BOOK I

STORM AND BANQUET

I sing of arms and of the man, fated to be an exile, who long
since left the land of Troy and came to Italy to the shores of
Lavinium; and a great pounding he took by land and sea at the
hands of the heavenly gods because of the fierce and unforgetting
anger of Juno. Great too were his sufferings in war before he
could found his city and carry his gods into Latium. This was
the beginning of the Latin race, the Alban fathers and the high
walls of Rome. Tell me, Muse, the causes of her anger. How did
he violate the will of the Queen of the Gods? What was his
offence? Why did she drive a man famous for his piety to such ro
endless hardship and such suffering? Can there be so much
anger in the hearts of the heavenly gods?
There was an ancient city held by colonists from Tyre, opposite Italy and the distant mouth of the river Tiber. It was a city
of great wealth and ruthless in the pursuit of war. Its name was
Carthage, and Juno is said to have loved it more than any other
place, more even than Samos. Here the goddess kept her armour.
Here was her chariot, and this was the city she had long
favoured, intending to give it sovereignty over the peoples of 20
the earth, if only the Fates would allow it. But she had heard
that there was rising from the blood of Troy a race of men who
in days to come would overthrow this Tyrian citadel; a people
proud in war and rulers of a great empire would come to sack
the land of Libya; this is the destiny the Fates were unrolling.
These were the fears of the daughter of Saturn, and she had not
forgotten the war she had fought long since at Troy for her
beloved Argos, nor had her bitter resentment and the reasons
for it ever left her mind. There still rankled deep in her heart the

