Lines 887-952:

Aeneas pressed on against him and brandished his huge treelike weapon, and he spoke thus from his fierce heart: “Then what delay is there now? Or why now, Turnus, do you draw back?  It must be fought not on the course, but hand-to-hand with fierce arms.  Change yourself into all appearances and collect whatever you can either by courage or by skill; chose to follow the burning stars with wings and hide yourself having been enclosed in the hollow earth.”  That man shaking his head said: “Your fiery words do not frighten me, fierce one; the gods and Jupiter the enemy frighten me.”  Having spoken no more he looked around for a huge rock, a huge ancient rock, which by chance was lying on the plain, a boundary stone having been placed on the field so that it might settle a dispute about the lands.  Scarcely twice six chosen men might go under that thing with their neck, such bodies of men the earth now produces; that hero threw the seized thing at his enemy with an agitated hand rising higher and stirred up on his course.  But he recognized himself neither coming nor going nor lifting or moving the heavy rock with his hand; his knees gave way, and his cold blood congealed with fear.  Then the stone itself of the man having been rolled through the empty void did not pass beyond the whole space nor did it convey a blow.  And just as in sleep, when sluggish rest has pressed our eyes at night, we seem in vain to wish to extend our eager courses and we, weary, fall in the middle of our attempts; our tongue is not strong, the known strength is not sufficient in our body nor does our voice or our words follow: thus the harsh goddess denied success to Turnus with whatever courage he sought a way.  Then various feelings were revolved in his heart; he gazed at the Rutulians and the city and he delayed with fear he dreaded that death was threatening, nor did he see where he might snatch himself away, nor with what power he might strive to the enemy, nor his chariot nor his charioteer sister anywhere.
    To him wavering Aeneas brandished his fatal weapon, having selected an opportunity with his eyes, and with his whole body he hurled it at a distance.  Rocks having moved violently by a machine for hurling rocks at a wall never sounded thus nor did such great clashing burst asunder from a thunderbolt.  The spear flew like a black whirlwind bearing harsh destruction and it revealed the edges of the leather cuirass and the outermost seven layers of his shield; hissing, it pierced through the middle of his thigh.  Mighty Turnus fell having been struck to the ground with his knee folded up.  All the Rutulians stood up with a groan and the mountain resounded around and the high forests returned his voice broadly.  That humble and suppliant man, extending his eyes and his praying right hand, said: “I have indeed deserved it nor do I plead against it.  Use your fate.  If any care of a wretched parent is able to touch you, (you father Anchises was such to you) I beg pity the old age of Daunus and send me back, or if you prefer my body stripped from the light, to my own.  You have conquered me and the Ausonians have seen me, conquered, extending my hands; Lavinia is your wife, do not stretch farther with your hatred.”  Aeneas, keen in arms, stood rolling his eyes and he repressed his right hand; and now his speech had begun to turn him delaying more when the wretched baldric appeared on his high shoulder and the swordbelt of the boy Pallas gleamed with familiar studs, whom, conquered by the wound, Turnus had laid low and bore the enemy insignia on his shoulders.  That man, after he drank in with his eyes the reminder of the cruel grief and the spoils, having been inflamed with fury and anger he dreadfully spoke: “Are you, clothed in the spoils of my own men, to be snatched from me?  Pallas sacrificed you with this wound, and he takes up the punishment from your defiled blood.”  Saying this he, fiery, buried his sword under the facing chest; and the limbs to that one were loosened with cold and his despised life fled with a groan under the shadows.
BOOK XII

Lines 793-806: Jupiter to Juno (Jupiter asks Juno to withdraw her support from Turnus and to accept the inevitable nomination of the Trojans.)

Lines 808-828: Juno to Jupiter (Juno agrees that the Trojans are to prevail.  She asks that the Latins be allowed to keep their name, language, and customs and that the Trojans should take on Latin customs.)

Lines 830-840: Jupiter to Juno (Jupiter asks Juno to put aside her anger, and he assures her that her wishes concerning the Latins keeping their customs will be granted.)

Lines 889-893: Aeneas to Turnus (Aeneas tells Turnus that they must fight in hand-to-hand combat and that he cannot escape him.)

Lines 894-895: Turnus to Aeneas (Turnus says that he does not fear Aeneas, but he fears the gods and Jupiter.)

Lines 931-938: Turnus to Aeneas (Turnus concedes defeat and asks Aeneas to return his body for burial.)

Lines 947-949: Aeneas to Turnus (Aeneas kills Turnus and mentions that his death is revenge for the death of Pallas.)

