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The gods reciining on tlie golden floor
HighI converse held1, while in tlîeir midst
The venerated Fiche nectar serve(l;
And eachi the other pledged from golden CUps,
Witli gaze directed towards the (ity Troy.
Forthwith the son of Saturn luno tried
To irritate, while hier hie tlîuis addressed,
Witli wordls reproachiful andi withi look askance:

" Twain goddess-lielpetrs stili there are
To Menelaus-Argive Juino one,
The other the Alale>rooiian-f.imed
Minerva. Tiiese in sooth amutse themselves,
While sittiiîg thus apart and1 looking on.
But winsorne Venuis ever keepeth watchi,
And fromn fier Paris w'ards inipen(ling fate.
Even lately, thinkinîg liim about to die,
She rescued 1dm. And yet the victory is
Indeed to, Menelaus, friend of Mars.
Consuit we, tiien, how things as the-e should be:
Shall ýN ag-ain excito destructive war
Anddreadiftil battie diii, or eoncord throw
Between the two? For if, pe-rcliance, to al
The latter be. a grateful, pleasing thing,
Theîî, of a trutlî, Kin.- Iriaîn's town shall have
Domestic growvth, an(l M exclauis lead
His Argive Helen to bis home once miore."

Hie spoke. But Juno and Minerva pressed
WVithiîî tbeir lips the murmiurinurs of their breasts.
Tlîey sat heside each other, planning ilus
Against the Trojans. Silent was indeed
Minerva: flot a word sho spoke. Incensed
Agairist her father Jove, the direst wrath
Took hold of bier. Stili Juno could flot check
The rage withîin lier breast, but thus spoke out:

" Dread son of Saturn, wlîat 18 tlîls thîou sayst?
WVly thus desire to render labour vain-
The sweat of none effect, wliichi I have spent
In toi]l? For nie, assexnbling thus a host,
My.steeds are tired-an evil tbough it be
To Priam and Ibis sons. Do as thou wilt,
But we, tho other gods, dIo not approve."

Tiien cloud-conipelling Jovo, inflamned, replied:
"Strange one, how now do Priam and bis sons
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