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Book VI
Lines 1-211:

Thus he spoke weeping, and he loosened the reins on the fleet and finally he glided to the shores of Euboean Cumae.  They turned the prows to the sea; then the anchor of the ship held fast with its tenacious tooth and the curved ships fringed the shore.  An eager band of young men darted out to the Hesperian shore; part sought the seeds of flame hidden in the veins of flint, part scoured the dense homes of wild beasts, the forests, and they pointed out the rivers having been found.  But loyal Aeneas sought the citadel which high Apollo ruled and at a distance the secret sanctuary of revered Sibyl, a huge cave, in whom the Delian prophet inspired a great mind and soul and revealed the future.  Now they approached the grove and golden house of Trivia (Hecate).


Daedalus, as the is report, fleeing the Minoan kingdom on swift wings and having dared to trust himself to the sky flew through an unaccustomed route to the icy Arctos (North), and finally he stood lightly on the Chalcidian citadel.  Having been returned to these lands first, Phoebus (Apollo), he consecrated to you his oarage of wings and he placed an immense temple.  On the gates was the death of Androgeos; then the Cecropides (Athenians) were ordered to pay the penalty (a wretched thing!) seven each bodies of their youth yearly; the urn stood with lots having been cast.  Opposite, the Gnosian land (Crete), having been raised, corresponded to the sea: here the cruel love of a bull and Pasiphae having been forced under by a trick and the mixed race and two-formed offspring, the Minotaur, is present, a reminder of her unspeakable love; here that labor of a house and the inextricable maze; but indeed having pitied the great love of the princess, Daedalus himself unraveled the trick and the winding passage of the house, guiding his blind steps with a thread.  You also would have a great part in so great a work, Icarus, did grief permit.  Twice he had tried to fashion your misfortunes in gold, and twice the hands of a father failed.  Nay even they would have surveyed all things with their eyes, if Achates, now sent ahead, was not present together with the priestess of Phoebus (Apollo) and Trivia (Hecate), Deiphobe (daughter) of Glaucus, who said such things to the king: “This time does not demand those spectacles for itself; now it will be better to sacrifice seven oxen from an untouched herd, and just as many chosen sheep according to custom.”  Having spoken to Aeneas with such words (nor did the men delay the sacred orders) the priestess called the Teucrians into the high temples.

The enormous side of the Euboean crag has been hewn out into a cave, where one hundred broad entrances lead, one hundred mouths, from which just as many voices rush, the replies of the Sibyl.  They came to the threshold, when the maiden said, “It is time to ask the fates; the god, behold the god!”  To her saying such things before the doors, suddenly not her face, not one color, not her arranged hair remained; but her chest was panting, and her wild heart was swollen with fury, and she was larger to be seen and her voice did not sound human, a divinity breathed upon her since now she was nearer to god.”  Do you cease in your vows and prayers, Trojan Aeneas?” she said.  Do you cease?  For not before will the great mouth of the thunderstruck house open.”  And having said such things she became silent.  Icy fear ran through the hard bones of the Teucrians, and the king poured out prayers from the bottom of his heart: “Phoebus (Apollo), having always pitied the grievous labors of Troy, you who guided the Dardanian weapons and hands of Paris against the body of the descendant of Aeacus (Achilles), with you as a leader I entered so many seas skirting great lands and the secluded tribes of the Massylians and fields extending to the Syrtis: now finally we have reached the shores of fleeing Italy, thus far, and thus far only let Trojan misfortune have followed me.  Furthermore it is now right for all you gods and goddesses, whom Ilium and the enormous glory of Dardania (Troy) stood in the way of, to spare the Trojan race.  And you, O most holy prophetess, foreknowing of what is to come, (I do not ask for a kingdom not owed by my fates) grant that the Trojans and the wandering gods and the agitated divinites of Troy settle in Latium.  Then I shall set up a temple from solid marble for Phoebus (Apollo) and Trivia (Hecate) and feast days from the name Phoebus.  A great sanctuary awaits you in our kingdom: for here I shall put your prophecies and secret fates spoken to my nation, and I shall consecrate chosen men, kindly one.  Only do not intrust your oracles to leaves, so that they, the disturbed play things, may not fly in rapid winds: I pray that you yourself prophesize.”  He gave an end of speaking with his mouth.

But, not tolerating of Phoebus (Apollo), the immense prophetess raged in her cave, if she might be able to shake off the great god from her chest; so much the more that man tired out her raving mouth, taming her fierce heart, and he trained her by repressing her.  And now the hundred huge mouths of the house lay open by their own will and they bore the answers of the prophetess through the air:  “O you having finally performed great dangers on the sea (but more serious ones await you on the land), the Dardanians will come into the kingdom of Lavinium (send this care from your heart), but they will also wish that they had not come.  I see wars, terrible wars, and the Tiber foaming with much blood.  Neither the Simois nor the Xanthus nor the Doric camps will have been lacking to you; now another Achilles has been produced in Latium, himself also born from a goddess; nor will Juno, added to the Teucrians, ever be absent when as a suppliant in needy affairs what nations of Italy or what cities will you not have begged!  The cause of so much misfortune to the Teucrians is again a foreign wife and again a foreign marriage.  Do not yield to misfortune, but go more daring opposite, wherever your fortune will allow you.  The first way of safety, which you least expect, will extend from a Greek city.”

With such words from her shrine the Cumaean Sibyl sang of dire mysteries and she bellowed from her cave, wrapping true things with obscure things: Apollo shook those reins for her raging and he turned the spurs under her breast.  When first her fury departed and her raving mouth closed, hero Aeneas began: “Not any of the labors, O maiden, rises as a new or unexpected aspect for me; I have anticipated all things and I have traversed them with myself before in my mind.  I beg for one thing: since here is said to be the door of the infernal king and the gloomy marsh where the Acheron overflows, let it befall for me to go to the sight and the face of my dead father; may you teach me the way and open the sacred doors.  I snatched that man through the flames and a thousand following weapons on these shoulders and I rescued him from the middle of the enemy; that man having accomplished my journey endured all seas with me and all the threats both of the sea and the sky, a weak man, beyond the strength and fate of old age.  Nay even, the same man praying gave commands that I as a suppliant seek you and approach your threshold.  I pray, kindly one, pity both a son and a father (for you can do all things, nor did Hecate set you over the Avernian woods in vain), if Orpheus was able to summon the ghost of his wife relying on his Thracian lyre and his tuneful strings, if Pollux redeemed his brother with alternating death and he went and returned on the road so often.  What should I say of Theseus, what should I say of and Alcides (Hercules)?  The race to me also is from highest Jove (Jupiter).”

He prayed with such words and he held the altars, when the prophetess began to speak thus: “Begotten from the blood of the gods, Trojan son of Anchises, the descent into Avernus is easy: night and day the door of deadly Dis (Pluto) lies open; but to recall your step and to escape into the air above, this is the task, this is the labor.  A few, whom impartial Jupiter has loved or whom burning valor has born to the upper air, those begotten from the gods, were able.  The forests hold all things in the middle, and Cocytus, gliding with its gloomy bay, encircles it.  But if there is such love in your mind, if there is such desire to twice swim the Stygian lake, to twice see black Tartarus, and it is pleasing to indulge in an insane labor, receive what first must be accomplished.  A branch lies hidden in a shady tree, golden both in its leaves and in its pliant twig, said to be sacred to the infernal Juno (Proserpina); the whole grove covers this and shadows inclose it in dark valleys.  But until someone has plucked off the golden-leaved growth from the tree it is not given to go under the hidden parts of the land.  Beautiful Proserpina established this to be brought to herself as her own gift.  With the first having been torn off, another golden one does not lack, and a branch sprouts from a similar metal.  Therefore search high with your eyes and duly seize it found with your hand; for it itself will follow willing and easily, if the fates call you; otherwise you will not be able to conquer it with any force nor to tear it off with hard iron.  Furthermore, the lifeless body of the friend to you lies unburied (alas, you do not know) and he defiles your whole fleet with his death, while you were seeking oracles and tarrying in our threshold.  Bear this man before his own seat and bury him in a tomb.  Lead black animals; let those be the first expiations.  Thus finally you will see the Stygian groves and the kingdom pathless to the living.”  She spoke, and she became silent with her mouth having been repressed.

Aeneas, having cast down his eyes with his gloomy face, advanced leaving the cave, and he revolved the hidden events with himself in his mind.  And faithful Achates went as a comrade to him and fixed his steps with equal care. They discussed many things between themselves in varied conversation, what lifeless ally did the prophetess speak of, what body to bury.  And when they came, they saw Misenus on that dry shore destroyed by an undeserved death, Misenus the son of Aeolus, than whom no other was more excellent to stir up men with a trumpet and to rouse Mars (war) with a song.  This man had been the comrade of great Hector, around Hector he entered battles distinguished in both trumpet and spear.  After Achilles, the victor, robbed that man of his life, the very brave hero had added himself as an ally to Dardanian Aeneas, not having followed inferior things.  But then, while he by chance made the sea resound with a hollow conch shell, an insane man, and he called the gods into contest with song, jealous Triton, if it is worthy to believe, drowned the man having been caught among the rocks in the foamy waves.  Therefore all lamented around with great shouting, especially loyal Aeneas.  Then they, weeping, hastened the orders of the Sibyl, no delay at all, and they strove to heap up an altar for the purpose of a tomb and to raise to the sky with trees.  They went into the ancient forest, the deep lairs of wild beasts, pitch-pines fell, the holm-oak resounded having been struck with an ax and the beams of ash-tree and the cleavable oak were split by wedges and they rolled huge ash-trees down from the mountain.

Likewise Aeneas first among such works encouraged his comrades and he girded himself with equal arms.  And he himself revolved these things with his sad heart looking at the immense forest, and he prayed thus by chance: “If now that golden branch in the tree may show itself to us in so great a grove!  Since the prophetess has spoken all things about you truly, Misenus, alas too truly.”  He had hardly spoken those things when by chance two doves came flying from the sky under the face itself of the man and they settled on the green ground.  Then the very great hero recognized the birds of his mother and he happily prayed: “Be our leaders, O, if there is any way, and guide your course through the air into the grove where the rich branch shades the fertile ground.  And you, O divine parent, do not fail in doubtful affairs.”  Having spoken thus he repressed his steps observing what signs they may bare, where they may proceed to hasten.  Those feeding advanced by flying only as far as the eyes of them following were able to keep in their eyesight.  From there when they came to the jaws of foul smelling Avernus, they swiftly raised themselves and gliding through the liquid air the two (doves) settled on the desired seat on the tree above, from which the different color aura of the gold shone through the branches.  Like the mistletoe is accustomed in the forests in the wintry cold to flourish with new foliage, which its own tree does not produce, and to surround the smooth trunk with yellow fruit, such was the sight of leafy gold on the shady holm-oak, thus the metal rustled in the gentle wind.  Aeneas snatched it immediately and eagerly broke off it lingering, and he carried it under the house of the prophetess the Sibyl.
Lines 450-476:

Among whom Phoenician Dido wandered in a great forest fresh from her wound; as soon as the Trojan hero stood next to her and recognized her obscure through the shadows, just as the moon which in the first part of the month one either sees rise or thinks he saw rise through the clouds, he let the tears fall and addressed her with sweet love, “Unhappy Dido, was the message that had come to me therefore true that you had been killed having sought last things by the sword?  Alas was I the cause of death to you?  I swear through the stars, and through the gods and if there is any faith under the bottom of the earth, unwilling, my queen, I departed from your shore.  But the commands of the gods, which now force me to go through these shadows, through places rough with mould and the dark night, drove me by their own commands; nor was I able to believe that I brought this such great grief to you by my departure.  Stop your step and do not withdraw yourself from our sight.  Whom do you flee?  This is the last thing which I will address you by fate.”  With such words Aeneas soothed her burning and fiercely watching spirit and he aroused tears.  That woman having turned away held her eyes fixed on the ground nor was she moved in her countenance when he began his speech more than if she stood as hard flint or a Marpesian rock.  Finally she snatched herself away and fled as an enemy into a shady grove, where her former husband Sychaeus responded to that woman with care and matched her love.  No less Aeneas, shaken by her unjust misfortune, followed at a distance in tears and pitied her going.
Lines 847-901:
Others will fashion breathing bronze more gracefully (indeed I believe it), and they will draw out living faces from marble, they will plead cases better, and they will mark out the courses of the heavens with a compass and they will speak of the rising stars:  You, Roman, rule the people with your power, remember (these will be the arts to you) to establish the custom of peace, to spare the vanquished and to crush the haughty.”
Thus father Anchises also added these things to them wondering: “See how Marcellus distinguished in rich spoils goes and as a victor towers above all men.  This man will make stand the Roman government with a great clamor disturbing, as a knight he will lay low the Phoenicians and rebellious Gaul, and he will hang up the third arms captured for father Quirinus.” And here Aeneas spoke (for at the same time he saw a young man extraordinary in form and in gleaming arms, but his face was too little happy and his eyes were in a cast down face), “Who, father, is that man who thus accompanies the man going?  A son, or someone born from a great race?  What uproar of the comrades is around! How great dignity in the man himself!  But black night flies about his head with a sad shadow.”  Then father Anchises began with tears having arisen: “O son, do not seek the immense grief of your own men; the fates will only show this man to the earth nor will they allow him to be beyond.  The Roman race would have seemed too powerful to you, O gods, if these gifts had been secure.  How great a groaning of men that plain will lead to the great city of Mars!  Or what a funeral, Tiber, you will see when you will glide by the new tomb!  Nor will any boy from the Ilian race raise his Latin ancestors so much with hope, nor will the land of Romulus ever boast itself so greatly in any child.  Alas loyalty, alas ancient faith and the right hand unconquered by war!  Not anyone meeting that man having been armed would have born himself unpunished, whether when he went as a foot soldier against the enemy or dug the sides of his foaming horse with spurs.  Alas, the pitied boy, if in any way you could break the harsh fates, you would be Marcellus.  Give the lilies from full hands, let me scatter the purple flowers and let me honor the spirit of my descendant at least with these gifts, and let me fulfill the useless duty.”  Thus they wandered everywhere in the whole region and in the broad plains of mist and they surveyed all things.  After Anchises led his son through these things one by one and inflamed his mind with a love of the coming fame, in turn he related to the man the war which had to be waged next, and he taught about the people of Laurentum and the city of Latinus, and where and in what manner he may both escape and endure each labor.


There are two gates of Sleep, one of which is said to be of horn, by which an easy exit is given to true ghosts, the other gleaming having been finished with white ivory, but Hades sends false dreams into the sky.  There then with these words Anchises followed his son together with the Sibyl and he sent them forth to the ivory gate; that man sped on his way to the ships and revisited his allies.


Then he bore himself on the straight shore to the port of Cajeta.  The anchor was thrown from the prow; the ships stood on the shore.
