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Book X

Lines 420-509:


Whom Pallas sought before having prayed thus: “Give now, father Tiber, to my sword, which I balance ready to be thrown, fortune and a way through the chest of harsh Halaesus.  Your oak tree will have these arms and spoils of the man.”  The god heard these things; while Halaesus protected Imaon, the unhappy man gave his defenseless breast to the Arcadian weapon.


But Lausus, a huge part of the war, did not allow the battle line to have been frightened by such great slaughter of the man: first he killed Abas having been placed opposite, both a knot and a delay of the battle.  The offspring of Arcadia was overthrown, the Etruscans and you Teucrians, O bodies not destroyed by the Greeks, were overthrown.  The battle lines came together with both equal leaders and strength; the farthest ones packed the battle lines densely nor did the mob allow weapons and hands to be moved.  On this side Pallas pressed on and drove hard, one that side against him was Lausus, nor was his age much different, distinguished in form, but to whom Fortune denied a return to their fatherland.  Nevertheless the ruler of great Olympus did by no means allow the men themselves to come together in battle between themselves; soon their fates awaited those men under a great enemy.  Meanwhile his kindly sister warned Turnus to approach Lausus, who cut the middle of the battle line with his swift chariot.  When he saw the allies he said: “It is time to cease from battle; I alone am born against Pallas, Pallas is owed to me alone; I would desire that his parent himself might be present as a spectator.”  He said these things, and the allies withdrew from the plain having been ordered.  But then at the departure of the Rutulians the youth having marveled at the haughty commands was dazed at Turnus and he rolled his eyes over the huge body and from afar he went over all things with his fierce sight, and with such words he went against the words of the tyrant: “Now I shall be praised either for rich spoils having been seized or for a distinguished death: my father is equal to each fate.  Remove the threats.”  Having spoken he proceeded into the middle of the plain; the blood went cold in the Arcadian hearts.  Turnus jumped down from his chariot, he prepared to go on foot into hand-to-hand combat; like a lion, when from his high lookout he saw a bull standing at a distance in the plains practicing for a battle, he flew down, not at all otherwise was the image of coming Turnus.  When he believed that this man would be near to the hurled spear, Pallas went first if in some way fortune might help him having dared with unequal strength, and he spoke thus to the great upper air: “Through the hospitality and tables of my father, which you as a stranger approached, I pray, descendant of Alcaeus (Hercules), that you be present with huge undertakings.  Let him see me seizing the bloody weapons from himself dying and let the dying eyes of Turnus bear me as the victor.”  The descendant of Alcaeus heard the young man and he repressed a great groan under the bottom of his heart and he poured forth useless tears.  Then his father addressed the son with kind words: “His own day stands for each person, there is for all a short and irretrievable time of life; but to increase your fame with deeds, this is a work of courage.  Under the high walls of Troy so many sons of gods have fallen, even Sarpedon, my own offspring, died together with them; even his own fates call Turnus and he has reached the turning point at his given age.”  Thus he spoke, and he turned his eyes away from the fields of the Rutulians.  But Pallas hurled his spear with great strength and pulled his gleaming sword from the hollow scabbard.  That thing, flying, struck where the top of the covering of the shoulder rises, and having pushed its way through the edge of the shield it finally even grazed the huge body of Turnus.  Here Turnus, balancing for a long time the oak having been tipped with sharp iron, threw it at Pallas and spoke thus: “Look at whether our weapon is more able to penetrate.”  He had spoken; but with a shaking blow the spear pierced through the middle of the shield, so many layers of iron, so many layers of bronze, which the hide of a bull, having been put around it, surrounded so many times, and he punctured the delay of the leather cuirass and his enormous chest.  That man snatched the hot weapon from the wound in vain: his blood and life followed from one and the same way.  He fell on his wound (his arms gave a sound above him) and, dying, he sought the ground of the enemy with his bloody mouth.


Whom Turnus standing aside in addition: “Arcadians,” he said, “being mindful of these things bring my words back to Evander: just as he deserved, I send back Pallas.  Whatever honor of the mound, whatever consolation of burying him there is, I bestow it.  By no means will the hospitality to Aeneas stand for him of a small price.”  And having spoken such things he pressed on the lifeless man with his left foot seizing the immense weight of the baldric and the crime impressed on it: under one matrimonial night a band of youth horribly slaughtered and their bloody bedrooms, things which Clonus, the son of Eurytus, had engraved in much gold; and now Turnus exulted and rejoiced having gotten possession of the spoils.  Mind of man unknowing of fate and of the future fortune and, having been lifted in favorable affairs, unknowing how to keep moderation!  There will be a time for Turnus when he will have wished that an untouched Pallas had been bought for a great price, and when he will hate those spoils and the day.  But with much groaning and tears his allies in great numbers brought back Pallas having been placed on his shield.  O grief and great glory about to return to a parent, this day first gave you to war, this same day carried you away, although you nevertheless left enormous piles of Rutulians.

