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App. Lib. XIX, 129-132 

Text Übersetzung: 

(Horace White) 

[129] Then came new scenes of horror. As the fire spread and carried everything down, the 

soldiers did not wait to destroy the buildings little by little, but all in a heap. So the crashing 

grew louder, and many corpses fell with the stones into the midst. Others were seen still living, 

especially old men, women, and young children who had hidden in the inmost nooks of the 

houses, some of them wounded, some more or less burned, and uttering piteous cries. Still 

others, thrust out and falling from such a height with the stones, timbers, and fire, were torn 

asunder in all shapes of horror, crushed and mangled. Nor was this the end of their miseries, for 

the street cleaners, who were removing the rubbish with axes, mattocks, and forks, and making 

the roads passable, tossed with these instruments the dead and the living together into holes in 

the ground, dragging them along like sticks and stones and turning them over with their iron 

tools. Trenches were filled with men. Some who were thrown in head foremost, with their legs 

sticking out of the ground, writhed a long time. Others fell with their feet downward and their 

heads above ground. Horses ran over them, crushing their faces and skulls, not purposely on the 

part of the riders, but in their headlong haste. Nor did the street cleaners do these things on 

purpose; but the tug of war, the glory of approaching victory, the rush of the soldiery, the orders 

of the officers, the blast of the trumpets, tribunes and centurions marching their cohorts hither 

and thither -- all together made everybody frantic and heedless of the spectacles under their eyes.  

[130] Six days and nights were consumed in this kind of fighting, the soldiers being changed so 

that they might not be worn out with toil, slaughter, want of sleep, and these horrid sights. Scipio 

alone toiled without rest, hurrying here and there, without sleep, taking food while he was at 

work, until, utterly fatigued and relaxed, he sat down on a high place where he could overlook 

the work. Much remained to be ravaged, and it seemed likely that the carnage would be of longer 

duration, but on the seventh day some suppliants presented themselves to Scipio bearing the 

sacred garlands of Æsculapius, whose temple was much the richest and most renowned of all in 

the citadel. These, taking olive branches from the temple, besought Scipio that he would spare 

the lives of all who might wish to depart from Byrsa. This he granted to all except the deserters. 

Forth-with there came out 50,000 men and women together, a narrow gate in the wall being 

opened, and a guard furnished for them. The Roman deserters, about 900 in number, despairing 

of their lives, betook themselves to the temple of Æsculapius with Hasdrubal and his wife and 

their two boys. Here they might have defended themselves a long time although they were few in 

number, on account of the height and rocky nature of the place, which in time of peace was 

reached by an ascent of sixty steps. But, finally, overcome by hunger, want of sleep, fear, toil, 

and approaching dissolution, they abandoned the enclosures of the temple and fled to the shrine 

and roof.  

[…]  

 

[132] Scipio, beholding this city, which had flourished 700 years from its foundation and had 

ruled over so many lands, islands, and seas, rich with arms and fleets, elephants and money, 

equal to the mightiest monarchies but far surpassing them in bravery and high spirit (since 

without ships or arms, and in the face of famine, it had sustained continuous war for three years), 

now come to its end in total destruction -- Scipio, beholding this spectacle, is said to have shed 

tears and publicly lamented the fortune of the enemy. After meditating by himself a long time 



and reflecting on the rise and fall of cities, nations, and empires, as well as of individuals, upon 

the fate of Troy, that once proud city, upon that of the Assyrians, the Medes, and the Persians, 

greatest of all, and later the splendid Macedonian empire, either voluntarily or otherwise the 

words of the poet escaped his lips: “"The day shall come in which our sacred Troy and Priam, 

and the people over whom Spear-bearing Priam rules, shall perish all."”  

 


