fhaking pow’r. 

Silent, he heard the queen of woods upbraid : 
Not fo S.-turnia bore the vaunting maid ; 
But furious thus : What infolence has driv’n 
Thy pride to face the majelly of heav’n ? 
What tho’ by Jove the female plague defign’d, 
Fierce to the feeble race of womankind, 
The wretched matron feels thy piercing dart; 
Thy fex’s tyrant, with a tyger’s heart ? 
What tho’ tremendous in the woodland chace, 
Thy certain arrows pierce the ravage race ! 
How dares thy ralhnefs on the pow’rs divine 
Employ thofe arms, or match thy force with mine ? 
Learn hence no more unequal war to wage— 
She faid, and feiz’d her wrifts with eager rage; 
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Thefe in her left h^.nd lock’d, her right unty’d 
1 The how, the quiver, and its plumy pride. 
1 About her temples flies the billy bow ; 

Now here, now there, Ihe winds her from the blow; 
The fcstt’ring arrows, rattling from the cafe, 

[ Drop round, and idly mark the dufty place. 
Swift from the field the baffled hnntrefs flies. 
And fcarce reftrains the torrent in her eyes. 
So, when the falcon wings her way above, 
To the cleft cavern fpteds the gentle dove, 
(Not fated yet to die), there fafe retreats. 
Yet flill her heart againft the marble beats. 

To her Latona haftes with tender care; 
Whom Hermes viewing, thus declines the war. 
How thall I face the dame, who gives delight 
To him whole thunders blacken heav’n with night ? 
Go, matchlefs goddefs! triumph in the Ikies, 
And boafl my conqueft, while I yield the prize. 

He fpoke, and pals’d : Latona Hooping low, 
Collects the fcatter’d lhafts, and fallen bow, 
That, glitt’ring on the dull, lay here and there; 
Dilhonour’d reliques of Diana’s war : 
Then fwift purfu’d her to the blefs’d abode, 
Where, all confus’d, (he fought the fov’reign god; 

f Weeping, (he grafp’d his knees : The ambrofial veil 
• Shook with her fighs, and panted on her bread. 
‘ The fire fuperior fmil’d ; and bade her (how 

What heav’nly hand had caus’d his daughter’s wo ? 
Abalh’d, ihe names his own imperial fpoufc; 
And the pale crefcent fades upon her brows. 

1 Thus they above : While fwiftly gliding down, 
Apollo enters Uion’s facred town; 
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The guardian-god now trembled for her wall, 
And fear’d the Greeks, tho’ fate forbade her fall. \ 
Back to Olympus, from the war’s alarms, 
Return the (hining bands of gods in arms; 
Some proud in triumph, fome with rage on fire; 
And take their thrones around th’ aetherial fire. 

Thro’ blood, thro’ death, Achilles ftill proceeds. 
O’er flaughter’d heroes, and o’er rolling fteeds. 
As when avenging flames, with fury driv’n 
On guilty towns exert the wrath of heav’n ; 
The pale inhabitants, fbme fall, fome fly; 
And the red vapours purple all the Iky : 
So rag’d Achilles : Death and dire difmay. 
And toils, and terrors, fill’d the dreadful day. 

High on a turret hoary Priam (lands. 
And marks the wade of his deftrudfive hands ; 
Views, from his arm, the Trojans fcatter’d flight, 
And the near hero rifing on his fight! 
No flop, no check, no aid ! With feeble pace, 
And fettled forrow on his aged face, 
Fad as he could, he fighing quits the walls; 
And thus, defcending, on the guards he calls. 

You to whofe care our city-gates belong, 
Set wide your portals to the flying throng: 
For lo! he comes with unrefided fway ; 
He comes, and defolation marks his way ! 
But when within the walls our troops take breath, 
Lock fad the brazen bars, and (hut out death. 
Thus charg’d the rev’rcnd monarch : Wide were flung 
The op’ning folds; the founding hinges rung. 
Phoebus rufh’d forth, the flying bands to meet, 
Struck daughter back, and cover’d the retreat. 
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tin heaps the Trojans croud to gain the gate, 
ijAnd gladfbme fte their laft efcape from fate. 
Thither, all parch’d with third, a heartlefs train ! 
Hoary with duft, they beat the hollow plain : 
And gafping, panting, fainting, labour on 
!fWith heavier ftrides, that lengthen tow’rd the town. 
Enrag’d Achilles follows with hisfpear; 
Wild with revenge, infatiable of war. 

Then had the Greeks eternal praife acquir'd. 
And Troy inglorious to her walls retir’d; 
But he*, the god who darts aetherial flame, 
Shot down to fave her, and redeem her fame. 
To young Agenor force divine he gave, 
(Antenor’s offspring, haughty, bold, and brave) j 
In aid of him, befide the beech he fat, 
And, wrapt in clouds, redrain’d the hand of fate. 
When now the ger/rous youth Achilles fpies, 
Thick beats his heart, the troubled motions rift. 
(So, ere a dorm, the waters heave and roll) ; 
He flops, and quedions thus his mighty foul. 

What, (hall I fly this terror of the plain ? 
Like others fly, and be like others flain ? 
Vain hope! to Ihun him by the felf fame road 
Yon line of flaughter’d Trojans lately trod. 
No : With the common heap I ftorn to fall— 

- What if they pafs’d me to the Trojan wall, 
1 While ! decline to yonder path, that leads 

To Ida’s forefls and furrounding (hades ? 
So may I reach, conceal’d, the cooling flood. 
From my tir’d body wa(h the dud and blood 5 

Apollo, 
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As foon as night her dufky veil extends, 
Return in fafety to my Trojan friends. 
What if—But wherefore all this vain debate ? 
Stand I to doubt, within the reach of fate ? 
Ev’n now, perhaps, ere yet I turn the wall, 
The fierce Achilles fees me, and I fall: 
Such is his fwiftnefs, ’tis in vain to fly; 
And fuch his valour, that who Hands muft die. 
Howe’er, ’tis better fighting for the (late. 
Here, and in public view, to meet my fate. 
Yet fure he too is mortal; he may feel 
(Like all the fons of earth) the force of fieel ; 
One only foul informs that dreadful frame ; 
And Jove’s foie favour gives him all his fame. 

He faid ; and flood collefled in his might; 
And all his beating bofom claim’d the fight. 
So from fome deep-grown wood a panther darts, 
Rous’d from his thicket by a dorm of darts: 
Untaught to fear or fly, he hears the founds 
Of fhouting hunters, and of clam’rous hounds; 
Tho’ druck, tho’ wounded, fcarce perceives the pain 
And the barb’d jav’lin flings his bread in vain : 
On their whole war, untam’d, the lavage flies, 
And tears his hunter, or beneath him dies. 
Not lefs refolv’d, Antenor’s valiant heir 
Confronts Achilles, and awaits the war, 
Difdainful of retreat: High held before, 
Elis (liield (a broad circumference) he bore ; 
Then graceful as he dood, in aft to throw 
The lifted jav’lin, thus befpoke the foe. 

How proud Achilles glories in his fame! 
And hopes this day to fink the Trojan name 
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^eneath her ruins! Know, that hope is vain; 
ik thoufand woes, a thoufand toils remain. 
Parents and children our juft arms employ. 
And ftrong and many are the fons of Troy, 
preat as thou art, ev’n thou may’ft ftain with gore 
Thefe Phrygian fields, and prefs a foreign fhore. 

He faid: With matchlefs force the jav’lin flung 
Smote on his knee; the hollow euilhes rung 
Beneath the pointed fteel; but fafe from harms 

I He ftands impaftive in th’ aetherial arms. 
'Then fiercely rulhing on the daring foe, 
His lifted arm prepares the fatal blow : 
But, jealous of his fame, Apollo fhrouds 
The godlike Trojan in a veil of clouds. 
Safe from purfuit, and fhut from mortal view, 
Difmifs’d with fame, the favour’d youth withdrew. 
Meanwhile the god, to cover his efcape, 
Aftumes Agenor’s habit, voice, and lhape, 
Flies from the furious chief in this difguife; 
The furious chief (till follows where he flies. 

' Now o’er the fields they ftretch with lengthen’d ftrides, 
Now urge the courfe where fwift Scamander glides ; 
The god now diftant, fcarce a ftride before, 

, Tempts his purfuit, and wheels about the fhore ; 
' While all the flying troops their fpeed employ, 

. And pour in heaps into the walls of Troy. 
No flop, no (lay ; no thought to afk or tell, 
Who’fcap’d by flight, or who in battle fell. 
’Twas tumult all and violence of flight; 

j And fudden joy confus’d, and mix’d affright ! 
Pale Troy againft Achilles fhuts her gate ; 
And nations breathe, deliver’d from their fate. 
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BOOK XXII. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The Death of KeBor. 

Th Trojans being fafe within the wails, Heitor only 
ftays to oppofe Achilles. Priam is (truck at his ap- 
proach, and tries to perfuade his Ion to re-enter the 
town. Hecuba joins her entreaties, but in vain. 
Heitor confults within himfelf what meafures to 
take ; but, at the advance of Achilles, his refolution 
fails him, and he flies ; Achilles purfues him thrice 
round the walls of Troy. The gods debate con- 
cerning the fate of Heitor ; at length Minerva de- 
fcends to the aid of Achilles. She deludes Heitor 
in the (hape of Deiphobus: He (lands the combat, 
and is flain. Achilles drags the dead body at his 
chariot, in the fight of Priam and Hecuba. Their 

ti' lamentations, tears, and defpair. Their cries reach 
the ears of Andromache, who, ignorant of this, was 
retired into the inner part of the palace: She mounts 
up to the walls, and beholds her dead hufband. She 
fwoons at the (peitacle. Her excefs of grief and la- 
mentation. 

‘The hirtieth day (till continues. The fcene lies under 
the walls, au$ on the battlements of Troy. 
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BOOK XXII, 

HUS to their bulwarks, fmit with panic fear 
The herded Ilions rufh like driven deer ; 

There fafe, they wipe the briny drops away. 
And drown in bowls the labours of the day. 
Clofe to the walls, advancing o’er the fields, 
Beneath one roof of well-compafted (hields, 
March, bending on, the Greeks embody’d pow’rs 
Far-flretching in the (hade of Trojan tow’rs. 
Great Hector fingly (laid ; chain’d down by fate. 
There fix’d he flood before the Scaean gate ; 
Still his bold arms determin’d to employ, 
The guardian dill of long-defended Troy. 

Apollo now to tir’d Achilles turns; 
(The pow’r confefs’d in all his glory burns); 
And what (he cries) has Peleus’ fon in view, 
With mortal fpetd a godhead to purfue ? 
For not to thee to know the gods is giv’n, 
Unlkili’d to trace the latent marks of heav’n. 
What boots thee now that Troy forfook the plain 

J Vain thy pad labour, and thy prefent vain : 
• Safe in their walls are now her troops bedow’d. 
While here thy frantic rage attacks a god. 
The chief, incens’d—Too partial god of day ! 
To check my conqueds in the middle way : 
How few in Ilion el(e had refuge found ? 

) What gafping numbers now had bit the ground ? 
' Thou robb’d me of a glory judly mine, 
Pow’rful of godhead, and of fraud divine; 

Vol, VII. I 
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Mean fame, alas; for one of lieav’nly ftrain, 
To cheat a mortal, who repines in vain. 

Then to the city terrible and ftrong, 
With high and haughty fteps, he tow’r’d along. 
So the proud courfc-r, viftor of the prize, 
To the near goal with double ardour flies. 
Him, as he blazing fhot acrofs the field, 
The careful eyes of Priam firfl beheld. 
Not half fo dreadful rifes to the fight. 
Thro’ the thick gloom of fome tempeffuous night, 
Orion’s dog, (the year when autumn weighs), 
And o’er the feebler liars exerts his rays ; 
Terrific glory 1 for his burning breath 
Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death. 
So flam’d his fiery mail. Then wept the fage: 
He flrikes his rev’rend head, now white with age; 
He lifts his wither’d arms ; obtefls the Ikies : 
He calls his much-lov’d fon with feeble cries : 
The Ton, refolv’d Achilles’ force to dare, 
Full at the Scaean gate expefls the war; 
While the fad father on the rampart Hands, 
And thus adjures him with extended hands. 

Ah flay not, flay not! guardlefs and alone, 
Heftor! my lov’d, my deareH, braveft fon 1 
Methinks already I behold thee flain, 
And flretch’d beneath that fury of the plain. 
Implacable Achilles 1 might’ll thou be 
To all the gods no dearer than to me! 
Thee, vultures wild fhould fcatter round the (hore, 
And bloody dogs grow fiercer from thy gore. 
How many valiant fbns I late enjoy’d, 
Valiant in vain! by thy curs’d arm deftroy’d; 
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Or, wcrfc than flaughter d, fold in diftant ifles 
I To ihameful bondage and unworthy toils. 

Two, while I fpcak, my eyes in vain explore, 
Two from one mother fprung, my Polydore, 
And lov’d Lycaon ; now perhaps no more! 
Oh ! if in yonder hoftile camp they live, 
What heaps of gold, what treafures would I give ? 
(Their grandlires wealth, by right of birth their o' 
Confign’d his daughter with I.elegia’s throne). 
But if (which heav’n forbid) already loll, 
All pale they wander on the Stygian coafi; 
What forrows then mud their lad mother know, 
What anguilh I ? unutterable wo! 

I Yet lefs that anguifh, lefs to her, to me, 
II Lefs to all 1 roy, if not depriv’d of thee. 

Yet Quin Achilles ! enter yet the wall; 
And fparc thyfelf, thy father, fpare us all ! 
Save thy dear life; or, if a foui fo brave, 
Neglect that thought, thy dearer glory fave. 
Pity, while yet I live, thefe filver hairs; 

> While yet thy father feels the woes he bears, 
Yet curs’d with fenfc ! a wretch, whom in his rage 
(All trembling on the verge of helplefs age) 

( Great Jove has plac’d, fad fpeffacle of pain ! 
The bitter dregs of fortune’s cup to drain ; 

i To fill with feenes of death his doling eyes, 
And number all his days by mileries! 
My heroes flain, my bridal bed o’erturn’d. 
My daughters ravilh’d, and my city burn’d, 

( My bleeding infants dafh’d againd the floor ; 
Thefe I have yet to fee, perhaps yet more ! 

I i 
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Perhaps ev’n F, referv’d by angry fate 
The laft fad relique of my ruin’d (late, 
(Dire pomp of fov’reign wretchednefs!) muft fall, 
And ftain the pavement of my regal hall; 
Where famifh’d dogs, late guardians of my door. 
Shall lick their mangled mailer’s fpatter’d gore. 
Yet for my fons I thank ye gods! ’twas w'ell ; 
Well have they perilh’d, for in fight they fell. 
Who dies in youth and vigour dies the heft, 
Struck thro’ with wounds, all honeft on the brcall. 
But when the fates, in fullnefs of their rage, 
Spurn the hoar head of unrefifling age, 
In dull the rev’rend lineaments deform, 
And pour to dogs the life-blood fcarcely warm ! 
This, this is mifery ! the laft, the word 
That man can feel; man, fated to be curft ! 

He faid; and afting what no words could fay, 
Rent from his head the filver locks away. 
With him the mournful mother bears a part; 
Yet all their forrows turn not Heftor’s heart: 
The zone unbrac’d, her bofom Ihe difplay’d ; 
And thus, fall falling the fait tears, Ihe faid. 

Have mercy on me, O my fon ! revere 
The words of age ; attend a parent’s pray’r ! 
If ever thee in thele fond arms I preft, 
Or Hill’d thy infant clamours at this bread; 
Ah do not thus our helplefs years forego ! 
But by our walls fecur’d, repel the foe. 
Againd his rage if fingly thou proceed, 
Should thou (but heav’n avert it!) fhouldd thou bleed. 
Nor mud thy corpfe lie honour’d on the bier, 
Nor fpoufe, nor mother, grace thee with a tear; 
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Far from our pious rites, thofe dear remains 

’ Muft feaft the vultures on the naked plains. 
So they, while down their cheeks th'e torrents roll 

But fix’d remains the purpofe of his foul : 
1 Refolv’d he (lands, and with a fiery glance 

Expcfts the hero’s terrible advance. 
So roll’d Up in his den, the fwelling fnake 
Beholds the traveller approach the brake; 
When fed with noxious herbs, his turgid veins 
Have gather’d half the poifon of the plains; 
He burns, he ftiffens, with collefted ire, 
And his red eye-balls glare with living fire. 
Beneath a turret, on bis fhield reclin’d, 
He flood, and queflion’d thus his mighty mind 

Where lies my way ? to enter in the wall ? 
Honour and fhame th’ ungen’rous thought recall ; 
Shall proud Polydamas before the gate 
Proclaim, his counfels are obey’d too late, 
Which, timely follow’d but the former night, 
\Y hat numbers had been fav’d by Hettor’s flight ? 
That w ife advice rejefted with difdain, 
I feel my folly in my people (lain. 
Methinks my fuff’ring country’s voice I hear, 
But mod, her worthlefs fons infult my ear, 
On my ralh courage charge the chance of war, 

1 And blame thofe virtues which they cannot (hare. 
No—if I e’er return, return I mud 
Glorious, my country’s terror laid in dud : 
Or if I perifh, let her fee me fall 

v In field at lead, and fighting for her wall. 
And yet fuppofe thefe meafures I forego, 
Approach unarm’d, and parley with the foe, 
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The warrior-lhield, the helm and lance lay down, 
And treat on terms of peace to fave the town : 
The wife with-held, the treafure ill detain’d, 
(Caufe of the war, and grievance of the land). 
With honourable juftice to reftore ; 
And add half llion’s yet remaining (lore, 
Which Troy ihall, fworn, produce; that injur’d Greece 
May (hare our wealth, and leave our walls in peace. 
But why this thought ? Unarm’d if I (houldgo, 
What hope of mercy from this vengeful foe, C. 
But woman-like to fall, and fall without a blow ? S 
We greet not here, as. man converfing man, 
Met at an oak, or journeying o’er a plain ; 
No fcafon now for calm familiar talk, 
Like youths and maidens in an ev’ning-walk ; 
War is our bus’nefs; but to whom is giv’n 
To die, or triumph, that determine heav’n! 

Thus pond’ring, like a god, the Greek drew nigh; 
His dreadful plumage nodded front on high : 
The Pelian jav’lin, in his better hand, 
Shot trembling rays that glitter’d o’er the land ; 
And on his bread the beamy fplendors (hone. 
Like Jove’s own light’ning, or the rifmg fun. 
As HtCtor fees, unufuai terrors rife ; 
Struck by feme god, he fears, recedes, and flies. 
He leaves the gates, he leaves the wall behind; 
Achilles follows like the winged wind. 
Thus at the panting dove a falcon flies : 
(The iwifted racer of the liquid Ikies), 
Jufl when he holds, or thinks he holds his prey. 
Obliquely wheeling through the aerial way; .• 
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With open beak and (hrilling cries he fprings, 
!> And aims his claws, and (hoots upon bis wings : 
No lefs fore-right the rapid chace they held, 
One urg’d by fury, one by fear impell’dl 
Now circling round the walls their courfe maintain, 
Where the high watch-tow’r overlooks the plain ; 
Now where the fig-trees fpread their umbrage broad, 
(A wider compafs), fmoke along the road. 
Next by Scamander’s double fource they bound, 
Where two fam’d fountains burft the parted ground; 

, This hot thro’ fcorching clefts is feen to rife, 
With exhalations (learning to the (kies; 
That the green banks in fummer’s heat o’erflows. 
Like cryftal clear, and cold as winter fnows. 
Each guihing fount a marble ciflern fills, 
Whofe polilh’d bed receives the falling rills; 
Where Trojan dames (e’er yet alarm’d by Greece) 
Walk’d their fair garments in the days of peace. 
By thefe they pafs’d, one chafing, one in flight, 
(The mighty fled, purfu’d by (tronger might); 
Swift was the courfe; no vulgar prize they play, 
No vulgar viftim mud reward the day, 
(Such as in races crown the fpeedy (trife), 
The prize contended was great Heflor s life. 

, As when fome hero’s fun’rals are decreed 
In grateful honour of the mighty dead ; 

* Where high rewards the vig’rous youth inflame, 
(Some golden tripod, or fome lovely dame), 
The panting courfers fwiftly turn the goal, 
And with them turns the rais’d fpeffator’s foul. 

) Thus three times round the Trojan wall they fly, 
The gazing gods lean forward from the (ky; 

I 4 • 
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To whom, while eager on the chace they look, 
The fire of mortals and immortals fpokc. 

Unworthy fight! the man nelov’d of heav’n, 
Behold, inglorious round yon city driv’n i 
My heart partakes the gen’rous Hector’s pain; 
Hcdtor, whofe zeal whole hecatombs has flain ; 
Whofe grateful fumes the gods receiv’d with joy, 
From Ida’s fummits, and the tow’rs of Troy : 
Now fee him flying ! to his fears refign’d. 
And fate, and fierce Achilles, clofe behind. 
Confult, ye pow’rs! (’tis worthy your debate), 
Whether to fnatch him from impending fate, 
Or let him bear, by ftern Pelides flain, 
(Good as he is), the lot impos’d on man ? 
Then Pallas thus : Shall he whofe vengeance forms 
The forky bolt, and blackens heav’n with dorms. 
Shall he prolong one Trojan’s forfeit breath ! 
A man, a mortal, pre-ordain’d to death ! 
And will no murmurs fill the courts above ? 
No gods indignant blame their partial Jove ? 

Go then (return’d the fire) without delay. 
Exert thy will: I give the fates their way. 
Swift as the mandate pleas’d Tritonia flies, 
And Hoops impetuous from the cleaving Ikies. 

As through the foreft, o’er the vale and lawn 
The well-breath’d beagle drives the flying fawn ; 
In vain he tries the covert of the brakes, 
Or deep beneath the trembling thicket lhakes; 
Sure of the vapour in the tainted dews. 
The certain hound his various maze purfues. 
Thus, ftep by (lep, where-e’er the Trojan wheel’4. 
There fwift Achilles compafs’d round the field. 
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, Oft as to reach the Dardan Rates he bends, 
t And hopes th’ afll'.iance of his pitying friends, 

(Whole (how’ring arrows, as he cours’d beiow, 
From the lugh turrets might opprels the foe). 
So oft Achilles turns him to the plain : 

* He eyes the city, but he eyes in vain. 
As men in tlumbers feem with fpeedy pace 
One to purfue, and one to lead the chace ; 
Their finking limbs the fancy’d courfe forfake, 
Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake : 

, No lefs the lab’ring heroes pant and ftrain ; 
While that but flies, and this purfues in vain. 

What god, O mufc ! aflifted Heftor’s force, 
What fate itfelf fo long to hold the eourfe ? 
Phoebus it was; who in his dated hour, 
■Endu’d his knees with ftrength, his nerves with pow’r. 
And great Achilles, led feme Greek’s advance 
Should fuatch the glory from his lifted lance, 
Sign’d to the troops, to yield his foe the way, 
And leave untouch’d the honours of the day. 

Jove lifts the golden balances, that Ihow 
The fates of mortal men, and things below : 
Here each contending hero’s lot he tries, 
And weighs, with equal hands, their dedinies. 
Low finks the fcale furcharg’d with Hector’s fate : 

^ Heavy with death it finks, and hell receives the weight. 
Then Phoebus left him. Fierce Minerva flies 

To dern Pelides, and, triumphing, cries : 
O lov’d of Jove! this day our labours ceafe, 
And conqued blazes with full beams on Greece. 

* Great Heftor falls; that Heftor fam’d fo far, 
Drunk with renown, infatiable of war, 
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Falls by thy hand and mine! nor force nor flight 
Shall more avail him, nor his god of light. 
See, where in vain he fupplicates above, 
Roll’d at the feet of unrelenting Jove! 
Reft here : Myfelf will lead the Trojan on, 
And urge to meet the fate he cannot fhun. 

Her voice divine the chief with joyful mind 
Obey’d ; and refted on his lance reclin’d. 
While like Deiphobus the martial dame, 
(Her face, her gefture, and her arms the fame), 
In (how an aid, by haplefs Hedt'.r’s fide 
Approach’d, and greets him thus with voice bely’d. 

Too long, O Hedtor! have I borne the fight 
Of this diftrefs, and forrow’d in thy flight: 
It fits us now a noble ftand to make, 
And here, as brothers, equal fates partake. 

Then he: O prince ! ally’d in blood and fame, 
Dearer than all that own a brother’s name ; 
Of all that Hecuba to Priam bore, 
Long try’d, long lov’d ; much lov’d, but honour’d 

more! 
Since you, of all our num’rous race, alone 
Defend my life, regardlefs of your own. 

Again the goddefs: Much my father's pray’r. 
And much my mother’s, prefs’d me to forbear : 
My friends embrac’d my knees, adjur’d my ftay 
But ftronger love impell’d, and I obey. 
Come then, the glorious conflidl let us try, 
Let the fteel fparkle, and the jav’lin fly; 
Or let us ftretch Achilles on the field, 
Or to his arm our bloody trophies yield. 

Fraudful Ihe faid : Then fwiftly march’d before: 
The Dardan hero fliuns his foe no more. 
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Sternly they met. The filence He£lor broke; 
His dreadful plumage nodded as he fpoke. 

Enough, O fon of Peleus! Troy has view’d 
Her walls thrice circl’d, and her chief purfu’d. 
But now feme god within me bids me try 
Thine, or my fate : I kill thee, or I die. 
Yet on the verge of battle let us flay, 
And for a moment’s fpace I'ufpend the day : 
Let heav’n’s high pow’rs be call’d to arbitrate 
The juft conditions of this ftern debate; 

■ (Eternal witnefles of all below. 
And faithful guardians of the trealiir’d vow !) 
To them I fwear ; if vi<ftor in the ftrife, 
Jove by thefe hands (hall (lied thy noble life. 
No vile dilhonour (hall thy corfe purfue ; 
Stript of its arms alone (the conqu’ror’s due), 
The reft to Greece uninjur’d I’ll reftore : 
Now plight thy mutual oath, I alk no more. 

Talk not of oaths, (the dreadful chief replies. 
While anger flafti’d from his difdainful eyes), 
Detefted as thou art, and ought to be, 
Nor oath nor pa£t Achilles plights with thee : 
Such pafts as lambs and rabid wolves combine. 
Such league as men and furious lions join, 

1 To fuch I call the gods ! one conftant (late 
, Of lafting rancour and eternal hate : 

No thought but rage, and never-ceafing ftrife, 
Till death extinguifh rage, and thought and life, 
Roufe then thy forces this important hour, 
Colleff thy foul, and call forth all thy pow’r. 

* No farther fubterfuge, no farther chance ; 
’Tis Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my lance. 
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-Each Grecian ghofl: by thee depriv’d of breath, 
Now hovers round, and calls thee to thy death. 

He fpokc, and launch’d his jav’lin at the foe ; 
£ut Hcftor fHunn’d the meditated blow : 
He (loop’d while o’er his head the flying fpear 
Sung innocent, and fpent its force in air. 
Minerva watch’d it falling on the land, 
Then drew, and gave to great Achilles’ hand, 
Hnfeen of Heftor, who, elate with joy, 
Now' (hakes his lance and braves the dread of Troy. 

The life you boafted to that jav’lin giv’n. 
Prince! you have mifs’d. My fate depends on heav’n 
To thee (prefumptUous as thou art) unknown, 
Or what nit!ft prove my fortune, or thy own. 
Boafting is but an art, our fears to blind, 
And with falfe terror fink another’s mind. 
But know, whatever fate I am to try, 
By no dilhoneft wound (hall Heftor die ; 
1 (hall not fall a fugitive at lead, 
My foul (hall bravely ifiTue from my bread ; 
But firft try thou my arm ; and may this dart 
End all my country’s woes deep bury’d in thy heart. 

The weapon flew, its courfe unerring held 
Unerring, but the heav’nly fbield repell’d 
The mortal dart refulting with a bound 
From off the ringing orb, it ftruck the ground. 
Heftor beheld his jav’lin fall in vain, 
Nor other lance, nor other hope remain ; 
He calls Deiphobus, demands a fpear, 
In vain, for no Deiphobus was there. 
All comfortlefs he (lands; then, with a figh : 
5 Pis fo—heav’n wills it, and my hour is nigh ! 
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I deem’d Deiphobus had heard my call ; 
; But he fecure lies guarded in the wall. 
A god deceiv’d me; Pallas, ’twas thy deed : 
Death and black fate approach ! ’tis I mutt bleed. 
No refuge now, no fuccour from above ; 
Great Jove deferts me, and the fon of Jove, 
Propitious once, and kind! Then welcome fate ! 
’Tis true I perilh, yet I perilh great : 
Yet in a mighty deed I (hall expire; 
Let future ages hear it, and admire ! 

1 Fierce, at the word, his weighty fword he drew, 
And, all colledted, on Achilles flew. 
So Jove’s bold bird, high balanc’d in the air. 
Stoops from the clouds to trufs the quiv’ring hare. 
Nor lefs Achilles his fierce foul prepares; 
Before his bread: the flaming (hield he bears, 
Refulgent orb! above his fourfold cone 
The gilded horfe-hair fparkled in the fun. 
Nodding at ev’ry ilep, (Vulcanian frame!) 
And as he mov’d his figure feem’d on flame. 
As radiant Hefper ihines with keener light. 
Far-beaming o’er the fiivcr hoft of night, 
When all the IVarry train emblaze the fphere; 
So Ihone the point of great Achilles’ fpear. 

1 In his right hand he waves the weapon round, 
Eyes the whole man, and meditates the wound : 

‘ But the rich mail Patroclus lately wore. 
Securely cas’d the warrior’s body o’er. 
One place at length he fpies to let in fate, 
Where ’twixrthe neck and throat the jointid plate 

1 Gave entrance : Through that penetrable part 
Furious he drove the well-dircfled dart : 
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Nor pierc’d the windpipe yet, nor took the pow’r 
Of fpeech, unhappy ! from thy dying hour. 
Prone to the field, the bleeding warrior lies. 
While thus, triumphing, (tern Achilles cries. 

At laft is Heflor ilretch’d upon the plain, 
Who fear’d no vengeance for Patroclus (Iain : 
Then, prir.ee ! you Ihould have fear’d what now you 

feel: 
Achilles abfent was Achilles Hill. 
Yet a Ihort Ipace the great avenger (laid, 
Then low in dull thy (frength and glory laid. 
Peaceful he ileeps, with all our rites adorn’d, 
For ever honour’d and for ever mourn’d : 
While call to all the rage of hoflile pow’r. 
Thee, birds (hall mangle, and the dogs devour. 

Then Heitor, fainting at the approach of death : 
By thy own foul! by thefe who gave thee breath ! 
By all the facred prevalence of pray’r ! 
Ah ! leave me not for Grecian dogs to tear! 
The common rites of fepulture beftow. 
To footh a father’s and a mother’s wo ; 
Let their large gifts procure an urn at lead, 
And Heitor’s a(hes in his country red. 

No, wretch accurs’d; relentlefs he replies, 
(Flames, as he fpoke, (hot flafhing from his eyes) ; 
Not thofe who gave me breath, fnould bid me fpare, 
Nor all the facred prevalence of prayer. 
Could I myfelf the bloody banquet join ! 
No—to the dogs that carcafe I refign. 
Should Troy, to bribe me, bring forth all her (lore, 
And giving thoufands, offer thoufands more ; 
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i Should Dardan Priam , and his weeping dame, 
* Drain tiieir whole realm to buy one fun’ral flame; 

Their Heftor on the pile they Ihould not fee, 
Nor rob the vultures of one limb of thee. 

Then tints the chief his dying accents drew: 
Thy rage, implacable ! too well I knew : 
The furies that relentlefs bread have fteel’d, 
And curs’d thee with a heart that cannot yield. 
Yet think, a day will come, when fate’s decree 
And angry gods fhad wreak this wrong on thee ; 

i Phoebus and Paris (hall avenge my fate, 
And ftrctch thee here, before this Scaean gate. 

He ceas’d. The fates fupprefs’d his lab’ring breath, 
And his eyes diffen’d at the hand of death ; 
To the dark realm the fpirit wings its way, 
(The manly body left a load of clay) ; 
And plaintive glides along the dreary coad, 

*A naked, wand’ring, melancholy ghod ! 
Achilles, milling as he roll’d his eyes 

O’er the dead hero, thus (unheard) replies. 
Die thou the fird! When Jove and heav’n ordain, 
I follow thee— He faid, and dripp’d the flain. 
Then forcing backward from the gaping wound 
The reeking jav’lin, cad it on the ground. 

»' The thronging Greeks behold with wond’ring eyes 
His manly beauty and fuperior fize : 

5 While fome ignobler, the great dead deface 
With wounds ungen’rous, or with taunts difgrace : 
“ How chang’d that HeGor! who like Jove of late 

!' “ Sent light’ning on our fleets, and fcatter’d fate ? 
* High o’er the flain the great Achilles dands, 

Begirt with heroes, and furrounding bands; 
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And thus aloud, while all the hod attends; 
Princes and leaders ! countrymen and friends! 
Since now at length the pow’rful will of heav’n 
The dire deftroyer to our arms has given, 
Is not Troy fall’n already ? Hade, ye pow’rs ! 
See, if already their defected tow’rs 
Are left unmann’d, or if they yet retain 
The fouls of heroes, their great Heflor dain ? 
But what is Troy, or glory what to me ? 
Or why reflefts my mind on aught bnt thee. 
Divine Patroclus! Death has feal’d his eyes; 
Unwept, unhonour’d, uninterr’d he lies ! 
Can his dear image from my foul depart, 
Long as the vital fpirit moves my heart! 
If, in the melancholy (hades below, 
The flames of friends and lovers ceafe to glow, 
Yet mine (hall facred lad ; mine undecay’d. 
Burn on thro’ death, and animate my (hade. 
Meanwhile, ye fons of Greece, in triumph bring 
The corpfe of Heftor, and your Paeans fing : 
Be this the fong, flow-moving tow’rd the fliore, 
“ Heftor is dead, and Ilion is no more.” 

Then his fell foul a thought of vengeance bred, 
(Unworthy of himfelf, and of the dead); 
The nervous ancles bor’d, his feet he bound 
With thongs infected through the double wound; 
Thefe fix’d up high behind the rolling wain, 
His graceful head was trail’d along the plain. 
Proud on his car th’ infulting viftor flood, 
And bore aloft his arms-didiliing blood. 
He fmites the deeds; the rapid chariot flies; 
The hidden clouds of circling dud arife. 
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Now Soft is all that formidable air ; 
! The face divine, and long defcen-ding hair, 
Purple the ground, and itreak t.:e (able fand ; 
Deform’d, dilhonour’d, in his native land! 
Giv’n to the rage of an infulting throng! 
And, in his parents fight, now dragg’d along ! 

The mother firft beheld, with lad furvey; 
She rent her trefles, venerably grey, 
And cart, far off, the regal veils away. 
With piercing (hrieks his bitter fate (he moans, 
While the fad father anfwers groans with groans. 
Tears after tears his mourntul cheeks o’erflow, 
And the whole city wears one face of wo : 
No lefs than if the rage of holliie fires, 
From her foundations curling to her fpires. 
O’er the proud citadel at length Iheuld rife. 
And the laft blaze fend ilion to the (kies. 
The wretched monarch of the falling (late, 
Diftrafted, prelles to the Darden gate. 
Scarce the whole people (top his defp’rate courfc, 
While ftrong afflidlion gives the feeble force: 
Grief tears his heart, and drives him to and fro. 
In all the raging impotence of wo. 
At length he roll’d in duff, and thus begun, 
Imploring all, and naming one by one. 
Ah ! let me, let me go where forrow calls; 
I, only I, will ifftre from your wails, 
(Guide or companion, friends! 1 afk you none), . 
And bow before the murd’rcr of my ion! 
My grief, perhaps, his pity may engage; 
Perhaps, at lead, he may refpect my age. 

Vox. VII. K 
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He has a father too; a man okc me; 
One not exempt from age and mil'ery, 
(Vig’rous no more, as when his young embrace 
Begot this pelt of me, and all my race). 
How many valiant fons, in early bloom, 
Has that curs’d hand fent headlong to the tomb ? 
Thee, HeOor! laft : Thy lofs (divinely brave) 
Sinks my fad foul with forrow to the grave. 
Oh, had thy gentle fpirit pafs’d in peace, 
The fon expiring in the fire’s embrace. 
While both thy parents wept the fatal hour, 
And, bending o’er thee, mix’d the tender fhow’r ! 
Some comfort that had been, fome fad relief, 
To melt in full fatiety of grief! 

Thus wail’d the father, grov’ling on the ground. 
And all the eyes of Ilion Itream’d around. 

Amidfl: her matrons Hecuba appears, 
(A mourning princefs, and a train in tears) : 
Ah ! why has heav’n prolong’d this hated breath, 
Patient of horrors, to behold thy death ? 
Oh Heflor ! late thy parents pride and joy. 
The boafl of nations! the defence of Troy ! 
To whom her fafety and her fame (he ow’d ; 
Her chief, her hero, and almoft her god! 
O fatal change ! become, in one fad day, 
A fenfelefs corfe ! inanimated clay ! 

But not as yet the fatal news had fpread, 
To fair Andromache, of Heitor dead ; 
As yet no mefleoger had told his fate, 
Nor ev’n his flay without the Scaean gate. 
Far in the clofe recefles of the dome, 
Penfive Ihe ply’d the melancholy loom; 
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A growing work employ’d her fecret hours, 
Confus’dly gay, with intermingled flow’rs j 
Her fair-hair’d handmaids heat the brazen urn, 
The bath preparing for her lord's return; 
In vain : Alas! her lord returns no more! 
-Unbath’d he lies, and bleeds along the fhore ! 
Now from the walls the clamours reach her ear. 
And all her members fluke with hidden fear; 
Forth from her iv’ry hand the (buttle falls, 
As thus aftonilh’d, to her maids (he calls. 

Ah, follow me! ((he cry’d); what plaintive noife 
Invades my ear ? ’Tis hire my mother’s voice. 
My falt’ring knees their trembling frame defect; 
A pulfe unufual flutters at my heart; 
Some ftrange difafter, fome reverfe of fate 
(Ye gods avert it) threats the Trojan (late. 
Far be the omen which my thoughts fugged ! 
But much I fear my Heftor’s dauntlefs bread 
Confronts Achilles ; chas’d along the plain, 
Shut from our walls ! I fear, I fear him (lain! 
Safe in the croud he ever fcorn’d to wait, 
And fought for glory in the jaws of fate: 
Perhaps that noble heat has cod his breath. 
Now quench’d for ever in the arms of death. 

She fpoke; and furious, with diflrafted pace, 
Fears in her heart, and anguifh in her face, 
Flies thro’ the dome, (the maids her Aeps purfue), 
And mounts the walls, and fends around her view. 
Too foon her eyes the killing objett found. 
The godlike Heftor dragg’d along the ground. 
A hidden darknefs (hades her fwimming eye's: 
She faints, (he falls; her breath, her colour flies. 
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Her hair’s fair ornaments, the braids that bound, 
The net that held them ^ and the wreath that crown'd 
The veil and diadem flew far away ; 
(The gift of Venus on her bridal day). 
Around a train of weeping lifters (lands 
To raife her finking with affiftant hands. 
Scarce from the verge of death recall’d, again 
She faints, or but recovers to complain. 

O wretched hufband of a wretched wife ! 
Born with one fate, to one unhappy life ! 
For fure one (far its baneful beam difplay’d 
On Priam’s roof, and Hippoplacia’s lhade. 
From diff’rent parents, diff’rent climes we came, 
At diff’rent periods, yet our fate the fame 
Why was my birth to great Action ow’d? 
And why was all that tender care bellow’d ? 
Would I had never been 1——O thou the ghoft: 
Of my dead hulband 1 miferably loft ! 
Thou to the difmal realms for ever gone! 
And I abandon’d, defolate, alone! 
An only child, once comfort of my pains, 
Sad produft now of hapleft love remains ! 
No more to fmile upon his fire 1 no friend 
To help him now 1 no father to defend! 
For, Ihould he ’fcape the fword, the common doom! 
What wrongs attend him, and what griefs to come ? 
E’en from his own paternal roof expell’d. 
Some ftranger plows his patrimonial' field. 
This day, that to the lhades the father fends, 
Robs the fad orphan of the father’s friends ; 
He, wretched outcall of mankind! appears 
For ever fad, for ever bath’d in tears; 
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Amongft the happy, unregarded he, 
Hangs on the robe or trembles at the knee. 
While thofe his father’s former bounty fed, 
Nor reach the goblet, nor divide the bread: 
The kindeft but his prefent wants allay, 
To leave him wretched the fucceeding day. 
Frugal companion ! Headlefs they who boaft 
Both parents dill, nor feel what he has loft, 
Shall cry. “ Begone ! thy father feafts not here.’ 
The wretch obeys, retiring with a tear. 
Thus w'retched, thus retiring, all in tears. 
To my fad foul Aftyanax appears! 
Forc’d, by repeated infults, to return, 
And to his widow’d mother vainly mourn. 
He, who with tender delicacy bred, 
With princes fported, and on dainties fed; 
And when ftill ev’ning gave him up to reft. 
Sunk foft in down upon the nurfe’s bread, 
Muft—ah! what muft he not ? Whom Ilion calls 
Aftyanax, from her w'ell-guarded walls, 
Is now that name no more, unhappy boy ! 
Since now no more thy father guards his Troy. 
But thou, my Heftor, ly’ft expos’d in air, 
Far from thy parents and thy confort’s care, 
Whofc hand in vain, direfted by her love. 
The martial fcarf and robe of triumph wove. 
Now, to devouring flames be thefe a prey, 
Ufelefs to thee from this accurfed day ! 
Yet let the facrifice at lead be paid, 
An honour to the living not the dead ! 

So fpake the mournful dame : Her matrons hear, 
Sigh back her fighs, and anfwer tear with tear. 

K3 
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BOOK XXIII. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The Funeral of Fatroelus. 
ACHILLES and the Myrmidons do honours to the 

body of I’atroclus. After the tuneral-feaff he re- 
tires to the fea-(hore, where, falling afkep, the giiolt 
of his friend appears to him, and demands the rites 
of burial. The next morning the fokliers are fent 
with mules and waggons to fetch wood for the pyre. 
The funeral proceffion, and the offering of their hair 
to the dead. Achilles facrifices feveral animals, and 
laflly twelve Trojan captives at the pi'e, then fets 
fire to it. He pays libations to the Winds, which, 
(at the inflance of Iris), rife and raife the flames. 
When the pile has burned all night, they gather the 
bones, place them in an urn of gold, and raife the. 
tomb. Achilles inftitutes the funeral-games: The 
chariot-race, the fight of the Caeflus, the wrefiling, 
the foot-race, the fingle combat, the Difcus, the 
fhooting with arrows, the darting the jav’lin : The 
various deferiptions of which, and the various fuccefs 
of the feveral antagonills, make the greateft part 
of the book. 

K 4 



1S4 THE ARGUMENT. 

In this book ends the thirtieth day. The night fol- 
lowing, the gholl of Patroclus appears to Achilles : 
The one and thirtieth day is employed in felling the 
timber for the pile, the two and thirtieth in 
burning it, and the three and thirtietn in the games. 
The feene is generally on the fea-fhore. 



BOOK xxm. 

I 

^-p HUS humbled in the duft, the penfive train 
Thro’ the fa;! city mourn’d her hero Haiti. 

The body, foil’d with duft, and black with gore. 
Lies or. broad Hellefpont’s refounding Ihore : 
The Grecians feek their (hips, and clear the (Irand, 
All but the martial Myrmidonian band : 
Thefe yet aficmbled great Achilles holds, 
And the Hern purpofe of his mind unfolds. 

Not yet (my brave companions of the war) 
Ifeleafe your fmoking courfers from the car; 
But with his chariot, each in order led. 
Perform due honours to Patroclus dead. 
Ere yet from reft or food we feek relief, 
-Some rites remain, to glut our rage of grief. 

The troops obey’d; and thrice in order led 
(Achilles firft) their courfers round the dead ; 
And thrice their forrows and laments renew ; 
Tears bathe their arms, and tears the fands bedew. 
For fuch a warrior Thetis aids their wo, 

, Melts their ftrong hearts, and bids their eyes to flow. 
But chief Pclides : Thick fucceeding fighs 

, Burft from his heart, and torrents from his eyes ! 
His flaught’ring hands, yet red with blood, he laid 
On his dead friend’s cold breaft, and thus he faid. 

All hail, Patroclus! let thy honour’d ghoft 
Hear, and rejoice on Pluto’s dreary coaft ; 

' Behold! Achilles’promife is,complete; 
The bloody Heftor ftretch’d Before thy feet. 
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Lo ! to the dogs his carcafe I refign ; 
And twelve fad viftims of the Trojan line. 
Sacred to vengeance, inllant fhall expire. 
Their lives effus’d around thy fun’ral pyre. 

Gloomy he faid, and, (horrible to view), 
Before the bier the bleeding Heflor threw 
Prone on the duff. The Myrmidons around 
Unbrac’d their armour, and the deeds unbound. 
All to Achilles’ fable thip repair, 
Frequent and full, the genial fead to lhare. 
Now from the well-fed fwine black fmokes afpirer 
The bridly viffims hiding o’er the fire : 
The huge ox bellowing falls ; with feebler Cries 
Expires the goat; the fheep in lilence dies. 
Around the hero’s prodrate body flow’d. 
In one promifeuous dream, the reeking blood. 
And now a band of Argivemonarchs brings 
The glorious viftor to the king of kings. 
From his dead friend the penfive warrior went, 
With deps unwilling, to the regal tent. 
Th’ attending heralds, as by office bound. 
With kindled flames the tripod-vafe furround; 
To cleanfe his conqu’ring hands from hodile gore 
They urg’d in vain ; the. chief refus’d, and fwore: 

No drop lhall touch me, by almighty Jove ! 
The fird and greated of the gods above 1 
Till on the pyre I place thee ; till l rear 
The grafly mound, and clip thy facred hair. t 
Some eafe at lead thefe pious rites may give. 
And {both my forrows, while I bear to live. 
Howe’er, reluftant as I am, I day, 
And (hare your fead ; but, with the dawn of day,. 
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(O king of men !) it claims thy royal care, 
That Greece the warrior’s fun’ral pile prepare, 
And bid the forefts fall: (Such rites are paid 
To heroes llumb’ring in eternal (hade). 
Then, when his earthly part (hall mount in fire, 
Let the leagu’d fquadrons to their pods retire. 

He fpoke ; they hear him, and the word obey; 
The rage of hunger and of third allay, 
Then eafe in deep the labours of the day. 
But great Pelides, dretch’d along the fhore, 
Where dafh’d on rocks the broken billows roar. 
Lies inly groaning ; while, on either hand. 
The martial Myrmidons confus’dly dand. 
Along the grafs his languid members fall. 
Tir’d with his chace around the Trojan wall ; 
Hulh’d by the murmurs of the rolling deep, 
At length he finks in the foft arms of deep. 
When, lo! the (hade, before his doling eyes,. 
Of lad Patroclus, rofe, or feem’d to rife ; 
In the fame robe he living wore, he came ; 
In dature, voice, and pleafing look the fame. 
The form familiar hover’d o’er his head : 
And deeps Achilles, (thus the phantom faid), 
Sleeps my Achilles, his Patroclus dead ? 
Living I feem’d his deared, tend’red care, 
But now forgot, I wander in the air. 
Let my pale corfe the rites of burial know, 
And give me ent’rance in the realms below : 
Till then the fpirit finds no reding place, 
But here and there th’ unbody’d fpedres chace 
The vagrant dead around the dark abode. 
Forbid to crofs th’ irremeable fiood. 
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Now give thy hand ; for to the farther (here 
When once we p'afs, the foul returns no more : 
When once the laft funereal flames afeend, 
No more (hall meet Achilles and his friend ; 
No more our thoughts to thole we lov’d make known ; 
Or quit the deareft to converfe alone. 
Me fate has fever’d from the fans of earth, 
The fate foredoom’d, that waited from my birth : 
Thee too it waits; before the Trojan wall 
.Ev’n great and godlike thou art doom’d to fall. 
Hear then ; and, as in fate and love we join, 
Ah furter that my bones may rdfl: with thine! 
Together have we liv’d, together bred. 
One horde receiv’d us, and one table fed : 
That golden urn thy goddefs-mother gave, 
May mix our alhes in one common grave. 

And is it thou ! (he anfwers) to my fight 
Once more return’ll thou from th’ realms of night ? 
Oh more than brother ! think each office paid, 
Whate’er can reft a difeontented (hade ; 
But grant one laft embrace, unhappy boy! 
Afford at leaft that melancholy joy. 
He faid ; and with his longing arms effay’d 
In vain to grafp the vifionary (hade; 
Like a thin fmoke he fees the fpirit fly. 
And hears a feeble, lamentable cry. 
Confus’d he wakes; amazement breaks the bands 
Of golden deep, and, ftarting from the fands, C 
Penfive he nudes with uplifted hands. J 

’Tis true, ’tis certain, man, though dead, retains 
Part of himfelf; th’ inunortal mind remains ; 
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The form fubfills without the body’s aid, 
Aerial femblance, and an empty fhade ! 
This night my friend, fo late in battle loft, 
Stood at my fide, a penlire, plaintive ghoft ; 
Ev’n now fasiiliar, as in life, he came ; 
Alas! how diff’rent! yet how like the fame ! 
Thus while he fpoke, each ej’e grew big with tears.; 
And now the rofy finger’d morn appears. 
Shews ev’ry mournful face, with tears o’erlpread, 
And glares on the pale vifage of the dead. 
But Agamemnon, as the rites demand, 
With mules and waggons fends aehofen band 
To load the timber, and the pile to rear ; 
A charge confign'd to Merion’s faithful care. 
With proper inftrnmcntis they take the road, 
Axes to cut, and ropes to fting the load. 
Firft march the heavy mules, fecurely flow. 
O’er hills, o’er dales, o’er crags, o’er rocks they go ; 
Jumping high o’er the fhrnbs of the rough ground, 
Rattle the clatt’ririg cars-, and the fhock’d axles bound. 
But when arriv’d at Ida's fpreading woods, 
(Fair Ida, water’d with defending floods,) 
Loud founds the axe, redoubling ftrokes on- ftrokes; 
On all fides round the foreft hurls her oaks 
Headlong. Deep-echoing groan the thickets brown ; 
Then ruftliog, crackling, cradling, thunder down. 
The wood the Grecians cleave, prepar’d to burn j 
And the flow mules the fame rough road return. 
The fturdy woodmen equal burdens bore 
(Such charge was giv’n them) to the fandy fhore; 
There on the fpot which great Achilles (bow’d, 
They eas’d their (boulders, and difpos’d the load 5 
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Circling around the place, where times to come 
Shall view Patroclus’ and Achilles’ tomb. 
The hero bids his martial troops appear 
High on their cars in all the pomp of war ; 
Lach in refulgent arms his limbs attires, 
All mount their chariots, combatants, and fquirec. 
The chariots firft proceed, a fhining train ; 
Then clouds of foot that fmoke along the plain ; 
Llext thefe a melancholy band appear, 
Amidft, lay dead Patroclus on the bier: 
O’er all the corfe their fcatter’d locks they throw; 
Achilles next, opprefs’d with mighty wo, 
Supporting with his hands the hero’s head, 
Bends o’er th’ extended body of the dead. 
Patroclus decent on th’ appointed ground 
They place, and heap the fylvan pile around. 
But great Achilles Hands apart in pray’r, 
And from his head divides the yellow hair ; 
Thofe curling locks which from his youth he vow’ 
And facred grew, to Sperchius’ honour’d flood : 
Then flghing, to the deep his looks he call. 
And roll’d his eyes around the wat’ry watte. 

Sperchius ! whofe waves in mazy errors loft 
Delightful roll along my native coaft ! 
To whom we vainly vow’d, at our return 
Thefe locks to fall, and hecatombs to burn ; 
Full fifty rams to bleed in facrifice. 
Where to the day thy filver fountains rife. 
And where in (hade of confecrated bow’rs 
Thy altars Hand, perfum’d with native flow’rs! 
So vow’d my father; but he vow’d in vain; 
No more Achilles fees his native plain ; 
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In fhat vain hope diefe hairs no longer grow, 
| Patioclus bears them to the (hades below. 

Thus o’er Patrocius while the hero pray’d, 
On his cold .;aud the (acred lock L laid. 
Once ..ore afrefli the Greeki. (arrows flow: 
And now the fun had fet i; on . o .'ir wo. 
But to the king of men thus fpoke the chief. 
Enough, d:rides ! give the troops relief : 
Permit the mourning legions to retire, 
And let the chiefs alone attend the pyre ; 
The pious care be ours, the dead to burn—■ 
He faid : '1 he people to their (hips return : 
While thofe deputed to inter the (lain, 
Heap with a rifing pyramid the plain. 
A hundred foot in length, a hundred wide, 
The growing ftrufture fpreads oh ev’ry fide. 
High on the top the manly corfe they lay, 
And well-fed Iheep and fable oxen flay : 
Achilles cover’d with their fat the dead, 
And the pil’d viftims round the body fpread; 
Then jars of honey and of fragrant oil 
Sufpends around, low-bending o’er the pile. 
Four fprightly courfers, with a deadly groan 
Pour forth their lives, and on the pyre are thrown , 

!
l Of nine large dogs, domeflic at his board, 

Fall two, feledied to attend their lord. 
1 Then, lad of all, and horrible to tell, 

Sad facrifice ! twelve Trojan captives fell. 
On thefe the rage of fire viftorious preys, 
Involves and joins them in one common blaze. 
Smear’d with the bloody rites, he ftands on high, 
And calls the fpirit with a dreadful cry. 
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All hail, Patroclus! ref thy vengeful ghoft 
Hear, and exult on Pluto’s drearv coafl. 
Behold, Achilles’ promife fully paid, 
Twelve Trojan heroes offer’d to thy (hade; 
But heavier fates on Hcftor’s corie attend, 
Sav’d from the flames for hungry dogs to rend. 

So fpake be, threat’ning ; but the gods made vain 
His threat, and guard inviolate the flain : 
Celeflial Venus hover’d o’er his head, 
And rofeate unguents (heav’nly fragrance 1) (bed : 
She watch'd him all the night, and all the day, 
And drove the bloodhounds from their deftin’d prey. 
Nor facred Phoebus lefs employ’d his care ; 
He pour’d around a veil of gather’d air, 
And kept the nerves undry’d, the flelh entire, 
Again!! the folar beam and Syrian fire. 

Nor yet the pile where dead Patroclus lies, 
Smokes, nor as yet the lullen flames arife ; 
But, fad befide, Achilles flood in pray’r, 
Invok’d the gods whole fpirit moves the air, 
And vidlims promis’d, and libations call, 
To gentle Zypher and the Boreal blaft : 
He call’d th’ aerial pow’rs along the Ikies 
To breathe, and whifper to the fires to rife. 
The winged Iris heard the hero’s call. 
And inflant haften’d to their airy hall, 
Where, in old Zypher’s open courts on high, 

i Sat all the bluft’ring brethren of the Iky. 
She (hone amidft them on her painted bow; 
The rocky pavement glitter’d with the Ihow. 
All from the banquet rife, and each invites 
The various goddefs to partake the rites. 
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' Not fo, (the dame reply’d), I hafte to go 
To facrcd Ocean, and the floods below : 
Ev’n now our folemn hecatombs attend, 
And heav’n is feafting on the world’s green end, 
With righteous Aithiops (uncorrupted train !) 
Far on th’ extremeft limits of the main. 
But Peleus’ fon intreats, with facrifice. 
The Weftern Spirit, and the North to rife ; 
Let on Patrsclus’ pile your blall be driv’n, 
And bear the blazing honours high to heav’n. 

Swift as the word Ihe vanifh’d from their view; 
Swift as the word the winds tumultuous flew ; 
Forth burft the flormy band, with thund’ring roar, 
And heaps on heaps the clouds are tofs’d before. 
To the wide main then (looping from the (kies, 
The heaving deeps in wat’ry mountains rife : 
Troy feels the blall along her (baking walls, 
Till on the pile the gather’d tempeft falls. 
The (tructure crackles in the roaring fires, 
And all the night the plenteous flame afpires. 
All night Achilles hails Patroclus’ foul, 
With large libations from the golden bowl. 
As a poor father, helplefs and undone, 
Mourns o’er the afhes of an only fon, 

, Takes a fad pleafure the lafl bones to burn. 
And pour in tears, ere yet they clofe the urn : 

*• So (laid Achilles, circling round the fhore. 
So watch’d the flames, till now they flame no more. 
’Twas when, emerging thro’ the (hades of night, 
The morning-planet told th’ approach of light; 

4 And fall behind, Aurora’s warmer ray 
O’er the broad ocean pour’d the golden day : 

Vol. VH, L 



164 H O M E R’j I L I A D. XXIII. 284. 

Then funk the blaze, the pile no longer bnrn’d, 
And to their caves the whirling winds return’d : 
Acrofs the Thracian feas their courfe they bore ; 
The ruffled fas beneath their pafage roar. 

Then parting from the pile, he ceas’d to weep. 
And funk to quiet in th’ embrace of deep, 
Exhaufed with his grief: Meanwhile the croud 
Of thronging Grecians round Achilles food : 
The tumult wak’d him : From his eyes he (hook 
Unwilling (lumber, and the chiefs befpokc. 

Ye kings and princes of th’ Achaian name ! 
Fil'd let us quench the yet remaining flame 
With fable wine; then (as the rites direff) 
The hero’s bones with careful view felett : 
(Apart, and eafy to be known they lie, 
Amidd the heap, and obvious to the eye : 
The red around the margins w ill be feen, 
Promifcuous, deeds, and immolated men); 
Thefe wrapt in double cawls of fat, prepare ; 
And in the golden vafe difpofe with care; 
There let them red, with decent honour laid, 
Till I (hall follow to th’ infernal (hade. 
Meantime ere£I the tomb with pious hands, 
A common drufhire on the humble fands ; 
Hereafter Greece (bme nobler work may raife, 
And late poderity record our praife. 
The Greeks obey; where yet the embers glow, 
Wide o’er the pile the fable wine they throw. 
And deep fubfides the a(hy heap below. 
Next the white bones his fad companions j»Iace, 
With tears colkfted, in the golden vafe. 
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') 1'he facred reliques to the tent they bore ; 
| The urn a veil of linen cover’d o’er. 
® That done, they bid the fepulchre afpire, , 

And cart the deep foundations round the pyre; 
High in the midft they heap the fwelling bed 
Of rifing earth, memorial of the dead. 

The fwarming populace the chief detains, 
A.nd leads amidlt a wide extent of plains ; 
There plac’d them round : Then from the (hips pro- 

ceeds 
A train of oxen, mules, and (lately deeds, 

fVafes and tripods, (for the fun’ral games), 
Refplendent brafs, and more refplendent dames. 
Firft dood the prizes to reward the force 
Of rapid racers in the dudy courfe: 
A woman for the fird, in beauty’s bloom, 
Skill’d in the needle and the lab’ring loom ; 
Anci a large vafe, where two bright handles rife, 
Of twenty meafures its capacious fize. 
The fecund viftor claims a mare unbroke. 
Big with a mule, unknowing of the yoke : 
The third, a charger yet untouch’d by flame : 
Four ample meafures held the (hinihg frame : 
Two golden talents for the fourth were plac’d ; 
An ample double bowl contents the lad. 

V Thefe in fair order rang’d upon the plain. 
The hero, rifing, thus addrefs’d the train. 

1 Behold the prizes, valiant Greeks! decreed 
To the brave rulers of the racing deed; 
Prizes which none befide ourfelf could gain, 
.Should our immortal courfers take the plain : 

Id L t 
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(A race unrival’d, which from Ocean’s god 
Peleus receiv’d, and on his fon beftow’d). 
But this no time our vigour to difplay; 
Nor fuit with them, the games of this fad day : 
Loft is Patroclus now, that wont to deck 
Their flowing manes, and fleek their glofly neek. 
Sad, as they (har’d in human grief, they (land. 
And trail thofe graceful honours on the fand ! 
Let others for the noble talk prepare, 
"Who truft the courfer, and the flying car. 
Tir’d at his word, the rival racers rife; 
But far the firft, Eumelus hopes the prize, 
Fam’d through Pieria for the fleeted breed, 
And (kill’d-to manage the high-bounding fteed. 
With equal ardour bold Tydides fwell’d, 
The deeds of Tros beneath his yoke eompell’d, 
(Which late obey’d the Dardan chief’s command,. 
When fcarce a god redeem’d him from his hand). 
Then Menelaus his Podargus brings, 
And the fam’d courfer of the king of kings; 
Whom rich Echepolus, (more rich than brave). 
To ’fcape the wars, to Agamemnon gave, 
(zEthe her name), at home to end his days ; 
Bafe wealth preferring to eternal praife. 
Next him Antilochus demands the courfe, 
With beating heart, and cheers his Pylian horfe. 
Experienc’d Neftor gives his fon the reins, 
Direfts his judgment, and his heat reftrains ; 
Nor idly warns the hoary fire, nor hears 
The prudent fon with unattending ears. 

My fon ! tho’ youthful ardour fire thy bread, 
Th« gods have lov’d thee, and with arts have bleft. 
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Neptune and Jove on thee conferr’d the fldll, 
Swift round the goal to turn the flying wheel. 
'] o guide thy conduft little precept needs; 
But How, and part their vigour, are my deeds. 
Fear not thy rivals, though for fwiftnefs knowo;' { 

Compare thofe rivals judgment, with t!iy own ; 
It is pot drength, but ait, obtains the prize, t . 
And to be fwiit is lefs tlian tti be wife. 
Tis more by art, than fofee of r.um’rous drokes, 
The dext’rous woodman lhapes the dubbom oaks; 
By art the pilot, through the boiling def.p 
And howling temped, deers the feaclefvfbip ! 
And ’tis the artilt wins the glorious oourfe, 
Not thofe who trud jn chariots and in horle. 
In vain ; unlkilful, to the goal they drive. 
And fiiort or wide th’ ungoyeni’d courfer drive: 
While with fure (kill, though .widt inferior fleets, 
The knowing racer to his end proceeds; 
Fix’d on the goal, his eye, fore-runs the courfe, 
His hand unerring deers the deady horfe ; 
And now coptradls, or now extends the rein, 
Obferving dill the foremod on the plain. 
Mark then the goal, ’tis eafy to be found; 
Yon aged trunk, a cubit from the ground ; 
Of fome once dately oak the lad remains, 
Or hardy fir, unperifh’d with the rains : 
Inclos’d with dones, confpicuous from afar ; 
And round, a circle for the wheeling car. 
(Some tomb perhaps of old, the dead to grace ; 
Or then, as now, the limit of a race). 
Bear clofc to this, and warily proceed, 
A little bending to the left-hand deed ; 

l i 
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But urge the right, and give him all the reins; 
While thy drift hand his fellow’s head redrains, 
And turns him Ihort; till doubling as they roll, 
The wheels round naves appear to broth the goal. 
Yet (not to break the car, or lame the horfe) 
Clear of the dony heap direft thy courfe; 
Led, through incaution failing, thou may’d be 
A joy to others, a reproach to me. 
So. lhalt thotr pafs the goal fecure of mind, 
And leave untkilful fwiftnefs far behind ; 
Though thy fierce rival drove the matchlefs deed 
Which bore Adradus,- of celedial breed ; 
Or the fam’d race, through all the regions known, 
That whirl’d the car of proud Laomedon. 
Thus (nought unfaid) the much-advifing fage 
Concludes; then fat, difT with unwieldy age. 

Next bold Meriones was feen to rife, 
The lad, but not lead ardent for the prize. 
They mount their feats; the lots their place difpole 
(Roll’d in his helmet, thefe Achilles throws.) 
Young Nedor leads the race, Eumelus then, 
And next the brother of the king of men ; 
Thy lot, Meriones, the fourth was cad, 
And far the braved, Diomed was lad. 
They dand in order, an impatient train; 
Pelides points the barrier on the plain. 
And fends before old Phoenix to the place, 
To mark the racers, and to judge the race. 
At once the courfers from the barrier bound ; 
The lifted fcourges all at once refound ; 
Their heart, their eyes, their voice they fend before 
And up the champaign thunder from the (bore : 
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Thick where they drive the thifiy clouds arife, 
And the loll courier in the whirlwind flies; 
Loofe on their fhoulders the long manes reclin’d. 
Float in their ipeed, and dance upon the wind ; 
The fmoking chariots, rapid as they bound, 
Now ieem to touch the iky, and now the ground. 
While hot for fame, and conqueif all their care, 
(Each o’er his flying cburfer hung in air), 
Ereft with ardour, pois’d upon the rein, 
They pant, they ftretch, they (bout along the plain; 
Now, (the laft compafs fetch’d around the goal), 
At the near prize each gathers all his foul, 
Each burns with double hope, with double pain. 
Tears up the (hore, and thunders tow’rd the main. 
Firft flew' Eumelus on Phemian deeds ; 
With thofe of Tros, bold Diomed fucceeds: 
Clofe on Eumelus’ back they puff’the wind. 
And feem juft mounting on his car behind ; 
Full on his neck he feels the fultry breeze, 
And hov’ring o’er their ftrctching (hadows fees. 
Then had he loft, or left a doubtful prize, 
But angry Phoebus to Tydidcs flies, 
Strikes from his hand the fcourge, and renders vain 
iiis matchleis horfes labour on the plain. 
Rage fills his eye with anguilh, to furvey 
Snatch’d from his hope, the glories of the day. 
The fraud celeftial Pallas fees with pain, 
Springs to her knight, and gives the fcourge again, 
And fills his fteeds with vigour. At a ftroke 
She breaks the rivals chariot from the yoke; 
No more their way the ftartled horfes held; 
The car revers’d came rattling on the field ; 

L 4 
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Shot headlong from his featy befide the wheel, 
Prone on the dull th’ unhappy mader fell : 
His batter’d face and elbows ttrikc the ground ; 
Nofe, mouth, and trout, one unditlinguilh’d wound: 
Grief (lops his voice, a tormitt drowns his eyes j 
Before him far the glad 1'ydides files; 
Minerva’s fpirit drives his matchlefs pace, 
And crowns him victor of the labour’d race. 

The next, though diflant, Mencbus fucceeds; 
While thus young Neitor animates his deeds. 
Now, now, mv gen’rous pair, exert your force; 
Not that we hope to match Tydides’ horfe, 
Since great Minerva wings their rapid way. 
And gives their lord the honou: s of the day, 
But reach Atrides! lhall hi. mare outgo 
Your fwiftnefs ! vanquith’d by a female foe! 
Through your negledt, if lagging on the plain 
The laid ignoble gift be all we gain ; 
No more fhall Nedor’s hand your food fupply, 
The old man’s fury rifes, and you die. 
Hade then ; yon narrow road, before your fight, 
Prefents th’ occafion, could we ufe it right. 

Thus he. The courferf, at their mader’s threat. 
With quicker deps the founding champaign beat. 
And now Antilochus, with nice furvey, 
Obferves the compafs of the hollow way. 
’Twas where, by force of wint’ry torrents torn, 
Fad by the road a precipice was worn : 
Here, where but one could pafs, to Ihun the throng, 
The Spartan hero’s chariot fmok’d along. 
Clofe up the vent’rous youth refolves to keep, 
Still edging near, and bears him tow’rd the deep. 
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' Atrides, trembling, cads his eye' below, 
\ And wonders at the ralhnefs of his foe. 

Hold, flay your f!eeds~-What madnefs thus to ride 
This narrow way; take larger fi.ld, (he cry’d)* 
Or both mud fall—Atrides cry’d in vain ; 
He flies more fad, and throws up all the rein. 
Far as an able arm the difk can fend. 
When youthful rivals thyir full force extend, 
So far, Antilochus 1 thy chariot flew 
Jlefore the king : He, cautious, backward drew 
His horl'e compell’d ; foreboding in his fears 1 The ratt’iing ruin of the clafhing car?, 
The flound’ring courfers rolling on the plain. 
And conqued lod, through frantic hade to gain : 
But thus upbraids his rival as he flies : 
Go, furious youth, ungen’rous and unwife ! 
Go, but expeft not I’ll the prize refign ; 
Add perjury to fraud, and make it thine— 
Then to his deeds with all his force he cries: 
Be fwift, be vig’rous, and regain the prize ! 
Your rivals, deditute of youthful force, 
With fainting knees fhall labour iu the courfe, 
And yield the glory your’s—The deeds obey ; 
Already at their heels they wing their way, 

a And feem already to retrieve the day. 
Meantime the Grecians in a ring beheld 

4 The courfers bounding o’er the dudy field. 
The fird who mark’d them was the Cretan king ; 
High on a rifing ground, above the ring, 
The monarch fat; from whence, with fure furyey, 

•, He well obferv’d the chief who led the way, 
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And heard from far his animating cries. 
And faw the foremoft fteed with Iharpen’d eyes ; 
On whofe broad front a blaze of fhining white, 
Like the full moon, flood obvious to the fight. 
He faw; and, rifing, to the Greeks begun. 
Are yonder horfe difcern’d by me alone ? 
Or can ye all another chief furvey, 
And other deeds, than lately led the way ? 
Thofe, though the fwifteft, by fome god with-held, 
Lie fiire difabled in the middle field : 
For fince the goal they doubled, round the plain 
1 fearch to find them, but I fearch in vain. 
Perchance the reins forfook the driver’s hand, 
And, turn’d too Ihort, he tumbled on the ftrand, 
Shot from the chariot; while his courfers ftray 
With frantic fury from the deftin’d way. 
Rife then fome other, and inform my fight, 
(For thefe dim eyes, perhaps, difcern not right) ; 
Yet fure he feems (to judge by fhape and air) 
The great iEtolian chief, renown’d in war. 

Old man ! (Oileus rafhly thus replies), 
Thy tongue too haftily confers the prize; 
Of thofe who view the courfe, not Iharpeft ey’d, 
Nor youngeft, yet the readied to decide, 
F.umelus’ deeds high-bounding in the chace, 
Still, as at firfl, unrival’d lead the race : 
I well difcern him as he drakes the rein, 
And hear his drouts viflorious o’er the plain. 

Thus he. Idomeneus incens’d, rejoin’d. 
Barb’rous of words ! and arrogant of mind ! 
Contentious prince! of all the Greeks befide 
The lad in merit, as the firfl in pride ; 
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To vile reproach what anfwer can we make ? 
A goblet or a tripod let us flake, 
And be the king the judge. The mod un wife 
Will learn their ralhnefs, when they pay the price. 
He faid : And Ajax by mad paflion born, 
Stern had reply’d; fierce fcorn enhancing fcorn 
To fell extremes. But Thetis’ godlike fon 
Awful amidft them rofe, and thus begun. 

Forbear, ye chiefs ! reproachful to contend ; 
Much would ye blame, fhould others thus offend; 
And lo ! the approaching deeds your conted end. 
No fooner had he fpoke, but thund’ring near. 
Drives, through a dream of dud, the charioteer. 
High o’er his head the circling lath he wields; 
His bounding horfes fcarccly touch the fields. 
His car amidd the dudy whirlwind roll’d, 
Bright with the mingl’d blaze of tin and gold, 
Refulgent through the cloud : No eye could find 
d he track his flying wheels had left behind : 
And the fierce courfers urg’d their rapid pace 
So fwift, it feem’d a flight, and not a race. 
Now vhdor at the goal Tydides dands, 
Quits his bright car, and fprings upon thefands; 
From the hot deeds the fweaty torrents dream ; 
The well-ply’d whip is hung athwart the beam : 
With joy brave Sthenelus receives the prize, 
The tripod-vafe, and dame with radiant eyes : 
Thefe to the (hips his train triumphant leads, 
The chief himfelf unyokes the panting deeds. 

Young Nedor follows (who by art, not force, 
O’erpafs’d Atrides) fecond in the courfe. 
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Behind, Atrides urg'd the race, more near 
Than to the courier,in his fwift career 
The following car, juft touching with his heel, 
And bruftaing with his tail the whirling wheel. 
Such and to narrow now the fpace between 
The rivals; late fo diftant on the green ; 
So foon fwift /Elbe her loft ground regain’d, 
One length, one moment, had the race obtain’d. 

Merion purfn’d, at greater diftance ftill 
With tardier conifers, and inferior (kill. 
La ft came, Adnietns! thy unhappy fon ; 
Slow drggg’d the (feeds his batter’d chariot on : .■ 
Achilles (aw, and pitying thus begun. J 

Behold.the man whofe matchlefs art furpaft 
The fons of Crgece ! the ahleft, yet the laft ! 
Fortune denies, but juftice bids us pay -« 
(Since great Tydides bears the firft away) I 
To him tfiq fecond honours of the day. J 

The Greeks confent with loud-applauding cries. 
And then Eumelus had receiv’d the prize; 
But youthful Neftor, jealous of his fame, 
Th’ award opppfes, and aflerts his claim. 
Think not (lie cries) I tamely will ^efign, 
O Peleus’ fon ! the mare fo juftly mine. 
What if the gods, the ikilful to confound, 
Have thrown the horfc and horfeman to the ground f 
Perhaps he fought not heav’n by facrifice. 
And vows omitted forfeited the prize. 
If yet (diftinftion to thy friend to fhow, 
And pleafe a foul defirous to beftow) 
Some gift muft grace Eumelus: View thy (lore 
Of beauteous handmaids, ftceds, and fhining ore, 
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' An ample prefent let him thence receive, 
And Greece lhall praife thy gen’rous third to give. 
JJut this my prize 1 never lhall forego ; 
This who but touches, warriors ! is my foe. 

Thus fpake the youth : Nor did his words offend ; 
Pleas’d with the well-turn’d flattery of a friend, 
Achilles fmil’d : The gift propos’d, (he cry’d), 
Antilochus ! we lhall ourfelf provide. 
With plates of brafs the corfelet cover’d o’er, 
(The fame renown’d Afteropaeus wore), 
Whofe glitt’ring margins rais’d with fdver fhine, 
(No vulgar gift), Eumelus, lhall be thine. 

He faid : Automedon at his command 
The corfelet brought, and gave it to his hand. 
Hiliinguilh’d by his friend, his bofom glows 
With gen’rous joy : Then Menelaus role; 
The herald plac’d the fceptre in his hands, 
And Hill’d the clamour of the Ihouting bands. 
Not without caufe incens’d at Nertor’s fon, 
And inly grieving, thus the king begun ; 

The praife of wifdom in thy youth obtain’d. 
An aft fo ralh (Antilochus) has flain’d. 
Robb’d of my glory and my juft reward, 
To you, O Grecians ! be my wrong declar’d t 

, So not a leader lhall our conduft blame, 
Or judge me envious of a rival’s fame, 

i But lhall not we, ourfelves, the truth maintain ? 
What needs appealing in a faft fo plain ? 
What Greek lhall blame me, if I bid thee rile. 
And vindicate by oath th’ ill-gotten prize ? 
Rife if thou dar’ft, before thy chariot Hand, 
The driving fcourge high-lifted in thy hand j 
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And touch thy fteeds, and fwear, thy whole intent 
Was but to conquer, not to circumvent : 
Swear by that god, whole liquid arms furround 
The globe, and whole dread earthquakes heave the 

ground. 
The prudent-chief with calm attention heard; 

Then mildly thus : Excufe, it youth have err’d; 
Superior as thou art, forgive th’ offence, 
Nor I thy equal, or in y ears, or fenfe. 
Thou know’ll the errors of unripen’d age, 
Weak are its counfcis, headlong is its rage, 
The prize I quit, if thou thy wrath relign ; 
The mare, or aught thou alk’fl, he freely thine. 
Ere 1 become (trom thy dear friendlhip torn) 
Hateful to thee, and to the gods forfworn. 

So fpoke Antilochus ; and at the word 
The mare contclted to the king reflor’d. 
Joy fwcils his foul: As when the vernal grain 
Lifts the green ear above the fpringing plain, 
The fields their vegetable life renew. 
And laugh and glitter with the morning-dew ; 
Such joy the Spartan’s Ihining face o’erfpread, 
And lilted his gay heart, while thus he laid. 

Still may our fouls, O gen’rous youth ! agree ; 
’Tis now Atridcs’ turn to yield to thee. 
Ralh heat perhaps a moment might controul. 
Not break, the fettled temper of thy foul. 
Not but (my fiiend) ’tis Hill the wifer way 
To wave contention with fuperior fway ; 
For ah ! how few, who Ihould like thee offend, 
Like thee, have talents to regain the friend ? 
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f To plead indulgence, and tliy fault atone, 
Suffice thy father’s merit and thy own : 
Gen’rous alike, for me, the fire and fon 
Have greatly ftiffer’d, and have greatly done. 
I yield ; that all may know my foul can bend, 
Nor is my pride preferr’d before my friend. 

He laid*; and pleas’d, his paffion to command, 
Rclign’d the courfer to Noemon’s hand, 
Friend of the youthful chief: Himfeif content. 
The fliining'charger to his veficl ftnt. 
The golden talents Merion next obtain’d. 

, The fifth reward, the double bowl, remain’d : 
Achilles this to rev’rend Neftor bears, 
And thus the purpofe of his gift declares. 

Accept thou this, O facred fire ! (he laid), 
In dear memorial of Patroclus dead ; 
Dead, and for ever loft, Patroclus lies. 
For ever fnatch’d from our defiring ey-es! 
Take thou this token of a grateful heart, 
Tho’ ’tis not thine to hurl the diftant dart, 
The quoit to tofs, the pond’rous mace to wield. 
Or urge the race, or wreftle on the field. 
Thy prefent vigour age has overthrown, 
But left the glory of the part thy own. 

He faid ; and plac’d the goblet at his fide; 
With joy the venerable king reply’d. 

Wifely and well, my fon, thy words have prov’d, 
A fenior honour’d, and a friend belov’d ! 
Too true it is, deferted of my ftrength, 
Thefe wither’d arms and limbs have fail’d at length ! 
Oh ! had I now that force 1 felt of yore, 

f Known thro’ iiuprafium and the Pylian (here 1 
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Viftorious then in ev’ry folemn game. 
Ordain’d to Amarynce’s mighty name; 
The brave Epeians gave my glory way, 
JEtolians, Pylians, all refign’d the day. 
I quell’d Clytomedes in fights of hand, 
And backward hurl’d Ancaeus on the land, 
Surpafs’d Jphyclus in the fwift career, 
Phyleus and Polydorus, with the Ipear. 
The fons of Aftor won the prize of horfe, 
But won by numbers, not by art or force: 
For the fam’d twins, impatient to furvey 
Prize after prize by Neflor borne away. 
Sprung to their car; and with united pains 
One lalh’d the courfers, while one rul’d the reins. 
Such once 1 was: Now to thefe talks fucceeds 
A younger race, that emulate our deeds : 
I yield, alas! (to age who mud not yield ?) 
Tho’ once the foremoll hero of the field. 
Go thou, my fon ! by gen’rous friendfhip led, 
With martial honours decorate the dead ; 
While pleas’d I take the gift thy hands prefent, 
(Pledge of benevolence, and kind intent), 
Rejoic’d, of all the num’rous Greeks, to fee 
Not one but honours facred age and me : 
Thofe due diftinftions thou fo well canfl pay, 
May the juft gods return another day. 

Proud of the gift, thus fpake the full of days : 
Achilles heard him, prouder of the praife. 

The prizes next are order’d to the field, 
For the bold champions who the caeftus wield. 
A (lately mule, as yet by toils unbroke. 
Of fix years age, unconfcious of the yoke. 
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Is to the circus kd, and firmly bound ; 
Next Hands a goblet, mafly, large, and round. 
Achilles riling, thus: Let Greece excite 
Two heroes equal to this hardy fight; 
Who dares his foe with lifted arms provoke. 
And rufh beneath the long defcending ftroke ? 
On whom Apollo (hall the palm bellow, 
And whom the Greeks fupreme by conquell know, 
This mule his dauntlefs labours fhall repay ; 
The vanquilh’d bear the mafly bowl away. 

This dreadful combat great Epaeus chofe; 
High o’er the croud, enormous bulk ! he rofe. 
And feiz’d the bead, and thus began to fay : 
Stand forth fome man, to bear the bowl away ! 
(Price of his ruin :) for who dares deny 
This mule my right ? th’ undoubted vtflor I, 
Others, ’tis own’d, in fields of battle fhinc. 
But the firit honours of this fight are mine; 
For who excells in all ! Then let fny foe 
Draw near, but fkfl his certain fortune know, 
Secure, this hand lhatl his whole frame Confound, 
Mato all his bones, a»d all his body pound : 
So let bis friends be nigh, a needful train, 
To heave the batter’d carcafe off the plain. 

The giant fpokc, and in a (lupidgaze 
The hod beheld him, fifent with amaze ! 
’Twas thou, Euryalns ! who dufd afpite 
To meet his might, and emulate thy fire, 
The great MecidheUS ; who, in days of yore. 
In Theban games the nolffeft trophy bore, 
(The games ordain’d dead Oedipus to grace), 
And fingly vanquilh’d the Cadmaean race. 

VoL. VII. M 
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Him great Tydides urges to contend, 
Warm with the hopes of conqueft for his friend; 
Officious with the cinfture girds him round ; 
And to his wri!t the gloves of death are bound. 
Amid the circle now each champion Hands, 
And poites high in air his iron hands ; 
With clalhing gauntlets now they fiercely clofe, 
Their crackling jaws re-echo to the blows. 
And painful 1'weat from all their members flows. 
At length Epaeus dealt a weighty blow, 
Full on the cheek of his unwary foe ; 
Beneath that pond’rous arm’s refiltlefs fway 
Down dropt he nervelefs, and extended lay. 
As a large fill), when winds and waters roar, 
By fome huge billow dafivd againfl the (bore. 
Lies panting : Not lefs batter’d with his wound. 
The bleeding hero pants upon the ground. 
To rear his falling foe, the vidlor lends, 
Scornful, his hand ; and gives him to his friends; 
Whofe arms fupport him, reeling thro’ the throng. 
And dragging his difabled legs along; 
Nodding, his head hangs down his (houlder o’er ; 
His mouth and nollrils pour the clotted gore ; 
Wrapt round in mills he lies, and loft to thought; 
His friends receive the bowl, too dearly bought. 

The third bold game Achilles next demands, 
And calls the wreftlers to the level fands; 
A mafly tripod for the viftor lies, 
Of twice fix oxen its reputed price; 
And next, the lofer’s fpirits to rcftore, 
A female captive, valu’d but at four. 
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Scarce did Lbe chief the vig’rous flrife propofe. 
When tow’r-like Ajax and UlyfTes rofe. 
Amid the ring each nervous rival Hands,' 
Embracing rigid with implicit hands; 

i 

Clofe lock’d above, their heads and arms are mix’d; 
Below, their planted feet, at diftance fix-’d ; 

; I.ike two ftrong rafters, which the builder forms, 
Proof to the wintry winds and howling llorms, 
Their tops connefted, but at'wider fpace, 
Fix’d on their centre Hands their folid bafe.. 
Now to the grafp each manly body bends ; 

i The humid fweat from ev’ry pore defcends; 
Their bones refound with blows; Sides, Ihoulders, 

thighs. 
Swell to each gripe, and bloody' tumours rife. 
Nor could Ulyfies, for his art renown’d, 
O’erturn the flrength of Ajax on the ground; 

! Nor could the ftrength of.Ajax overthrow 
The watchful caution of his artful’ foe. 
While the long Hrife ev’n tir’d the lookers-on, 
Thus to Ulyfles fpoke great Telamon. 

. -Or let me lift thee, chief, or lift thou me: 
Prove we our force, and Jove the refi decree. 
He faid : And Braining, heav’d him off the ground 
With matchlefs flrength ; that time Ulyfles found 

11 The Hrength t’ evade, and where the nerves combine 
^ His ancle Hruck: The giant fell fupine ; 

Ulyfles following, on his bofom lies; 
■Shouts of applaufe run rattling through the Ikies. 
Ajax to lift, Ulyfles next eflays, 
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His knee lock’d fall, the foe’s attempt deny’d ; 
And grappling clofe, they tumbled fide by fide. 
Defil’d with honourable dull, they roll, 
Still breathing flrife, and unfubdu’d of foul: 
Again they rage, again to combat rife ; 
When great Achilles thus divides the prize. 

Your noble vigour, oh my friends 1 reflrain; 
Nor weary out your gen’rous ftrenglh in vain, 
Ye both have won : Let others who excel, 
Now prove that prowefs you have prov’d fo well. 

The hero’s words the willing chiefs obey, 
From their tir’d bodies wipe the duff away. 
And cloth’d anew, the following games furvey. 
And now fucceed the gifts ordain’d to grace 
The youths contending in the rapid race : 
A filver urn that full fix meafures held. 
By none in weight or workmanthip exceiFd; 
Sidonian artifts taught the frame to Urine, 
Elaborate, with artifice divine ; 
Whence Tyrian failors did the prize tranfport. 
And gave to Thoas at the Lemnian port: 
From him defcended, good Euneua heir’d 
The glorious gift, and, for Lycaon fpar’d, 
To brave Patroclus gave the rich reward. 
Now, the fame hero’s fun’ral rites to grace, 
It Hands the prize of fwiftnefs in the race. 
A well-fed ox was for the fecond plac’d : 
And half a talent mart content the laft. 
Achilles rifing then befpoke the’ train; 
Who hopes the palm of fwiftnefs to obtain, 
Sdand forth, and bear thefc prizes from the plain. 
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Tlie hero lai-d i And darting froftr his place, 
Oilcan Ajax rifcs to the race ; 
L'iyfles naxt; and he whofe fpeed furpad. 
His youthlul equals, Neftol’s fon the laft. 
Rang’d in a line the ready racers ftand ; 
Pclides points the barrier with his hand ; 
All dart at once: Oileus" led the race ; 
The next Ulyfles, tneas’rittg pace with pace; 
Behind him, diligently ciofe, he fped; 
As clofely foilou'ing as the running thread 
The fpindle follows, and difplays the charms 
Of the fair fpinder’s bread, artd moving arms : 
Graceful in motion thus, his foe he plies, 
And treads each footdep ere the dud can rife ; 
His glowing breath upon his lltoulders plays : 
Th’ admiring Greeks loud acclamations raife, 
To him they give their willies, hearts, and eyes, 
And fend their fouls before him as he flieS. 
Now three times turn’d, in profpect of the goal, 
The panting chief to Pallas lifts his foul: 
Adid, O goddefs! (thus in thought he pray’d), 
And prefent at his thought ddeends the maid. 
Buoy’d by her heav'nly force, he feettis to fwim, 
And feels a pinion lifting eV’ry limb. 
All fierce, and ready now the prize to gain, 
Unhappy Ajax tumbles on the plain ; 
(O’erturn’d by Pallas), where the flipp’ry (lidre 
Was clogg’d with filmy dung and mingled gore. 
(The felf-fame place befide Patroclus’ pyre, 
Where late the daughter’d victims fed the fire) 5 
Bednear’d with filth, and blotted o’er with clay, 
Obfcene to fight, the rueful racer lag; 
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The well-fed bull (the fecond prize) he (har’d, 
And left the urn UlyiTes’ rich reward. 
Then, grafping by the horn themighty heart, 
The baffled hero thus the Greeks addreft : 

A ecu r fed fate! the conquert I forego ; 
A mortal I, a goddefs was my foe; 
She urg’d her fav’rite on the rapid way, 
And Pallas, not Ulyrt'es, won the day. 

Thus fourly wail’d he, fputt’ring dirt and gore, 
A burrt of laughter echo’d thro’ the (bore. 
Antilochus, more hum’rous than the reft, 
Takes the laft prize, and takes it with a jeft. 

Why with our wifer elders (hould we drive ? 
The gods dill love them, and they always thrive. 
Ye fee, to Ajax I mart yield the prize: 
He to Ulyfles, ftill more ag’d and wife ; 
(A green old age, unconfcious of decays, 
That proves the hero born in better days !) 
Behold his vigour in this afiive race! 
Achilles only boafts a fwifter pace : 
For who can match Achilles ? He who can, 
Muft yet be more than hero, more than man. 

Th’ efftdl fucceeds the fpeech. Pelides cries, 
Thy artful praife dtferves a better prize : 
Nor Greece in vain (hall hear thy friend extort’d 5 
Receive a talent of the pureft gold. 
The youth departs content. The hoft admire 
The fon of Neftor, worthy of his fire. 

Next thefe a buckler, fpear, and helm, he brings; 
Cart on the plain, the brazen burthen rings ; 
Arms which of late divine Sarpedon wore. 
And great Patroclus in llio.rt triumph bore. 
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^ Stand forth the braveft of our hod ? (he cries) ; 
‘ Whoever dares deferve fb rich a prize, 
i Now grace the lids before our afmy’s fight. 

And dieath’d in deel, provoke his foe to fight. 
' Who fird the jointed armour fnall explore, 

And dain his rival’s mail with ifftting gore; 
The fword Aderopeus podefs’d of old, 
(A Thracian blade, didinft with duds of gold), 

t Shall pay the droke, and grace the driker’s fide : ’ 
Thefe arms in common let the chiefs divide : 
For each brave champion, when the combat ends, 

1 A fumptuous banquet at our tent attends. 
Fierce, at the word, uprofe great Tydeus’ fon, 

And the huge bulk of Ajax Telamon. 
* Clad in refulgent deel, on either hand, 

The dreadful chiefs amid the circle dand ! 
r Lowiing they meet, tremendous to the fight, 
f Each Argive bofom beats with fierce delight, 

j Oppos’d in arms not long they idly dood, 
^ But thrice they clos’d; and thrice the charge renew’d. 

A furious pafs the fpearof Ajax made 
1 Thro’ the broad (hield, but at the cors’let daid: 

Not thus the foe; hisjav’lin, aim’d above 
l The buckler’s margin, at the neck he drove. 

^ But Greece now trembling for her hero’s life, 
>■ Bade (hare the honours, and furceafe the drife. 
k, Yet dill the vigor’s due Tydides gains, 

With him the fword and dudded belt remains. 
Then hurl’d the hero thund’ring on the ground 

A mafs of iron, (an enormous round), 
, Whofe weight and fize the circling Greeks admire, 

Rude from the furnace, and but fhap'd by fire. 
M 4 
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This mighty quoit Action v;ont to rear, 
And from his whirling arm difmifs in air : 
The giant by Achilles flain, he (low’d 
Among his fpoils this memorable load. 
For this he bids thofe nervous artifts vie. 
That teach the difk to found along the iky. 
Let him whole might can hurl this bowl arife ; 
Who fartheil hurls if, takes it as his prize : 
If he be one enrich’d with huge domain 
Of downs for flocks, and arable tor grain. 
Small flock of iron needs that man provide; 
His binds and fwains whole years Anil be lupply’d 
From hence, nor a(k the neighb’ring city’s aid 
For plowlhares, wheels, and ail the rural trade. 

Stern Polypoetes ftept befbre the throng ; 
And great Leontius,'more than mortal firong; 
Whofe force with rival forces to oppofe, 
Uprofe great Ajax; up Epaeus rofe. 
Each flood in order : Firfl Epaeus threw : 
High o’er the wond’ring crouds the whirling circle flew, 
Leonteus next a little fpace furpafl; 
And third, the flrength of godlike Ajax cad: 
O’er both their marks it flew ; till fiercely flung 
From Polypoetes’ arm, the difcus fling ; 
Far as a Twain his whirling fheephook throws, 
That diflant falls among the grazing cows, 
So pad them all the rapid circle flies: 
His friends, (while loud applaufes Ihake the Ikies), C 
With force conjoin’d, heave ofF the weighty prize. S 

Thofe who in (kilful archery contend, 
He next invites, the twanging bow to bend : 
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And tuice ten axes cads arnidH: the round, 
(Ten doubie-edg’d, and ten that fingly wound). 
The mat! whku iatt a firll-rate galley bore, 
The hero fixe in t‘ie fandy (hore : 
To the tall top a milk-white dotfe they tie, 
The trembling mark at which their arrows fly. 
Whole weapon tinker yon fititt’iing bird, fliall hear 
Thefe iwo-e'dg’d axes, terrible in war ; 
The fingle, he whole (haft divides the cord. 
He tail: Experienc’d Morion took the word, 
And fltilful Teucer : In the helm they threw 
Their lots inferib'd, and forth the latter flew. 
Svvitt from the filing the founding arrow files; 

■ But flies unblefs’d! no grateful facrifice. 
No firflling lambs, unheedfnl! didft thou vow 
To Phoebus, patron of the fnaft and bow. 
For this thy well-aim’d arrow turn’d afide, 
Err’d from the dove, yet cut the cord that ty’d : 
Adown the main-mart fell the parted firing, 
And the free bird to heav’n difplays her wing: 
Seas, (bores, and (kies with loud applaufo refound, 
And Merion eager meditates the wound : 
He takes the bow, diredts the (haft above, 
And following with his eye the (baring dove, 
Implores the god to fpeed it through the (kies, 
With vows of firftling lambs, and grateful facrifice. 
The dove, in airy circles as (he wheels, 
Amid the cloud the piercing arrow feels; 
Quite thro’ and thro’ the point its paffage found. 
And at his feet fell bloody to the ground. 
The wounded bird, ere yet (he breath’d her laft, 
With flagging wings alighted on the mart ; 
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A moment hung, and fpread her pinions there, 
Then tudden dropt, and left her life in air. 
Erom the pleas’d croud, new peals of thunder rife, 
And to the ihips brave Merlon bears the prize. 

To clofe the fuu'ral-games, Achilles lalt 
A mafly fpear amidft the circle plac’d, 
An ample charger of unfullied frame, 
With flow’rs high-wrought, not blacken’d yet by 

flame. 
Eor thefe he bids the heroes prove their art, 
Whofe dext’rous (kill direfts the flying dart. 
Here too great Merion hopes the noble prize ; 
Nor here difdain’d the king of men to rile. 
With joy Pelides faw the honour paid, 
Rofe to the monarch, and refpeftful laid. 

Thee firll in virtue, as in pow’r fupreme, 
O king of nations ! all thy Greeks proclaim; 
In ev’ry martial game thy worth atteii, 
And know thee both their greateft and their bed; 
Take then the prize ; but let brave Merion bear 
This beamy jav’lin in thy brother’s war. 

Pleas’d from the hero’s lips his praife to hear, 
The king to Merion gives the brazen fpear; 
But, fet apart for facred ufe, commands 
The glitt’ring charger to Talthybius’ hands. 
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BOOK XXIV. 

THE ARGUMENT, 

The Redemption of the Body of HeBor. 

THE gods deliberate about the redemption of Hec- 
tor. Jupiter fends Thetis to Achilles to difpofe 
him for the reftoring it, and Iris to Priam, to en- 
courage him to go in perfon and treat for it. The 
old king, notwithftanding the remonllrances of his 
queen, makes ready for the journey, to which he is 
encouraged by an omen from Jupiter. He fets forth 
in his chariot, wdth a waggon loaded with prefents, 
under the charge of Idaeus the herald. Mercury 
defeends in the (hape of a young man, and condufts 
him to the pavilion of Achilles. Their converfa- 
tion on the way. Priam finds Achilles at his table, 
carts himfelf at his feet, and begs for the body of 
his fon : Achilles, moved with compaffion, grants 
his requeft, detains him one night in his tent, and 
the next morning fends him home with the body. 
The Trojans run out to meet him. The lamenta- 
tions of Andromache, Hecuba, and Helen, with the 
folemnities of the funeral. 
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The time of twelve days is employed in this bo6k; 
while the body of Heftor lies in the tent of Achilles; 
and as many more are fpent in the truce allowed fdr 
his interment. The feerte is partly in Achilles's 
camp, and partly in Troy. 
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NOW from the finifh’d games the Grecian band- 
Seek their black Ihips, and clear the crouded 

ftrand : 
All ftretch’d at eafe the genial banquet lhare, 
And pleafing (lumbers quiet all their care. 
Not fo Achilles : He, to grief refign’d, 
His friend’s dear image prefent to his mind, 
Takes his fad couch, more unobferv’d, to weep ; 
Nor tafles the gifts of all-compofing deep. 
Reftlefs he roll’d around his weary bed, 
And all his foul on his Patroclus fed: 
The form fb pleafmg, and the heart fo kind, 
That youthful vigour, and that manly mind, 
What toils they (har’d, what martial works they 

wrought, 
What feas they meafur’d, and what fields they fought; 
All pafs’d before him in remembrance dear; 
Thought follows thought, and tear fucceeds to tear. 
And now fupine, now prone, the hero lay, 
Now (hifts his fide, impatient for the day : 
Then darting up, difconfolate he goes 
Wide on the lonely beach to vent his woes. 
There, as the folitary mourner raves. 
The ruddy morning rifes o’er the waves: 
Soon as it rofe, his furious deeds he join’d ; 
The chariot flies, and Heftor trails behind. 
And thrice, Patroclus!' round thy monument 
Was Hedtor dragg’d, then hurry’d to the tent, 
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There deep, at lad, o’ercomcs the heroes eyes; 
While foul in dull the honour’d carcafe liess 
But not de'fertecl by the pitying ikies: 
For Phoebus watch’d it with fuperior care, 
Prefery’d from gaping wounds, and tainting air ; 
And ignominious as it fwept the field, 
Spread o’er'theTacred corfe his golden (Meld. 
All heav’n was mov’d, and Hermes will’d to go 
By Health, to fnatch him from th’ infulting foe; 
But Neptune this, and Pallas'this denies, 
And th’ unrelenting emprefs of the Ikies: 
E’er fince that day, implacable to Troy, 
What time young Paris, firhple fhepherd boy, 
Won by deftruftive luft (reward'obfeene) 
Their charms rejefted for the Cyprian queen. 
But when the tenth celeflial morning broke, 
To heav’n aflembled thus Apollo fpoke. 

.Unpitying pow’rs! how oft each holy fane 
Has Heftor ting’d with blood of viftims (lain ? 
And can ye Hill.his cold remains purfue ? 
Still grudge his body to the Trojan view ! 
Deny to confort, mother, fon, and fire, j 
The lafi fad honours of a fun’ral fire ? 
Is then the dire Achilles all your care ? 
That iron heart, inflexibly fevere; 
A lion, not a man, who (laughters wide 
In Hrength of rage, and impotence of pride. 
Who hafles to murder with a favage joy. 
Invades around, and breathes but to defiroy. 
Shame is not of his foul; nor underfiood. 
The greatefl evil, and the greateft good. 
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Still for one lofs he rages unrefignM, 
Repugnant to the lot of all mankind ; 
To lofe a friend, a brother, or a fon, 
Heav’n dooms each mortal, and its will is done: 
A while they forrow, then difmifs their care; 
Fate gives the wound, and man is born to bear. 
But this, infatiate, the commiflion giv’n 
By fate exceeds, and tempts the wrath of heav’n : 
Lo, how his rage difhonell drags along 
Hedfor’s dead earth, infenfible of wrong! 
Brave though he be, yet by no reafdn aw’d. 
He violates the laws of man and god. 

If equal honours by the partial fkies 
Are doom’d both heroes, (Juno thus replies). 
If Thetis’ ion mull no diftindtion know, 
Then hear, ye gods! the patron of the bow. 
But Heftor only boafts a mortal claim ; 
His birth deriving from a mortal dame : 
Achilles of your own aetherial race. 
Springs from a goddefs by a man’s embrace ; 
(A goddefs by ourfelf to Peleus giv’n, 
A man divine, and chofen friend of heav’n.) 
To grace thole nuptials, from the bright abode 
Yourfelves were prefent, where this minllrel god 
(Well pleas’d to fhare the feaft) amid the quire 
Stood, proud to hymn, and tune his youthful lyre. 

Then thus the thund’rer checks th’ imperial dame 
Let not thy wrath the court of heav’n inflame; 
Their merits, not their honours, are the fame. 
But mine, and ev’ry god’s peculiar grace 
Hedtor deferves, of all the Trojan race : 
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Still on our flirines his grateful off’rings lay, 
(The only honour men to gods can pay); 
Nor ever from our 1’moking altar ceaft 
The pure libation, and the holy feaft. 
Howe’er by flealth to fnatch the corfe away. 
We will not: Thetis guards it night and day. 
But halle, and fummon to our courts above 
The azure queen ; let her perfuafion move 
Her furious fon from Priam to receive 
The proffer’d ranlbm, and the corfe to leave. 

He added not : And Iris from the flues, 
Swift as a whirlwind on the meffage flies, 
Meteorous the face of ocean fweeps. 
Refulgent gliding o’er the fable deeps. 
Between where Samos wide his forefls fpreads, 
And rocky Imbrus lifts its pointed heads, 
Down plung’d the maid ; (the parted waves refound), 
She plung’d, and inftant Ihot the dark profound. 
As bearing death in the fallacious bait, 
From the bent angle finks the leaden weight ; 
So pafs’d the goddefs thro’ the clofing wave, 
Where Thetis forrow’d in her fecret cave : 
There plac’d amidft her melancholy train, 
(The blue-hair’d fitters of the facred main), 
Penfive (he fat, revolving fates to come, 
And wept her godlike fon’s approaching doom." 

Then thus the goddefs of the painted bow. 
Arife, O Thetis! from thy feats below; 
Tis Jove that calls. And why (the dame replies)- 
Calls Jove his Thetis to the hated fkies ? 
Sad objeft as I am for heav’nly fight ! 
Ah may my forrows ever (hun the light! 
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Howe’er, be heaven’s almighty fire obey’d   
» She fpake, and veil’d her head in fable (hade, 

Which, flowing long, her graceful perfon clad ; 
And forth fhe pac’d majeftically fad. 

Then thro’ the world of waters they repair 
(The way fair Iris led) to upper air. 
The deeps dividing, o’er the coaft they rife, 
And touch with momentary flight the fkies. 
There in the light’ning’s blaze the fire they found, 
And all the gods in fhining fynod round. 

, Thetis approach’d with anguifh in her face; 
(Minerva rifing, gave the mourner place) ; 
Ev’n Juno fought her forrows to confole, 

; And offer’d from her hand the nedtar bowl : 
She tailed, and refign’d it. Then began 

1 The facred fire of gods and mortal man : 
Thou corn’d, fair Thetis! but with grief o’ercaft; 

Maternal forrows, long, oh long to lad ! 
Suffice, we know and we partake thy cares; 
But yield to fate, and hear what Jove declares. 
Nine days are pafs’d, fince all the court above 
In Heftor’s caufe have mov’d the ear of Jove; 
’Twas voted, Hermes from his godlike foe 
By Itealth Ihould bear him, but we will’d not fo; 1 We will thy fon himfelf the corfe reflore, 

' And to his conquefl add this glory more. 
Then hie thee to him, and our mandate bear ; 
Tell him he tempts the wrath of heav’n too far: 
Nor let him more (our anger if he dread) 
Vent his mad vengeance on the facred dead ; 

f But yield to ranfom and the father’s pray’r. 
The mournful father Iris (hall prepare, 

Vol. VII. N 
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With gifts to fue; and offer to his ha.ids 
'Whate’er his honour aiks, or heart demands. 

His word the fiiver-footed queen attends. 
And from Olympus’fnowy • op,, descends. 
Arriv’d, fhe heard the voice of mud Irment, 
And echoing groans that fhi> k the lotty tent. 
His friends prepare the vidfrm, and dilpofe 
Repaft unheeded, while he vents his woes. 
The goddefs feats her by her. penfive fon. 
She prefs’d his hand, and tender thus begun. 

How long, unhappy ! (hall thy forrows flow, 
And thy heart wade with life-conurming wo ? 
Mindlefs of food, or love, whole pleafmg reign 
Sooths weary life, and foftens human p un ? 
O fnatch the moments yet within thy pow’r; 
Nor long to live, indulge the am’rous hour ! 
Lo ! Jove himlclf (for Jove’s command I bear) 
Forbids to tempt the wrath of heav’n too far. 
No longer then (his lury if thou dread) 
Detain the reliques of great Heftor dead; 
Nor vent on fenfelefs earth thy vengeance vain, 
But yield to ranfbm, and reflore the llain. 

To whom Achilles : Be the ranfom giv’n, 
And we fubmit, fince fuch the will of heav’n. 

While thus they commun’d from th’ Olymptac 
bow’rs 

Jove orders Iris to the Trojan tow’rs. 
Hade, winged goddefs! to the facred town, 
And urge her monarch to redeem his fon ; 
Alone the Ilian ramparts let him leave, 
And bear what flern Achilles may receive : 



K 0 M E R’s ILIA D. XXIV. ifl.j. i.oy 

Alone, for fo we will : No Trojjn near ; 
Except to place the dead with decent care, 
borne aged herald, who with gentle hand 
May the flow mules and fun’rai car commantj. 
Nor let him death, nor let him danger dread, 
Safe through the foe by our proteftion led : 
Him Kermes to Achilles (hall convey, 
Guard of his life, and partner of Ids way. 
Fierce as he is, Achilles’ (elf (hall fpare 
His age, nor touch one venerable hair: 
Some thought there mud be in'afoul fo brave, 
Some fenle of duty, feme defire to fave. 

Then down her bow the winged Iris drives. 
And fwift at Priam’s mournful court arrives ; 
Where the fad fons bdide their father’s throne 

. Sat bath’d in tears, and anfwer’d groan with groan. 
And all amidft them lay the hoary fire, 

‘(Sad feene of wo!) his face his wrapt attire 
Conceal’d from fight; with frantic hands he fpread 
A Ihow’r of afhes o’er his neck and head. 
From room to room his penfive daughters roam ; 
Whofc (bricks and clamours till the vaulted dome; 
Mindful of thofe, who, late their pride and joy, 
Lie pale and breathlefs round the fields of Troy ! 
before the king Jove’s mefienger appears, 
And thus in whifpers greets his trembling ears. 

Fear not, Oh father! no ill news I bear ! 
From Jove I come, Jove makes thee (till his care : 
For Heftor’s fake thefe walls he bids thee leave, 
And bear what flern Achilles may receive ; 
Alone, for fo he wills : No Trojan near. 
Except to. place the dead with decent care, 

N i 
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Some aged herald, who with gentle hand 
May the flow mules and fun’ral car command. 
Nor fhalt thou death, nor (halt thou danger dread; 
Safe through the foe by his proteffion led; 
Thee Hermes to Pclides (hall convey. 
Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way. 
Fierce as he is, Achilles’ felf (hall fpare 
Thy age, nor touch one venerable hair ; 
Some thought there mull be in a foul fo brave. 
Some fenfe of duty, fome defire to fave. 

She fpoke, and vanifh’d. Priam bids prepare 
His gentle mules, and harnefs to the car; 
There, for the gifts a polilh'd caflcet lay : 
His pious fons the king’s command obey. 
Then pafs’d the monarch to his bridal room. 
Where cedar-beams the lofty roofs perfume, 
And where the treafures of his empire lay ; 
Then call’d his queen, and thus began to fay. 
Unhappy confort of a king diftreft ! 
Partake the troubles of thy hufband’s bread : 
1 faw dcfcend the meflenger of Jove, 
Who bids me try Achilles’ mind to move ; 
Forfake thefe ramparts, and with gifts obtain 
The corfe of Heflor, at yon navy (lain. 
Tell me thy thought: My heart impels to go 
Through hoflile camps, and bears me to the foe. 

The hoary monarch thus. Her piercing cries 
Sad Hecuba renews, and then replies. 
Ah 1 whither wanders thy didemper’d mind ? 
And where the prudence now that aw’d mankind : 
Through Phrygia once, and foreign regions known 
Now all confus’d, didrafted, overthrown ? 
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Singly to paft through liofls of foes! to face ■. 
(Oh heart of (led !) the murd’rerof thy race ! 
To view that deathful eye, and wander o’er 
Thofe hands yet red with Hedir’s noble gore! 
atlas, my lord, he knows not how to (pave; 
And what his mercy thy (Lin forts declare; 
So brave, (o many fali’n ! to cairn his rage 
Vain were thy dignity, and vain thy age. 
No—pent in this fad palace, let us give 
To grief the wretched days we have to live. 
Still, (till for Heitor let our forrows flow, 
Born to his own and to his, parents wo ! 
Doom’d from the hour Ill's! ludk’efs life begun,. 
To dogs, to vultures, and to Peieus’ fort 1 
Oh ! in his deareft blood might I allay 
My rage, and thefc barbarities repay ! 
For ah ! could Heitor merit thus, whofe breath 
Expir’d not meanly, in unaitive death ? 
He pour’d his lateft blood in manly fight. 
And fell a hero in his country’s right. 

Seek not to (lay me, nor my fotd'afFright 
With words of omen, like a bird of night, ' 
(Reply’d unmov’d the venerable man) ; 
’Tis heav’n commands me, and you urge in vain. 
Had any mortal voice the irijunition laid. 
Nor augur, pried, or feer had been obey’d. 
A prefent goddefs brought the high command ; 
I faw, I heard her, and the word (hall (land. 
1 go, ye gods ! obedient to your Call: 
If in yon camp your pow’rs have doom’d my fall 
Content By the fame hand let me expire ! 
Add to the flaughter’d fon the wretched fire ! 

N 3 
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One cold embrace at lead may be allow’d. 
And my laft tears flow mingled with his blood ! 

From forth his open’d (lores, this faid, he drew 
Twelve coftly carpets of refulgent hue, 
As many veils, as many mantles told. 
And twelve fair veils, and garments ftiff with gold; 
Two tripods next, and twice two chargers (hine, 
With ten pure talents from the richeft mine : 
And laft a large well-labour’d bowl had place, 
(The pledge of treaties once with friendly Thrace) 
Seem’d all too mean the (lores he could employ. 
For one laft look to buy him back to Troy ! 

Lo ! the fad father, frantic with his pain,. 
Around him furious drives his menial train : 
In vain each (lave with duteous care attends ; 
Each office hurts him, and each face offends. 
What make ye here ? officious crouds! (he cries) ; 
Hence ! nor obtrude your anguifh on my eyes. 
Have ye no griefs at home, to fix ye there? 
Am 1 the only objefl of defpair ? 
Am I become my people’s common (how, 
Set up by Jove your fpeftacle of wo ? 
No, you mud feel him too ; yourfelves mud fall; 
The fame (tern god to ruin gives you all: 
Nor is great Heitor loft by me alone. 
Your foie defence, your guardian pow’r is gone ! 
1 fee your blood the fields of Phrygia drown, 
I fee the ruins of yonr fmoking town ! 
Oh fend me, gods! ere that fad day (hall come, 
A willing ghoft to Pluto’s dreary dome ! 

He faid, and feebly drives his friends away ; 
The forrowing friends his frantic rage obey. 



HOMER’S ILIAD. XXIV. 311; aoi 

Next on his fons his erring fury falls;, 
Polites, Paris, Agathon he calls* 
His threats Deiphobus and Dius hear, 
Hippothous, Pammon, Heltmts the leer, 
And gen’rous Antiphon ; for yet thefe nine- 
Surviv’d, fad relics of his num’rous line. 

Inglorious fons of an unhappy fire! 
Why did not all in Heftor’s caufe expire? 
Wretch that I am ! my braved offspring (lain,. 
You, the difgrace of Priam’s houfe, remain ! 
Medor the brave, renown’d in ranks of war. 
With Troilus, dreadful on his rufhing car, 
And lad great Hedfor, more than man divine, 
For fure he feem’d not of terredrial line! 
All thefe relentlefs Mars untimely dew, 
And left me thofc, a foft and fervile crew, 
Whofe days the fead and wanton dance employ, 
Gluttons and flatt’rers, the contempt of Troy ! 
Why teach ye not my rapid wheels to run. 
And fpced my journey to redeem my fon ? 

The fons their father’s wretched age revere, 
Forgive his anger, and produce the car. 
High on the feat the cabinet they bind : 
The new-made car with folid beauty fhin’d ; 
Box was the yoke, embofs’d with codly pains. 
And hung with ringlets to receive the reins : 
Nine cubits long the traces fwept the ground ; 
Thefe to the chariot’s polilh’d pole they bound, 
Then fix’d a ring the running reins to guide, 
And dole beneath the gather’d ends were ty’d. 
Next with the gifts (the price of Hetdor (lain) 
The fad attendants load the groaning wain:. 

N 4, 
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l,afl to the yoke the well-maich’d mules they bring, 
(The gift of Myfia to the Trojan king). 
But the fair horfes, long his darling care, 
Himftlf receiv’d, and harnefs’d to his car : 
Griev’d as he was, he not this talk deny'd ; 
The hoary herald help’d him at his fide. 
While careful thefe the gentle courfers join’d. 
Sad Hecuba approach’d with anxious mind; 
A golden bowl that foam’d with fragrant wine, 
(Libation deftin’d to the pow’r divine), 
Held in her right, before the Heeds Ihe (lands, 
And thus configns it to the monarch’s hands. 

Take this and piour to Jove; that, fafe from harm 
His grace reftore thee to our roof and arms. 
Since viftor of thy fears, and flighting mine, 
Heav’n, or thy foul, infpire this bold defign; 
Pray to that god, who, high on Ida’s brow. 
Surveys thy defolated realms below. 
His winged meffenger to fend from high, 
And lead thy way with heav’nly augury : 
Let the ftrong fov’reign of the piumy race 
Tow’r on the right of yon aetbcrial fpace. 
That fign beheld, and, ftrengthen’d from above, 
Boldly purfue the journey mark’d by Jove ; 
But, if the god his augury denies, 
Supprefs thy impulfe, nor rejefl advice. 

’Tis juft (faid Priam) to the fire above 
To raife our hands; for who fo good as Jove ? 
He fpoke ; and bade th’ attendant handmaid bring 
The pureft water of the living fpring : 
(Her ready hands'the ew’r and bafon held) ; 
Then took the golden cup his queen had fill’d ; 
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On the mid pavement pours the rofy wine, 
Uplifts his eyes, and calls the pow’r divine. 

Gh firft, and greateft ! heav’n’s imperial lord I 
On lofty Ida’s holy hill ador’d ! 
To Hern Achilles now direct my ways, 
And .each him mercy when a father prays. 
If inch thy will, difpatch from yonder P»y 
Tli) facred:hir'd, celeftial augury'! 
Let the (Irong iov’reign of the plumy face 
Tow’r on the right of you aetherial fpace : 
So lhall thy fuppliant, flrengthen’d from above, 
Fearlefs purfne the journey mark’d by Jove. 
Jove heard his pray’r, and from the throne on high 
Difpatch’d his bird', celeftial augury !' 
The fwift-wing’d chafer of the feather’d game, 
And known to gods by Percnbs’ lofty name. 
M'ide, as appears fome palace-gate difplay’d, 
So broad his pinions ftretch’d their ample lhade, 
As (looping dexter with refounding wings 
Th’ imperial bird defeends in airy rings. 
A dawn of joy in ev’ry face appears ; 
The mourning matron dries her tim’rous tears. 
Swift on his car th’ impatient monarch fprung; 
The brazen portal in his paffage rung. 
The mules preceding, draw the loaded wain, 
Charg’d with the gifts : Idaeus holds the rein : 
The king himfelf his gentle Heeds controls, 
And thro’ furroonding friends the chariot rolls. 
On his flow wheels the following people wait. 
Mourn at each Hep, and give him up to fate; 
With hands uplifted, eye him as he paft, 
And gaze upon him, as they gaz’d their laft. 
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Now forward fares the father on his way 
Through the lone fields, and back to llion they. 
Great Jove beheld him as he crofs’d the plain. 
And felt the woes of miferable man. 
Then thus to Hermes : Thou whofe conflant cares 
Still fuccour mortals, and attend their pray’rs ; 
Behold an objeft to thy charge confign’d : 
If ever pity touch’d thee for mankind, 
Go, guard the fire; th’ obferving foe prevent, 
And fafe conduft him to Achilles’ tent. 

The god obeys; his golden pinions binds. 
And mounts incumbent on the wings of winds, 
That high, thro’ fields of air, his flight fuftain 
O’er the wide earth, and o’er the boundlefs main : 
Then grafps the wand that caufes fleep to fly, 
Or in foft flumbers feals the wakeful eye; 
Thus arm’d, fwift Hermes (leers his airy way, 
And (loops on Hellefpont’s refounding fea. 
A beauteous youth, majeftic and divine, 
He feem’d ; fair offspring of fome princely line ! 
Now twilight veil’d the glaring face of day, 
And clad the dulky fields in fober gray ; 
What time the herald and the-hoary king 
(Their chariots (looping at the filver fpring, 
That circling Hus’ ancient marble flows) 
Allow’d their mules and deeds a (hort repofe. 
Through the dim (hade the herald firlt efpies 
A man’s approach, and thus to Priam cries. 
I mark fome foe’s advance : O king! beware ; 
This hard adventure claims thy utmod care ; 
For much. I fear deflruflion hovers nigh : 
Our date alks counfel; is it bed to fly ? 
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Or, old and helplefs, at his feet to fall, 
(Two wretched fiippliants), and for mercy call ? 

Th’ afflifted monarch fhiver’d with defpair ; 
Pale grew his face, and upright flood his hair; 
Sunk was his heart; his colour went and came ; 
A fudden trembling (hook his aged frame: 
When Hermes greeting, touch’d his royal hand, 
And gentle, thus accofts with kind demand. 

Say whither, father ! when each mortal fight 
Is feal’d in fleep, thou wander’ft thro’ the night ? 
Why roam thy mules and fleeds the plains along. 
Thro’ Grecian foes, fo num’rous, and fb flrong ? 
What couldft thou hope, fhould thefe thy treafures 

view ; 
Thefe, who with endlefs hate thy race purfue ? 
For what defence, alas ! couldft thou provide; 
Thyfelf not young, a weak old man thy guide ? 
Yet fuffer not thy foul to fink with dread; 
From me no harm fhall touch thy rev’rend head; 
From Greece I’ll guard thee too ; for in thofe lines 
The living image of my father fhines.. 

Thy words, that fpeak benevolence of mind, 
Are true, my fon ! (the godlike fire rejoin’d) ; 
Great are my hazards; but the gods furvey 
My fteps, and fend thee guardian of my way. 
Hail, and be blefs’d! for fcarce of mortal kind 
Appears thy form, thy feature, and thy mind. 

Nor true are all thy words, nor erring wide, 
(The facred mcflenger of heav’n reply’d) : 
But fay, convey’ft thou thro’ the lonely plains 
What yet moft precious of thy (lore remains. 
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To lodge in fafety with fome friendly hand ; 
Prepar’d, perhance, to leave thy native land? 
Or fly’ll thou now :—What hopes can Troy retain ? 
Thy matchlef's fon, her guard and glory, Ilain ? 

The King alarm’d : Say what, and whence thou art,1 

Who fearch the forrows of a parent’s heart, 
And know fo well how godlike Heftor dy’d ? 
Thus Priam fpoke, and Hermes thus reply’d. 

You tempt me, father, and with pity touch : 
On this fad fubjeft you inquire too much. 
Ott have thefe eyes that godlike Heftor view’d 
In glorious fight, with Grecian blood embru’d 
I faw him, w hen, like Jove, his flames he toft 
On thoufand (hips, and wither’d half an hoft : 
I faw, but help’d not : Stern Achilles’ ire 
Forbade affiftancc, and enjoy’d the fire. 
For him I ferve, of Myrmidonian race ; 
One (hip convey’d us from our native place; 
Polyflor is my fire, an honour’d name, 
Old like thyfelf, and not unknown to fame; 
Of fev’n his fons, by whom the lot was call 
To ferve our piince, it fell on me, the laft. 
To watch this quarter, my adventure falls : 
For with the morn the Greeks attack your walls, 
Sleephfs they fit, impatient to engage, 
And fcarce their rulers check their martial rage. 

If then thou art of ftern Pelides’ train, 
(The mournful monarch thus rejoin’d again), 
Ah tell me truly, where, oh ! where are laid 
My fon’s dear reliques ? what befalls him dead ? 
Have dogs difmember’d (on the naked plains), 
Or yet unmangled reft his cold remains ? 

I 

1 
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O favour’d of the Ikies ! (thus anfwer’d then 
‘r The pow’r that mediates ’twixt gods and men); 

Nor dogs nor vultures have thy Heftor rent, 
But whole he lies, neglefted in the tent : 
This the twelfth ev’ning fince he relied there, 

| Untouch’d by worms, untainted by the air. 
Still as Aurora’s ruddy beam is fpread, 
Round his friend’s tomb Achilles drags the dead : 
Yet undisfigur’d, or in limb or face, 
All frefh he lies, with ev’ry living grace, 
Majellical in death ! No ftains are found 

t O’er all the corfe, and clos’d is ev’ry wound ; 
; (Tho’ many a wound they gave.) Some heav’r.ly care. 

Some hand divine, preferves him ever fair : 
Or all the holt of heav’n, to whom he led 
A life fo grateful, Hill regard him dead, 

i Thus fpoke to Priam the celeftial guide. 
And joyful thus the royal fire reply’d. 

Blefs’d is the man who pays the gods above 
The conflant tribute of refpeft and love ! 
Thofe who inhabit the Olympian bow’r 
My fon forgot not, in exalted pow’r ; 
And heav’n, that ev’ry virtue bears in mind, 
Ev’n to the afhes of the juft is kind, 

t But thou, oh gen’rous youth ! this goblet take, 
I A pledge of gratitude for Heftor's fake; 
■\ And while the fav’ring gods our Heps furvey. 

Safe to Pelides’ tent conduft my way. 
To whom the latent god : O king, forbear 

To tempt my youth, for apt is youth to err : 
■ But can I, abfent from my prince’? fignt, 
' Take gifts in fecret, that rauft Ihun the light! 
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What from our mafter’s int’rcft thus we draw. 
Is but a licens’d theft that ’fcapes the law. 

'Refpeiting him, my foul abjuies th’ offence ; 
And as the crime, I dread the confequence. 
Thee, far as Argos, pleas’d, 1 could convey. 
Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way ; 
On thee attend, thy fafety to maintain. 
O’er pathiefs forells, or the roaring main. 

He faid; then took the chariot at a hound, 
And fnatch’d the reins, and whirl’d the laffi around : 
Before th’ infpiring god that urg’d them on, 
The couriers lly with fpirit not their own. 
And now they reach’d the naval walls, and found 
The guards repatling, while' the bowls go round ; 
On thefe the Virtue of his wand he tries, 
And pours deep (lumber on their watchful eyes ; 
Then heav’d the mafly gates, remov’d the bars, 
And o’er the trenches led the roiling cars. 

lUnfeen, thro’ all the hoftile camp they went, 
And now approach’d I’elides’ lofty tent. 
Of fir the roof was rais’d, and cover’d o’er 
With reeds collefted from the marlhy (here; 
And, fenc’d with pallifades, a hall of date, 
(The work 6f fiddlers), where the hero fat. 
Large was the door, whofe well-compafied (Length 
A folid pine-tree barr’d, of w'ondrous length ; 
Scarce three (Long Greeks conld lift its mighty weight, 
But great Achilles fingly clos’d the gate. 
This Hermes (fuel) the pow’r of gods) fet wide ; 
Then fwift alighted the cclertial guide, 
And thus reveal’d—Hear, prince ! and underftand 
Thou ow’d thy guidance to no mortal hand : 
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Hermes I am, defcended from above, 
The king of art.-., the mellenger of Jove. 
Farewell. To ihun Achilles’ light I fly; 
Uncommon are fach favours of the Iky, 
Ncr (land confefs’d to frail mortality. 
Now fearlels enter, and. prefer thy pray’rs; 
Adjure him by hi^ father’s filver hairs. 
His fon, his mother ! urge him to bellow’ 
Whatever pity that Hern heart can know. 

Thus having faiJ, he vanifil’d from his eyes, 
And in a moment (hot into the Ikies : 
The king, confirm’d from heav’n, alighted there. 
And left his aged herald on the car. 
With folemr. pace thro’ various rooms he went, 
And found Achilles in his inner tent: 
There fat the hero ; Alcimus the brave, 
And great Automedon, attendance gave: 
Thefe ferv’d his perfon at the royal feaft; 
Around, at awful dillance, Hood the reft. 

Unfeen by thefe, the king his entry made, 
And proflrate now before Achilles laid ; 
Sudden, (a venerable light!) appears. 
Embrac’d his knees, and bath’d his hands in tears; 
Thofe direful hands his kilfes prefs’d, imbru’d 
-Ev’n with the heft, the deareft of his blood! 

As when a wretch, (who, confcious of his crime, 
Purlu’d for murder, flies his native clime), 
Juft gains fome frontier, breathlefs, pale, amaz’d ! 
All gaze, all wonder : Thus Achilles gaz’d : 
Thus flood th’ attendants, flupid with furprife ; 
All mute, yet feem’d to queftion with their eyes : 
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Each look’d on other, none the filence broke, 
Till thus at laft the kingly luppliant fpoke. 

Ah think, thou favour’d of the pow’rs divine ! 
Think of thy father’s age, and pity mine ! 
In me, that father’s rev’rend image trace, 
Thofe filver hairs, that venerable face; 
His trembling limbs, his helplefs perfon, fee! 
In all my equal, but in mifery ! 
Yet now, perhaps, fome turn of human fate 
Expels him, helplefs, from his peaceful date ; 
Think, from fome pow’rful foe thou feed him fly, 
And beg protection with a feeble cry. 
Yet (fill one comfort in his foul may rife ; 
He hears his fon Hill lives to glad his eyes ; 
And hearing, ftill may hope a better day 
May fend him thee, to chafe that foe away. 
No comfort to my griefs, no hopes remain ; 
The belt, the braved of my fons are flain ! 
Yet what a race, ere Greece to llion came ! 
The pledge of many a lov’d and loving dame : 
Nineteen one mother bore !—Dead, all are dead! 
How oft, alas! has wretched Priam bled ? 
Still one was left, their lofs to recompenfe ; 
His father’s hope, his country’s lad defence. 
Him too thy rage has flain ! beneath thy deel. 
Unhappy! in his country’s caufe he fell! 

For him through hodile camps I bent my way, 
For him thus prodrate at thy feet 1 lay; 
Large gifts proportion’d to thy wrath 1 bear; 
Oh hear the wretched, and the gods revere ! 

Think of thy father, and this face behold ! 
See him in me, as helplefs and as old! 
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Tho’ not fo wretched : There he yields to me. 
The firft of men in fov’reign mifery ! 
Thus forc’d to kneel, thus grov’ling to embrace 
The fcourge and ruin of my realm and race : 
Suppliant my children’s murd’rer to implore, 
And kifs thofe hands yet reeking with their gore! 

Thefe words fbft pity in the chief infpire, 
Touch’d with the dear remembrance of his fire. 
Then with his hand (as prollrate llill he lay) 
The old man’s cheek he gently turn’d away. 
Now each by turns indulg’d the guth of wo; 
And now the mingled tides together flow : 
This low on earth ; that gently bending o’er, 
A father one, and one a fon deplore : 
But great Achilles diff’renc paflions rend, 
And now his fire he mourns, and now his friend. 
Th’ infeitious foftnefs thro’ the heroes ran ; 
One univerfal folemn fhow’r began ; > 
They bore as heroes, but they felt as man. J 

Satiate at length with unavailing woes. 
From the high throne divine Achilles rofe; 
The rev’rend monarch by the hand he rais’d > 
On his white beard and form majeftic gaa’d, 
Not unrelenting : Then ferene began 
With words to footh the miferable man, 

Alas ! what weight of anguilh haft thou known.? 
Unhappy prince ! thus guardlefs and alone 
To pafs thro’ foes, and thus undaunted face 
The man whole fury has deftroy’d thy race ? 
Heav’n fure has arm’d thee with a heart of fteel, 
A ftrength proportion’d to the woes you feel. 

Vox.. VII, O 
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Rife then : Let reafon mitigate yonrcare : 
To mourn, avails not : Man is born to bear. 
Such is, alas ! the gods fevere decree: 
They, only they are blefs’d, and only free. 
Two urns by Jove’s high throne have ever flood. 
The fource of evil one, and one of good j 
From thence the cup of mortal man he fills, 
Bleffings to thefe, to thofe diftributes ills ; 
To moft he mingles both : The wretch decreed 
To talle the bad, unmix’d, is curs’d indeed; 
Furfu’d by wrongs, by meagre famine driv’n, 
He wanders, outcaft both of earth and heav’n. 
The happiefl tafte not happinefs fincere, 
But find the cordial draught is dalh’d with care. 
Who more than Peleus Ihone in wealth and pow’r? 
What flars concurring blefs’d his natal hour ? 
A realm, a goddefs, to his withes giv’n ; 
Grac’d by the gods with all the gifts of heav’n! 
One evil, yet, o’ertakes his lateft day : 
No race fucceeding to imperial fway ; 
One only fon ; and he (alas !) ordain’d 
To fall untimely in a foreign land. 
See him, in Troy, the pious care decline. 
Of his weak age, to live the curfe of thine! 
Thou too, old man, haft happier days beheld; 
In riches once, in children once excell’d; 
Extended Phrygia own’d thy ample reign, 
And all fair Lefbos’ blifsful feats contain, 
And all wide Hellefpont’s unmeafur’d main. 
But fince the god his hand has pleas’d to turn, 
And fill thy meafurc from his bitter urn, 
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I What fees the fun, but haplefs heroes falls ? 
War, and the blood of men, furround thy walls! 
What mud be, mud be. Bear thy lot, nor died 
Thefe unavailing forrows o’er the dead ; 
Thou can’d not call him from the Stygian (hore; 
But thou, alas ! may’d live to differ more! 

To whom the king : Oh favour’d of the Ikies! 
Here let me grow to earth ! lince Heftor lies 
On the bare beech, depriv’d of obfequies. 
Oh give me He<dor! to my eyes redore 
His corfe, and take the gifts : I afk no more. 
Thou, as thou may’d, thefe boundlefs dores enjoy; 
Safe may’d thou fail, and turn thy wrath from Troy $ 
So Ihall thy pity and forbearance give 
A weak old man to fee the light and live ! 

Move me no more, (Achilles thus replies, 
While kindling anger fparkled in his eyes) ; 
Nor feek by tears my deady foul to bend; 
To yield thy Heitor i myfelf intend : 
For know, from Jove my goddefs-mother came, 
(Old Ocean’s daughter, filver-footed dame) ; 
Nor corn’d thou but by heav’n; nor corn’d alone. 
Some god impels with courage not thy own : 
No human hand the weighty gates unbarr’d. 
Nor could the bolded of our youth have dar’d 
To pafs our outworks, or elude the guard. 
Ceafe, led negleitful of high Jove’s command, 

d I fliow thee, king ! thou tread’d on hodile land 5 
Releafe my knees, thy fuppliant arts give o’er. 
And fliake the purpofe of my foul no more. 

The fire obey’d him, trembling and o’eraw’d. 
\ Achilles, like a lion, rulh’d abroad; 

Oi 
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Autoiwcdon and Alcimus attend, 
(Whom moft he honour’d, fince he loft his friend) ; 
Thefe to unyoke the mules and horfcs went, 
And led the hoary herald to the tent; 
Next heap’d on high the num’rous prefents bear 
(Great Heftor’s ranfom) from the polifh’d car. 
Two fplendid mantles, and a carpet fpread. 
They leave, to cover, and inwrap the dead. 
Then call the handmaids, with aftiftant toil 
To wafh the body, and anoint with oil; 
Apart from Priam ; left th’ unhappy fire 
Provok’d to pafllon, once more roufe to ire 
The ftern Pelides; and nor facred age, 
Nor Jove’s command, (hould check the rifing rage. 
This done, the garments o’er the corfe they fpread; 
Achilles lifts it to the fun’ral bed: 
Then, while the body on the car they laid, 
He groans, and calls on lov’d Patroclus’ fhade. 

If in that gloom, which never light muft know, 
The deeds of mortals touch the ghofts below; 
O friend ! forgive me, that I thus fulfil 
(Reftoriag Heftor) heav’n’s unqueftion’d will. 
The gifts the father gave, be ever thine, 
To grace thy manes, and adorn thy fhrine. 

He faid, and ent’ring, took his feat of ftate, 
"Where full before him rev’rend Priam fat; 
To whom, compos’d, the godlike chief begun. 
Lo ! to thy pray’r reftor’d, thy breathlefs fon ; 
Extended on the fun’ral couch he lies; ^ 
And fgon as morning paints the eaftern Ikies, > 
The fight is granted to thy longing eyes. J 
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But now the peaceful hours of facred night 
Demand refleftion, and to reft invite: 
Nor thou, O father ! thus confum’d with wo, 
The common cares that nourilh life, forego. 
Not thus did Niobe, of form divine, 
A parent once, whofe forrows equall’d thine : 
Six youthful fons, as many blooming maids, 
In one fad day beheld the Stygian fhades; 
Thefe by Apollo’s filver bow were flain, 
Thofe Cynthia’s arrows ftretch’d upon the plain': 
So was her pride chaftis’d by wrath divine, 
Who match’d her own with bright Latona’s line ; 
But two the goddefs, twelve the queen enjoy’d; 
Thofe boafted twelve th’ avenging two deftroy’d. 
Steep’d in their blood, and in the duft outfpread. 
Nine days, neglected, lay expos’d the dead ; 
None by to weep them, to inhume them none; 
(For Jove had turn’d the nation all to ftone) ; 
The gods themfelves at length relenting, gave 
Th’ unhappy race the honours of a grave. 
Herfelf a rock, (for fuch was heav’n’s high will) 
Through deferts wild now pours a weeping rill; 
Where round the bed whence Achelous fprings, 
The wat’ry fairies dance in mazy rings, 

i There high on Sipylus’s (baggy brow, 
She (lands her own fad monument of wo ; 
The rock for ever lafts, the tears for ever flow. 

Such griefs, O king ! have other parents known 
Remember theirs, and mitigate thy own. 
The care of heav’n thy Heflor has appear'd, 
Nor (ball he lie unwept and uninterr’d ; 

Oj 
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Soon may thy aged cheeks in tears be drown’dj 
And all the eyes of Ilion ftream around. 

He laid ; and, riling, chofe the viflim ewe 
With filvcr fleece, which his attendants flew. 
The limbs they fever from the reeking hide, 
Writh fkill prepare them, and in parts divide ; 
Each on the coals the fep’rate models lays, 
And hafty fnatches from the riling blaze. 
With bread the glitt’ring canillers they load. 
Which round the board Amomedon bellow’d : 
The chief himfelf to each his portion plac’d, 
And each indulging (har’d in fweet repaft. 
When now the rage of hunger was repreft. 
The wond’ring hero eyes his royal guell s 
No lei's the royal gueft the hero eyes, 
His godlike afpeft and majeltic lize : 
Here youthful grace and noble fire engage, 
And there the mild benevolence of age. 
Thus gazing long, the filence neither broke, 
(A folemn fcene !) at length the father fpoke. 

Permit me now, belov’d of Jove ! to Keep 
My careful temples in the dew of Deep : 
For, fince the day that number’d with the dead 
My haplefs fon, the dull has been my bed; 
Soft fleep a ((ranger to my weeping eyes. 
My only food my forrows and my fighs ! 
Till now, encourag’d by the grace you give, 
I (hare thy banquet,- and confent to live. 

With that, Achilles bade prepare the bed, 
WTith purple foft, and fhaggy carpets fpread ; 
Forth, by tha flaming lights, they bend their way, 
And place the couches, and the cov’rings lay. 
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Then he : Now, father, fleep ; but flecp not here; 
Confult thy fafety, and forgive my fear, 
Left: any Argive (at this hour awake1, 
To alk our counfel, or our orders'take) 
Approaching fudden to our open’d tent, 
Perchance behold thee, and our grace preventi 
Should fuch report thy honour’d perion here, 
The king of men the ranfom might defer : 
But lay with fpeed, if aught of thy defire 
Remains unalk’d ; what time the rites require 
T’ inter thy Hector ? for fo long we flay 
Our flaughtcring arm, and bid the hofts obey. 

If then thy will permit (the monarch faid) 
To finilh all due honours to the dead, 
This of thy grace accord : To thee are known 
The fears of Ilion, clos’d within her town ; 
And at what diltance from our walls afpire 
The hills of Ide, and forefts for the fire. 
Nine days to vent our lorrows I requtft, 
The:tenth (ball lee the iun’rai and the teaft : 
The next: to ratfe his monument be-gjy’n ; . 
The twelfth we war, if war be doom d by heav’n. 

I his thy requclt (reply-d the chief) enjoy : 
Till then our arms lulpenti the tall of Troy. 

1 lien gave his hand at parting, to prevent .• 
The old man’s fears, and turn'd within the tent; 
Where fair Brifeis, bright in blooming charms, 
Expefts her hero with defiring arms. , 
But in the porch the king and hero reft,- 
Sad dreams of care yet wand’riog .in their breaft. , 
Now gods and men tlje gifts of fleep partake ;, j r 
Induftrious Hermes onlywas awake, - oT 

O 4 



2i8 HOMER’s ILIAD. ,XXIV. 848. 

The king’s return revolving iu his mind. 
To pafs the ramparts, and the watch to blind. 
The pow’r defending hover’d o’er his head : 
And fleeptft thou, father! (thus the vihon faid), 
Now doll thou fleep, when Heftor is reflor’d ! 
Nor fear the Grecian foes, nor Grecian lord ? 
Thy prefence here Ihould Hern Atridtsfee, 
Thy Hill furviving fons may fue for thee, 
May offer all thy treafures yet contain, 
To ipare thy age, and offer all in vain ! 

Wak’d with the word, the trembling fire arofe, 
And raised his friend : The god before him goes; 
He joins the mules, directs them with his hand, 
And moves in filence through the hoftile land. 
When now to Xanthus’ yellow dream they drove, 
(Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove), 
The winged deity fotfook their view. 
And in a moment to Olympus flew. 
Now fhed Aurora round her faffron ray, 
Sprung thro’ the gates of light, and gave the day ; 
Charg’d with their mournful load, to Ilion go 
The fage and king, majedically flow. 
Caflandra firft beholds, from Ilion’s fpire. 
The fad proceflion of her hoary fire ; 
The*, as the penfive pomp advanc’d more near, 
(Her breathlefs brother ftretch’d upon the bier !) 
A fhow’r of tears o’erflows her beauteous eyes, 
Alarming thus all ilion with her cries. 

Turn here your fteps, and here your eyes employ, 
Ye wretched daughters, and ye fons of Troy! 
If e’er yon rufh’d in crouds, with vaft delight, 
To hail your hero glorious from the fight; 
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Now meet him dead, and let your forrows flow ! 
Your common triumph, and your common wo. 

In thronging crouds they ifliie to the plains, 
Nor man nor woman in the walls remains; 
In ev’ry face the felf-fartle grief is fhown, 
And Troy fends forth one univerfal groan. 
At Scaea’s gates they meet the mourning wain, 
Hang on the wheels, and grovel round the (lain. 
The wife and mother, frantic with defpair, 
Kifs his pale check, and rend their fcatter’d hair : 
Thus wildly wailing, at the gates they lay; 
And there had figh’d and forrow’d out the day ; 
But godlike Priam from the chariot rofe; 
Forbear (he cry’d) this violence of woes, 
Firft to the palace let the car proceed, 
Then pour your boundlefs forrows o’er the dead. 
The waves of people at his word divide, 
Slow rolls the chariot thro’ the following tide; 
Ev’n to the palace the fad pomp they wait : 
They weep, and place him on the bed of ftate. 
A melancholy choir attend around, 
With plaintive fighs, and mufic’s folemn found : 
Alternately they ftng, alternate flow 
Th’ obedient tears, melodious in their wo, 
While deeper forrows groan from each full heart, 
And nature fpeaks at ev’ry paufe of art. 

Firft to the corfe the weeping confort flew; 
Around his neck her milk-white arms Ihe threw; 
And, oh my Heftor! oh my lord ! fhe cries, 
Snatch’d in thy bloom from thefc defiring eyes! 
Thou to the difmal realms for ever gone ! 
And I abandon’d, defolate, alone! 
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An only fon, once comfort of our pains, 
Sad produft now of haplefs love remains! 
Never to manly age that fon lhall rife. 
Or with increafing graces glad my eyes : 
For Uion now (her great defender flain) 
Shall fink a fmoking ruin on the plain. 
Who now protefts her wives with guardian care ? 
Who faves her infants from the rage of war ? 
Now holtiic fleets muit waft thofe infants o’er, 
(Thofe wives mutt wait them) to a foreign Ihore! 
Thou too, my fon ! to barb’rous climes lhalt go. 
The fad companion of thy mother’s wo; 
Driv’n hence a Have before the vigor’s fword ; 
Condemn’d to toil for fomc inhuman lord : 
Or elfe fome Greek, whofe father prefs’d the plain, 
Or fon, or brother, by great He£tor flain, 
In Heftor’s blood his vengeance fliall enjoy, 
And hurl thee headlong from the tow Vs of Troy. 
For thy Item father never fpar’d a foe : 
Thence all thefe tears, and all this fcene of wo ! 
Thence many evils his fad parents bore, 
His parents many, but his confort more. 
Why gav’ft thou not to me thy dying hand? 
And why receiv’d not l thy laft command ? 
Some word thou would’ft have fpoke, which, fadly 

dear, 
My foul might keep, or utter with a tear; 
Which never, never could be loft in air. 
Fix’d in my heart, and oft repeated there. 

Thus to her weeping maids flic makes her moan ; r 
Her weeping, handmaids echo groan for groan. 
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The mournful mother next fuftains her part.1 

Oh thou the heft, the dearelt to my heart! 
Of all my race, thou mod by heav’n approv’d3 
And by th* immortals ev’n in death belov’d! 
While all my other fons in barb’rous bands 
Achilles bound, and fold to foreign lands. 
This felt no chains, but went a glorious ghoft, 
Free and a hero, to the Stygian coaft. 
Sentenc’d, ’tis true, by his inhuman doom, 
Thy noble corfe was dragg’d around the tomb, 
(The tomb of him thy warlike arm had (lain), 
Ungen’rous infult, impotent and vain ! 
Yet glow’d thou frefh with ev’ry living grace; 
No mark of pain, nor violence of face; 
Rofy and fair ! as Phoebus diver bow 
Difmifs’d thee gently to the lhades below. 

Thus fpoke the dame, and melted into tears. 
Sad Helen next in pomp of grief appears: 
Fad from the fhining fluices of her eyes 
Fall the round crydal drops, while thus (he cries. 

Ah deared friend ! in whom the gods had join’d 
The milded manners with the braved mind; 
Now twice ten years (unhappy years) are o’er, 
Since Paris brought me to the Trojan fhore; 
(Oh, had 1 peridi’d, ere that form divine 
Seduc’d this foft, this eafy heart of mine !) 
Yet was it ne’er my fate from thee to find 
A deed ungentle, or a word unkind : 
When others curs’d the auth’refs of their wo, 
Thy pity check’d my forrows in their flow ■; 
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If fome prouJ brother ey’d me with difdain, ^ 
Or fcorntul filler with her fweeping train ; 
Thy gentle accents foften’d all my pain. j 
For thee I mourn; and mourn myfelf in thee, 
The wretched fource of all this mifery! 
The fate 1 caus’d for ever I bemoan ; 
Sad Helen has no friend, now thou art gone ! 
Thro’ Troy’s wide ftreets abandon’d (hall 1 roam ! 
In Troy deferred, as abhorr’d at home ! 

So fpoke the fair, with fbrrow-flreaming eye : 
Diflrefsful beauty melts each (landcr-by; 
On all around th’ infeOious forrow grows ; 
But Friam check’d the torrent as it rofe. 
Perform, ye Trojans ! what the rites require, 
And fell the forefts for a fun’ral pyre : 
Twelve days, nor foes nor fecret ambtlfli dread ; 
Achilles grants thefe honours to the dead. 

He fpoke ; and at his word the Trojan train 
Their mules and oxen harnefs to the wain, 
Pour through the gates, and, fell’d from Ida’s crown. 
Roll back the gather’d forefts to the town. 
Thefe toils continue nine fucceeding days, 
And high in air a fylvan ftrufture raife. 
But when the tenth fair morn began to fhine, 
Forth to the pile was borne the man divine, 
And plac’d aloft; While all, with dreaming eyes, 
Beheld the flames and rolling fmoke arife. 
Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 
With rofy luftre (treak’d the dewy lawn ; 
Again the mournful crouds furround the pyre, 
And quench with wine the yet-remaining fire; 
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The fnowy bones his friends and brothers place 
(With tears colledfed) in a golden vale; 
The golden vafe in purple palls they roll’d, 
Of fofteft texture, and inwrought with gold. 
Laft o’er the urn the facred earth they fpread. 
And rais’d the tomb, memorial of the dead. 
(Strong guards and fpies, till all the rites were done* 
Watch’d from the rifing to the fetting fun.) 
All Troy then moves to Priam’s court again, 
A folemn, filent, melancholy train : 
Aflembled there, from pious toil they reft, 
And fadly lhar’d the laft fepulchral feaft. 
Such honours llion to her hero paid, 
And peaceful fiept the mighty Hedtor’s Ibade. 

The Enb of the Iliads 
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