
Evidently there is another love waiting for you, another Dido, another given promise for you to break 
a second time. When will it be likely that you build a city as grand as Carthage and look over your 
people from the lofty citadel? That if all things come true and the gods do not delay your desires, 
where will a wife come from for you, to love you like this? I burn, like wax candles coated in sulphur, 
like holy incense added to a smoky hearth. Aeneas is always plainly seen before my waking eyes, it 
repeats Aeneas in my mind in the stillness of the night. He is indeed ungrateful and insensible to my 
services. And if I were not an idiot, he is the kind of man I should wish to be rid of. However, I do not 
hate Aeneas, although his plans are wicked, though I bewail his faithlessness, after I have finished 
complaining I love him worse. 
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