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SECTION ONE: The Aeneid
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Disce, puer, virtutem ex me verumque laborem,

fortunam ex aliis. – Aeneid Book XII lines 435-436
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Aeneas talks to his son, Ascanius, before he goes into battle.
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“This is what it means to be a man,” he says. “Going on bravely through the toil, the pain, and the suffering. That’s what I have to teach. Luck you’ll have to learn from others.” – paraphrased by Mary Hare

Voices from the Aeneid

Troy is burning as Aeneas gets his father, son, the family gods out of the city. He thought his beloved wife, Creusa, was following right behind, until they got to the rendezvous point. He goes back into burning Troy to look for her. Aeneas and the Loss of Creusa retells what happens from Aeneas’s point of view.
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In this flash fiction with Procerus and Sophie, characters from my first century Roman novella “Cloak and Stola”, Sophie is copying Book III of the epic poem Caesar Augustus is promoting while Procerus plays with Pholoe, their baby girl. Her heart aches when she gets to Andromache, who like Sophie, also knew slavery.
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Dido was cursed by Eros, at the direction of Venus, to love Aeneas. When his duty called him away from her, she cursed him, her love. A poem about Dido’s Cursed Love.
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How might Aeneas have answered her? It might have been something like the poem Beautiful Lady.
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Venus ignores her husband Vulcan, except when she needs something from him, and right now she needs him to craft armor and shield for her son, Aeneas, by another man. So Venus Seduces Vulcan.
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A Homely Scene is another flash fiction about Sophie and Procerus. Vergil compared Vulcan getting up early to work in his forge to a poor woman getting up early to weave. Sophie gets up early to weave because she can’t sleep, worried about Procerus who was in a fight.
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Pholoe is a valuable slave. She is a skilled weaver, and has milk to nurse two baby sons. But some of the women of Troy have burned some of the boats. Will they separate her from her boys?
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Ascanius watches his father arm up for battle. Aeneas has something to teach him before he leaves, which I paraphrase in Learn from me Son.
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Aeneas and the Loss of Creusa (Poetic Retelling)
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In Book II, Aeneas is fleeing Troy with his family. This is something between a translation and a retelling in prose / poetry.
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Troy is lost, burning, and I am fleeing.

My father is on my back,

My small son holds my hand,

My wife follows behind.
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Blood have I spilt, much more have seen spilt.

Priam have I seen covered in the blood of his dying son, Polites,

In the sanctuary,

In the inmost spaces of his palace,

At the altars of his gods.
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Almost through the gates.

Have we made it?

“Flee, son, flee!” my father cries.

“I see shining shields and the flashing bronze of arms.”

I step off the familiar road, onto unmarked paths.
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Father on my back,

Son holding tight to my hand.

But alas! Creusa, beloved wife!
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Torn from me!

Perhaps she stopped.

Or wandered from the road.

Or sat down, weary.
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I didn’t look back or even think of her

Until we reached the rendezvous, Ceres’ temple.

My companions, my household servants met us there.

Myself, my father, my son.

Only one was missing, my Creusa.
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I left them there

And went back to look for her.
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Back to the dark gate of the city.

Looking, scanning, retracing our footsteps.

Her footsteps.

Horror fills my soul.

The silence is terrible.
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Did she go back home?

I return there.

The Greeks have been there.

Fire devours it,

Heat from the flames rage to the sky.
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Back to the citadel, and Priam’s bloody sanctuary.

Greek guards, Phoenix and terrible Ulysses,

Watch the booty rescued from burning shrines.

Tables of the gods, solid gold bowls, rich garments.

Women and children, trembling, standing in a line.
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Back in the streets, I raise my voice.

“Creusa,” I call, over and over again, grief-stricken.
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And then it appears.

Her shade, larger than life.

I am struck dumb.

My hair sticks up.

My voice sticks in my throat.
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She speaks, and dispels my fears.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Dear, sweet husband. Such mad grief.”

She tells me my fate: wandering, restoration,

A new kingdom, a new bride.
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“You need not weep for your beloved Creusa,” she says.

“Neither the proud seats of the Myrmidons nor the Dolopians shall I behold,

Nor shall I, a Trojan and daughter-in-law to Venus, be a slave.

Yet Juno decrees that I must stay on these shores.

I cannot come with you.”
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And yet, still I weep. There is so much I want to say.
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“Farewell,” she says. “Keep loving our son.”
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Three times, I try to throw my arms around her.

Three times, the shade escapes my hands.
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And then she vanishes into thin air.
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And so I return to the temple of Ceres and my companions.

And my fate.
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Substack location

From the substack essay: Aeneas and Creusa, https://maryh10000.substack.com/p/aeneas-and-creusa; Feb 13, 2024
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Andromache (Procerus & Sophie Respond)
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Characters from “Cloak and Stola” talk about Andromache from Book 3 of the Aeneid.
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The evening meal was done, and Procerus was playing with his three-month-old daughter in front of the hearth of their apartment in Capernaum.
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Sophie looked up from the scroll she was copying on the table. “Don’t swing her around so much, dilectus. I don’t want her to be restless.”
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“I’m wearing her out,” he answered. “I don’t want her to be restless either. She’s just gotten worse when you try to keep things so quiet in the evening. I’m tired of spending the night on the rug on the floor.”
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“You and me, both,” she smiled, then sighed. “This doesn’t make any sense.”
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He walked over, dancing around with the baby and making faces at her. “What doesn’t make sense?”
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The word had come down from the centurion. Anyone hoping for promotion beyond decanus had to be able to read and write, at least in Latin. While he could write his name, and put the initials that meant “in return for favors granted” on a religious offering, he didn’t seem to be making much progress beyond that.
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Sophie, on the other hand, was fascinated by letters. She’d started by reading the certificates they kept at home, one showing her status as a Roman freedwoman, and the other that she was Procerus’s concubine, over and over.
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And now, the centurion was passing around scrolls with the emperor’s favorite poem. She was copying the third scroll now, where Aeneas was telling Dido about his sea travels before getting blown off course to Carthage.
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“This says Helenus is ruling Greek cities, because he’s gotten possession of Pyrrhus’s ‘coniuge’ and scepter. But then it says Andromache has a ‘maritus’ from her own country again. So does that mean she was the concubine of Pyrrhus, like I am with you, and now she’s the uxor of Helenus?”
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“Like you’ll be when I retire?”

––––––––
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She nodded.
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“Widowed uxor of Hector, then Pyrrhus’s concubine, then uxor again, this time of Helenus.”

––––––––
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Sophie continued copying. “She still weeps for Hector.”
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“That’s Andromache. Some stories even say Pyrrhus is the one who killed her son by Hector, Astyanax.”
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“That’s awful!” she said. “That’s not in these scrolls, at least so far.”
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“You’re not going to cry again, are you?” he asked, gently. Sophie hardly ever cried for herself, but she would for other people. Even for people in stories, who were long dead. She sniffled, but shook her head, and continued writing.
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The baby finally stopped fidgeting and rested her head on Procerus’s chest.
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“Okay, this makes no sense. You said she was Pyrrhus’s concubine, but here Aeneas asks her if she’s still married to him. He uses the word ‘connubia.’ I know what that means.” It was what Procerus couldn’t do for another ten years or so.
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Procerus rubbed his daughter’s back, and then looked over Sophie’s shoulder. He could make out some of the letters, but they still didn’t mean much to him. “Is that what it says? I’m pretty sure it was concubine. Some old-fashioned term, maybe?”
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“Yes, it must be. She’s a captive, and she had to share his bed, because he was her victorious – something. Eri?”
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“Erus. Dominus. Definitely old-fashioned. Only in stories. So lord and master, but she’d call him that anyway, uxor or concubine.”

––––––––
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“I don’t call you that. Should I call you my erus?”

––––––––
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He grinned. “Maybe. Not dominus, or people will think I’m an officer or something. But erus? Maybe ...”

––––––––
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She bowed her head slightly, grinning back. “My erus.” Then, “Andromache must really hate him.”
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“Yup. That’s the way the story goes. But I feel kind of sorry for him, too. It’s not like he chose her. She fell to him by casting lots.”
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“Servitio? She bore him children in slavery? I thought she was his concubine?”
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“Greeks,” he answered, then he handed her the baby. “She’s rooting.”
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“You did it. She’s quiet.” Sophie put her to her breast.
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“I’ve got a way with women.”
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“How many?”
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“Just the one.” He bent over and kissed the top of her head, while she continued writing and the baby nursed.
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“So now, after she’s borne him children, he gives her to Helenus. So she’s his uxor, we know that
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Substack location
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